


The Fox's Secret

Notebook

Çınar BİBER



In a hollow oak at the edge of the forest lived Fenn, a small

russet fox with a cream chest and bright amber eyes. He wore

a brown leather satchel across his body and kept a stubby

pencil tucked behind one ear. Every morning he walked the

woodland paths, watching and writing. Fenn carried a secret

notebook, and nobody knew what he wrote inside it.
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The notebook was small and palm-sized, with a moss-green

cover and a golden mushroom emblem on the front. Its cream

pages had leafy edges, and a thin vine bookmark hung from

the spine. When Fenn opened it, faint glowing script shifted

across the paper like sunlight on water. It glowed softly

whenever a clue was close.
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Fenn wrote down everything he saw. He sketched a snail

crossing a wet stone, a beetle rolling a seed, and three blue

feathers caught on a thorn. He wrote the weather in the

corner and the time of day beneath it. "A good notebook

remembers what a busy fox forgets," he said, tapping the little

pencil behind his ear.
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Near the old birch tree grew Fenn's favorite mushroom patch,

a ring of fat brown caps he visited every single morning. He

counted them, drew them, and wrote their story in his secret

notebook. The mushrooms were his quiet neighbors, and he

felt proud to keep track of them. On this morning, he counted

twelve.
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The next morning Fenn trotted to the birch tree and stopped.

The mushroom ring was empty. Not one cap remained. Only

small round holes marked the soft earth where they had been.

Fenn's ears flicked forward, and his long tail with the white tip

went very still. "They can't simply walk away," he whispered.
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Fenn opened his notebook, and the pages gave a faint green

glow. Something had happened here, and the notebook knew

it. He knelt and studied the ground, careful not to step on the

holes. "No guessing," he murmured. "Only clues." He turned

the page, licked his pencil, and began to write.
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A rustle came from the ferns, and out popped Pip, a tiny field

mouse in a red acorn-cap hat. His enormous ears twitched,

and the little pouch on his grass belt bounced as he ran.

"Fenn! I saw a squirrel digging here! It must have stolen your

mushrooms!" Pip squeaked, hopping from paw to paw.
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Fenn shook his head slowly and pointed his dark nose at the

ground. "Look first, Pip. Squirrels leave scratchy, scattered

digging. These holes are small and neat, like dots in a row."

Pip leaned closer, his huge dark eyes widening. The soft white

threads in Fenn's notebook glowed a little brighter, as if

pleased with the careful thinking.
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Together they looked for more clues. Pip found tiny tracks

pressed into the damp earth, small and dotted, not paw-shaped

at all. Fenn drew them in the notebook with quick pencil

strokes. Then, just beneath a fallen leaf, he spotted something

strange: soft white threads running through the soil like tiny

roots. "What are those?" Pip whispered.

9



"Let's follow them," said Fenn. The white threads led away

from the empty spot, under moss and around stones, like a

secret path drawn in the dark. The fox and the mouse crept

after them, noses low. The notebook in Fenn's satchel grew

warm against his side, and its glow lit the way.
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The threads led to a little mound of loose earth beneath the old

birch roots, where a small dark opening waited. Fenn pulled

out his pencil and wrote: THREADS GO IN, NOT OUT. Pip

gulped, but Fenn smiled gently. "Small steps, small steps." He

lowered himself down, and Pip scrambled after on his long tail.

11



Beyond the opening, the ground opened into a round hidden

room, warm and earthy and smelling of rainwater. All around

them, mushrooms were growing in every direction, fat brown

caps and pale stems, and threads of white fungus laced the

walls like glowing lace. "A garden," whispered Fenn. "A fungal

garden, right under our paws."
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Pip spun on his acorn cap, and before Fenn could stop him, he

grabbed a mushroom stem. A crumbly bit of soil rolled away

from the roots. "Oh no!" Pip cried. "Did I break it?" Fenn knelt

beside him and looked closely, tracing the white threads with

one careful paw. "Not broken," he said softly. "Just disturbed. It

will regrow. Mushrooms are made for growing."
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Back above ground, they found Granny Root the hedgehog

knitting on her mossy stump, her lavender shawl warm around

her grey-tipped spines. Fenn told her everything, and she

peered at the notebook over her little round spectacles. "You

did not guess," she said, and her wrinkled face crinkled into a

smile. "You watched, you wrote, and you checked. That is how

mysteries turn into knowledge."
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That evening Fenn wrote a new page with the golden

mushroom emblem glowing softly at the top. He drew the

hidden garden and the threads that fed it, and Pip signed his

name in tiny mouse letters. "We thought the mushrooms were

stolen," Pip said, "but they were only growing somewhere

new." Fenn nodded. "Careful clues keep us from wrong

guesses."
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The mushrooms did not return to the birch ring, and Fenn did

not mind. Some things grow in secret, he wrote, and watching

well is better than guessing fast. Pip brought him crumbs of

acorn cake, and Granny Root knitted them both cozy moss

blankets. Every morning they visited the hidden garden and

counted the caps together, quietly and carefully.
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