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CHAPTER ONE

A friend in Need?

“Wake up, Eglantine! Wake up!” Primrose, Eglantine’s hollowmate, was vigorously shaking her. “You’re just having a bad dream.”

“Oh, for Glaux’s sake, let her sleep,” said Ginger, the newest hollowmate. Ginger was a Barn Owl who had actually been part of the attacking forces during the terrible siege of the previous winter. She had been wounded, but during her recovery she had decided that she’d had enough of the Pure Ones and much preferred life in the Great Ga’Hoole Tree. She had not yet, of course, been approved for training as a Guardian. That would require some time. Nonetheless, Eglantine had taken her under her wing, so to speak, and become a kind of big sister to Ginger during her recovery. They had grown quite close in the process. But Primrose was still Eglantine’s best friend in the tree.

“Let her sleep?” Primrose swivelled her head towards the reddish Barn Owl. “Let her continue to have this awful dream?”

Ginger merely sighed and said, “She’s tired. She needs her sleep, bad dream or not.”

Suddenly Eglantine’s eyes flicked open. “Why in the name of Glaux are you shaking me? I was having the loveliest dream.”

“Loveliest dream?” Has she lost her mind? thought Primrose. “You were screaming your head off about being dead or not dead, Eglantine.”

Eglantine blinked. “No I wasn’t,” she replied defiantly. “I was having a wonderful dream about the old hollow in the fir tree back in Tyto where Soren and I lived with our mum and da. And I was just about to go into the hollow. Something wonderful was about to happen, and then you came along and shook me.” She looked accusingly at Primrose. Ginger pretended she wasn’t paying any attention and commenced humming a little owl ditty that Eglantine had taught her.

Now it was Primrose who blinked at Eglantine. Something about her friend seemed different. She’s seemed different for a while, Primrose thought. Is it just my imagination? It must be my imagination. What if she doesn’t want to be my friend any more? Primrose didn’t think she could stand that. She had to stop thinking this way. She and Eglantine were best friends. They had been from the very start, from the day Eglantine had been rescued. Why, she herself had been on the rescue mission that had found Eglantine.

Like most of the young owls in the Great Ga’Hoole Tree, Primrose had also been rescued by the Guardians. She had lost everything in a devastating fire that had swept through the forest of Silverveil. In a matter of minutes her hollow, her homeland, her parents and even the eggs of her future brothers and sisters had been destroyed. But since her rescue, life at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree had been wonderful, and the best part was having a best friend. It didn’t matter that she was a Pygmy Owl, quite small, and that Eglantine, a Barn Owl, was huge by comparison. They had so much in common. They were so much alike. No, she’d never find another friend like Eglantine.

“Look,” she said to Eglantine, “I’m sorry I woke you from your nice dream. It looked like a nightmare to me. I just couldn’t stand hearing you cry like that.”

“It’s all right, Primrose, don’t worry. I know you meant well.” Eglantine said it softly, and then repeated, “Don’t worry. I’m going right back to sleep and finish my nice dream.”

But Primrose was worried.

Within a few minutes it would be tween time, those slivers of seconds between the last minute of the day and the first of the evening. It was a lovely time, especially in summer as it was now. The sky turned a soft lavender just as the sun began to slip away. Sometimes there were streaks of pink and a fragile light illuminated every leaf and blade of grass, making everything stand out with special beauty. Primrose sat on the branch just outside her hollow and watched the subtle transformation of the lovely Island of Hoole as the light played across it. How close they had come last winter to losing it all to the terrible owls known as the Pure Ones, who were led by Kludd, the brother of Eglantine and Soren.

How fragile life is, thought Primrose, how fragile everything is, including friendship. And once more she felt a tremor deep within her gizzard, where all owls feel their most intense feelings.

She could not dwell upon this, she realised. She was now up for the evening, and the rest of the tree would soon be up as well. Perhaps she would go to the library. It was summertime and there were fewer chaw practices and classes, so she could pick out a book and read just for fun – a nice joke or riddle book. Nothing too serious, like colliering techniques, weather interpretation (which the owls of the great tree were expected to be familiar with) or land and celestial navigation, which Primrose, being a member of the search-and-rescue chaw, was expected to know. No, not tonight.

Tonight, she would find herself a really good joke book and she would laugh as loud as she wanted because there would be no one else in the library at this early hour of the evening.


CHAPTER TEN

Eglantine Researches

Am I here? Am I there? In her dream she had felt the softest moss and fluffiest down, but something was a bit more scratchy now, not like the softness of the nest she had dreamed of. Eglantine’s eyes blinked open. It was full daylight. There was Ginger. They were back in their hollow at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree. She knew she had been somewhere, to the dream hollow, but she had not gone there in a dream. I really went there. I think I saw Mum. She said “Come back,” but how in the world did I get back here?

Eglantine had no recollection of flying back. She looked around the hollow. Where was Primrose? Oh yes, in the infirmary, she remembered. And she had promised to go and visit her at tween time when everyone would be getting up. She resettled herself in what she now felt to be an exceedingly scratchy bed of moss with no nice fluffy down, and she waited for sleep to come.

But sleep didn’t come. In fact, Eglantine was not at all sleepy. She felt wide awake and had a sudden urge to go to the library. She got up and flew from the hollow, weaving through the bright sunlight of midday, spiralling upwards in the tree towards the entrance to the library. Nobody would be there now. It would be empty. Not even Ezylryb – who was always in the library – ever came at this time of the day.

Normally Eglantine went to the shelf with the game books and puzzles, but for some reason these seemed boring to her now. So instead she went to another shelf, the shelf that Otulissa loved, the one that had the books on higher magnetics and flecks. Great Glaux, she remembered the fuss about these books last winter when Dewlap had wanted them declared spronk, or forbidden, which of course was absolutely opposed to everything the Guardians of Ga’Hoole stood for. They believed that no knowledge should ever be forbidden.

And how right they were, Eglantine suddenly thought. All of this should be shared! It’s my duty! My mission!

And so she plucked a book from the shelf with the title of Higher Magnetics: The Destructive Powers and began to read. Great Glaux, this is fascinating! She wondered why she had ever wasted her time on game books. She was worried she might not remember it all, so she went and fetched a paper, quill and ink so she could make a few notes.

She had been working several hours before she realised that the harsh light of noon had begun to leak out of the library hollow from its opening and a softer light began to slip in. Although she did not feel at all tired, for some reason she did not want to be discovered in the library even though it was approaching a more normal hour for such study. She rolled up her papers and decided to go back to her own hollow and catch a nap. It would be at least another hour until Madame Plonk sang “Day Is Done, Night Has Come” to rouse them. There was one other thing she had wanted to do. What was it? Oh yes. Primrose. She had wanted to go and see Primrose in the infirmary. Oh well, there would be time for that later.

When she returned to her hollow, Eglantine saw that Ginger was still sleeping. She tucked her papers into a small niche and settled down. It seemed as if she had only been asleep five minutes when the first chords from the grass harp threaded through the twilight and Madame Plonk’s voice shimmered with the “Day Is Done” song and woke her up.

Now twilight came and Ginger roused herself. Eglantine simply had to ask her if the trip to The Beaks had really happened and how they had got back.

“Ginger,” she said slowly. “We were there, weren’t we?”

“Where?”

“You know where. At my mum’s in The Beaks.”

“Yes. We flew there,” Ginger assured her. “Don’t you remember?”

“Sort of, but I have no memory of coming back”

“Well you did. Here you are.”

“But where were you?”

“Where was I when?” Ginger asked.

“You seemed to disappear when I went into the hollow with Mum.”

“Eglantine, I was there the whole time. Maybe you were just so excited about seeing your mum you didn’t notice. But I was there. I heard your mum sing that cute little centipede song.”

“You did?” Eglantine asked, genuinely excited. That means it really happened. Mum is alive.

“I did. Your mum was so nice to me.”

“She was?”

“She certainly was,” Ginger answered.

“Oh, I can’t wait to go back. Do you think we can slip away again tonight?”

“I don’t see why not.”

“I wonder if I should tell Soren.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t rush that,” Ginger said. “Don’t you want to have your mum all to yourself for a while?”

“Well,” Eglantine hesitated.

“Look. You’ve been left out so much,” Ginger said soothingly, “you should have something that’s just for you.”

“Yes, yes, I suppose you’re right.” For a sliver of a second Eglantine felt a tiny bit greedy, but she quickly forgot about the feeling and basked in the anticipation of her mum’s love and attention.

So night after summer night, Eglantine and Ginger managed to slip away. Certain odd things happened to Eglantine’s mind and her memory on these visits. She could never, for instance, quite recall how she got back from The Beaks, and it seemed odd to her that Ginger was rarely in her mum’s hollow. And her father never appeared. But none of this bothered her much, just as her mum’s occasional slips of calling her ‘darling’ stopped bothering her. She quickly forgot about anything disturbing, just as she had forgotten to tell Soren about having found their mother, and just as she had forgotten about visiting Primrose in the infirmary. No, once she flew over The Beaks and neared the hollow, all her concerns and worries simply melted away.

And her mum was always so proud of her, especially her reading and her writing skills. Her mum saved every little paper Eglantine brought her and praised her fine penmanship. She always showed such interest in the books that Eglantine was reading.

“There’s one, Mum, that tells all about flecks and how to make more flecks from flecks.” At this her mum grew very excited.

“Oh darling! I would love to know about that. Please copy that one down.”

“Oh Mum, I don’t know. It’s in a very big book with a lot of writing on each page and very complicated diagrams.”

“Well, darling, I think if you would just tear out a couple of the pages, no one would notice.”

Eglantine blinked. Did something perhaps prick at the back of her mind? Did her gizzard perhaps flinch ever so slightly? No, it hardly stirred at all any more. She simply said, “Sure, I’ll get it next time.”

And she did.


THE OWLS

and others from Guardians of Ga’Hoole

The Shattering



	THE BAND



	SOREN:
	Barn Owl, Tyto alba, from the Forest Kingdom of Tyto; escaped from St Aegolius Academy for Orphaned Owls; training to be a Guardian at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree



	GYLFIE:Elf
	Owl, Micranthene whitneyi, from the Desert of Kuneer; escaped from St Aegolius Academy for Orphaned Owls; Soren’s best friend; training to be a Guardian at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree



	TWILIGHT:
	Great Grey Owl, Strix nebulosa, free flier, orphaned within hours of hatching; training to be a Guardian at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree



	DIGGER:
	Burrowing Owl, Speotyto cunicularius, from the Desert of Kuneer; lost in the desert after attack in which his family was killed by owls from St Aegolius; training to be a Guardian
 at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree



	THE LEADERS OF THE GREAT GA’HOOLE TREE



	BORON:
	Snowy Owl, Nyctea scandiaca, the King of Hoole



	BARRAN:
	Snowy Owl, Nyctea scandiaca, the Queen of Hoole



	EZYLRYB:
	Whiskered Screech Owl, Otus trichopsis, the wise weather-interpretation and colliering ryb (teacher) at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree; Soren’s mentor (also known as Lyze of Kiel)



	STRIX STRUMA:
	Spotted Owl, Strix occidentalis, the dignified navigation ryb at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree; killed during siege of the great tree



	DEWLAP:
	Burrowing Owl, Speotyto cunicularius, the Ga’Hoolology ryb at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree; betrayed the great tree during the siege by the Pure Ones



	SYLVANA:
	Burrowing Owl, Speotyto cunicularius, a young ryb at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree; head of the tracking chaw



	OTHERS AT THE GREAT GA’HOOLE TREE



	OTULISSA:
	Spotted Owl, Strix occidentalis, a student of prestigious lineage at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree



	MARTIN:
	Northern Saw-whet Owl, Aegolius acadicus, in Ezylryb’s chaw with Soren



	RUBY:
	Short-eared Owl, Asio flammeus, in Ezylryb’s chaw with Soren



	EGLANTINE:
	Barn Owl, Tyto alba, Soren’s younger sister



	PRIMROSE:
	Pygmy Owl, Glaucidium californicum, Eglantine’s best friend



	MADAME PLONK:
	Snowy Owl, Nyctea scandiaca, the elegant singer of the Great Ga’Hoole Tree



	BUBO:
	Great Horned Owl, Bubo virginianus, the blacksmith of the Great Ga’Hoole Tree



	MRS PUTHIVER:
	Blind snake, formerly the nest-maid for Soren’s family; now a member of the harp guild at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree



	OCTAVIA:
	Kielian snake, nest-maid for Madame Plonk and Ezylryb



	GINGER:
	Barn Owl, Tyto alba, formerly of the Pure Ones; now reformed and sharing Eglantine’s sleeping hollow at the Great Ga’Hoole Tree



	THE PURE ONES



	KLUDD:
	Barn Owl, Tyto alba, Soren and Eglantine’s older brother; leader of the Pure Ones (also known as Metal Beak and High Tyto)



	NYRA:
	Barn Owl, Tyto alba, Kludd’s mate



	STRYKER:
	Barn Owl, Tyto alba, a Pure Guard lieutenant



	UGLAMORE:
	Barn Owl, Tyto alba, a Pure Guard sublieutenant under Nyra



	LEADERS OF ST AEGOLIUS ACADEMY FOR ORPHANED OWLS



	SKENCH:
	Great Horned Owl, Bubo virginianus, the Ablah General of St Aegolius Academy for Orphaned Owls



	SPOORN:
	Western Screech Owl, Otus kennicottii, first lieutenant to Skench



	OTHERS CHARACTERS



	SIMON:
	Brown Fish Owl, Ketupa (Bubo) zeylonensis, a pilgrim owl of the Glauxian Brothers of the Northern Kingdoms



	THE ROGUE SMITH OF SILVERVEIL:
	Snowy Owl, Nyctea scandiaca, a blacksmith not attached to any kingdom in the owl world, and sister of Madame Plonk





Read a sneak preview of the next book in the Guardians of Ga’Hoole series,

The Burning

The pure ones have taken St Aggies, and if they are not stopped soon they will launch another, more deadly attack on the great tree. Can Soren and the band recruit more allies in time?

“The name disturbs me,” Digger said, looking down at the narrow finger of water they were following.

“What name?” Soren asked.

“This place where we are – the Firth of Fangs. Fangs … well, you know – none of us has the fondest memories of them.”

“Oh, that bobcat,” Twilight replied dismissively. When the band of four had been on their long journey to the Great Ga’Hoole Tree, they had a most unfortunate encounter with a fiendishly ravenous bobcat. Digger, Soren and Gylfie had never seen such long and horrible fangs. Twilight, however, claimed to have seen many in his day. Having been orphaned almost immediately after hatching, Twilight had brought himself up, taught himself how to fly, and lived a lifetime full of awesome danger and adventure almost before he had even moulted his first set of feathers.

“That bobcat, you say? I seem to remember, Twilight, that you didn’t exactly find it a soothing experience,” Soren spoke up now. Sometimes Soren found Twilight’s complete denial of fear more irritating than his boasting.

“Not soothing, exactly,” Twilight replied, “but I can’t think of the word right now.”

“Bracing, perhaps? Stimulating?” Digger said. “As in ‘gets your blood going, sends a refreshing quiver through the old gizzard’?”

“Exactly. That’s it!” Twilight replied, and Soren thought that Digger was sometimes just too nice.

“Well, let me tell you,” Digger continued. “There is scant difference between a bracing feeling and a terrifying one. Fangs more than six inches long scare the be-Glaux out of me. And I cannot help but think that this Firth of Fangs place must have been named that for a reason. I only hope that the trip to seek out Moss, this old warrior friend of Ezylryb’s, will be worth it.”

“Well Digger,” Eglantine, who had been flying in between Twilight and the Burrowing Owl, began to speak quietly, “technically a firth is a long narrow body of water, an indentation in the seacoast.”

“Good grief! If I didn’t know better I would have thought it was Otulissa speaking. No Eglantine, it’s not the ‘firth’ part that bothers me. It’s definitely the ‘fang’ part.”

“But have you ever considered, Digger, that the firth might be called a fang because it is long and curved like a fang?” Eglantine flew closer to him as she posed the question.

“Oh, that’s a thought. Its shape …”

But before the Burrowing Owl could look to confirm this, Soren let loose with a gizzard-piercing shriek as only a Barn Owl can.

“What is it?” Digger said. But then they all saw where Soren was looking – straight down. Several late-summer ice floes that had broken off the winter pack ice bobbed peacefully in the waters of the firth. But from one ice floe, clearly visible in the moonlight, gushed a stream of blood. An immense white beast like none they had ever seen was tearing something apart. It tipped its head back. Its immense fangs were bright with blood, and in its claws it held the squirming body of a seal.

“Want to say hello to those fangs Twilight?” Digger asked. “And with those claws it might provide a truly bracing experience!” The fangs were clearly longer than six inches.

Eglantine cried. “Look, I think that seal’s baby is crying on the next floe! We’ve got to help that poor thing!”

“Mammish! Mammish!” wailed the small grey seal.

“We’ve gotta help!” Eglantine cried again. Soren’s sister, Eglantine, the youngest and least experienced of all the owls, began a spiralling descent towards the floe where the baby seal wailed. The others followed. But by the time they arrived, she was already standing on the floe trying to calm the baby.

“It doesn’t speak Hoolian, and I can’t remember any Krakish,” Eglantine said rather desperately.

“Umm, umm …” Soren was grasping for the proper Krakish words. How he wished Otulissa were here. She was the only one who was fluent. The rest of them could manage only a few choppy phrases and random words. But Soren began. “Baby be all right! Baby be all right!” He looked around anxiously. The flow of blood from the seal’s mother had dyed the water around them red. Twilight was transfixed. “I think it’s a bear – a white bear.”

“A polar bear?” Digger asked.

“Yes, that’s it, I think,” Twilight said.

“Oh Great Glaux,” Digger sighed. “Now we know why this place is called the Firth of Fangs. I’ve read that polar bears are the biggest carnivores on Earth.”

“And we are a floating meat market here,” Soren said tensely as the floe with the bear drifted closer and closer.

“They are swimmers too – powerful swimmers,” Digger said with a tremor in his voice.

“But can they fly?” Twilight said. “I suggest we get out of here quickly.”

“But what about the baby?” Eglantine said in a pleading voice. The baby was now making quite a racket. “We can’t leave the baby.” Eglantine was crying almost as hard as the baby seal.

Suddenly there was a tremendous bump and the owls and the seal skidded to the other edge of the ice floe. The polar bear’s floe had crashed into them. The bear stopped gorging for the moment and lifted its face. In the moonlight it was an awesome sight. Its pure white muzzle was now stained with blood. It tipped its head back. “Arrrrraggggh!” It was a roar that shook the ice, the sea, not to mention the owls’ gizzards.
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