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​The Bat Who Was Afraid of the Dark
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Otto was a bat, but he didn’t feel like a very good one.

He didn’t like bugs. He didn’t like hanging upside down. And worst of all... he didn’t like the dark.

“But bats love the dark,” said his cousin Mila, twirling through the shadows.

“We were born for the night,” said Uncle Bram, clicking his wings.

“That’s when the stars come out,” whispered his mother, wrapping him in a warm wing.

But Otto didn’t care. The dark made him feel small, like he might disappear forever.

He didn’t trust it. It was too big, too quiet, too deep.

So, every night, when the other bats flew out of the cave, Otto stayed behind.

He curled up in a corner where a crack in the cave let in a sliver of moonlight, and he waited for morning.

Then came Halloween.

Otto had never seen Halloween before, not properly. But he’d heard the others talk about it.

“Candles,” said Mila.

“Music,” said Uncle Bram.

“Lanterns and laughter and little humans in pointy hats,” said his mother.

That sounded nice, Otto thought. Bright. Not like the usual dark.

He stepped to the edge of the cave. The world outside was buzzing with magic.

But his feet wouldn’t move.

His wings stayed folded.

And the dark waited, thick and silent.

That’s when the lantern came.

It was round, made of paper, and painted with a smiling pumpkin face.

It floated gently on the wind, like it was searching for someone.

It drifted past the cave... then back again... and this time, it floated in.

Otto stared.

The lantern bobbed gently in front of him.

Its golden light spilled across the stone walls.

It was warm. It was kind.

He stepped forward.

The lantern moved back.

He took another step.

It floated toward the mouth of the cave.

And Otto... followed.

Outside, the world wasn’t as black as he remembered.

There were candles flickering in windows.

Pumpkins glowing on porches.

Children laughing in costumes, holding baskets of sweets.

Otto fluttered after the lantern, amazed.

He flapped his wings once... twice... and suddenly, he was in the air.

Flying.

The lantern lit the trees below.

The clouds above.

The gentle curve of the moon.

Otto flew in circles around it, heart wide open.

Maybe the dark wasn’t so bad after all.

But then, the wind blew stronger.
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