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Oswald flew down to the tree he always stopped in for the 

day. Tired and full from a night of hunting mice he needed to 

rest. As he came in to land he saw something out of the corner 

of his eye, an iridescent, lilac, green and silver shape. Then it 

disappeared before, just as swiftly, it reappeared. A beautiful 

girl with wings: a fairy. In all his long years Oswald had only 

seen one before. He liked them, they seemed to like him. She 

was about nine inches in height, with green hair, sitting on his 

branch and looking down on to the ground. As Oswald landed 

he glanced at the commotion below, taking it in with a swift, 

owl’s eye, an egg, glowing red, like a hot coal, was singeing the 

grass around it, while the moles and squirrels retreated back 

into their holes and their trees.  
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Oswald set down, digging his claws into the branch, and the 

fairy looked at him, blinked, disappeared and said, “Hello,” 

before she reappeared. 

Oswald knew fairies did that, if they closed their eyes, or 

even just blinked, no one could see them. If they winked they 

just faded a little, on one side only; the opposite side to the eye 

that winked.  

“Hello,” Oswald said. 

“You're an owl, aren't you?” said the fairy. 

“I am. And you're a fairy,” said Oswald. 

“That’s right. What's your name?” Caramelina asked. 

“Oswald... It's an anagram of sad owl. Not very 

appropriate because I’m rarely sad. I was named when I was 

still an egg. What are you called?” 

“Caramelina. It's a very ancient name for us fairies.” 
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Oswald knew that. There aren't many things owls don't 

know, they come out of the egg with wisdom, except, possibly, 

in choosing names. Fortunately, Caramelina knew that about 

owls. 

“I know,” he said.  

“I knew you would. Owls are born with wisdom. How old 

are you, Oswald?” 

“I'm fifteen,” he answered. 

“Hmm, that's quite old for an owl.” 

“How old are you, Caramelina?” 

“Hmm, let’s see? Umm eighteen...” Caramelina said, and 

began to count on her fingers before blinking, disappearing and 

adding, “...thousand and six.” 

“You're very old then,” Oswald said, as she reappeared. 
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“I am not,” she replied, a little indignantly, “For a fairy 

I’m quite young.” 

Oswald nodded. He was feeling tired and wanted to sleep. 

Caramelina, nice as she was, was on his branch, stopping him 

from bedtime. 

“So what are you doing here, on my branch?” he asked, as 

nicely as possible. 

“Oh, is it yours? I didn't know.” 

“Well, yes it is, actually. I sleep here… it’s a good spot. 

Look, I can see all the way round,” he said and did what owls 

do, he swivelled his head all the way round and back again  

“You should put up a sign, so you don't get trespassers,” 

Caramelina said and laughed. She had a nice, friendly, musical 

laugh that echoed from the leaves like sparkling tinsel. Oswald 

felt smug and proud that he made the pretty fairy laugh.  
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Oswald knew it didn't happen often. Fairies were pretty 

serious, most of the time, on account of having lots of work to 

do. 

“You have nice wings,” he said.  



14 

 

“Thank you, Oswald. I borrowed them from a dragonfly. 

He wants them back.” 

“I know,” Oswald said. 

“I knew you would.” 

Caramelina looked at him, clearly troubled. 

“I need some help,” she said, glancing down. 

Oswald looked down too, “With that?” he asked. 

“Yes. It’s a phoenix egg.” 

“I know.” 
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Caramelina frowned, “How did you know?” 

Oswald smiled, “It's very hot.”  

They looked down. The circle of browning grass around 

the egg was widening and an outer ring was beginning to singe. 

“It must be at least two thousand years old. That’s how 

long it takes for the chick to grow.” 

“How did you know?” 

“I’m an owl.” 

Caramelina laughed before frowning again, “It’s about to 

hatch. That’s why I need help. I need someone to sit on it. I 

need a helpful bird.” 

Oswald shook his head, “No bird will ever sit on that egg. 

Unless they are a phoenix.” 

“Why is that?” 
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“Coddled eggs.” 

“Oh,” Caramelina said, none the wiser, “So what am I 

going to do?” 

“We need towhoo find someone who can help,” Oswald 

said. 

“I know that, but who?” 

Oswald looked blank, “So why is it your problem?” 

“I was asked by the May Queen to get it out of the ground 

and guard it until it hatched. So I asked the moles to help, 

which they did, but they scorched their paws in the process, so 

now I’m stuck.” 

“To whit, that is a problem,” Oswald said. 

“Will you sit on it?” asked Caramelina. 

“Err, no, Caramelina, I think it would set me on fire.” 

“Hmmm. We have a problem.” 



18 

“We?” Oswald asked. 

“Yes... We,” she said, and glanced at him, looking guilty, 

“I knew you lived here so I, um, got the moles and squirrels to 

bring it here because everyone knows owls are clever.” 

Oswald shook his head, which went all the way around 

and back again. 
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The vixen had been watching the owl and the fairy for 

some time, attracted at first by the commotion of the squirrels 

and the moles. She was looking for her cubs, who had gone off 

somewhere to play, as fox cubs do. Seeing the squirrel’s red fur 

she had mistaken them for her cubs, until she saw the fluffy 

tails and tufted ears. Only then had she seen the egg, glowing 

red hot, and the fairy, blinking in and out of vision, and the 

owl. She decided she needed help; the owl and the fairy might 

be just the people she needed. So she stepped out of the 

undergrowth and popped herself down by the edge of the 

singed circle. She looked up. 

“Hello,” she said. 

“Hello,” said the owl, suspiciously. 

“Hello,” said the fairy, equally suspiciously. 
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“It's alright. I don't want to eat your egg, although it would 

make a lovely omelette for my cubs.” 

“Then what do you want?” said the fairy, a little rudely. 
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To his credit, the owl looked shocked at the fairy and 

swivelled his head to fix his big, saucer eyes on the vixen. 

“I'm sorry. My friend here is a little troubled. She has a lot 

on her plate,” said the owl. 

“Oh dear... So have I. My name's Reynata, by the way.” 

“Hello, Reynata. I'm Oswald and this is Caramelina.” 

“Hello,” said Caramelina, morosely. 

“Pleased to meet you.” 

“Pleased to meet you towhoo,” said Oswald. 

Caramelina nodded, blinked, disappeared, reappeared. 

“How do you do that?” asked Reynata. 

“It's a fairy thing. It’s what we do,” Caramelina said. 

“I see. Or rather, sometimes, I don't see.” 

“So what is your problem, Reynata?” Oswald asked. 
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“Oh, yes, I've lost my cubs. They went off to play while I 

was out hunting. And I don't know where they've gone. I 

wondered if you might have seen them somewhere?” 

Reynata couldn't keep the worry from her voice and ended 

her speech with a bark and a whine. 

“I'm afraid not,” Oswald said. 

“No. I haven't either. I'm sorry,” Caramelina said, “I've 

been here for hours, watching that egg.” 

“Why are you watching the egg anyway? And what sort of 

egg is it? Has it been cooked?” asked Reynata.  

She strolled straight up to the egg and nearly touched it, 

before she realized just how hot it was. She stepped away just 

as quickly. 

“It's a phoenix egg. Two thousand years old. And it's 

about to hatch,” Caramelina said. 
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“That's why it's hot. It's going towhoo hatch,” Oswald 

added. 

“We need someone to sit on it, stop it from going cold,” 

Caramelina said. 

“It doesn't seem to be getting cold, in fact it's getting 

hotter,” Reynata said, backing away. 

The trio looked at the egg, glowing red, the browned grass 

surrounding it, some blades flaring, like matches, which you 

must never play with. 

“You're right,” said Caramelina, “but the May Queen told 

me it could burn out and then we would have nothing... And I 

will have failed.” 

“Why can't you sit on it?” Reynata asked. 

“It would burn my wings,” Caramelina answered, “but 

they don't belong to me.” 
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“And it would burn my feathers,” said Oswald. 

The vixen smiled, “Maybe we can help each other.” 

The owl smiled, obviously thinking, as owls do, “Maybe.” 

Reynata said, “If I look after the egg and stop it going out, 

could you fly over the forest and find my cubs?”  

Caramelina looked horrified but Oswald's smile became 

broader, “I think that's a splendid idea.” 

“How will you keep it warm?” asked Caramelina. 

“I'll take it to my den and put it down where my cubs 

should be.” 

Caramelina looked at Oswald, “I don't trust her,” she 

whispered, “Foxes eat eggs.” 

“I do trust her and I think we should,” Oswald answered. 

“Really?” Caramelina said, still not convinced. 

“Yes. She needs our help and we need hers.” 
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Caramelina blinked, disappeared, reappeared and said, 

“Alright. You are wise, Oswald, and I trust you.” 

He swivelled his head to look at Reynata, “What are your 

cubs’ names?” 

“Merlin and Morgana. They're a naughty pair, but good, 

really.” 

“We'll help,” said Oswald. 

Reynata smiled, her bushy tail wagging, “Thank you.” 

“I'll fly west, then north, then east. Caramelina will fly 

east, then south then west and we'll meet back here. We'll look 

over all the forest. We'll find your cubs.” 

“While I look after your egg?” asked Reynata. 

“Yes. Splendid,” said Oswald. 

With that, the two took flight, although no one saw 

Caramelina as she closed her eyes for take-off. 



27 

 



28 

Alone, Reynata looked at the egg. She was hungry and 

partial to scrambled eggs, boiled eggs, baked eggs and 

omelettes, but she had work to do and both Oswald and 

Caramelina had put their trust in her. Also, she missed her cubs 

and worried about them. She moved closer to the egg, feeling 

the heat, knowing she must not get too close. She looked 

around her. Under the tree there were lots of sticks. Something 

about sticks had always fascinated Reynata. If she had been a 

pet dog she knew she would have loved to chase one, but, on 

that day, she had another use for them. She picked up a stout, 

straight stick in her mouth and started to push the egg into the 

undergrowth towards her den, leaving a trail of burned grass as 

it rolled. Reynata began to get hot. In the undergrowth, the egg 

set fire to dry leaves, long grass, even living plants. Reynata 

kept pushing, keeping the egg rolling and wondering if she had 
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made a bad decision. But her den was not far and she kept 

going until the egg was at the edge of her foxhole. With one 

last push it rolled inside. Reynata followed, feeling her cool 

empty den warming up, illuminated by the egg’s red glow. She 

turned her back on the egg and filled the entrance to her den 

with her curled up body, all the time watching for the return of 

her cubs. She settled down to rest, trying not to worry, sure that 

her new friends would find her babies. 

She was nearly nodding off when, from behind her, there 

came the sound of an eggshell breaking and a small beak 

tapping. She jumped up, turned and saw, sure enough, the egg 

was beginning to hatch. A stream of orange light came from 

inside the egg, out of the first hole in the shell. 
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Oswald flew west, keeping a sharp lookout on the ground 

below, but there was no sign of the cubs, and all he saw were 

more squirrels, their colouring confusing him and deceiving 

him more than once that he had found the little, red fox cubs. 

At the edge of the forest he turned and flew north, turning 

gradually east. Still no sign. 
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Merlin and Morgana, two little fox cubs, hadn't stopped 

playing since they had wandered just a little too far from the 

den. They rolled and tumbled, chasing each other's tails and 

losing each other briefly in the undergrowth, before one would 

pounce on the other and the games of chase would begin again. 

It’s true to say they didn't even know they were lost. They both 

knew where they were... didn't they? Only Merlin's rumbling 

tummy told him that they missed mummy and breakfast. 

Morgana missed the den and mummy's warm coat to snuggle 

into and even she was beginning to get hungry. 

“I'm hungry. Shall we hunt a mouse?” asked Merlin, 

“Instead of you hunting me and me hunting you.”  

Morgana stopped in mid leap and landed on all four paws. 
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“Good idea... But we aren't very good, are we? Let's be 

honest, we're lost and I miss mummy.” 

Merlin nodded, “You're right. I knew there was something 

bothering me. That's why I kept playing. I miss mummy.” 

“We miss mummy.” Morgana answered. 

“And breakfast,” Merlin added. 

“But... How do we find our way home?” 

They looked around them and up at unfamiliar trees 

“We're lost!” 

Suddenly the forest seemed very, very big. 
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Caramelina felt bad, abandoning her duty, leaving the egg 

with someone she didn't entirely trust. Although Oswald was 

wise, his deal with the vixen didn't make Caramelina feel good 

at all. She wanted to trust the fox, but found it hard. 

Nonetheless she flew east, scanning the ground with sharp, 

fairy eyes. At the edge of the forest she flew south, into the sun, 

feeling the warmth on her borrowed, dragonfly wings. They 

worked well and she didn't like the thought of having to give 

them back. But neither did she like the thought of the dragonfly 

having to walk all day. Did that make him a dragonwalk? She 

chuckled, and felt guilty. He had been very generous to her, 

fulfilling duties to the May Queen and soon, Caramelina would 

have to give them back.  
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Her flight curved around the edge of the forest until the 

sun warmed her left side. She turned north, still following the 

edge, but aiming back towards Oswald's tree. Thinking to 

herself that this left a lot of forest unseen, she changed her 

flight pattern to see more, zigzagging along the line of flight 

towards the tree, Oswald's tree, and the egg at the centre. She 

enjoyed the warm sun on her wings and envied the dragonfly, 

but there was still no sign of the wayward cubs until she was 

nearly back at the egg. She could see the top of Oswald's tree 

and was about to give up hope when she saw, gambolling 

about, chasing each other's tails, two, red, fox cubs. She turned 

in a circle, to be sure they were the two she was looking for, 

and then flipped her borrowed wings to fly down to land on the 

ground beside them. 
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The fox cubs carried on playing as if Caramelina was not 

there, until she realised her eyes were closed. She opened them 

and both cubs jumped. 

“Who are you?” one asked as she landed on all four paws. 

The second cub landed behind the first and stared at 

Caramelina from over his sister's head, “Yes. Who are you?” 

“I'm Caramelina. I'm a fairy, and your mummy, Reynata, 

has asked me to look for you because you wandered off... And 

she's worried about you.” 

The vixen cub smiled, “Is she?” 

“I'm Merlin,” said the boy cub and trotted up to bow to 

Caramelina. 

“I'm Morgana,” said the other and copied her brother. 

Caramelina smiled, “Come on, let’s take you home.” 
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“Will we have to fly?” asked Morgana. 

“No, we can walk, but stay close.” 

“Oh,” said Morgana, disappointed, “I like your wings.” 

“They belong to a dragonfly.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes,” Caramelina answered. 

“Won't he want them back?” 

“Yes, he will. So that's why we must hurry. Come on.” 

 

Reynata stared at the egg as the crack in the shell became 

bigger and bigger, light streaming out, colouring the inside of 

the den in a warm, orange glow. She could feel the heat radiate 

and backed out of the den into the sunshine, looking in. 

Reynata didn't know what to do, sure that Oswald and 

Caramelina would not be happy. 
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She barked for help. Just at that moment, a big piece of the 

shell fell off and a hot little head emerged, eyes blinking. The 

chick looked at Reynata and squawked one word from its beak, 

“Mama.”  
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Reynata smiled, and moved closer. The phoenix baby was 

still red hot as it began to climb from the ruin of the shell. 

Using her stick, Reynata helped move shards out of the way 

until the baby bird could stand on shaky legs on the dry earth. 

He was merely very warm by the time they finished hatching 

him and he wobbled into Reynata's paws. 

“Mama” he squawked. 

“I shall call you Felix,” Reynata said, wondering if Merlin 

and Morgana would be happy to have a new brother. 

 

Oswald, flying back to his tree, heard the squawk of the 

phoenix, just as he saw Caramelina lead her small procession 

back to the burned, grassy patch beneath his branch. He saw 

too that all the forest animals had heard the phoenix call and 

were making their way through the undergrowth and from tree 
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to tree towards Reynata's den. He landed on his branch, feeling 

even more tired than he had been at dawn. He needed sleep, 

but, an event such as the birth of a phoenix was not the usual 

day in the forest, so he was as alert as if out in the night, 

hunting mice. 

He looked down to see Caramelina smiling at him from 

not far off. She blinked, disappeared, reappeared and he 

laughed.  

He pointed with his wing towards Reynata's den, where a 

crowd of animals, badgers, weasels, stoats, moles, rabbits, 

squirrels; grey and red, hares and foxes all gathered. 

Caramelina nodded, understanding. Oswald flew down to meet 

them at the entrance of the den, where Reynata and the new 

baby phoenix were getting to know each other.  
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Someone else had heard the commotion and the squawk; 

the phoenix baby's mother, cast in stone for two thousand 

years. Freed by the important event, she relaxed, stretched her 

wings and flew. The sky lit up around her as she burst into 

flame, eager to see her baby, filled with the joy of new life. 

With keen ears she followed the sound of her new baby, despite 

the roar and crackle of the flame. Soaring high, she flew toward 

the forest.  

 

Reynata looked up from Felix, not bothered by her slightly 

singed fur, at the crowd of the forest animals, come to see what 

the fuss was all about. She smiled as Oswald landed awkwardly 

in the gap between her and the crowd.  
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Red faced, Oswald said, “It's much easier to land on 

branches.” 

“Hello, Oswald. Look.” 

“I know,” Oswald said.  

They both smiled at little Felix who was rapidly cooling 

and growing feathers at an alarming rate. He smiled, which is 

difficult for someone with a beak, but it was definitely a smile.  

Then Caramelina came through the crowd with two balls 

of red fluff on legs, still chasing each other's tail. The two cubs 

rushed up to Reynata, into her paws and she cuddled them to 

her. 

Up above there came a roaring of flame. Everyone looked 

up to see a shooting star, hot, red, orange, yellow and blue, 

heading straight for the forest, straight for Reynata's den.  

Oswald ushered everyone back to give the visitor space. 
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“What is it?” someone asked. 

“It's the phoenix,” Oswald and Caramelina said together. 

“Oh,” the crowd answered. 
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The great, flaming bird came down, down, down and 

landed with a hissing of the grass. Immediately the flames went 

out. 

“Hello,” said Oswald, “you must be the phoenix.” 

“I am,” said the bird in a musical, tweeting voice, “I'm 

looking for my chick.” 

Reynata gathered her cubs, and Felix, close to her. Merlin 

and Morgana stared, wide-eyed at the great bird and then at 

their new brother. Caramelina hid behind Oswald. The phoenix 

looked around the gathered forest animals and settled her gaze 

on the phoenix chick. 
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Little Felix took a look at the phoenix and then another 

look at the vixen, then a look at himself, then he looked back at 

the phoenix and back at himself. He looked into the vixen's 

eyes and said, “Thank you,” before squawking and hurling 

himself into his mother's wings. She hugged him to her.  

The mother phoenix looked at Reynata, Oswald and 

Caramelina in turn, saying, “Thank you,” to them all.  

She smiled down at Felix and with a flap of her great, 

fiery wings she took off. Felix took one last look at the foxes 

and followed.  

“Well,” said Oswald. 

Caramelina smiled, looking up at the departing birds, two 

shooting stars going where, nobody knows. 
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Reynata looked up too, but kept her paws on her two, 

unruly youngsters. 

“Thank you, Reynata,” said Caramelina. 

 “Thank you, Caramelina.” 

“Thank you for finding us, Auntie Caramelina.” 

Caramelina smiled again, “I'd better go and tell the May 

Queen my job is done. And give the dragonfly back his wings” 

“Thank you, Oswald. You are as wise as they say you 

are.” 

Oswald smiled. 

Oswald had a habit of finding a moral, or a few words of 

wisdom, from everything he did, or everything that happened. 

He looked at Reynata and said to the animals, still gathered by 

the den, “Don’t judge by the look of someone. The least likely 

people are sometimes the most helpful.” 
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Everyone nodded, a badger called out, “Yes.” 

Caramelina beamed and threw her arms around Reynata's 

neck. Reynata blushed… if it’s possible to see a blush under 

red fur. 

But Oswald hadn't finished. He looked at the unruly cubs, 

who looked a little shamefaced, and said, “And don't wander 

off, whether you're an egg, a cub or anyone, because you'll only 

worry everyone.” 

Caramelina nodded as she took her wings off. She blinked, 

disappeared and reappeared. Oswald swivelled his head all the 

way around and back again. Up in the sky the shooting stars 

disappeared into the west, into the setting sun. 


