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 A sense of wonder  
Jude Hirstwood tries to explain what it 
is like to watch a young bat learn to 
fly. 
Watching bats circling in a clearing in a dusky 

wood is one of the great delights of bat 

obsession, but watching a bat in a polytunnel 

is in another league, especially when said bat 

has been born in captivity. If you look closely 

at the photo, you may notice a particularly 

entranced expression on my face as I peer at 

the blur that is the young bat as he whizzed 

past me.  

Everyone who visited the t flight cage  was 

bewitched whether in his toddler-falling- over 

phase or in his later “look I could be in the Red 

Arrows” mastery of the air.  

Watching his first faltering flight was 

spellbinding. The sound of his wings beating 

fast; the movement of the air as he swooped 

past inches from our faces; The albatross 

taking off type exertions when he first 

launched himself from the ground were 

replaced in days by a vertical takeoff aircraft 

technique.  

 

 
He liked to hang off this bit of carpeting , Photo Bob C ornes 

 

In the week that passed before I first saw him 

and my second visit he had developed the 

ability to manoeuvre, ducking and diving with 

what looked for all  the world like glee. He no 

longer came to a halt by flying into the walls 

of the tunnel, but would pick his landing 

space skilfully, whether on the carpet or on the 

door frame. – and on two occasions by landing 

tidily on my shoulder where he sat like a 

rather furry military epaulette.  

 

Noctule works his magic on Jude Jake and Tanya 
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Like a doting grandmother I kept friends well 

informed on his progress, forcing photos 

under noses, and all the time with an 

uncharacteristic soppy look on my face.  

It was therefore with mixed emotions that we 

gathered for his release.  

When the time came to unstopper his box I 

think we had all expected that he would head 

straight off, but this little guy was a showman 

and kept us waiting. Tanya offered gentle 

blandishments “Come on sweetie”. Irish – 

Lutonian Martin was more earthy in his 

requests for emergence. We then toyed with  
 

threats “Come out or your mum gets it”. But 

like Roger Rabbit he was only ever going to 

come out when it was funny. Viv announced 

she would just have to go at 11pm as she had 

to be up in the morning – as did Mick. In 

desperation I pointed out to him that I had 

already written the press release. His public 

awaited. In a trice media tart that he was, he 

had left the box and flown off, straight as an 

arrow into the night. His mum called after him 

for a minute and then turned her attention to 

the proffered mealworm. The humans were 

more bereft. Delighted he was free, anxious for 

his survival and sad that he wouldn’t be 

landing on any more human shoulders.  

 


