
           The adventures of Sherb and Pip
                 Chapter One

Sherb is a wise owl who lives in the rafters of Not Before Tea, Mrs 
Candy’s sweet shop.  

Pip is a cheeky young mouse who lives in a matchbox behind the 
counter at the sweet shop.  However, he hasn’t always lived there.  
This is the story of how Pip met Sherb and found a new home.

It was a stormy night and Sherb was having his evening fly around 

Blackberry Woods.  As the thunder got louder and the wind got 
stronger, he decided that it was time to head home.

As he passed the large oak tree in the middle of the forest, he noticed 
it swaying from side to side.  Being an owl, he was an expert on trees 
and had never seen an oak tree rock in this way. 

He swooped down to take a closer look (owls are curious creatures) 
and noticed that two of the roots had lifted out of the ground in the 
storm and the tree looked ready to fall. 

Just as Sherb was about to fly away, something caught his eye.  A tiny 
mouse had run out of the hole at the base of the big tree and was 
trying to run to safety. But the wind was strong and the mouse was 
struggling.

The tree started to creak. The creaks got louder and louder and 
suddenly the huge tree started to fall.  Sherb swept down, grabbed 
the little mouse in his talons and flew up into the night sky as fast as 
his wings could take him.  

Just as he reached the tree tops, the old oak tree crashed to the floor 
with an almighty BANG!

The little mouse started to cry: “Please don’t eat me, please don’t eat 
me!” 



Sherb was far too busy trying to reach home to answer. He just kept 
flying in silence across the night sky, until he reached the sweet shop. 
He swept through a gap in the roof and placed the terrified mouse on 
a rafter.  

“If you are going to eat me, just do it quickly,” squeaked the mouse.

Sherb laughed. “I am not going to eat you. I have just saved your life!” 

The little mouse looked up at him and wiped away the tears that 
were dripping off his whiskers. “But owls eat mice, don’t they?” he 
asked curiously.

Sherb laughed again. “I am not like other owls. I work in this shop, 
adding up all the money for the owner, Mrs Candy and in return she 
lets me live in the roof and feeds me on bird seed.  I am Sherb, by the 
way. What is your name?”

“Er...my name is Pip,” said the mouse.

Before Sherb had time to say “Nice to meet you”, the exhausted little 
mouse had fallen asleep.  

Sherb flew in to the shop and took a woollen mitten from the lost-
and-found box under the counter. He took it back to the sleeping 
mouse and carefully laid it over him as a tiny blanket.

“Goodnight, young Pip,” whispered Sherb. “Sweet dreams.”

(To be continued.)


