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Brigadier David Allfrey MBE


Chief Executive and Producer


The Royal Edinburgh Military Tattoo


In July 2011, only a few months after taking up my new appointment, I was on the Esplanade of Edinburgh Castle at 1.15 in the morning watching lighting checks. The dark pools of indigo light were set out like stepping stones towards the Drawbridge. As I watched and listened, I reflected on the step change in my own life and the challenges that might lie ahead.


In the quiet, it was easy to hear a ‘patter’ of feet on the stairs of the North Stand! When she saw me only a few feet away, the vixen stopped on the bottom step and watched me warily. I held my breath. As the fox recognised that I was no threat, she relaxed, sat on her haunches and continued to watch me. We shared the moment for a short while before she became drawn to some other purpose, licked a front paw and jogged along the front of the Stands, into the Coalyard and away.


I felt privileged to have shared a few moments with a wild creature in the shadow of Edinburgh Castle. I took our meeting as a good omen and speculated that the fox, and her family – perhaps even accompanied by a scarred dog fox – lived in the Castle precincts all year round, making the best of her environment and those things left behind by visitors and the Castle family. I wondered what she and her forebears would have made of our comings and goings. And, I wondered in particular, how she observed the summer invasion of her privacy and the extravaganza of the Tattoo. Would she be the most discerning critic of my endeavours?


Knowing that 2013 was designated ‘The Year of Natural Scotland’, I made mental note of the encounter and when the time was right asked our Narrator/Storyteller – the eloquent and knowledgeable Alasdair Hutton – whether he might write the story of ‘The Tattoo Fox’: drawing on the fox’s encounters with human beings and our complex world. I asked him to paint an easy picture but set out the story as a gentle morality tale laced with the simple values that might apply to both people and animals. I asked that he might look to thread in the military values of courage, discipline, respect for others, integrity, loyalty and selfless commitment.


Here is his charming tale with beautiful illustrations by Stref – our tribute to the Tattoo Fox. 
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For Aline. (AH)


For Granny, and her foxes! (SW)




Thanks


When Brigadier David Allfrey told me about his encounter with the Tattoo Fox there was a lot of fun in the dark winter nights of 2012 and 2013 thinking about what adventures a fox could have in the Festival City of Edinburgh and at the Royal Edinburgh Military Tattoo.


A number of people have been a wonderful help in turning those rambling thoughts into this little book and all deserve my undying thanks. Any failings in the book are mine alone.


Lindsey Fraser’s infectious enthusiasm was tremendously encouraging as her editing skills polished these stories from rough stones to gems.


Stref’s drawings are little jewels which remind me of the artistry of Ernest Shepard and they have been beautifully enhanced by Fin Cramb’s delicate skill with colours.


As project manager, Nancy Riach in the Royal Edinburgh Military Tattoo office was a terrier, never letting these stories languish; bringing it all together. Also, our wonderful staff, friends and supporters in the Tattoo Office and wider afield, for all their support and encouragement.


Kirsten Graham of Luath was simultaneously patient and dynamic in pushing the project to its successful completion.


And I could not have understood anything about the behaviour of the fox without the observant guidance and willing help of the staff of Historic Scotland at Edinburgh Castle.


Finally I have to say the biggest thanks of all to the Fox for inspiring the whole idea.


Alasdair Hutton


Kelso
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The Long Journey Home


The homeless fox arrives in town


And soon decides to settle down


The little fox was exhausted. She dipped in and out of doorways, shrinking back into the shadows whenever she heard a noise or sensed trouble. The summer was over and the moon was clear in the sky. She had lost count of the days she had been travelling. Would she ever find somewhere safe, somewhere she could curl up and sink into a deep sleep?


On she went, up the narrow road with its tall buildings on either side. Her eyes were wide and anxious, watching for danger as her mother had taught her.


None of the people who stumbled out of restaurants and pubs on Edinburgh’s Royal Mile noticed the little fox that September night. Nobody in the queue for the night bus saw her slip across George IV Bridge. Only one person spotted her – a soldier making his way back to his barracks in Edinburgh Castle. He had been visiting his family for the weekend.


“I’ve never seen a fox with black tips to her ears,” he said to himself. “What a beautiful animal.”


Realising that she had been seen, the little fox backed into a doorway, terrified. The soldier crouched, holding out the end of the ham sandwich his mother had made for his train journey. But despite the ache in her stomach the fox did not dare take it from his hand. So he threw it gently towards her.


“Take it! Go on…” The soldier backed away. He could tell the fox was hungry. She was thin. And frightened.
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The sandwich lay on the pavement.


The fox’s mouth watered.


“It’s for you,” said the soldier quietly. “You look as if you could do with a decent dinner.”


The temptation was too much. In a single movement she snatched up the sandwich and ran as far and as fast as her weary legs could carry her. She risked looking back only once. The soldier was smiling as he watched her. He meant her no harm.


She dashed round a corner and into a doorway where she devoured the sandwich. It was the first food she had eaten in a long time. She’d had nothing but water from puddles since she’d found a bin that had been blown over by the wind.


After a few minutes the fox plucked up the courage to poke her head out from the shadows. She watched the soldier walking further up the road, towards a huge dark shape.


Edinburgh Castle.
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A Safe Place?


The little fox is all alone


Is this place safe to make her home?


The fox had not meant to leave the den where she had been born in the Spring. She and the other kits had been happy, safe and well fed by their parents. But something in the late summer air had tempted her away. Before she knew it she was alone, in a place she didn’t know. At first she tried to look for her parents, and her brothers and sisters. Night fell and there was no sign of them, so she took refuge in a ditch beneath a hedge and tried to sleep. Her empty stomach woke her before dawn, so she ate some of the berries on the hedge and after pouncing on a couple of sleepy worms she started walking again, keeping to the shadows. The fields and the hedges looked very like the fields and hedges she was used to, but they were not quite the same. As time passed she realised that she was on her own now. She would have to find her own food and make her own den.


So she had left the woods and hills near Kelso in the Scottish Borders where she had been born and headed north. In Lauder she had found the upturned bin full of scraps from a family’s Sunday lunch. The left-over chicken bones had been so delicious that she decided to make her home in the garden, beneath a hut. Perhaps there would be more tasty meals. But in the morning a huge cat hissed at her, making it clear that foxes were not welcome there.
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