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· Reader’s Journal – Firewing
Dear Journal,

Firewing, is the third book by Kenneth Oppel about bats that can communicate and interact in a human world. As a sequel of the award winning Sunwing, and its prequel, also famous Silverwing, the author stays on familiar grounds with the tribe of Silverwings at Tree Haven, as well as a long dead enemy who comes back….

In this third novel, Griffin, a newborn who’s half Brightwing and half Silverwing, is born to Shade and Marina, who were the original protagonists in the first two paperbacks. Unlike his father, however, Griffin is described as boring and unskilled without any special traits. He develops a type of jealousy in wanting to be brave and prove himself as the son of a hero. Unfortunately, he makes a fatal mistake, which cost the life of his friend, Luna. In response to this tragedy, Griffin hides away in a blocked passage to mourn and calm himself. Ironically, there is an earthquake, and he is sucked down a fissure that lead to Underworld, where the dead are ruled by the Vampyrum Spectrum’s god, Cama Zotz, and meets Luna there. Shade discovers this and tries to find his son. During the same time, a long dead enemy of Shade, Goth a bat of the Vampyrum Spectrum, emerges in the world of the dead. From his god, he learns that the only way he can return to the living world is by taking the life of a living and going through the Tree, which leads all bats to where they need to go. From that point on, the story is a chase for Goth, a search for Shade, and a journey for Griffin and Luna.

The first thing that reminded me of something that happened to me is of something of my everyday life. On the second page, the fifth paragraph of the first chapter, the author describes Griffin’s favourite maple tree – along with all the caterpillars to be eaten. According to his mother, the caterpillars continuously eat away the leaves of the trees. If they were not controlled, the caterpillars would strip the forest bare. By eating them, from Griffin’s point of view, he was helping “stave off total catastrophe.” In some way, one can think of it like a metaphor of picking up litter from the ground. The more garbage you pick up, the cleaner the park or area gets. If no one picks up any, then the litter will slowly cover up the whole ground, and the park or area would attract animals and insects, causing the place to stink and lose its beauty or original intention. This is just like Griffin’s fear of losing the trees and what he currently sees. Consequently, he picks off the caterpillars, just like when we picking up the garbage and putting them in garbage cans or recycling boxes.

Another thing I can relate to is, ironically, near the very end of the book, almost at the climax point. In this section, Goth, the cannibal bat then in the disguise of Griffin’s father, tricks Griffin and robs him of his life, right in front of the Tree. From a distance, the real Shade witnesses this and tries desperately to reach Goth and wretch the life out, but is late by a few seconds due to a strong wind current pulling him back. Had he only moved a bit faster, he would have saved his son’s life, but he didn’t. This can be shown in reality when you are playing a game.; for example, when playing volleyball, or even football. When the ball or player with the ball is just at your limit, at times you might accidentally slip on the grass or trip, delaying you of precious seconds which could make a difference. Currently, I went swimming. I was practising swimming and catching a lightweight object before it touched the ground. After some times, I went into deeper water and practiced more. On my third or fourth time, I threw it too far and was not able to catch it before I went up for air. Slowly, while I went up, the current of my kicking moved the weight, which slowly slid down to the bottom. Consequently, I had to dive down to the bottom of the pool to retrieve the lightweight. I was just late by a few seconds, but it resulted in a big difference. Luckily, my mistake was reversible, unlike Shade’s.
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