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The Lost Fox 

 

      Kayla leaned against the railing of the back porch and looked up at the sky, awestruck. It was 

a warm summer evening with a gentle breeze that cooled the twilight air. The long frond grasses 

swayed back and forth softly, making it almost seem like they were doing a dance, while the 

leaves of the trees in the forest quivered and the branches shook. In the distance, the sun was 

slowly sinking lower and lower. Finally, it just barely dipped below the horizon and then 

disappeared completely. Bright shoots of pink and orange lined the night sky, and the clouds 

were basked in the glow, giving them a golden-pinkish hue.  

     This is beautiful, thought Kayla; the sun is like a ball of fiery gas. She laughed out loud after 

thinking that, for that’s exactly what the sun is, a ball of fiery gas. It was absolutely mesmerizing 

and extraordinary.  It was a normal evening to Kayla. She loved to watch the sun set every night. 

It was like she was joining the earth in saying goodbye to the day and hello to the night. 

      Inside the house, Kayla heard the smoke detector suddenly start going of, making loud 

BLEEPBLEEPBLEEP sounds. She heard someone yell and then a loud CRASH. She turned 

quickly to go into the house, expecting the worst, when she heard her sister yelling angrily. Oh 
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no, she thought, Tess must be making supper tonight. Kayla’s older sister, Tess, often made 

supper weeknights. They normally ended with a CRASH; however, a burnt supper was better 

than a burnt house. Kayla decided that if the alarm was going off, it must be pretty bad tonight. 

She decided to let her Uncle Dan handle it. Her Uncle Dan was supposed to help Tess cook 

supper, but he usually did nothing, claiming that he was supervising. Only in his case supervising 

actually meant that he sat in the recliner watching NASCAR racing.  

     NASCAR was a puzzle to Kayla. Why watch cars drive in a circle for hours? It was terribly 

boring. Left turn, left turn, left turn, oh I wonder what next; that’s right, left turn is! Besides, it 

required no physical strength or endurance; it was based on the car’s abilities, not the driver’s. 

However, her Uncle Dan disagreed with her. He said the driver needed to be fit and strategic in 

order to weave between the other cars to the front of the line. They needed to know the angle at 

which to turn and the amount of gas needed to reach the next pit stop. Not to mention the 

courage required to drive a car two hundred miles an hour with the knowledge that you could 

wreck at any moment and end your career, or your life.  

     Kayla and Tess had always wondered what their Uncle Dan had been like before they came to 

live with him. He was a very nice person, around thirty years in age and tall with short brown 

hair and a go-tee. He never drank or smoke, but he walked with a slight limp. Kayla remembered 

that when she was around four, they went to visit Uncle Dan in the hospital. Her mother said he 

was in an accident.  She wondered what injury he could have sustained that even now, ten years 

later, he still walked with a limp. She noted just how passionately he talked of race car driving 

and asked Tess what she thought. Now both the sisters have decided their uncle must have been a 

race car driver. Perhaps he was in an accident and injured himself and was forced to quit, Kayla 

didn’t know. She did know that he was a private person, and even if she did ask him if he was a 



racer, he most likely wouldn’t tell her the truth. They were probably letting their imaginations 

run a little too wild.  

     The creaking of the screen door as it opened behind her startled Kayla from her thoughts. She 

turned around and saw her sister standing in the door way. She was wearing a very dirty apron. 

     “I burnt the casserole, again,” Tess sighed. “Dan is making sandwiches. You want one?”  

     Kayla smirked. “Sure, a sandwich would probably taste better than your casserole anyway,” 

She replied. Tess made a face right as Uncle Dan called from somewhere in the house, “Shut that 

door, your letting the flies in!” Tess sighed once more as she stepped out on the porch and let the 

door slam shut behind her. 

     “Well he sure sounds like he’s in a grumpy mood tonight,” Kayla pointed out as Tess came to 

stand on the porch next to her. 

     “Yeah, he’s just mad that I used up all the rest of the chicken in my casserole, then burnt it,” 

She explained. “How was the sunset tonight?” 

     “Magical.”  

     “I can’t believe you were out here for forty-five minutes in this heat with these bugs.” 

     “Umm, well that part’s not magical that’s for sure.” Kayla smiled as she looked out at the sky 

where the sun had disappeared. The shades of pink and orange had gradually faded and it was 

now getting darker and darker. “What happened in there? It sounded like the apocalypse was 

going on. I hate smoke detectors, and smoke.” 

     “I know, sorry if it scared you.” Tess said. Kayla just shrugged. It was exactly two years ago 

today since her parents death. They had died in a fire and Kayla had barely escaped with her own 

life, not to mention the third degree burns. Ever since then anything associated with fire or 

smoke made Kayla shiver.  



     “It’s ok, I feel a bit better than I did last year. Kayla asked. 

     “Yeah, it’s like an old wound now, it’s healing.” Tess replied. Kayla knew everything was 

still difficult, but it was true, they were managing. She smiled at Tess’s analogy to physical 

wounds. For the past couple of years, Tess had been obsessed with anatomy; Kayla thought she 

might become a doctor or nurse when she was older.  

     Out of the corner of her eye she saw Tess looking at her closely. “What?” she asked puzzled.  

     “Nothing, I’m just thinking. You seem, healthier. I think it’s the fresh Georgia air.” Kayla 

guessed her sister was referring to how she seemed more active and lively. After her parent’s 

death, Kayla felt like she was on a rollercoaster, except this one could only go down. After they 

moved out to Georgia to live with Uncle Dan, Kayla had enjoyed the mysterious forests and 

open spaces. Exploring and hiking had been a new experience for her this past summer.  

     “Girls, come help me with these sandwiches! No leaving old Dan to do all the work!” Uncle 

Dan shouted from the kitchen. 

     Tess rolled her eyes. “Come on, I’m hungry, and the bugs out here are terrible.” 

     She opened the screen door and motioned for Kayla to follow. Kayla smiled; her sister was 

such a wimp sometimes. She took one last look out at the sky, which was now pitch black, and 

started to follow Tess inside. Suddenly, she heard a rustling behind her. She turned to look, and 

thought she saw a shape moving in the back yard. She started to walk towards the edge of the 

porch to take a closer look. 

     “Uh, Kayla? Come on. If I hold this door open any longer Dan will have a fit!” Tess said 

glancing up as Kayla began to walk in the opposite direction. 

     “Yeah, I’m coming,” Kayla replied. “Hey, did you hear something out there?” 

     Tess frowned. “No, why?” 



     “I just thought I saw something.” 

     “Oh, yeah! That’s just my friend, the Sand Man. He came for tea.” Tess said sarcastically and 

laughed as Kayla punched her lightly on the arm. “It’s probably your imagination silly.” Kayla 

followed Tess inside, but was still skeptical as to what could have been moving out there. She 

finally settled on the notion that it was just some nocturnal animal searching for food, nothing to 

worry about. 

     Uncle Dan was in the kitchen making their sandwiches. The fan was on and the windows 

were open, but it still smelled like smoke. The smoke detector was on the table, cracked in half 

with wires sticking out. A scorched pan of chicken casserole was lying in the sink. Uncle Dan 

was spreading mayo and layering ham on a slice of bread but the TV was still on and every few 

minutes he would crane his neck around the corner to glance at the stats of race that was playing.  

     He looked up as they walked in. “Hey Kayla, slice a tomato, would you?” He asked 

     “Sure Uncle Dan, umm, what happened to the smoke detector?”  

     “It fell off its hook when it started blaring.” 

     “Yeah, it scared the heck out of me!” Tess exclaimed. She walked over to the fridge and 

pulled out a carton of milk. “You really should get a new one on your way home from work 

Uncle Dan.” 

     Uncle Dan muttered something under his breath and glanced around the corner at the TV. 

“Whoa, accident on the track, Davidson fell into fourth place! Smith passed him!” He dropped 

his sandwich onto the counter and raced to the living room. “Tess, you finish this!” He shouted 

quickly.  

     Tess just rolled her eyes as she resumed Uncle Dan’s position at the counter. “Piper said hi, 

by the way.” 



     “Piper, when did you see her?” Piper was one of Kayla’s best friends. She only lived down 

the street from the corner of Oak Avenue and Elm’s View Road, where Kayla’s house was 

located.  

     “Oh, she stopped in at the coffee shop today, was asking about you.” Tess worked at Mocha’s 

Coffee and Cafe, a cool new coffee place just down the block.  

     The two girls sat down with their makeshift supper at the island on the wooden stools, Tess 

had found at a thrift store. “And she was asking about me?” Kayla said perplexed. 

     “Yeah, you guys are good friends, is something wrong?” 

     “No, we just had a, misunderstanding.” Kayla said slowly.  

     “Ahh, so you had a fight.” 

     “I guess you could say that.” Kayla sighed. She and Piper hardly ever fought, but when they 

did, it wasn’t pretty.  

     “What happened?” Tess asked. Kayla just shrugged and shook her head. Tess, obviously 

realizing it was a delicate topic, let it go.  

     Kayla ate her sandwich absentmindedly, chewing slowly and tasting each piece. She became 

aware that there was a tall white candle burning on the center of the table in front of her. She 

watched the small flame flicker and flash, quivering unsteadily at some moments, and then 

burning brightly the next. It was hard to believe that something so small and beautiful could turn 

into a powerful and terrible nightmare. They say that when you’re in a life or death situation, 

your life flashes before your eyes. However, when Kayla was in her burning house two years 

ago, trying to find her way through the flames to the exit, that didn’t happen. Instead she thought 

of Joan of Arc and Edward Wightman, heroes who died courageously for their cause. Kayla 

always thought that if she ever had to die for her faith, or what she believed in, she would do so 



willingly, but in that moment two years ago, watching fire destroy everything in its path, she 

thought that dying for something as stupid as a malfunctioned heater was the worst way to die. In 

that moment, she also understood that fire was dangerous, deadly, and a creation of evil. She 

hated it. 

     “You ok? You kind of zoned out for a minute.” Tess was watching her younger sister, a 

concerned look on her face. 

     “Yeah, I’m fine, just thinking.” Kayla leaned across the table and gently blew out the tiny 

flame. She watched a spiral of smoke rise from the wick and into the air above. 

      Kayla woke up the next morning and immediately thought of the rustling sound on the porch 

last night; mystery was in the air. In every one of her Nancy Drew or Hardy Boys novels, when a 

strange sound was heard, it was investigated.  

     She threw on some clothes, pulled her long black hair into a ponytail, and raced down the 

stairs, two at a time. Looking her watch, she saw it was nearly eight o’clock; Uncle Dan would 

have left for work half an hour ago. Sure enough, when Kayla went into the kitchen to grab some 

cereal, there was a brief note on the table telling the girls to be good and do their chores and so 

on.  

     She was just finishing up her breakfast when Tess came stumbling in, rubbing her eyes 

sleepily. 

     “Morning, sunshine,” Kayla joked. “Looks like someone woke up on the wrong side of the 

bed.” 

     “Mhffmb,” was the only reply. Tess grabbed an apple and started for the door. 

     “Where are you off to today?” Kayla asked. 



     “Mocha’s, it’s a Wednesday, remember? For those of us who work, it’s a workday. I guess 

summer vacation is muddling your mind,” was the snarky reply. 

     “Uh, excuse me, but fourteen is not old enough to get a seriously paying job. Just wait, in one 

year, I’ll work so much that you’ll be the one asking me for money.” Kayla smiled, pleased at her 

come back. 

     “Yeah, whatever, see ya later. Oh, let’s order take out for supper tonight, ok?” Tess pulled on 

her sneakers and opened the door. 

     “Yep, I’m with you there. No offense, but your food is not a five star quality meal,” Kayla 

said as Tess shouted, “Offense taken,” and ran out of the house, letting the door slam behind her.  

     Now, the fun begins, Kayla thought as she cleaned up from breakfast and finished some 

minor chores. When she was sure the house no longer looked like a tornado had gone through it 

from Uncle Dan and Tess getting ready for work, she raced out the back door. She stood on the 

porch, the same one she had watched the sunset from twelve hours earlier and looked past her 

backyard out to the forest behind her house. Kayla’s house (or rather, Uncle Dan’s house) was on 

the edge of a small town called Lavender Springs. They were close enough in town to be able to 

walk most important places, but far enough away to be out of the fray with plenty of space to 

breath in the fresh Georgia air.  

     The first place to investigate would most likely be the scene of the weird noise. Kayla walked 

down the steps of the porch, into the backyard, and began scanning the bushes for any signs of 

unusual activity. When, ten minutes later, she found absolutely nothing of interest, she started to 

think the noise was her wild imagination acting up again. Then, when she happened to look 

down, she sucked in a breath. There, on the ground in front of her, were a long line of weirdly 

shaped tracks. They looked like a small dog’s tracks, but they were scattered over the dirt, it 



looked like the animal had been limping. Kayla followed the tracks with her eyes and saw that 

they disappeared under the back porch.  

     There was about a two feet space between the bottom of the porch and the ground. It was 

covered with cobwebs and mold. Kayla crouched on her knees and leaned down to peak under 

the porch. At first she saw nothing, it was too dark. She let her eyes adjust and faintly saw the 

outline of a furry lump. An animal! Something was down there. Kayla stood up and thought 

about this through for a moment. Reaching into a dark place to grab a wild animal that could 

have rabies or other unknown diseases was not wise. She heard of a boy in the paper who had 

been bitten by a rabid raccoon. He had to have twenty-one shots so he didn’t get rabies himself. 

Kayla decided to be more cautious.  

     She ran back into the house, and grabbed a flashlight before returning to the porch. On her 

knees once more, she shined her flashlight under the porch and gasped. Lying curled in a ball 

was a small, furry creature. Upon closer examination, Kayla realized it was a fox. He looked like 

he was red, but she could hardly tell, he was mostly covered in mud. His eyes were closed and he 

was as still as a statue, she was afraid he was dead. However, as Kayla watched, she saw his 

chest slowly rise and fall, he was alive!  

     Kayla didn’t know what to do, should she touch him? Was he injured or sick? Finally she 

decided he was in a pretty bad condition and needed help. She saw multiple gashes and cuts with 

dried blood through his fur, but the worst was his leg. It had a long gash across it, it might be 

broken. Kayla gently reached under the porch and scooped him up, mud and all. He opened his 

eyes and blinked up at her sleepily. She was ready to drop him and run if at any moment he 

looked like he was about to bite her. He stayed still, however, and did not move.  



     Carrying the small animal with both hands and the flashlight between her teeth, she walked 

into the house. She carefully climbed the steps to the second floor, trying not to jar the poor fox 

too much. Once upstairs, she thought about taking him into her room, but instead turned into the 

bathroom and laid him down in the bathtub. Kayla used a wet washcloth to rid his fur of most of 

the mud and dried blood. After he was cleaned up a bit more, she saw he was a beautiful dark red 

color. His chest, muzzle, and the tip of his tail were white, while his legs were black. His fur was 

mostly red, Kayla had never seen a fox, or picture of a fox, so red. His eyes were deep amber. 

     Now what, she thought to herself. Kayla was not a doctor and didn’t know what to do in case 

of a broken bone, how to set or splint it. The fox was beginning to stir, obviously wondering 

where he was. Then she remembered Tess and her crazy love for anatomy. Kayla knew animals, 

and Tessa could probably help bandage its leg, plus she could tell her if it was broken or not.  

     Kayla, once making sure the fox wasn’t going anywhere, raced downstairs to retrieve her 

phone from where she left it on the counter. She dialed Tess’s number and waited as it rung.  

     “Hello?” Tess said when she answered. 

     “HiyouneedtocomehomerightnowbecauseIfoundafoxandit’shurtandIneedyourhelp!” Kayla 

said without a pause in between.  

     “Whoa, slow down. I can hardly understand your ramblings. Go a little slower, what’s 

wrong?” 

     “I found a fox under the back porch. It’s hurt and I need your help,” Kayla repeated a little 

slower.  

     “Kay, come on, I’m at work. I don’t have time for this. Listen, you can tell me a story later, I 

have to get back to serving coffee.” Kayla sighed in frustration. She had prank called her sister at 

work three years ago and ever since then she had never believed her.  



     “I’m not joking; I’ll text you a picture. The fox is hurt and needs help.” 

     “I can’t just leave work.” 

     “Say it’s a family emergency,” her sister was such a model citizen sometimes. 

     “That would be lying,” Tess replied, appalled at the idea. 

     “Tess, come on!” 

     “Fine, I’ll be there in ten minutes.”  

     “Thanks, you’re the best,” Kayla said. 

     “Yeah, and don’t you forget it,” her sister replied as the line clicked off. Kayla just smiled. 

The she remembered the fox and ran back upstairs.  

     He was just where she had left him. He looked up at her as she kneeled next to the bathtub 

and tried to stumble to his feet. When he put pressure on his back left leg, however, he fell back 

down. Kayla watched as he curled back into a ball, his head between his forepaws.  

     Fifteen minutes later, just as she was about to text her sister again, Kayla heard the screen 

door slam.  

     “Kayla, if this is a joke, you owe me an hour’s worth of wages!” Tess shouted as she stomped 

through the kitchen. 

     “I’m up here!” Kayla replied. “Wait till you see this fox, he’s beautiful.” Tess poked her head 

into the bathroom and slowly kneeled beside Kayla. 

     “Wow, you were telling the truth, for once.” 

     “Hey,” Kayla objected quietly. “Can you do something for his leg?” 

     “I could try, but I might mess something up. I think the safest option would be to take him to 

an animal shelter.”  



     Kayla shook her head. “No, I just watched this really sad movie about injured wild animals. If 

we take him to an animal shelter, they might put him down.” 

      “Well, there’s really nothing else I can do,” Tess said sadly. “But I can try. I’ll an ace 

bandage, duck tape, and some ice.” 

     “Aye, captain,” Kayla said as she jumped up and darted out to get the needed items. She 

returned a few minutes later with Tess’s supplies. 

     Here you go.” Kayla leaned back and watched as Tess used the materials to create a makeshift 

bandage.  

     “That should do it, I just did what my anatomy book said is the correct way to construct a 

human splint,” Tess explained, pleased with her work.  

     “Umm, this is fox though.” 

     “Well I don’t know animal anatomy, its human or nothing.”  

     “Yeah, you’ve got a point. Now what, we can’t keep a fox in our bathtub,” Kayla pointed out. 

     “We could ask Dan and he could-“Tess started. 

     “No,” Kayla interrupted. “We can’t tell Uncle Dan. He would make us get rid of it. You know 

he has no patience for animals, especially ones known for digging up yards.”  

     “Well then what do you suggest?” Kayla sighed; Tess was always so forth- coming with 

problems. She stood up and walked to the window that overlooked the backyard. Something on 

the edge of the woods caught her attention.  

     “I’ve got it! We could keep him in the old garden shed in the back yard. No one ever goes in 

there anymore.” 

     “We would have to clean it out properly,” Tess replied 



     “Yeah,” Kayla looked down at the fox; he was still lying perfectly motionless. “But we can 

do that now before Uncle Dan gets home from work and the fox is hidden.” 

     Tess nodded and stood up. “Let’s go see just how bad of shape the shed is in.” Kayla glanced 

at the fox one last time before following Tess outside.  

     Once they reached the shed, Kayla reached for the handle and attempted to open the door. 

The door, however, remained firmly shut, even when Kayla tugged on it with all her might. 

     “What’s wrong with it?” Tessa asked. 

     “It’s either stuck or locked,” Kayla replied. “I’ve got it! Maybe one of the keys in the junk 

drawer will open it.” Kayla ran across the yard back to the house, into the kitchen, and opened 

the junk drawer. She grabbed the ring of keys and sprinted back outside. 

     “Here,” she said as she handed the ring to Tess. Tess took the ring and began trying keys in 

the lock. They heard a click on the fourth try and the door swung open. 

     Inside it was surprisingly empty. There was a wheelbarrow and rake in one corner, and a few 

crates in the other corner. All in all it was just dusty.   

     “I guess we should sweep it out first, right?” Kayla asked. 

     “Yeah, I’ll get a broom, you move this wheelbarrow,” Tess replied and started for the house. 

Kayla stepped into the shed and grabbed the wheelbarrow. She tried backing it out, but it was too 

wide for the door frame. She managed to awkwardly tip it on its side in order to carry it through 

and parked it upside down on the far side of the shed. 

     Tess came walking up with a broom in hand just as Kayla was brushing the dust off her shirt. 

“I’ll sweep, but we’re going to need some other supplies, like blankets, bowls, an extra ace 

bandage-“ 

     “Yeah, I’ve got it. I’ll go see what we can use while you get rid of this dust,” Kayla said.  



      An hour later the girls stood back to inspect their work. The shed had been completely swept 

out. The crates were stacked one corner. A large box was in another corner padded with old 

blankets for the fox’s bed. A bowl filled with water was put close to the bed so the fox could 

reach it. Tessa had found a bag of dog food in the basement; apparently Uncle Dan had had a pet. 

Finally, Kayla scooped up the fox and placed him gently in the box.  

     Tess glanced at her watch. “If I leave now I can make it back to Mocha’s for the lunch rush.” 

     “Right, you should get back, thanks for helping me out though,” Kayla responded. 

     “Of course, that’s what sisters are for.” Tess smiled before returning to the house to change 

her dusty clothes. 

     Kayla watched the fox as it slept, so peaceful and relaxed. She wondered what had happened 

to it for him to be so badly hurt. He hadn’t touched his food, but so much had happened, he was 

probably overwhelmed. She suddenly became aware of her own stomach, which was growling. It 

was lunch time. Checking on the fox one last time, she left the shed, making sure to shut the door 

behind her. She hesitated for a moment before locking the shed and pocketing the keys.  

      After Kayla ate lunch, she returned to the shed to watch the fox for any changes. She was 

sitting on a crate reading a book when she heard a car drive in. Putting her book down, she stood 

up and quickly left the shed after making sure the fox was ok. She locked the door, making sure 

it was secure, and ran to the house, sliding onto a stool by the island, just as Uncle Dan came in 

the front door. Kayla realized it was almost six o’clock; she had spent the whole day with the 

fox.  

     “Hi, Uncle Dan, how was work?” Kayla asked as he walked into the kitchen and placed some 

bags in the fridge. The smell of Chinese takeout wafted through the kitchen. Kayla’s mouth 

watered. 



     “Ok, I guess. What did you do productive today?” Uncle Dan replied in his normal, gruff 

way. 

     “Umm, I read a lot,” Kayla said slowly. It was true; she did read a little bit. 

     “That’s good, I’ll be in my study,” Uncle Dan replied absentmindedly. Kayla just smiled as 

he walked up the stairs slowly. She didn’t like lying to him, but she had to admit, it was really 

easy to keep things from him. She went to pick up her book, only then realizing she had left it in 

the shed. Kayla sighed; it would be impossible to go get it without being spotted. Uncle Dan’s 

window in his study faced towards the backyard. She decided to grab a new one from the 

bookshelf in her room. Just as she was about to run upstairs and get it, Tess slammed the front 

door and came walking into the kitchen. 

     “Hey, Kayla, how’s our small, furry friend doing?” Tess asked as she kicked off her shoes 

and threw her bag on the couch. 

     “Good, but we should really give him a name,” Kayla replied. “How about Foxy?” 

      “That’s a terrible name, and no, we should not name him. You only name animals that you 

keep permanently. We can’t name the fox or we’ll get too attached and when the time comes to 

let him go it will be way more difficult than necessary.”  

     “I guess you’ve really thought that through. Well I disagree. We can’t keep calling him the 

fox, and we really should talk quieter. Uncle Dan is in his study,” Kayla said, lowering her voice. 

     “Oh, did he bring take out?” 

     “Yes, but don’t get your hopes up, it’s Chinese.” Kayla smiled as her sister made a face. 

Chinese was not Tess’s favorite. 

     “Oh well, even I’ll admit greasy noodles are better than burnt chicken,” Tess said. “And I 

guess you’re right, we can’t keep calling him the fox, but it has to be a good name, not Foxy.” 



     Kayla laughed. “Ok, how about Mittens?” 

     “That hardly seems like a very dignified name for a fox,” Tess frowned. “I like Caesar.” 

     “What! No way,” Kayla protested. 

     “Fine, how about Augustus or Tiberius, Cassius is a good one.”  

     “Tessa, it’s not my fault you fell in love with ancient roman times. We are not naming the fox 

anything that ends in u-s, ok?” Kayla glared at Tess until finally she nodded. 

     “Ok, but not Mittens or Lilly or Peaceful Waterfall, got it?” 

     “Peaceful Waterfall? That’s not even a name. Listen, how about we think on it a little bit,” 

Kayla asked laughing. 

     “That sounds like a good idea.” 

     Uncle Dan came downstairs at that moment and began taking the Chinese food out of the 

fridge. Tessa got up to help him reheat the cardboard boxes as Kayla set the table.  

     When they sat down to eat at the oak table in the dining room, Kayla said, “Well this is much 

more peaceful than it was last night.” 

     “Yes it is,” Uncle Dan said, with a look in Tess’s direction. Tess just continued eating, 

seemingly not bothered by the remarks of her terrible cooking skills.  

     The rest of the meal passed in silence, Uncle Dan wasn’t very good at making conversation 

with his nieces. That was fine by Kayla and Tess. 

     After super, the girls helped clean up the kitchen and Uncle Dan fell asleep in his recliner 

while listening to the news. Tess went to her room to do who knows what and Kayla settled into 

her beanbag chair to start a new book. However, she thought it would be a good idea to check on 

the fox before she got settled inside for the night. She was walking past Tess’s open door of her 

room when her sister called out.  



     “Hey, where are you going?” Tess asked. 

     “Just out to check up on the fox. Plus, I left my book out there,” Kayla replied. 

     “Oh, well it’s pretty late, want me to come?” Tess sat up from her position on her bed, where 

she was playing on her phone. 

     “Um, sure if you want to, but I think I can handle a walk in the dark.” Kayla continued 

towards the stairwell. A few moments later she heard Tess following her. 

     The girls walked side by side through the back yard to the shed. Kayla pulled the key from 

her pocket and pushed open the door. However, when they entered, they found the shed 

completely vacant. The fox’s bed was empty as was the food bowl.  

     “What! Where did he go?” asked Tess. She walked slowly around the interior as if the fox 

could be hiding somewhere in the bare room. Kayla frowned, how could the fox have left? The 

door was shut. When she took a closer look around the shed, she saw a piece of white fabric in 

the corner by the crates.  

     Walking over to examine it she said, “Hey, Tess, look at this.” The fabric was the ace 

bandage they had used to wrap his wounds with. Kayla pulled it away and saw that in that area of 

the floor the wood was rotted. It looked like the fox had used his claws to rip apart a small hole 

and escaped. 

     “How is that possible? I thought he was hurt,” Tess exclaimed. 

     “I guess he was in better shape than we thought he was. Maybe the gash on his leg wasn’t as 

bad as it looked.” 

     “Yeah, but I hope he’ll be ok.” 

     “Foxes are really tough. I think he’ll be alright.” Kayla stood up. 



     “You’re right, but we should check the woods for any sign of him in the morning, just in 

case.” 

     “Just in case? Look who’s gotten attached,” Kayla teased. They exited the shed and Tess 

locked the door behind them. 

     “I’m not attached, well maybe just a bit, but so are you, admit it,” Tessa glared at her sister as 

the two girls began to walk back to the house. 

     “Yeah, he was a really beautiful creature. Although, we never got to actually name him,” 

Kayla pointed out. 

     “True, well it’s not too late. We could give him a name, something to remember him by.” 

     “Ok, I suppose you could call him some ancient roman historian or something,” Kayla said. 

     “No, I think you should name him,” Tess replied. “You found him anyway.” 

     “Ok.” Kayla thought hard for a moment. They walked across the yard in silence and up the 

steps to the back porch. They both leaned against the railing, looking up at the twinkling, silver 

stars in the pitch black sky. Kayla thought of the fox’s dark red fur. She thought of the candle 

burning on the table. She thought of bonfires and chicken casseroles burning in the oven. She 

thought of fire, beautiful and terrible, warm and bright. 

     “Flame, I think we should name him Flame,” she decided. 

     Tess looked at Kayla closely before responding, “Flame, I like it. Flame the Fox it is. Come 

on, the bugs are eating me alive.”      

     Tess started to walk back into the house but Kayla glanced out at the edge of the forest one 

last time. She squinted as hard as she could. Right before she turned to follow Tess, she saw a 

shadow, small and furry, walk slowly through the yard. It paused at the woods before limping 

into the trees. It was a fox, and his name was Flame.  



      

       

       

    

       

      

       

    

          

 

 

      

      

      

      

      

        

        

        

      

         

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

              


