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Who stays awake at night?
When evening falls and you’re lying in your bed, there are many animals that have just woken up. These animals like it best at night. In the dark of night, they can hide and find food. The dark is safer and better for them.

This book is about the ones who like the dark. It’s about animals—lots of animals—and three people in a house by the sea: Berry, Brushter, and their mum. Their mum often works on the night shift, so then Brushter has to look after Berry. And now you can read all about the amazing things they discover when they’re together.
Read your way out into the night!

[p. 11–12]

Not exactly afraid of the dark
It’s late in the evening. Berry’s in bed, but she can’t get to sleep. There are such strange noises coming from the garden outside.

She hears something go leerk. There it is again: leerk. And then jingle-scree.

She runs through to her mother.

‘There’s somebody in the garden, Mum! Somebody sneaking around in the dark!’

Mum goes with Berry to her room. They look out of the window, but they can’t see anybody.

‘I heard a noise. I’m sure of it,’ says Berry.

They listen together. They look outside again.

There’s nothing to be seen or heard. It’s all quiet.

‘There’s nobody there,’ says Mum. ‘It’s all quiet, and everybody’s sleeping. You should be sleeping too.’

Mum gives Berry another goodnight hug.

‘Sleep well, sweetie!’

Mum closes the door. But as soon as Berry’s alone, she can hear the noises from the garden again.

Leerk. And again: leerk. Then jingle-scree.

Berry tiptoes towards the window. She wants to see who’s sneaking around in the garden and keeping her awake. A gigantic bird? Or an animal? A bear, perhaps?
No, it’s not a bear, because it has a pointy muzzle, and its tail is long and brushy, with a tip as white as snow.

There’s no mistaking it: it’s a fox!

The fox is gnawing on something. Then Berry sees what it is: it’s the sausage that got burnt and was left on the barbecue. Is this a sausage fox that’s come to visit her?

Berry stands still. She holds her breath and just stares at the fox, which stares back at her. Its eyes are big. Its ears stick right up. And the sausage is dangling from either side of its pointy muzzle.
Suddenly, the fox crouches down and then leaps off. It dashes for the woods like an arrow. The last thing Berry sees is the bright tip of its tail.

Now there’ll be sausage for some hungry cubs, thinks Berry.

‘Mum,’ she shouts. ‘Mum!’

Mum comes running.
‘There’s a sausage fox in the garden!’

‘Get back under the covers,’ says Mum, taking Berry back to bed. ‘Tomorrow I’m on the night shift, so Brushter will be looking after you. Do you promise to be good and go to bed?’

Berry nods. She promises to be good. She knows that Mum has to go to work, where she’s got to help people who are ill and get frightened when they wake up at night. But Berry—who’s not frightened—is still being good even if she’s looking at a fox, isn’t she? If the fox is awake too.
Mum tucks Berry back into bed.

Like a cosy den, thinks Berry. She curls up like a fox deep in the woods.

And falls asleep.

[p. 15–16]

We call animals that are awake while we humans are asleep nocturnal animals. They can hide and find food without being spotted. They can keep busy and stay safe at night.
Foxes are nocturnal. In the dark, they’re invisible to the small animals they hunt. Those smaller animals also go out in the dark to find food. But before they know it, hey presto, a fox appears! The fox eats, and the other animals get eaten.

Foxes can hunt in the dark because they’ve got good eyesight, good hearing, and a magnificent nose. They can also run fast and silently right up to the live prey they want to catch.
When foxes sneak about at night, it’s their noses that lead the way. We call long animal noses like theirs snouts or muzzles. Animals with snouts or muzzles have a much better sense of smell than humans, who have small noses. The bigger the nose—or the snout—the better the sense of smell.
Foxes have eyes that can see even if it’s almost completely dark. They have night vision. Having night vision means that they can see when there’s only a small amount of light, like at night.

Foxes have large ears that they can shape and turn. They search and pick out sounds in the dark. A fox can hear the slightest squeak.

[p. 16–17]
Foxes’ paws are also made for hunting at night. They’re fast and silent. The pads under their paws mean they can run without being heard by whatever they’re hunting.
The woods are full of food for foxes: mice, birds, eggs, slugs, snails and berries. But if a fox has a lot of cubs, it might seek out food in people’s gardens too.

When a fox goes searching for food in the early summer, the cubs are still blind and helpless, so they stay in the fox’s den, which is called an earth. Newborn cubs weigh no more than an egg. To start with, they drink their mother’s milk. But they grow quickly, and then they have to eat the things their mother finds for them on her nightly hunt.
Only when the cubs are big enough can they join in the hunt. They learn to get about in the dark, and to smell and listen to find food. It takes a cub one year to grow into an adult fox, by which time it’s the same size as a four-year-old human.

There are foxes all over the world: by the sea, in the woods, in the desert, and in towns and cities. In big cities there can be thousands of foxes. When people are asleep at night, the foxes go searching for food that people have thrown away, especially in winter. So foxes don’t hibernate like bears or hedgehogs do. Foxes have to stay awake every single night, whether it’s summer or winter. And staying awake makes them hungry.

During the day, nocturnal animals have to rest. So when we humans get up, foxes go to sleep. They fall asleep where nobody can see them. And by the time they wake up again, they’ve got their strength back to go searching for food in the dark.
[p. 19–20]

Made for the dark
Mum’s at work. Only Brushter and Berry are at home. They’re looking for a book to read.

‘I’d like a book about foxes,’ says Berry.

‘Why’s that?’ asks Brushter.

‘Just because,’ replies Berry. She doesn’t want to tell him about the fox she saw the night before. If nobody believes her, then she might as well keep it to herself and have her own secret fox. And she certainly doesn’t want to say that she’s put out another sausage for the fox under the barbecue.
Then she hears the same sound as the night before. The sound of the fox that Mum didn’t believe. Leerk. And again: leerk. Then jingle-scree.

‘The fox!’ says Berry. She blurted it out, even though she’d been planning to keep it to herself. So she tells Brushter about her fox.

Brushter wants to go straight out into the garden. Berry doesn’t even have time to put on any shoes. Then, out on the lawn, she suddenly thinks that foxes must have big, sharp teeth.

She stops. She asks Brushter if he thinks it’s safe to walk straight towards an enormous animal in the black of night without any shoes on.

‘Pffft,’ he snorts. ‘Foxes aren’t dangerous.’

They tiptoe onwards, Brushter first, and Berry following warily behind. She can hear a terrific noise. It’s as if it were a giant fox. Or a bear. Or a lion? Maybe two lions that have fled from a circus and are now fighting over a tiny sausage.
Berry reaches out for Brushter, wanting him to go back indoors with her. But he wants to keep going and takes her with him.
‘Don’t be scared, I’m here to look after you,’ he says.

Kharrrrraaaggghuuugggh! comes a noise from the dark.

Brushter leaps back with a start. He knocks over Berry. They’re left lying there, their arms and legs all at sixes and sevens.
‘We’ve got to go back indoors!’ shouts Brushter. He gets back onto his feet. He tugs at Berry. She’s so slow, he thinks. But it’s because Berry’s heard something that she has to investigate. She slips away from Brushter and heads over to the corner of the house.

Miaaaow. There’s that sound again from over at the barbecue. Then she sees the neighbour’s cat, hissing at another cat that Berry hasn’t seen before. Both of them have their claws out and their backs arched, until the other cat spots the humans, and then it makes for the woods.
‘Two lions,’ says Brushter, and laughs. He’s not scared in the slightest any more, and wants to keep looking for the fox. But they don’t see a trace of the fox, not even the tip of its tail. And Berry’s feet get cold, so she wants to go back indoors.
Berry crawls up into her bed and asks Brushter to tuck her in.

‘A lion’s den,’ says Brushter.

A fox’s earth, thinks Berry. She’s still thinking about the fox. Is it wandering about, looking for food? What if it’s got cubs left alone, hungry and frightened? Tomorrow she’s going to put out another sausage for them.

Then she falls asleep, tired and happy, her feet cosy and warm.
[p. 22–23]

The night is excellent for cats! At night, they can go hunting for mice that think they’re safe in the dark. But cats can see them! They can see just as well at night as in the day.

Cats can see even with so little light because they can open their pupils wide and let in what little light there is. They can also use that scarce light in a really clever way, because cats have mirror-like layers in their eyes. These little mirrors use the same beams of light more than once, meaning the cat has enough light to see in, even if we humans think it looks completely dark.

You can see that cats have mirrors like these if you shine a light on them in the dark. Then their eyes light up like reflectors. In the daytime, when the light is stronger, cats have to squint their eyes a little so they don’t let in too much light. Or they might sleep.

Cats can’t see colours in the dark. But they don’t need to. Their snout makes up for this, because it’s got plenty of space for nose cells and large nostrils that let in loads of smells. What’s more, cats have whiskers! These are long, bristly and very sensitive hairs. They can feel if something touches them or might hurt the cat. When cats brush by something with their whiskers, it doesn’t take long for them to realise that there’s something they need to look out for.
A cat’s ears are also very useful at night. They’re large and can move. When cats hunt, they stand completely still so their prey can’t spot them. They move only their ears, which search for sounds from the animal they want to catch.

Even cats that are fed by humans like to go out in the dark and strut about. Their impulse to hunt is as strong as it was before cats became pets several thousand years ago. Every cat has its own hunting territory, which is often its owner’s garden. If other animals enter this territory, there can be a fight. Sometimes, a female cat might share her night-time prowling territory with a male cat. The tomcat lets the female in because he wants to father new kittens. When a cat’s owner is asleep, it’s the cat that’s in charge.

House cats are related to lions, leopards, tigers, cheetahs and jaguars. All these animals are cats, and all cats are nocturnal. During the day, they lie in the sun, sleeping and staying warm.
[p. 25–26]

A nose for night-time

Berry’s gone to bed. She’s lying there, listening to the noises from the garden outside. Drip-drop. Drip, drop, she hears. What kind of animals like the rain? Berry wonders. Could it be foxes?

She asks Brushter, when he comes in to say goodnight.

‘Do you think there are any foxes out in the rain?’

‘Not while there are cats swarming around here,’ replies Brushter. ‘But we can put out some milk for the cats in the garden. Then we can put a sausage in the woods for the fox. It’ll feel safer in the woods.’

‘Yay!’ says Berry, with a cheer.

So that’s what they do. They take out some milk and a sausage.

‘Tomorrow we can see if the fox has been here,’ says Brushter.

‘How will we be able to know if it’s the fox that’s been to visit if we don’t stay out keeping watch for it?’ asks Berry.

‘Get to bed!’ says Brushter.

Berry has to go back to bed. She crawls under her covers. She counts the raindrops and tries to get to sleep. Drip, drop. Drip, drop. Drip, drop.
Then she hears a jingle-scrap-scree!
Jingle-scrap-scree? thinks Berry, tiptoeing towards the window. She peers out. And who’s that she can see there by the bowl of milk?

The animal over there isn’t long-legged and soft with a great brush-like tail. The animal over there is short-legged and spiky. And has no tail to be seen.

But it does have a nice, pointy snout!

Berry runs through to Brushter.

‘There’s a hedgehog by the milk bowl!’

‘Hedgehogs mustn’t drink milk; cow’s milk is poisonous to hedgehogs,’ shouts Brushter. He hurries out. He wants to take away the milk.

But when they get to the bowl, the hedgehog has gone.

‘Has it got a tummy ache and gone to hide somewhere?’ wonders Berry.

Brushter inspects the bowl, which isn’t empty.

‘The milk was mixed with rain, so it’s probably alright.’

‘As long as it doesn’t get so sick from the milk that it dies!’
‘Let’s put the sausage in the bowl,’ Brushter decides. ‘That way, the hedgehog will come back and fill its belly with what’s good for it.’

They fetch the sausage that was meant for the fox. They tear it up into small pieces, put the pieces in the empty bowl, and then go back inside.
Berry gets back down well under the covers. Drip, drop, drip, drop, comes the sound from outside. She imagines she’s a raindrop herself. But just as she’s about to taken by the wind, a jingle-scree interrupts the drip-drop song.

Berry tiptoes over to the window yet again.

The hedgehog is back!

‘My sausage hedgehog,’ she whispers to it. Now she has both a fox and a hedgehog in her garden.

Sausages are very handy! She’ll ask Mum to buy some more. A hundred packets, at least, Berry thinks to herself, before she falls asleep under her soft covers.

[p. 28–29]

When you’ve had your dinner and are brushing your teeth to get ready for bed, hedgehogs are ready to find their breakfast. Hedgehogs love to eat at night. Their short legs aren’t exactly made for running away, but they feel safe in the dark. And that’s also when their food is out and about: slugs, snails and beetles. These small creatures also feel safer when hidden by the night. It’s almost as if they didn’t know about hedgehogs.
Hedgehogs are able to find food in the dark because they have such good noses. Or snouts, as noses are called when they’re as long as a hedgehog’s is. The bigger the snout is, the better equipped it is to pick up scents. A long snout quite simply has space for more nose cells. And those cells are needed to catch the little bits of scent that waft around in the air. Hedgehogs have such a good sense of smell that they can sniff their way to slugs, snails and beetles.
Hedgehogs can’t see as well as most nocturnal animals, but their hearing is very good. They can hear when a tasty treat is crawling through the dark. If a hedgehog hears the sound of an animal bigger than itself, then it’s immediately ready to react. It scurries away and hides. It can also roll up with its quills pointing out. Hedgehogs can perform this amazing trick because their stomach muscles can scrunch up the quill-free skin on their bellies. And, hey presto, a hedgehog can turn into a prickly ball that’s impossible for most enemies to bite into.
A mother hedgehog can have up to ten babies. At the start, she doesn’t take them out on her nightly food searches, because they’re no bigger than a matchbox and only drink their mother’s milk. If she has a lot of young that need milk, that might make her so hungry that she has to venture out looking for food in broad daylight too.

Baby hedgehogs are born with soft quills. Only when their quills have grown stiffer can they go hunting with their mother. She teaches them to listen for and to sniff out food in the dark.

For hedgehogs, winter is like one very long night for us humans. Their beds are piles of leaves and dirt, and before they go to bed, they have to eat a lot. Their bodies must have fat on them, because it’s this fat that has to keep them going while the hedgehog is hibernating. Hibernating isn’t without risk for hedgehogs. If a hedgehog covers itself too thinly and is too skinny, it may freeze to death during the long winter nights.

[p. 31–32]
Dark, wet and safe

The next morning, Berry asks Mum if she can buy a hundred packets of sausages. Mum answers that they’re having meatballs for dinner today.
Berry goes out into the garden and says that if anybody wants meatballs, they can come and get them. But nobody comes out: neither the hedgehog nor the fox.

Meatballs aren’t sausages! How can Mum be so silly? thinks Berry. She goes straight back in to find Mum and tell her what she thinks. Then Mum says something even sillier. She says that if the hedgehog doesn’t like meatballs, it can have milk.
Luckily, Berry’s there to teach her otherwise, so Mum mixes water with the milk before they put out the bowl. But the hedgehog doesn’t want to come out and drink. Might it have been scared by the fox?

Berry asks Mum, who says that they’ll have to wait until it gets dark.

‘Can I stay up that late?’ asks Berry.

‘No,’ says Mum. ‘You’ll have to check the bowl tomorrow morning.’

Berry has to go to bed long before it gets dark. But she can’t fall asleep; she’s thinking about the hedgehog. And as soon as Brushter’s asleep, she sneaks out. She takes a torch with her, as it’s dark and wet in the garden.
She shines the torch under the bushes and into the grass. She can’t see the hedgehog. But my oh my, she sees so many other things. Soft worms wriggling through the grass. Slugs and snails waving their antennae about, and a toad sitting completely still.
Berry points the torch at the toad, but it gets frightened. Berry reaches out her hand to stroke the toad a little and tell it not to be afraid. She’s only out looking for the hedgehog, after all, and maybe the toad has even seen it.

Then Brushter comes rushing along.
‘Be careful you don’t get eaten, Berry. Foxes love berries!’ he shouts. But then he spots the toad.
‘You didn’t touch the poisonous toad, did you?’ he asks Berry.

‘Would I die if I did?’

‘No,’ says Brushter. ‘Or actually yes—you’d better get straight to bed!’

‘You’re just pulling my leg,’ says Berry.

‘Not with the bit about going to bed,’ he says.

Once Berry’s in bed, Brushter asks her if she wants to be part of a secret fox plan.

‘Tomorrow, if you go to bed early, when you’ve slept for a while and it’s properly dark, then I’ll wake you up. As long as you don’t tell Mum, we can go out and look for the fox.’

‘I won’t say a word to Mum,’ Berry promises him. She wants to be part of the plan.

What a shame they don’t have any sausages! Would meatballs do?

She asks Brushter.

‘Shh, it’s night-time now,’ he says. He gives her a hug. He’s not scared of her, even if she did stroke the poisonous toad.

[p. 34–35]

When the sun’s out, humans can put on sun cream. Animals with thin skin have to hide. They can only come out when the sun goes down. It’s safest for earthworms, slugs, snails and toads when it’s dark—or when it’s raining.
Earthworms can easily get sunburnt. And that’s dangerous for them. If their skin dries out, they die. That’s because they breathe through their skin. Air streams in through tiny holes all along a worm’s long body. It’s as if the whole worm were a big lung, so it needs to make sure to stay soft and moist. If the sun’s shining, worms need to be under the soil.

Slugs and snails also avoid hot sunshine. They have slimy skin that the sun can easily dry out. The best time for them is when it rains at night. They can get about in the dark and the rain and tuck into soft grass and juicy leaves with their rasping tongues.
At night, worms, slugs and snails have fewer enemies. Most birds are asleep, and many of the animals that do go out looking for live food at night find it more difficult to see in the dark.

Animals with quick feet can run away from dangers. Animals with sharp teeth and claws can defend themselves. But animals that are slow, soft, and have no teeth—like toads—have to hide. During the day, they hide away. Even if they’re extremely hungry, they have to wait until night falls. They can move about and look for food in the dark.
If toads are spotted when they’re out and about, they inflate their bodies. They make themselves look big and dangerous. And their poison glands also offer them a little protection. Any animal that eats a toad must be very hungry indeed!
In early spring, you can hear toads singing at night. The males sing to the females, who lay long strings of eggs. Out of the eggs come tadpoles. And in the autumn, the little toads crawl onto the land. In the dark, of course!

[p. 37–38]

Beaks in the black
Mum is working on the night shift. Berry’s asleep. She’s already been sleeping for quite a while when Brushter wakes her.

‘It’s night-time, Berry, time to get up!’

Berry gets up like a shot, because they’re going out to find the fox.

They walk straight up to the blackberry patch, as Brushter has hung a meatball from a tree up there, all they way up by the woods. Berry shines her torch, but Brushter stops her. They’ve got to stay silent and invisible. The fox mustn’t see or hear them.

‘Or smell us, either,’ Brushter whispers. He licks one of his fingers and holds it up in the air to find out which direction the wind’s coming from.

‘The wind direction’s good. It won’t take our scent to the fox’s nose.’

They sneak on further, keeping ever so quiet. But they don’t see any fox. No fox, and no meatball. This makes Berry shine her torch back and forth very quickly. And, hey presto, she spots the meatball! It’s a little way into the woods.

‘That’s no meatball!’ Brushter snorts.

Berry can see that too now. It’s not a meatball; it’s a little ball full of bones and feathers.

‘Fox poo?’ she asks, but the only answer she gets is ‘shh’, as they hear a strange noise next.

‘A fox?’ Berry whispers.

There’s that sound again, and closer, much closer. There’s a churr and a hum. Ahead of them and behind them. Churr and hum, churr and hum. Up in the air, from every direction!
Berry shines her torch at the noise. Then the noise shines back. Two gleaming stars race through the darkness at great speed. Humming and churring. And with a flutter of wings. Might it be a bird as black as the night? Brushter wants to follow the noise. He wants to investigate, but then he spots something strange in the grass: something’s been walking through the woods. Something’s left a trail down towards Crab Rock. Something with very large feet.

A giant fox, thinks Berry. Help, she wants to go back indoors!

But Brushter turns off his torch, takes Berry by the hand and crawls down under a tree. They sit there, not making a sound, waiting in the dark. For a bit too long, in Berry’s opinion. Far too long, as all sorts of thoughts enter her mind. About bears, for instance. In fairy tales, foxes and bears are usually together. She whispers this to Brushter, but before she knows it, something big flaps up with a terrible squawk.

‘That was an angry heron!’ says Brushter, laughing. ‘It was probably fishing, and then we disturbed it. But that path in the grass wasn’t made by the heron!’

‘As long as it’s not a path left by a bear,’ Berry whispers. ‘It isn’t, is it?’
Brushter doesn’t think it is, so she doesn’t have to be scared.

‘We can sneak back here tomorrow night. What do you think, Berry, are you up for it?’

Berry has to think about it first. She thinks about it while they walk back to the house. She thinks about bears, and about foxes. She would love to see her fox!

‘Alright, I’m in,’ she tells Brushter, before diving back into bed.

‘Goodnight, Berry,’ he whispers. He’s about to give her a hug, but she’s already well hidden beneath her covers.

[p. 40–41]

Most birds normally find food during the day. When it’s light, they can see berries, seeds, flies, larvae, spiders and worms. The only birds that eat at night are ones that don’t need to see to find their food. Even they might be helped by a little bit of light.

Owls have such good hearing that they can find food without using their eyes! And since they’re almost silent when they fly too, they can hunt just as well in the dark as in daylight. In fact, maybe they even hunt better at night, as at night they can sneak up on their prey. A mouse that thinks it’s safe in the dark can easily be found by an owl. The owl flies quickly and silently towards the mouse and picks it up with its really strong claws, which are called talons.
It’s owls’ well-developed ears and the way they’re placed that allow them to hear so well. Each ear is surrounded by a rim of feathers. These rims of feathers can pick up the slightest squeak of a mouse and carry it into an owl’s ears. An owl’s ears are set on each side of its head, but one of them is a bit further back than the other, which means that the owl can work out exactly where a sound is coming from.

Owls’ eyes are also well suited to hunting in the dark, because they let in and catch the very slightest gleams of light. Even if it looks pitch-black to us humans, owls can get enough light to see their prey. An owl’s eyes are fixed looking forward, but the owl can turn its head all the way round until it’s looking over its back.

Even if you can’t see owls hunting in the dark, you might still see what they’ve been hunting. This is because owls swallow their prey whole, but after a while they have to cough up the bones and skin in pellets. If you look at the pellets owls leave behind, you can find out what they were eating at night.
Nightjars get their name from the fact they’re active at night. They fly around with their beaks wide open, so they could probably hunt during the day too, but at night these brown birds are less visible. At night there are also lots of moths and mosquitoes swarming about, which can make for tasty snacks.

Nightjars have quite small and slender beaks, but they can open them very widely. Their open beaks with long bristles around them are like butterfly nets!
[p. 42–43]

A nightjar can also find its mate in the dark. The male sings, so the female can find him. He flies in circles, turning his head. It can be difficult for us humans to work out where the sound is coming from. In the olden days, when people heard the churring call of the nightjar, they thought it was the sound of supernatural beings spinning. People also thought they drank the milk of goats, but really they eat the insects that hover near goats and other animals
. If you shine a light on nightjars in the dark, their eyes reflect back.
When day breaks, nightjars fold their wings and sit in the heath. They stay still and blend in with the landscape. Nobody can see them, so they sit in safety until darkness falls and they can fly off looking for food again.

Herons are grey in colour and like it when the sky is grey at dawn. In the greyish dark, they’re almost invisible. They’re invisible to other animals that might want to hunt them, and invisible to the animals they hunt for themselves: fish and frogs. They catch them with their strong beaks, which they hold still before shooting them out to spear their food. A heron can stay so still that you might think it’s part of the rock it’s standing on. Only when the heron hears you coming does it flap up with a loud squawk so you can spot it.
[p. 45–46]

Night games
While Mum’s at work, Berry and Brushter look for animals. Of course, Mum doesn’t know. She thinks they’re both asleep in bed. But as soon as it gets dark, they go out. This evening they want to find out what made the path through the grass and down to Crab Rock. They tiptoe there, hide behind a rock, and wait for the animal to turn up. And it doesn’t take long before they hear something.
Swoosh, comes a noise from the dark. Swoosh, swoosh! Like somebody wading through very wet grass. Is it the world’s biggest fox? Berry wants to go back home, because the animal’s heading towards them at full speed. It glides through the grass as straight as an arrow, down the rock, and then jumps into the sea. Brushter can’t contain himself any longer, and he shines his torch on it.

A black back winds its way through the waves. Then another animal comes rushing down the rock and out into the water with a splash. Berry can’t help laughing. It’s like they’re playing on a waterslide!

‘Shh,’ says Brushter. Another animal’s coming. Much bigger, but it’s not coming from the woods or the waterslide. It’s coming out of the sea. It jumps up onto the rock and comes straight towards Brushter and Berry. It snarls. And hisses. And bares its teeth.
Brushter throws his torch at it and pulls Berry close. They run back home as fast as they can.

‘A bear,’ says Berry, trembling.

‘Otters, and they only eat fish,’ Brushter explains.

‘But you were scared of it too,’ says Berry.

‘No, I wasn’t,’ Brushter splutters.

Berry doesn’t say anything back, but she can make up her own mind. She saw how fast he ran. His hair is still standing on end, even more so than usual.

‘Why did they get so angry? They were playing, weren’t they?’ Berry asks.

‘It was the mother otter that was angry. She wasn’t sure about us, so she wanted to scare us away from her young,’ Brushter explains. Now he wants to go back to the otters and asks Berry if she’d like to come too.
You bet she would! She wasn’t the one who got so scared that she threw a torch. But she doesn’t say anything about that. She just goes to get her own torch. Without saying another word, they go down to the shore, down towards the boathouse this time. They sit by the wall, listening to the otters playing and splashing. Brushter waits until there’s no more noise from the water until he shines his torch towards them.
Then they see the otters swimming away in single file. They duck up and down, as if they were one long sea serpent swimming in the water. They swim further and further away, until they’re beyond the light from the torch.

‘Now you’d better get some sleep,’ Brushter tells Berry.

‘You too!’ she says back.

They walk back up home and go to their beds.

‘Not a word to Mum?’ says Brushter, as he tucks Berry into her bed.

Berry nods under her covers. She thinks she can manage to keep it to herself. But it would’ve been good to tell Mum about the otters playing on their waterslide. Imagine them being so scared of humans that they can only play at night!

[p. 48–49]

Some animals can be active day or night; they can choose. If they feel safe, they can go out during the day. If they feel less safe, they can go out by night. A mother otter does what’s safest for her young. At night or in the early hours of the morning, when people are still asleep, she goes to find food for herself and for her young.
Otters are as dark as the night itself. At night they’re practically invisible. You can only hear the splashing as their muscular bodies frolic in the water. Otters swim very fast, because their bodies are made for it: their tails are long and powerful, which gives them speed. They have webbed feet.

Their fur is so smooth and dense that otters can keep warm even when it’s very cold. Their heads are round, with noses that can be closed so no water gets in when they dive underwater. An otter can swim underwater for 400 metres and can hold its breath for five whole minutes.

Otters live both on the shore and in the water. They sleep on land, but hunt in rivers, lakes and the sea. They look for good fishing spots: sandy areas where flatfish live, or rocks where crabs gather to eat.

Crabs are easiest to find at night. During the day, they bury themselves in the sand or hide in the seaweed, only coming out when it gets dark to look for snails and shells they can crush with their pincers. It’s useful for crabs to have pincers, because it’s not easy to get away from an enemy when you can’t run. But otters aren’t put off by pincers, as they have sharp claws of their own, and also strong teeth for cutting, so crabs often end up as otter food.
Every otter has its own hunting territory. If other otters come, they’re chased away. A mother otter has to hunt for her young too. She normally has three pups. They’re born blind and with no teeth, so she feeds them milk to start with. After a few weeks, she feeds them the same things she eats. When they’re a few months old, she teaches them to hunt under the cover of darkness.

Otter pups like to play. When they play, they get so excited that they forget to hide. And then we humans might be lucky enough to see them.

[p. 51–52]

Always awake
It’s night-time and long since Mum went to work. Berry’s already slept a little, but now she’s awake. She and Brushter are down by the shore. They’re waiting for the otters.
Then they hear a noise from back up in the garden! Something’s running down towards the shore. Something big, at full speed.

‘Berry!’ it shouts. ‘Brushter! Where are you?’

It’s Mum. She’s found out that they’re not in bed. They can hear that she’s frightened, so Brushter calls straight back to say where they are. He even shines his torch on him and Berry so Mum can see that they’re both safe and sound.
‘I came home because I got a bad headache. And then I saw there was nobody there,’ says Mum. She’s so frightened that she’s on the verge of tears.

Brushter says sorry. And Berry says sorry. She gives Mum a hug, and Mum hugs her back so hard that it hurts. But Berry lets her, so that she can go back to being herself: good, cheerful Mum. After their hugs, all three of them go back home.

Suddenly, Mum stops. She stands there, motionless, listening.

‘Follow me,’ she says, heading back down to the shore. Then all three of them hear it: there’s something breathing out at sea. Phoooh! Phoooh! Brushter shines the big torch out to sea, and two black backs come into view. They roll across the sea. Phoooh! Phoooh! Two porpoises are swimming and breathing in rhythm with each other.

‘Porpoises are just like us,’ says Mum. ‘They breathe with their lungs.’

‘But if a porpoise has to go to sleep, does that mean it drowns?’ Berry asks.
‘Maybe they’re always awake,’ says Brushter.

‘Or maybe they’re half-awake, like ducks?’ says Mum.

They sit there, watching the porpoises swimming so slowly and close together, while Mum tells them about swifts, birds that are always in the air, even when they sleep. And when Mum’s finished telling them all these interesting things, Brushter and Berry tell her about the otter, the fox, and the cats. Even about the heron, the hedgehog, the toad, and everything else.

‘I’m going back to work now,’ says Mum. ‘My headache must have been blown out to sea.’ She smiles and gives them hugs just tight enough. Then she turns strict and tells them they’re allowed to watch the animals at night as long as Berry gets enough sleep. And Mum’s going to check every single day whether she has. ‘But never, ever go down to the shore in the dark. Will you promise me that?’

They both promise.

‘Small animals are nice, too,’ says Mum, ‘and you can find them everywhere. Even in the garden. Why don’t you try to find them?’

‘Well, we could…’ says Brushter.
Berry doesn’t say anything. She’s thinking about the fox.

They sit quietly for a while longer, listening to the porpoises breathing out in the dark. But then they feel tired. So they go back up and lay their heads down on their pillows, breathing softly as they doze off without even realising it. They certainly don’t need to be afraid of drowning when they fall asleep!

[p. 54–55]

Everybody—human and animal alike—has to rest now and then. But some animals are able to rest, or sleep, with just one half of their bodies. Porpoises are one such animal. They have to stay awake day and night, because if they were to fall asleep completely, they would stop swimming and drown. So a porpoise rests one half of its head at a time. The part of its head that’s awake makes sure it doesn’t drown. The two halves of its brain take turns to sleep.
When a porpoise is only half-awake, it swims slowly. It doesn’t move any more than it takes to keep its nose above water, so it can get air. It often swims close to another porpoise, so they can look after each other. A mother porpoise often stays awake when its calf is resting, because the young porpoise’s body doesn’t have enough blubber to keep it afloat when it’s half-asleep.

Ducks can stay awake in the same way as porpoises, although they don’t have to swim to breathe. It’s still a matter of life or death, though. When a flock of ducks goes to sleep for the night, the duck at the edge of the flock keeps half of its head awake. It closes the eye facing the rest of the flock, and that part of its head can sleep.

On the other half of its head, the part facing out towards the rest of the world, the duck keeps its eye open. The sentry duck uses that eye to look out for dangers. If something comes creeping out of the darkness, the sentry duck quacks so loudly that the whole flock wakes up and can get away. The ducks take turns keeping watch, so they can all rest their whole bodies over the course of the night.
Humans lie down when they rest, and most birds sit. But swifts, which only land to nest, have to rest in the air. They sleep for a few seconds while they let themselves fall. Before they hit the ground, they wake up. Then they climb up again into the air and continue their constant flight, whether it’s night or day.

[p. 57–58]

Braving the dark
When Berry and Brushter are alone and awake at night, they have rules to follow now: they must stay in the garden, and Berry must get some sleep before she goes out into the dark to look for animals.

Brushter wakes up Berry as soon as it begins to get dark.

‘Do you think the fox might come tonight?’ she asks. They had sausages for dinner tonight, and she’s put the ones that were left over out in the woods.

‘Maybe,’ says Brushter. He finds a ladder and climbs up on top of the garage. They’ll have to sit high up if they’re supposed to stay in the garden but still want to look out for the fox.

Berry climbs up too. It’s a bit scary, so she sits right next to Brushter. All they have to do now is wait.

They wait. They wait and wait, but no fox comes. It just gets darker and darker.

Then they suddenly see a tiny bonfire in the midst of all the darkness. They’ll have to investigate that!
They climb down calmly and walk just as calmly over towards the little bonfire. It’s still shining brightly. When they bend down over it, they see that it’s a small animal shining, showing itself off. How brave! Won’t it burn itself up?

Berry reaches out a hand to see if it’s warm. But then the creature gets scared and shoots off.

Then they have to take out their torches again. Brushter shines his torch at the flower, but the animal’s nowhere to be seen. Only an enormous cobweb comes into view, with the master builder itself in the middle, eating another tiny creature. It isn’t the bonfire bug that the spider’s caught, is it?

But then the spider gets scared, runs across its web and disappears. Berry and Brushter tiptoe onwards. They find more and more animals: beetles and spiders, millipedes and centipedes. In a rose bush, they spot an animal with what looks like a pair of scissors on its bottom. The creature is crossing a leaf, but when it notices that somebody’s watching, it crawls quickly up the stalk and into a rose to hide.
There are animals everywhere, just like Mum said. But they’re all small. There are no hedgehogs or foxes here. And Brushter wants to go back indoors.

Berry, on the other hand, wants to stay out and shine her torch. She wants to look at all the creatures that are awake when she’s normally sleeping.

Brushter goes inside. Berry promises to follow soon; she’s just going to explore a little further. She shines her torch on the cabbage and on the parsley. There are creepy-crawlies everywhere. Some of them run off at full pelt, while others sit totally still, hoping that nobody can see them. When she points the torch at a blackberry plant, she spots three berries.

Three beautiful berries!

They’re as red as a fox. But tomorrow they’ll be as black as a bear. She can already imagine the taste in her mouth, as she remembers how wonderful they were last year.

Or should she share them with Brushter and Mum?

Yes, she’ll share them! Tomorrow morning she’ll wake up Mum and Brushter and give them each a ripe blackberry.

[p. 60–61]

Imagine you got lost from your mum or dad, but you had a torch in your pocket. Then you could look forward to shining it when it got dark so they could find you. Glow-worms—little beetles with their own lights—use light in the same way. Their lights are inside their bodies, which light up in the dark to tell other glow-worms where they are. Why do they need to do that? Well, they want to find partners. The females have no wings, so they sit still and light up at night until a male finds them. The males have wings and can fly to the females if they know where they are!

The light of a glow-worm comes from a chemical reaction. Various substances in the glow-worm’s body mix with each other, creating light. This light doesn’t create any warmth, so luckily glow-worms can’t burn themselves with their light. Native Americans used to catch similar fireflies in small cages, feed them, and use them as torches.
Spiders can be active both during the day and at night. Some of them like daylight more, while others like the night. And others can stay awake day and night. Wolf spiders, which are grey like wolves, hunt like wolves too. They lie in wait, looking out for prey, and then they pounce in the dark. Other spiders sit totally still at the edge of their cobwebs while the sun is up, only crawling out to eat their prey when night falls.

Earwigs eat greenflies at night. During the day, they find a place to hide and rest, often in a rose bush.

Ground beetles are as black as the night itself. They blend in with the dark and can run around looking for food without being spotted. Their dark colour makes them invisible hunters, while also protecting them from being eaten by other creatures.

Ground beetles eat larvae as well as the eggs of slugs and snails. They also like earthworms and grown slugs and snails. Since they go out looking for food in the dark too, it’s easy for the beetles to find them. They run after them and bite them with their sharp jaws. For the smallest creepy-crawlies, ground beetles are like an enormous lion would be to you if it came leaping out of the darkness!
As soon as the sun comes up, these beetles find a dark place to hide. Having eaten their fill, they can rest there and wait for night to fall again.

[p. 63–64]

Dangerous in the light, safe in the dark
As soon as Berry wakes up, she runs out into the garden. She hasn’t got time to get dressed. She doesn’t even put on any shoes. The grass tickles her toes. And her stomach is already tickling at the thought of those blackberries!

But where have those blackberries gone? Surely Brushter hasn’t gone to pick them just to annoy her, has he?
She runs inside and wakes him, wanting to know if he took the berries.

‘Get out!’ he shouts back. He’s not pleased to be woken so early.

Berry starts crying. Then she tells him that she wanted to give him and Mum some berries, tasty berries that they could have eaten, letting the juice slowly seep out in their mouths.

‘I’m sorry,’ says Brushter. ‘It wasn’t fair of me to snap back at you. I can make you something to scare away the birds, so the thrush doesn’t take all the berries.’

They go into the kitchen and take out a roll of tin foil. Then they cut out some long strips and tie them to the blackberry plants.

‘There’ll be more berries tomorrow,’ says Brushter. ‘And tonight, while we’re waiting for the berries to ripen, we can have a cinema show in the garden.’

‘With a film about a fox?’ asks Berry, but Brushter just laughs.

When Mum’s gone to work, they stretch out a white sheet between two apple trees. Brushter finds a really long extension cable, and then he asks if he can borrow Berry’s lamp, because his is fixed to the wall. Berry isn’t sure about this, because her lamp is brand new.
‘Pretty please, Berry?’ says Brushter, asking as nicely as he can. Then she says yes and runs inside to get her lamp.

Eventually it gets dark, and the film can begin. Brushter takes out two chairs, which he puts in front of the illuminated sheet. He’s also taken some bread so they can have a picnic.

Even before Berry can finish her snack, the first actors start appearing on the screen. They come rushing through the air, heading for the light from the lamp. Soon it’s swarming with life.

‘It’s the light from your lamp that attracts them,’ Brushter explains. He points out moths and mosquitoes. Then comes a massive insect. It swoops down towards the sheet and then at Brushter’s nose. Luckily it turns away just as quickly.

‘A monster mosquito!’ shouts Berry. She puts her hands over her head, as the mosquito’s coming back. It glides back and forth, making sharp turns at top speed.

‘It’s a bat,’ says Brushter, laughing. ‘Don’t be frightened, it’s got excellent control and never flies into people. Here it comes again!’
‘What if it doesn’t see us? It’s so dark!’ shouts Berry. She hides behind Brushter, who’s completely calm. He says that bats can hear whatever we humans need light to be able to see.

‘Do they see with their ears?’ asks Berry.

‘Yup,’ answers Brushter, ‘even if it’s pitch-black.’

They sit down and watch the bat. But then Brushter starts swatting mosquitoes, so he switches off the light and says that’s the end of the film.

Before Berry goes back inside, she goes over to the blackberry patch. She shines her torch on the berries. The silver strips shine back; they’re keeping watch. Tomorrow there’ll be ripe berries!

‘Goodnight, blackberries!’

[pp. 66–67]

Thin wings need to be taken good care of. If rain get on them, they stick together. If sun gets on them, they dry out. For a mosquito, a night without rain is the best flying weather of all.

When we humans sleep, mosquitoes come to suck our blood. They don’t need to see us: they can smell us! They pick up especially on our breath. When mosquitoes smell human breath, they head towards it. Female mosquitoes are the ones that bite, because they need to eat blood if they want to lay eggs, out of which more mosquitoes will hatch.
Mosquitoes that search for food at night can avoid the birds that eat insects during the day. When it’s dark, most birds are asleep, after all. Even humans are asleep, so mosquitoes can suck their blood without being swatted.

Moths have dark colouring: brown, black or grey. They wear the colours of the night and blend in with the dark when they’re looking for food. But then there are bats that can hear them!

And then they have to be careful. They’re normally alright, because they have good hearing too. They can pick up sounds with all the hairs on their bodies.

Bats fly to look for food, but only in the dark when no diurnal (the opposite of nocturnal) birds can catch them. They eat insects that fly at night. A bat makes clicking sounds, and when these sounds hit an insect and bounce back to the bat’s large ears, the bat can soon work out where the insect is. Then it flies towards it with its mouth open and snaffles it up with its sharp teeth. If you see a bat flapping about in the night, don’t be afraid. It’ll fly around you. It’s too small to do you any harm. And it doesn’t have poisonous teeth. No bats in Europe 
are dangerous to people!
[pp. 69–70]

Darkness is my mother
Not long before it gets light, Berry wakes up and immediately thinks of the marvellous thing that’s about to happen. She’s going to taste her first ripe blackberry of the year. As long as that cheeky thrush hasn’t eaten it, that is!
That’s not a bird she can see through the blackberry bushes, is it?

Berry runs outside. Past the barbecue. Over the grass. Quick as the wind, she rushes to the blackberries. She mustn’t be late!

But what’s that she sees?

There’s a small animal in the blackberry patch. A little, brown, speckled animal munching up everything it can reach with its long tongue.
Berry’s so shocked that she can hardly breathe. She just stands there, staring at the cheeky blackberry thief.

Is it a fawn? A baby deer?

Look at it stretch! It’s nibbling off the green and reddish berries. It probably already gobbled up the ripe ones some time ago.

The fawn clearly likes blackberries too!

But then it turns and spots the girl standing there, watching it.

‘Don’t be scared of me,’ Berry whispers. ‘We can be friends. We both like blackberries, you know.’

The little deer stares at her with its big, black eyes.

‘I won’t hurt you. I promise, on my honour.’

But the fawn doesn’t understand what Berry’s saying. It jumps up, turns in the air and sets off like a shot. Out of the garden and into the woods.

And away.

Berry runs inside to wake up Mum and Brushter. She’s got to tell them about the berries, that they’re on their way into the woods now, and that they’ve got legs to carry them. Four quick and slender legs.

‘Mum!’ shouts Berry.

She and Mum go through the Brushter to tell him about the deer.

‘That mean blackberry thief,’ says Brushter.

Mum laughs and says they’re not to worry. After all, they’ve got their Berry, and she’s the sweetest and best berry there is.

Mum gives Berry a big hug.

Then Mum says that she hasn’t got to go to work tonight. Tonight she can come along and look for animals too: hedgehogs, otters, porpoises and herons…

‘And bats and toads and moths and…’ adds Brushter.
‘And foxes,’ says Berry.

They won’t sleep for a second!

[pp. 72–73]

Deer are so scared of humans that they have to eat while humans sleep. They’re also scared of the few bears and wolves that are left in some places, because they’d like to have the deer as food. With all these dangerous enemies, it’s a good idea to hide during the day and look for grass at night. And that suits deer perfectly, as they have several stomachs. They fill their grass stomach during the night. When day breaks, they go into hiding and bring the grass back up into their mouths. They take plenty of time to chew it, before swallowing it back down into their stomach, which eventually passes it onto their intestines. This type of feeding is called chewing the cud or rumination.

If an adult deer is surprised by a predator, it can normally manage to run away, because deer have strong and fast legs. But they need a head start, and they get that by using their senses of smell and hearing. Deer have such a good sense of smell that they can smell danger from miles away. Their excellent sense of smell is based in their muzzle. A deer opens its wide muzzle to let in lots of scents and smells, which fill the whole space behind its mouth. When a deer draws in air, it can find out what other things are out and about an immense distance away. And its muzzle works just as well when it’s dark as when it’s light.
Fawns are born in the early summer, when it’s easiest to find food. They get milk from their mother to start with. When she goes to eat, she hides her fawn, which lies very still, waiting for her. As long as the fawn still has short legs and no antlers, it has to stay with its mother. She looks after it. But when the time comes that the fawn can look after itself, it has to be especially careful to feed and to move about only at night. Darkness can be like the fawn’s mother, hiding it and feeding it.

Fawns that haven’t learnt to find food or to be careful might wander into people’s gardens even during the day, when they should be lying under a bush, chewing the cud and waiting for nightfall.

[p. 75]
Do you stay awake at night?

There are many animals that don’t sleep at night. Not all of them fit in this book. Still, the ones that did fit tell us about the various reasons some animals have to like it better at night than in the day. And the most important reason is that darkness is good for hiding in, both for animals that want to eat, and for animals that don’t want to be eaten by others.

To find their way in the dark, nocturnal animals need to be able to see in low light and need to have good hearing. These animals normally have a good sense of smell too.

Animals that stay awake at night normally sleep during the day. Almost all animals, birds, fish and insects need to spend some time resting. Only a few animals can stay awake all day and night. They can do that because they’re able to send half of their body to sleep.

Very few animals seem to be able to stay awake constantly. And humans are not one of them! So if you think it’s difficult to fall asleep when evening falls, you must remember that if you don’t sleep at night, you’ll need to sleep during the day. And who would be your friends then? Foxes, deer and earwigs?

That might be fun for a while, but it’s pretty good to be a human too, to rest when it’s dark, and start a new day when the morning light comes.

Goodnight!
Translated from Norwegian by Guy Puzey
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Her stod det «Hulderokk kalla dei songen hans», men eg har ikkje kunne finne eit liknande namn på songen til natteramnen på engelsk. Dimed føreslår eg at vi bruker ein annan slags myte om natteramnar som finst i ein del andre kulturar.
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Her stod det «Noreg», men det er kanskje betre å skrive Europa i omsetjinga. (I Nord- og Sør-Amerika finst det jo vampyrflaggermus, sjølv om dei ikkje er så farlege).
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