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            To my grandmother, Pat, who showed me the magic of Grand Marais
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            “In all things of nature there is something of the marvellous.”

            Aristotle

            “All good things are wild and free.”

            Henry David Thoreau

            “YAAHHAGHHHGHHHHHH!”

            The fox who lived outside my window
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            The Girl Without the Fish
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         How many foxes have you met? Probably not many. That’s for the best. Most foxes don’t want to speak with you. Not you in particular. I’m sure you’re perfectly OK. But humans can be very hard to like.

         Unless they give you fish. Or trout. Which is a kind of fish.

         Now, you might be thinking that this story is about fish. Many good stories are. Generally speaking, though, foxes do not like stories unless they’re about foxes. Luckily, this one is.

         I am a fox, if you haven’t already guessed.

         My name is YAAAARRRRAAAWWWAAAARRR. You say it with a screech, when you’re about to pounce on a rabbit in the snow. I also have another name, which is much easier for humans to pronounce, because it’s a 2human word. I can’t tell you that name up front. It would ruin the story. Which is about foxes. So it’s a good one.

         Listen closely.

         It starts with the night I met the girl.

         
             

         

         You can picture that night if you try hard enough. Part of the sky is black, like fox paws, and the rest is stuffed with stars. Pebbly, blue stars, as round as eggs in a nest. This far north they’re bright – the brightest. They can light the way through a storm.

         I need those stars. I mean, look at me! Look at how little fur I have left, how thin I am.

         I need all the help I can get.

         Flattening my eyes to slits, I try to block out the snowflakes. Wet chunks thwick against my lashes and thwack against my back, leaving damp patches on my skin. Icicles cling to the tiniest fur tufts on my belly. I used to like this kind of weather, but now? Bleh! Pssh! Each gasp of wind through the birch trees is a sliver in my side.

         Here, in this part of the world, the weather changes so quickly, and the cold is colder than cold. When you breathe out, smoke hangs in the air.

         Still, I’m trotting along, light-footed. Each paw-step is like the forest itself: quiet, quiet, quiet. That’s how foxes are supposed to move. We’re not supposed to be seen, not 3supposed to be heard. We’re supposed to be in our own worlds. And fast. That’s another thing. We’re made to be swifter than swift, a streak of orange in the night.

         I try to pick up the pace, towards the extra light flickering through the trees. Oh, hah! Ga-hah! I squeal to myself, almost chuckling, because I know that flicker! It’s a good flicker! Warm, yellow light pulses over cold blue snow. That means Nan has the porch light on. She’s waiting for me. Must be! Nan, the woman in the woolly sweater, always feeds me. With her soft humming and her gentle fingers that smell vaguely of birds, she is the only human I don’t hate. She brings out trays of sliced trout: little chunks that I can shove into my mouth and nom-nom.

         My hope rises along with my brush.

         Because I’m hungry. So very hungry. It’s been three days since I’ve had a big meal, and I feel every hour of it. A gnaw grows in the hollow of my belly. Nan will solve that! She’ll feed me, and I’ll eat the fish, and the gnaw will be no more.

         A pep in my step, I weave past the spruce and the fir trees before the forest spits me out, directly in front of the motel. The white stack of lumber, with the darkened windows and the bright-blue doors, is a den for humans. And it has terrible bins! I mean terrible. Never enough 4food in them. Sometimes, very rarely, there’s fish at the bottom. Squished fish, with the juices run out – and you have to dive for a taste.

         On the night I meet the girl, I skulk by the bins, chasing the yellow porch light like I chase beetles.

         Almost there! Almost! 

         The snow has almost stopped, too. The wind has died down to a hush. And I can hear the lake lapping nearby: water crashing against the smooth rocks. To me, the lake always sounds like fox urine, splooshing into a puddle, mixed with the distant call of birds. The noise pricks my ears as I round the first step of the deck, paws poised, my mouth already watering at the thought of Nan’s treats, and—

         What? What’s this? Scuttling backward, my hind legs skitter on the snow. A bark climbs into my throat as I glare up at the human on the porch. You’re not Nan! You’re not the white-haired woman with the sweaters and the fish! 

         In front of me is a girl. A girl! A girl with dark-red hair, her mouth falling open. She’s staring in my direction, her eyes wide, golden-brown, and flicking. She looks around twelve winters old, and, oh, I couldn’t care less about her! I don’t care one lick about her! Except she’s standing where Nan once stood. By the glass door to the human den. Under the yellow light. Snow glob-falling on 5to her coat.

         Where is Nan?

         Body stiff, I face off against the girl. My ears tilt back against my head. You know what these ears mean, don’t you? Annoyed fox! Angry fox! My whiskers scream the same thing. They’re slicked to my muzzle – long, black strands shivering in the arctic breeze. I might not have much fur left, but the remaining tufts stand at attention, pumpkin-coloured in the moonlight. This is serious business! The pit in my belly aches for fish.

         “Yuuuu musss huuuu greeeee,” the girl whispers at me. Annoyingly. Who cares what she says! I never understand what humans say! Nevertheless, her head cocks, her face sharp and intelligent. It’s a foxlike face. A face almost like mine. Slowly, slow as a creek flows, she bends down to one knee.

         Why … why is she bending down like that? Why is she extending a gloved hand towards me? Why isn’t Nan here?

         I cough, snorting, because Nan wasn’t here yesterday. Or the day before. Or the day before that. And she isn’t here now! Again! A familiar sensation worms into my gut. The feeling of being left by someone who never should’ve gone. It’s the opposite of a gut full of fish.

         Well … ga-rah! Ha-cha-cha! Squinching my amber eyes, 6I bark at the girl, who startles. Her shoulders jump up and down, like a fox springing. But she keeps her hand flat, extended, reaching towards me. Doesn’t she know I’m wild? Doesn’t she know I could reach out and nip her fingers? I really could! I could do that!

         “Plssssss,” she says, making an unintelligible noise again, and isn’t it just like humans? To think that we should understand them?

         The pads of my paws dig into the snow, and I don’t know what I’m waiting for. Why I’m not running. Why I haven’t turned around yet. Maybe it’s … the girl’s sweater. Head tilted, I notice something odd about her sweater. It’s Nan’s. Puffy, grey, big. The one that smells of winter and fish and sometimes birds. Nan would stretch out her arms towards me, wearing that sweater, humming, feeding me.

         That is not your sweater, I snap at the girl. Do you hear me? It isn’t yours! My voice charges, sharp, into the night air.

         The girl sniffles. Sniffles! 

         Pshh! Why is she sniffling? Her amber eyes cloud with water, like fog on the lake, and her face scrunches, as a fox’s might before a sneeze. For a second, I go quiet. The black edges of my ears twitch with a thought.

         Does the girl have fish? Will she feed me?

         No, no. I’m disappointed with myself for even thinking about that. Never trust food from a stranger! It could 7be rotten. Or poisoned! The fish could have tapeworms bloating in the belly.

         As a parting shot, I stamp the ground with my paw, a loud cry rising from my throat: AAAAAA-AAAAAH! Normally, this gets a reaction. Normally, humans clamp their hands over their ears, blocking out the noise. Which offends me. My noises are beautiful! Serene!

         But the girl doesn’t clamp her ears shut.

         She listens. Under the sky, night flooded with stars, she listens.

         I push away from the porch, the remains of my brush in an angry puff. Fine. That’s just fine. If Nan doesn’t want to feed me, fine! I don’t need her anyway! I’ll make do with scavenging or digging up one of my holes. Foxes are meant to be alone. It should be easy, hunting only for myself. No mother. No sister waiting for me in the den. No paws pouncing against my back. My feet sink into the snow as I trot away.

         But the girl is shouting something. Something sharp and insistent. A muscle pulses in my neck, urging me to turn and scream back at her. WAPOW! Or YAARAAAWAAAAR! I have all these noises stored in my belly. That’s what happens when you have no one else to speak to.

         At the very last moment, at the edge of the birch forest, 8I spin around. Just for a second. Just long enough for my eyes to catch the girl’s eyes. We connect, unblinking. I breathe when she breathes, my nose filling with a strong, thick scent; it smells like moss on a summer’s day. A glow sprouts in my belly. Warm! Why am I so warm, all of a sudden? The warmth grows roots, spreading throughout my body, all the way to the pads of my paws – and out. Out, across the snow, towards the girl.

         She gasps as I feel this tug between us. And suddenly, it’s like … it’s like I know. In that second, I know that her heart aches the way mine aches. The girl is missing someone. She’s missing someone like a fish misses water. Who? Who is she missing?

         And why do I care?

         I don’t!

         “Wait!” the girl shouts, right before I scarper. “Please, wait!”

         Did I just … understand that? Did I just understand her? No. Couldn’t be. Besides, I refuse to wait. Why should I? A fox never does what she’s told. By a human no less! A sweater-stealing, no-fish-having human.

         Instead, I slip as fast as I can into the woods – ignoring the feeling in my belly that says stay with her. Stay with the girl. Stay, stay, stay. 
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            The Floating Shoe
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         Good, we’ve gotten that out of the way! That was the worst part of the story. There will be even more foxiness from now on.

         A fox knows this landscape best. Humans, they walk all over it with their boots, their noses barely stopping to sniff anything. But a fox? But me? I know every badger in this bush. I know every hidden burrow where rabbits snooze. My belly is close to the frozen earth; my ears rise in spikes, just like the snowy hills, just like the mountains in the distance. The white of my bib is the same colour as the trees, which are scraggly now, leafless.

         See? See how well I know this place? The ice-crusted cabins, hollow boats resting in the yard. The tall building with the yellow light, stiff at the edge of the lake. And the 10lake itself! Everything comes back to the lake. Every fish and every boat and every scent and every sound.

         Here the lake is bigger than the sky. Bluer than the sky.

         I never swim in it. Firstly, bleh! Pssh! Who’d want wet fur? It’s also hard to tell how deep the lake goes, how far it goes. You could swim and keep swimming and never stop. Sometimes I dream about the lake. I dream that I’m swimming, and the last tufts of my fur are frozen, and suddenly – suddenly – I hear birds. Tasty birds. Birds that I’d like to munch between my teeth, but just as soon as I sniff, their chirps are gone.

         Never mind that. Back to now, the moment after I met the girl. I’m skulking along the shoreline, annoyed. Wouldn’t you be annoyed? Wouldn’t you be grumpy? No fish. Belly hungry. The motel – and the girl – fade into the distance, even though there’s this nagging feeling. This warm, tingly feeling in my gut, that maybe – just maybe – the girl is still thinking about me. Waiting for me. She’s following my pawprints up to the edge of the forest, tracing them with the tips of her human fingers, as Nan races through her thoughts. Nan, the fish-woman with the long, white braids. For some reason, I know the girl loves this fish-woman.

         Whatever! Speaking of fish, speaking of empty bellies, I could search for dinner … but what if I caught nothing? 11What if I did a series of mousing jumps, arched in the air, and used up all the energy I have left? The wind already stings like nettles. Every part of me is itchy, cold, and sore.

         My body zigzags, tired, as I make my way back to my den. It’s a short journey. All you have to do is splish-splash by the water, slink along the treeline, and crest the hill that I am cresting now. And there! There it is. My den.

         I say mine, but the den is mostly mine. No one uses this barn in winter. Rough timber stands against the storm. The wood is as yellow as the lake is blue.

         As it happens, there’s a hole in the side of the barn.

         The hole is just my size.

         Slinking forward and tucking my head, I lower myself through the opening, muzzle first, and shimmy until I’m in. Immediately, warmth greets my bare spots. Oh, yes! Yes, that’s much better. The scaly, bald bits of me start to unfreeze, and my eyes adjust quickly to the darkness, narrowing as I trace the edges of my den. Along one wall is a pile of rusty farm equipment. Along another, stacks of blue tarp rise up to the ceiling. The barn isn’t much, isn’t very foxy, but it’s better than shivering in the snow.

         Now, where did I leave him? Where, oh, where?

         I search with the corners of my eyes squinched until I see his little legs sticking out in a flash of yellow. He’s tucked next to a mound of old metal beams. 12

         My bird.

         Good bird! 

         Slow-trotting over, I nudge the bird with my nose, feeling his softness. His plushness. One of his fragile wings flaps, just for a second, like he’s really alive. The bird is not really alive. I know that! If he were real, I would eat him. In two bites. Happily. But, alas, this bird is a stuffed animal. Blue cloth feathers, yellow cloth legs. He’s threaded and filled with stuffing like clouds.

         He looks up at me tenderly, big-eyed, like he has some secret, and it makes me remember. It makes me sniff him with a whimper, happy and sad at the same time.

         Somewhere, buried inside the bird, is the scent of my sister.

         That’s who found him, you know. My sister found the bird at a campground, not too far from our old den. It was late summer, winter already biting the air. Humans arrived with food in little containers. Their tents sprang up like walleye from the lake. In one of their packs, they carried a dog’s toy; it had a pudgy beak and stubby legs. Dog spit soaked the blue tips of his feathers. I’m talking about the bird. Originally, he was a dog’s bird, but my sister swiped him from the backpack. She raced forward, so swift, and snatched. Her teeth sparkled in the afternoon sun. The two of us snorted all the way back to the den, 13cackling – and took turns carrying the bird in our mouths, his body dangling like prey. Sometimes we’d steal him from each other – and chase. Chase, chase, chase each other around the woods, paws fast as lightning, zoom.

         Unthinking, my forelegs crouch down, asking the bird to play.

         In the quiet of the barn, he doesn’t respond. He stares at me with thread-black eyes, in a way that both irks and soothes me.

         Well, fine, I chatter at him, voice sharp in the darkness. I’m too tired anyway. 

         I pick him up as always, cloth comforting my tongue. Where is a good spot for the night, bird? Where is the comfiest corner? I’m nocturnal, but, more and more, tiredness falls over me like snow.

         The wind creee-creeees on the side of the barn, and I rise up on my toes, wedging myself – with difficulty – deeper into my den. In my den there are two hundred and fifty-seven shoes. One by one, I brought them here: the slippers, the snow boots, the sandals. I have been snatching shoes for as long as I’ve lived in this place – half the summer, all autumn, and all winter so far. I’ve been tiptoeing on to back decks, grabbing sandals. I’ve been sneaking into motel rooms, leaping away with slippers in my mouth. I never go back for the second shoe, 14the other half of the pair.

         What good are two shoes of the same kind?

         As soon as I think this, there’s the girl again – in my mind – slipping on Nan’s snow boots, her toes wiggling in the too-big shoes.

         Go away, girl! Get out of my head! 

         Brushing past a mound of high heels, I settle on to a pile of mismatched socks and spit out the bird with a pfff. He stares back with his unwavering look, his head tilted to the side. Maybe he wants to cuddle? Don’t tell anyone that I sleep with a stuffed-animal bird. It’s bad for my reputation. Yet he’s soft and plushy, and I can curl up around him, almost warm, almost like I’m back in my old den. With my sister, in late summer, the hum of her breath on my tail.

         Good night, bird, I tell him, blinking slow.

         Once again, he doesn’t answer.

         My eyes flick to my tail, just under my nose. My tail’s scrawnier than even a few days ago. Limper than in the fall, and scalier. Little white patches of rough skin stare back at me. Why am I losing so much fur?

         Adding insult to injury, the pit of my belly gurgles. Would the girl have fed me? The sweater-stealing girl, outside the motel, where Nan once was. Another tingle in my stomach reminds me: the girl had no fish. No fish. 15But suddenly, I’m remembering fish – not a fish I’ve ever eaten. It’s cooked, cut up in strips on plates, and there’s the girl (again!), smiling, taking one of the plates from Nan. Nan’s white braids swing as she smiles back. What a strange thought! It didn’t even feel like mine.

         Where is Nan?

         I shouldn’t miss her. I shouldn’t want to find her. I shouldn’t be thinking about her on a cold, snowy night like this, when there are more important things to think about.

         This is what happens when you start to trust a human. Even a human like Nan, who has nice hands and a soft face, and fish on a silver tray. They let you down. They fail you. They—

         BAM! 

         I jerk from my ball, body puffing, wobbling the bird.

         CRACK! 

         Another thunderous sound comes from the barn door. The door that never opens in winter. The door that only humans use! Stay low, bird, I tell him, crouching. I know he can’t crouch. He is full of stuffing-clouds. But it feels good to think that we are in this together. That his heart might be pitter-pattering, too. My ears lower, my spine arches, and—

         CREAK! 16

         The door cranks open with a powerful, noisy gust. Again, this story is not about fish, but the groundskeeper – the “caretaker” of this land – does look fishy. I watch his eyes pop in the moonlight. His skin is blueish from the cold. I don’t like him! Whenever I passed him in late summer, he always smelled bitter. There’s a woman behind him now: a younger human in a bright-blue coat, her eyes just as fish-wide.

         “Holy smokes,” she breathes.

         “I KNEW IT!” the groundskeeper says, tracing a flashlight over the piles of shoes. He’s wearing some sort of fur around his neck. Rabbit? Deer? No matter the kind, it sends a spike of fear into my throat. Like I’ve half swallowed a beetle and can’t gulp it down. “I knew it, I knew it, I knew it!”

         Do they see me? Me, in the middle of it all, huddled next to a pile of tan sandals? Do they see the bird? I wait, motionless, head ducked. My mother taught me this. How to freeze when you can’t run.

         “That fox!” the groundskeeper shouts, neck rippling like gills. “Everyone was saying we had a shoe thief in Grand Marais, and I knew it couldn’t be my boy Donny. Donny’s a good kid! That incident with the motorcycle was a fluke! He was set up! And then, lo and behold, I see that mangy fox—” 17

         That-mangy-fox. I don’t like that name!

         I pause, realising – with a funny tingle in my belly – that I can understand his human-speak. His words are no longer just noises from the back of his throat. How can that be?

         “—and she’s trotting up here with a moccasin in her mouth. Would you believe that? Would you believe this? What could she want with all of these— HEY!”

         The hey, unfortunately, is for me.

         The groundskeeper and I have locked eyes, from one side of the barn to the other, and I pick up the bird with a pounding heart. Instinctively, I’m protecting the plush toy. Keeping him safe. We’ve done nothing wrong! I’ve done nothing wrong. The groundskeeper needs to see that!

         But he’s lunging at me in the half-light. His gloved hands stretch out. His fish-lips twist into a grimace. “You’re going to pay for this, you little devil!” he yells, blue-coated woman on his heels. In her hands, it appears, is a long silver pole. For catching foxes? For catching me?

         A shriek trills at the back of my throat, the bird half muffling the noise, and I launch into the air with him, brush puffing all it can. My hind paws slip on a few mismatched socks, but I recover (I always recover!) and leap over a tiny mountain of flip-flops. 18

         “Uff-da!” the groundskeeper says, stumbling on a pile of espadrilles. “I was wondering where my favourite sandal went off to. And there it is, over there! Sticking out of that mound! Oh, you little—”

         Ears flattened, pulse thump-thump-thumping beneath my fur, I make a break for the hole. Almost there, bird. Almost there! I’ll find another hiding place. Another spot where I can curl up for the winter and try to stay warm. Yet… I throw a look back over my shoulder, heart aching. I have my bird. I’ve saved my sister’s bird; I’ve taken care of him as I promised her I would. But how can I abandon my shoes? I have so few things left…

         Quickly, the groundskeeper removes something from his pocket. I hear a thhwwwwt sound, like a sharp bird diving through the air. Finally, something bites my neck. Ga-rah! Yah! Hurts! It goes in deep and stings the same as a thorn caught between the pads of your paw. What is it? What’s happened? I thrash my head but can’t see it.

         “I think I’ve got her pinned!” the woman says, a little too triumphantly for my taste.

         Because she doesn’t! She won’t catch me! They’ll never catch us, bird! I just need to burst through these snow boots before… Well, before this. The end of the metal pole is a loop, and it grabs me tightly around the neck, like the jaws of a larger animal. Notice I did not say superior animal. 19There is no animal superior to a fox, despite how it might look right now: with me, patchy and pinned against a pile of my favourite summer sandals, a stuffed-animal bird in my mouth.

         The tingling feeling in my belly is no longer just the lack of fish. It feels like it’s sprouting. Growing roots. The edges of the barn are starting to blur. I’m salivating too much, drenching the bird in my drool, but I don’t dare drop him. I’ll never put him in danger!

         Soon the groundskeeper is hovering over me, fish-eyes victorious. “Aren’t so high and mighty are you now, fox?” One of his gloved hands grips my neck, alongside the metal loop, and he lifts me straight into the air. We’re eye to blurry eye. “Know what?” he hisses. “I was going to turn you into the wildlife authorities, but maybe I should turn you into a hat. Or a nice pair of gloves for the missus.”

         No, I think in a fuzzy panic. My breath comes out thick and urgent, streaming in front of me. No, I don’t think I would like that – to be gloves or a hat. 

         I would like to stay a fox! 

         Who … will take care … of my bird? 

         These thoughts arrive in slow motion, like a squirrel inching through the forest. And there, right next to them, are thoughts of the girl. The girl, she’s … beaming up 20at Nan, and Nan bends down to kiss her forehead, like my mother used to lick mine. Why am I thinking that? The world is becoming thick, soupy. My, I would like some soup. I had soup once, at the bottom of a bin. A bin behind the motel, on a snow-dusted night. I want soup, and to stay a fox, and my shoes… My shoes… Save my shoes…

         “What’s … what’s happening?” the blue-coated woman whispers.

         “What do you mean?” the groundskeeper snaps, his face turning as red as a garden beet.

         “Don’t you hear that?” the woman says, voice trembling now. “It’s getting louder. It sounds like … foxes. Like dozens of foxes.”

         “Don’t be ridiculous. Dozens of foxes wouldn’t—”

         Slit-eyed, I watch the groundskeeper’s face blanch as he hears them. Dozens and dozens of fox voices, blending together in the distance. Hear that, bird? They’re getting louder, louder, louder – and they sound magnificent! All chattering and shrieking and barking at once. The groundskeeper’s mouth drops, his breath pluming in the frigid air. It’s a long stream of breath that turns into … foxes. Miniature smoky foxes, transparent and shimmering, no bigger than one of my claws. Ooo, I like them! I like so few things, other than shoes and fish 21and my bird, but these are racing after each other. They remind me of when I was a kit, playing with my sister. Pouncing, jumping, tag, you’re it. 

         I blink, breathing hard, swinging by the neck. I feel … warm, as if I’ve suddenly stumbled into a room at the motel, next to a fireplace that I’ve only seen from afar. My belly prickles with the heat. I wouldn’t feel this nice if I were gloves. Would I, bird? The groundskeeper wants to turn me into gloves? I’d like to turn his gloves into—

         “Ah! Ah! Hot!” the groundskeeper shrieks, his hand unclenching. Bird in my mouth, I drop harmlessly to the ground, landing on all fours, the loop suddenly loosening round my neck. The groundskeeper stares in horror at his hands. “How did— Where did— My gloves!”

         My nose lifts, sniff-sniffing.

         Drops of liquid fall from the groundskeeper’s hands to the cement floor. One part of me thinks that I should run, dart out of the barn at top speed, but another part says sniff the ground. The glove-drops smell exactly like pumpkin soup. The groundskeeper’s gloves have turned into pumpkin soup.

         I feel funny! And it’s not because of the salty-smelling soup. It’s more than that. I’m no longer drowsy. The edges of the barn are no longer blurring. In the pit of my stomach, it feels like something is sprouting, growing. 22Something lovely. Something warm.

         “Boss!” the woman yells, peeking out of the barn door – into the snow. “Boss, they’re getting even louder! I’m not sure what’s happening. I can’t see any foxes. They’ve gotta be close, though, don’t you think? We need to get out of here.”

         “My gloves just…” The groundskeeper is murmuring, examining his hands, which are slick with hot, orange goop. His gaze flits down to me. “Don’t think I’ve forgotten about you, you good-for-nothing—”

         A pile of shoes, in the corner, shifts.

         We all spin towards it, my mouth clenching around the bird.

         “What – what was that?” the groundskeeper asks. He doesn’t know. Doesn’t see. But I do! One of my shoes is hovering in the air: a shiny, silver sneaker.

         Then another one. A bright-blue flip-flop suspended like a hummingbird.

         Then an espadrille. A high heel. A sandal. What is the meaning of this, bird? Each little lift, so quick and so silent, prickles my neck. In fact, my whole body is prickling – from the black tips of my whiskers to the white fur of my bib. My paws are numb in the middle. But my brush feels like … wagging.

         I’m happy, and I don’t even know why. 23

         “Run!” the groundskeeper gasps. And he does, shrieking, racing out of the barn door, followed by the blue-coated woman.

         But I’m motionless. I’m still as my shoes swish forward, circling the air before stacking all around me, a tower on four sides. With a flip-flop roof! And there’s something else. A steaming bowl of pumpkin soup rests by my paws, a silver platter of trout by my tail. Well, this is interesting! I blink, finally feeling safe enough to drop the bird. He’s soaked with fox spit, and one of his wings dips into the soup, drenching him more. I take a swift, delicious drink around him and gorge myself with nom-noms, then sit back on my haunches, thinking hard.

         My tail flicks. My head cocks. What was all that? 

         As usual, the bird has no reply.

         
             

         

         I should say: what just happened is not normal for foxes.

         Oh, so you already knew that? Good for you.
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