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TARKA THE OTTER

Henry Williamson

While swimming in this happy way, Tarka noticed the moon. It danced on the water just before his
nose. Often he had seen the moon, just outside the hollow tree, and had tried to touch it with a
paw. Now he tried to bite it, but it swam away from him. He chased it. It wriggled like a silver fish
and he followed to the sedges on the far bank of the river, but it no longer wriggled. It was waiting
to play with him. Across the river Tarka could hear the mewing of his sisters, but he set off after
the moon over the meadow. He ran among the buttercups and cuckoo-flowers and grasses
bending with bright points. Farther and farther from the river he ran, the moonlight gleaming on
his coat. Really it was brown like the dust in an October puff-ball, but the water sleeked the hair.

As he stopped to listen to the bleat of lambs, a moth whirred by his head and tickled him. While
he was scratching, a bird flying with irreqular wingbeats and sudden hawk-like glidings took the
moth in its wide sudden gape and flew out of his sight. Tarka forgot about the moon-play.



