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      1.
    

     That night, the moon gave out its most intense light, flooding the city and cowering into the wide paved streets, streaming over the bridges, plunging into the river that flowed into its wide bed, climbing along the walls of the stately palaces, over the trees of the streets and gardens, slewing into the darkest alleys, the cracks of the old houses and the manhole covers, and extending out over the tower, that spectacular and very high tower of metal and bolts that extended boldly towards the sky.
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    – Hey, Daki, wake up, it`s time! – croaked a high, nasal voice.

    A small round owl, with brown plumage streaked with red, and horns standing on its head, looked at the beam where resting hanging upside down, was a young sleeping bat.

    – Daki! Come on, wake up – he repeated.

    Not receiving an answer, he patted the bat's claw with his curved beak. The bat first started to rock, then pulled himself up, slumping down with a small thud at the side of his companion. With his eyes still closed, he began to yawn and grunt.

    – Ugh, Daki, the moon is already up!

    – So? Asked the bat. – The night is long. You know it takes me some time to wake up. As I explained to you ...
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    – Yes, yes, that while you sleep your body has a drop in temperature, that goes back to normal when you wake up – he chanted. – But the problem is that I always have to wait for you. I am fed up; do you know that?

    – Really? – His friend opened his lively eyes on his pointed muzzle. – Are you fed up with me?

    In response, the owl sighed.

    – Then, my dear Bollino, let me go! He exclaimed, barely opening his wings.

    – Of course! – Whimpered his companion blinking his big bright eyes. – If I leave, I don't know what you're going to do without me – he said, as he was the one who kept his life organized. He had found refuge on the large tower where no one would have disturbed them, kept him on schedule, accompanied him hunting, and was always ready to listen to him.

    – I'll manage – said the bat gravely.

    Oh yes, of course. Had he already forgotten the night his companions left without him? Bollino had found him in a bush, muddy, weeping and lost.
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    – Oh, dear me, nobody wants me,– he babbled in tears.

    Touched by his pain, he offered him shelter to give him a chance to recover, but since that night, Daki had clung to him, and he hadn't been able to take care of anything else.

    His friends had made fun of him. – Are you dumb? That flying mouse is not a fit friend for an owl.

    – He is a different creature from us, but special and marvelous – Bollino said angrily, as his friends laughed at him. They were foolish and close minded, and he had avoided their company, but, like Daki, he was left without friends.

    

    Meanwhile, the bat devoted himself to his daily cleaning by licking with his sharp tongue the soft dark fur that covered his round body, very different from that of a mouse, because of the long sharp ears that made him funny looking. His wings were almost the shape of a human hand without a thumb, with a strong membrane stretched between those odd fingers.
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    He was the only mammal in the world able to fly, although he was not related to birds.

    

    – You should go back to your friends, you know? And accept we are aggressive, we suck blood, we are blind, and we cling to your hair, as humans think of us – he said when he finished washing himself.
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    Bollino’s eyes became wider, but he remained silent.

    – Well, don’t you have anything to say? – Asked his companion in a provocative tone.

    – Since you are feeling sorry for yourself, let me add that they think you are quite ugly.

    After a moment of silence, the bat began to laugh, first with a small grin and then louder and louder, showing his sharp teeth. – Humans are not even kind to you, though – he managed to say, as he was laughing– since owls are often a bad omen.

    He he he, he he he, he he he – Bollino replied to his friend, laughing wildly.

    
    
      [image: ]

       
    

  

Конец ознакомительного фрагмента.

Текст предоставлен ООО «ЛитРес».

Прочитайте эту книгу целиком, купив полную легальную версию на ЛитРес.

Безопасно оплатить книгу можно банковской картой Visa, MasterCard, Maestro, со счета мобильного телефона, с платежного терминала, в салоне МТС или Связной, через PayPal, WebMoney, Яндекс.Деньги, QIWI Кошелек, бонусными картами или другим удобным Вам способом.



fb3_img_img_da60ebea-1ab2-565a-b70d-da4bbc84e5fd.jpg





cover.jpg
UNA NAVE DA sUD
—_—

The moon, Bollino
and the Gat

Livy Former






fb3_img_img_463dedaa-9917-5283-9bfd-1028352bcaf4.jpg





fb3_img_img_0abc2f3b-5f08-5250-a3d8-ed620f1efecc.jpg





fb3_img_img_a8b9efd4-7a18-539f-9aba-73c88faf45ff.jpg





fb3_img_img_28f920bb-9847-5d59-a1b9-44de5754a9d5.jpg





fb3_img_img_9e4ec524-c916-5188-8c64-68ea1fba8dfe.jpg





