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Four-legged friends to the rescue: The new comfort commando for nursery school 
kids is ready for action! 

Rustling sounds and the crackling of twigs fill these woods, and they hold a secret - four heroic 
young animals with big hearts and soft, fluffy fur are always at the ready to soothe away the big 
and small cares of nursery school children. 
 
The very first mission for the animal rescue commando: Little Diego doesn’t like going to the 
new woodland nursery school and feels very homesick. What a good thing the young animals 
Rufus, Poppy, Mikkel and Flora are there to make him a woodland calendar that has a present 
for him every half-hour. 
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Pages 7 -24 
 
We All Adore The Wild Forest Four! 
 
Mikkel Foxcub 
 
Won't stop until his curiosity is satisfied - which means he pokes his snout into all kinds of 
exciting things. However, he also knows how to sniff out good friends - sticking together is the 
most important thing for him. 
 
Flora Fawncalf 
 
Always cautious and shy and spends most of her time worrying. But nobody can sense feelings 
and moods as well as Flora can. So they are always glad of her wise words. 
 
Rufus the Baby Boar 
 
Impetuous and always on the hunt for adventure - with his mum in hot pursuit. Makes his 
friends laugh non-stop, and often shocks them too. 
 
Poppy the Raccoon 
 
Loves taking care of everyone and making sure everything is clean and tidy. She perfectly suits 
her name, as she is happy and smiley and loves to wear a red bow in her hair. 
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Off to a Secret Meeting! 
 
A beautiful new day was dawning in Honeycake Forest. The name 
comes from the time when people couldn't buy sugar - indeed, when 
nobody even knew about the existence of the sweet stuff. At the place 
where the little icy-cold stream in the valley splashes its way down 
into a sandstone pool so pure that people can drink it, an old woman 
had a little stall many hundreds of years ago. Here, she sold the 
precious pine honey made by her bees.  
 
One day, instead of bringing her usual apple to eat, she took a fresh 
honey cake with her. The honey cake smelled so delicious that everyone 
who came that way halted their journeys: coachmen, men with horses 
and carts, merchants and wayfarers. It was dense and moist and sticky, 
for the old woman hadn't just baked it with carrots and walnuts, but 
had of course used plenty of honey. She had soon sold so many cakes 
that she could buy a second hive of bees. And if anyone asked where 
they could buy the delicious cakes, everyone just replied: "In Honeycake 
Forest, of course!" 
 
It was early morning, and the birds were tweeting last night's dreams to one another. As always, 
they were trying to drown one another out. They could become so loud that Grandpa Jay had a 
fit and with a grumpy warning whistle tried to quieten down his feathered companions. For a 
minute or so, at any rate… 
 
Grandpa Jay's sensitivity to noise suited Mama Boar just fine. The 
birds' din only woke her children up far too early, and that is BAD 
NEWS for everyone concerned, as all parents know. She grunted and 
turned around on her bed of leaves, glancing drowsily at her babies 
who were cuddled up against her in the hollow. One, two, three, four, 
she counted, half in sleep. They'll all be present and correct, she 
thought, then went back to sleep. 
 
But they weren't all present and correct.  
 
Rufus was missing.  
 
He had woken up some time ago, full of beans, and had scrambled out of the thicket. In the 
warmth of the early morning sun, he had already devoured a corn on the cob, chased Fred the 
Butterfly, bal-anced at least a hundred times on the tree trunk, been bored for about a thousand 
years, tried to do a headstand like Ms Ferret doing her yoga exercises, and was now listening 
impatiently for Mr Cuck-oo to announce the time. 
 
THE time. The VERY EARLIEST time when Rufus was allowed to call for his friends, as all their 
par-ents had very clearly told him. 
 
"Seven o'clock … eight o'clock … nine o'clock," Rufus counted along with Mr Cuckoo. "YES!" He 
yelled, and raced off. 
 
And the very best thing? Rufus didn't even have to ask today if Flora, Mikkel and Poppy could 
come out to play. No: they had already arranged it all. A secret meeting! 
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Rufus turned a cartwheel of delight.  
 
"Waaaaheeeey!" he cried as he bounded along. 
 
"Oh dear," Mikkel appeared as if from nowhere and sat on the path in front of Rufus, shaking his 
head. "Is this what you call a secret meeting? The whole of Honeycake Forest knows where 
you're going now." 
 
Rufus stopped so abruptly that he almost went head over heels. 
 
"You scared the life out of me," he gasped. "I didn't hear you coming." 
 
"That was the whole idea," said the fox cub. "If you're going to a secret meeting, you meet … um 
… secretly." 
 
"Really?" said Rufus. 
 
"Really," said Mikkel. 
 
The two of them bounded off again. 
 
"That way," said Mikkel, as they reached Rotter, the fallen, rotten old chestnut tree. 
 
"No, I'm going this way, it's shorter," said Rufus. He lowered his head and plunged into the 
hawthorn hedge. 
 
"Oh dear," sighed Mikkel again. He clambered silently over the tree-trunk, ducked beneath a 
tunnel of blueberries, and scampered to their meeting point.  
 
Satisfied, he hid behind an old wooden barrel. After a while, Rufus emerged from the ferns.  
 
"I win!" he cried, flinging himself panting onto the grass. 
 
"Boo!" retorted Mikkel, jumping out from behind the barrel. 
 
"Ohhh noooo," moaned a disappointed Rufus.  
 
Mikkel grinned. "It's the hare and the tortoise all over again," he said sagely, leaping up onto the 
bar-rel and pointing his snout towards the sun. 
 
"You sound just like Flora," said Rufus, snorting with laughter. 
 
"Who sounds like Flora?" came a voice from the undergrowth. 
 
Flora peeked carefully left and right and left again, then teetered cautiously out. 
 
"What Mikkel just said," said Rufus. 
 
"Sensible stuff." 
 
"Ah." Flora giggled. "It seems that our little washerwoman is the only one missing." 
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"Maybe the coloured wash hasn't finished yet," Mikkel laughed. 
 
"Oi!" Poppy's voice sounded from behind them. Mikkel fell off the barrel and 
onto the grass. "The white wash, actually," she said with a chuckle, as Mikkel 
plucked the dandelion seeds out of his fur. 
 
"First prize for stalking," he said approvingly. "Brilliant." 
 
Poppy clapped. "And that, coming from you." 
 
Rufus raced around saying hello to his friends, turned a couple of circles, then dropped down 
onto the grass.  
 
"Can we start now?" he said. "I'm starving again." 
 
"Let's get on with it, then," said Flora. She smiled and plucked a flower from the ground. Clover. 
"Mmm," she said, chewing it. "Delicious. Tastes like honey… so sweet…" 
 
Poppy raised a paw. "Okay, let's vote on it. As we discussed yesterday, we're forming a gang. I'm 
in. Who's with me?" 
 
"We are!" the others cried, high-fiving Poppy's paw.  
 
The gang idea, you see, is what the four of them came up with just before they set off for their 
re-spective homes the night before. It's rather surprising that they had never thought of it 
before. 
 
 
Hurrah - that's it!  
 
 
They all sat in a circle.  
 
"So what's the purpose of this gang?" Flora addressed her friends.  
 
"Porpoise?" Rufus piped up. "Who's a porpoise?" 
 
"Not a porpoise - a purpose!" said Mikkel.  
 
"Flora's asking why we're doing this," Poppy added. 
 
They all thought hard.  
 
"Fire! Police!" Rufus cried, dashing around the barrel. "Nee-nar, nee-nar, nee-
nar," he bellowed, sounding just like the sirens from the valley which 
sometimes echoed around Honeycake Forest. 
 
"Oh no," Mikkel protested. "I was thinking more of … " He held up an invisible 
magnifying glass and pretended to follow a trail.  
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Poppy shook her head. "You spend all day doing that anyway. What about …" She carefully set 
an upturned ladybird back on its feet. "… being an emergency rescue team or something?" 
 
The baby animals nodded thoughtfully. All the ideas had their good points.  
 
"Let's be a mixture of all of them," Flora suggested.  
 
"Just like we are in real life," put in Poppy.  
 
"Exactly," said Flora. "What should we call ourselves?" 
 
Rufus blinked in astonishment. "Er…" he said. "I, um, quite like my name …" 
 
"Oh you great silly-billy …" Poppy giggled and ruffled his fur. She then tickled him for so long 
that he gasped for breath. 
 
"Stop it! I know what you meant!" he panted. "We need a name for our gang." 
 
"Precisely. How about Paw Police?" Poppy suggested. 
 
"Claw Club?" said Flora. She was about to elaborate, when she suddenly raised her head in 
alarm. Her sensitive ears had detected something. 
 
"What's up?" asked Mikkel. Flora shrugged.  
 
"I just thought I heard … anyway. What do you all think of Paw Police or 
Claw Club?" 
 
They all looked uncertain. 
 
"Couldn't we find something a bit cooler?" said Mikkel. 
 
"The Cool Paws?" said Rufus. 
 
"Or Claws," said Flora. "Though I haven't got paws or claws. No, that'd be silly." 
 
"I know! The Brilliant Four!" said Poppy. 
 
"I'm more wild than brilliant," Mikkel whispered. He had crouched down and was stalking a 
grass-hopper which had come to rest on a dandelion flower.  
 
"Jump for it!" Poppy cried, quickly giving the insect a nudge. 
 
It vanished with one great leap.  
 
"Aww," said Mikkel. "I wouldn't have done it any harm." 
 
"My hero!" laughed Flora, shaking a couple of dandelion heads over Mikkel. 
 
The fox cub was overcome by a fit of sneezing. Flora and Poppy doubled up with laughter. Rufus 
wasn't laughing, though. Instead, he suddenly started dashing around as if he had been stung by 
a bee.  
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"What's up now, Rufus?" Flora asked. 
 
"We are …" Rufus bellowed, as he carried on running. "We are …" he cried again. He took a quick 
breath, turned round, and set off in the opposite direction. "The Wild Forest Four! Get it? Our 
gang name!" Rufus grunted with delight. 
 
"Yess!" the others were now excited, too. "That's a brilliant idea!" 
 
"The WFF for short," said Poppy. Yet more jubilation ensued. 
 
 
They chatted for a while about what their first heroic mission might be, until a familiar voice 
called from afar.  
 
"Roo-fus! Home-time!" 
 
"Yummy, scrummy, lunch time!" said Rufus, licking his lips. "I'm definitely going home." 
 
"I'm hungry too," said Flora, unfolding herself. 
 
"Me too," said Poppy. "Meet in an hour at the sunflower?" 
 
There was a particular place in the forest where one huge, solitary sunflower seeded itself every 
year. 
 
"Whoops," said Rufus, casting his eyes down to the ground. "It's not there now. I ate it 
yesterday." 
 
"Rufus!" the others exclaimed with one voice.  
 
"Ha, ha, ha. Fooled you!" The young boar raced laughing away through the undergrowth. 
 
Mikkel rolled his eyes. "See you later," he said. He waited until Flora and Poppy were out of 
sight, then set off on his velvet paws in the opposite direction. 
 
Mikkel was hungry too. But he was even more curious than he was hungry. Flora never sensed 
any-thing without good reason. And unless he was very much mistaken, she had sensed 
whatever it was in the direction of the Violet Clearing… 
 
 
 
Pages 43-69 
 
The Human Children Arrive! 
 
 
After the initial excitement about the sensational discovery in the Violet Clearing, the following 
days felt as dull as those wet and stormy days when you can't set foot out of the house. 
 
Nothing happened. Absolutely nothing. 
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The smartened-up, icing-sugar-coloured construction vehicle languished in the 
middle of the flower meadow. It looked as bored as the WFF felt. They just kept 
going over all the possible and rather less possible reasons why neither the 
little witch nor the longed-for human children had appeared. 
 
"The weather's not up to it," Mikkel mused - although the sun couldn't have 
been shining any more brightly. 
 
"We got the time wrong," said Flora - although the four of them had been surveilling the clearing 
more or less round the clock. 
 
"Too dirty," said Poppy, pointing to the vehicle's slightly grubby windows. 
 
"Not enough to eat," said Rufus. This did in fact seem to be the only logical explanation. 
 
Fortunately, old Pavel understood their impatience and bafflement.  
 
"Three days," he kindly breathed to them as he passed by their hidey-hole with Mike the 
Forester. 
 
Hurrah! The Wild Forest Four could breathe again. 
 
And so, on the third day, with special permission from their parents, they found themselves 
before sunrise huddled together in the damp moss, awaiting the arrival of the human children. 
 
At last: the moment had arrived. 
 
As the morning sun's rays started to illuminate the clearing and the birds in the saplings around 
it ended their morning performance, they could smell it. Not just the familiar, delicious aroma of 
the little witch, but something else, too… 
 
The lively sounds of a whole group of human children! 
 
"Oh how sweet!" Poppy squeaked, clapping her paws together so hard that the hawthorn 
blossom trembled and tickled Mikkel and Flora, which in turn made Rufus laugh so much that 
the whole Wild Forest Four scampered away. Or they would normally have scampered away, at 
any rate.  
 
Today, though, they were for once not the loudest things in Honeycake Forest. No: the new 
forest children were loudly exploring the Violet Clearing and the construction vehicle, while the 
little witch was showing them everything and patiently explaining it all to them. 
 
"My family sounds like a pack of butterflies compared to that lot," Rufus whispered in 
astonishment. There was normally no family in the forest that was louder than the Boar Family. 
 
"There are two types, just like with the tall people," Mikkel observed.  
 
"Really?" 
 
"Yes, and some of them are different, and others are duplicates," said Rufus, pointing to a pair of 
twins. 
 



 

© ellermann im Dressler Verlag GmbH, Hamburg 

rights@verlagsgruppe-oetinger.de 

"And that one there," whispered Poppy, pushing her glasses back up her nose, "he's wearing 
them too." 
 
"Look - they come in different colours," said Flora in astonishment. "Five daytime ones and two 
night-time ones." 
 
Rufus ruffled Poppy's hair.  "And they have different fur, just like us," he said. "There's long fur 
and short fur and curly fur and yellow fur and rose-coloured fur and brown fur and black fur. 
But none of them has stripy fur." Rufus sounded a bit disappointed. 
 
"Do you think we can stroke them?" Poppy asked after a pause. 
 
Flora unfolded the crinkly piece of paper her mother had given her, which set out the rules. "I 
don't think so," she said. "Don't feed them, don't approach them, don't touch them, don't speak 
to them, don't disturb them," she read aloud. 
 
"Huh," Rufus snorted. "Boring. What harm could it do?" 
 
"They might bite," Poppy said. 
 
"Then we can run away," said Mikkel. The tip of his tail had been twitching with excitement. "We 
could just get a little bit closer," he said, poking his nose out of the undergrowth. 
 
"No - we're not allowed!" hissed Flora. 
 
"Ha, ha," grunted Rufus. "All the more reason to do it!" 
 
Flora sighed. She couldn't stop her friends from wanting to get as close as possible to the action. 
 
"Well, just do it quietly," she said, and everyone laughed. Rufus' entire family could be trampling 
through the undergrowth and nobody would hear them at that moment. 
 
"On command," Mikkel whispered. They had come up with this scheme during their days of 
waiting. "Here once more …" he began. 
 
"The Wild Forest Four!" the others chimed in, as quietly as they could in all the excitement. 
 
Mikkel slunk off, followed by Poppy and Rufus. As always, Flora dithered for a while, just to be 
on the safe side, until the others had found a new hiding place. Then she sprang after them. 
Mikkel had already worked out where they could hide. Behind the large heap of branches, there 
was a comfort-able hollow hidden by dense brambles. It offered the perfect vantage point. 
 
"Budge up," grumbled Poppy. She shoved Rufus to one side and squeezed in between him and 
Mik-kel. 
 
Then she gesticulated to Flora. It's okay. The young fawn trotted over silently. 
 
"What are they up to now?" said Rufus. He plucked an acorn from the mud and stuck it into his 
mouth. "Wow, delicious." 
 
"Urgh… not washing things before you eat them," said Poppy. "That's truly disgusting." 
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"Oh no it's not," Rufus retorted. He dug around a bit more. Perhaps there would be another tasty 
treat in there somewhere. 
 
"They're playing," said Flora in response to Rufus' question. "And the little witch is drinking …" 
She raised her sensitive nose. 
 
"Coffee," she and Mikkel said with one voice. 
 
"Maybe she's hoping that the smell will lure the forester out." Poppy giggled. 
 
"Not all of them, though," said Mikkel. 
 
"Not all of the foresters? There's only Mike," said Rufus. 
 
"No." Mikkel shook his head. "I mean that they're not all playing." 
 
The WFF looked more closely. 
 
"You're right…" Flora frowned. 
 
A little boy was sitting on a tree-stump away from the others and was staring dejectedly at his 
Wel-lingtons. He was holding a strange, pointy soft toy. 
 
"No," said Rufus. "He's looking for acorns. Or worms. They're just as tasty." 
 
"Do you ever think about anything other than food?" Mikkel rolled his eyes. 
 
At that moment, the little witch raised her voice. 
 
"We're going to play What Time Is It, Mr Wolf," she said. The children raced towards her, 
whooping with delight. "Right, everyone, get in a straight line," she said. "Who's going to be the 
wolf?" 
 
"Me, me, me!" they all cried. The little witch laughed and called across to the tree stump. "Diego, 
you come and play too," she said. 
 
But the little boy just shook his head.  
 
"Back in a minute," the little witch said to the others. She went over to Diego and put her arm 
round his shoulders. 
 
Then she returned to the others. Diego carried on staring at the ground, kneading his toy. 
 
"VERY uncomfortable," said Poppy. 
 
"What? I think you're really cuddly," said Rufus.  
 
"Not me - HIM," said Poppy, pointing at the little boy.  
 
"I thought so too," said Flora. 
 
"I wonder what's up with him?" Mikkal said. "And don't say he's hungry, Rufus." 
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"Isn't a chap allowed to have a joke?" grumbled Rufus. He got up. "Let's just ask him." 
 
"ASK him?" Flora yelped, waving the piece of paper. "Don't approach them, don't disturb them, 
don't …" 
 
"Don't help them?" Mikkal said. Flora paused. 
 
"Um, fair enough," she murmured. 
 
"Okay, guys," Poppy whispered. "Mikkal's right. Perhaps we could cheer him up." She rubbed 
her paws together. "I'll go first…" She peered through her glasses. "We could wash his soft toy?" 
 
Flora shook her head. "There's something else going on," she said. "I can feel it in my heart." 
 
"Really?" said Rufus. "Like having a stitch in your heart? I always get that when I …" 
 
"Shh," said Mikkal. "You can discuss that later. We need to move quickly, while the others are 
busy." His whiskers twitched in anticipation 
 
"Yes, but what are we going to do?" Flora asked.  
 
Poppy, however, had finally lost patience with any further discussion. 
 
She sprang suddenly out of the undergrowth, landed by the tree stump, opened her big, round 
eyes as wide as she could, and smiled broadly. 
 
"Poppy … no …" Flora whispered. Mikkal and Rufus held their breath. 
 
But Poppy paid no attention. 
 
"Hey, little Diego," she called softly, putting her head on one side. 
 
The boy immediately looked up. 
 

 
 
What's the matter with Diego? 
 
"Over here. Look. Hello!" Poppy called, making her eyes even rounder. 
 
Diego stood up and ran towards the little raccoon. 
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Flora watched as the little witch stopped the game and looked across as the boy. But when she 
saw Diego had returned to the stump, she resumed her singing.  
 
As for the WFF: pandemonium had broken out. 
 
Poppy was thrilled to be able to see a human child at such close quarters. Flora was in agonies 
about a human child getting so close to them. Mikkel was desperately trying to work out how he 
could get closer to the child, and Rufus was bursting to discover what the child might say. 
 
"Ohhhhh, little Dieeeegoooo," breathed Poppy, as the boy stood before her with huge eyes red 
from crying. 
 
He looked uncertainly in the direction of the construction vehicle. However, the group was 
immersed in their game, and nobody noticed the excitement that was going on by the tree 
stump. 
 
"Hello," Diego replied softly, and sniffed. He kept on fiddling with the tip of his soft toy.  
 
"Hello," said Poppy, fluttering her eyelashes. "How are you?" 
 
"Oh horrors!" Flora breathed in their hiding place. 
 
"She'll start miaowing next," muttered Mikkel. He could hardly bear to be stuck in the hollow 
while Poppy was the star of the show. But if he were to appear as well, the child would have a 
huge shock and would just flee. 
 
"Poppy's doing fine," Rufus reassured them both. 
 
He was right. Diego looked up and buried his face in his cuddly toy, but he didn't run away.  
 
"Um," he said. He shrugged. "I, er …" he faltered, and Poppy giggled encouragingly. "Are you an 
… er … thing?" he eventually managed to stammer out, wiping a tear from his eye. 
 
"Yes," said Poppy. "That's what I am. An animal. I'm called Poppy Raccoon. I live here." She 
gesticu-lated to the forest and over to the other WFF members. "So do my friends." 
 
"Friends?" asked Diego. 
 
"Of course," said Poppy. "Mikkel, Flora and Rufus. Have you got friends too?" 
 
Diego shook his head. 
 
"How about them?" Poppy asked, pointing to the other children. 
 
"No," said Diego. "I just want to go home." 
 
"Really?" said Poppy. Diego nodded. 
 
"Okay, then we'll take you home. Off we go, then," said Poppy. Flora, Mikkel and Rufus looked at 
her in horror. 
 
How was that supposed to work, then? What was Poppy talking about? 
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But Diego shook his head. 
 
"Er, now? Hang on a second …" he said. "How come you can talk?" 
 
Poppy considered this question for a moment. Couldn't everyone talk, in their various different 
ways? 
 
"Well, I suppose my mum taught me," she said. 
 
"Can your friends talk too?" asked Diego. Poppy nodded. 
 
"I'll fetch them if you like," she said. 
 
"Are they animals too?" asked Diego. 
 
"Of course they are," said Poppy. 
 
The faintest hint of a smile illuminated Diego's face. "Because we're in the forest, presumably." 
 
Poppy was about to reply, when Diego's face crumpled and he dissolved into tears. His last 
words must have reminded him that he didn't want to be there. 
 
"Quick!" Poppy hissed. She gesticulated to her friends. 
 
Within seconds, they were all satting in a row next to Poppy, grinning their broadest grins. They 
looked for all the world like a shelf of sweet cuddly toys. 
 
"Ohhhh!" said Diego as he opened his tear-stained eyes. 
 
"Cool or what?" said Poppy. Disbelievingly, Diego reached out a hand and stroked Mikkel. 
 
"I guess it's because I look most like a cat," he purred. He squeezed his eyes shut as the little boy 
gently stroked his head. 
 
"YOU'll start purring next," Rufus said to Diego, grunting with laughter. Diego retreated slightly. 
 
"Don't be afraid," Flora said gently. 
 
"So you're real animals?" Diego looked from one to the other of them in astonishment. 
 
"Is there such a thing as unreal animals?" Poppy asked. Diego nodded vigorously.  
 
"Of course," he said. "I've got loads of them in my bedroom. And a crododile and four dinosaurs." 
 
"Dinosaurs?" the WFF breathed, shrinking into themselves as they all imagined the gigantic 
crea-tures. 
 
"You must be ever so brave. And have a big bedroom," said Rufus. 
 
"No, I haven't," said Diego. "That's why Mum says I have to go to the Forest Sc ..c…chool…" He 
burst into tears again. Poppy dug Rufus in the side. 
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"Now you've made him cry," she said.  
 
"But I only said…" Rufus retorted. 
 
"Oh nonsense," said Poppy. "He's crying because you reminded him of his mum." 
 
"Yes, it's a clear case of homesickness," said Mikkel. 
 
"What's your cuddly toy called?" Flora asked, in an attempt to distract 
him. 
 
"It's a fiddle star," Diego said, holding it out so the WFF could see it. "So 
you can …"  
 
"… fiddle with it," said Rufus. "It's fab." 
 
"It could do with a wash," Poppy couldn't help saying. 
 
Diego shook his head in horror. "Then it wouldn't smell of ho - ho - home," he sobbed. "Are you 
going to take me home now?" 
 
"Oh great," growled Mikkel. "What on Earth made you suggest that to him?" 
 
"Tactics," said Poppy. "That always worked with my cousin. Whenever we said she could go 
home NOW, she always stopped wanting to." 
 
"Good idea," said Rufus. "We just need to use a few tricks." 
 
"Tricks?" said Diego interestedly. He looked up. 
 
"Um…" said Mikkel. "Um… what Rufus means is that we need …" 
 
"Magic!" cried Poppy, clapping her paws. 
 
"Exactly. After all, we are the secret heroes of the forest," added Flora.  
 
"So you can do magic?" said Diego. 
 
"More or less," said Rufus. "And now we're going to magic away your homesickness." 
 
"Are you going to phone my mum and get her to collect me?" Diego asked, sounding a bit more 
cheerful. 
 
The WFF looked at one another. Oh dear. Only their first case, and it was already proving tricky. 
And they could hardly leave Diego sitting there while they went off to decide what to do. 
 
"No!" Flora replied. "We can't do that as we don't have phones. But we can do something much 
bet-ter than that. We can …" 
 
Her three friends looked at her in anticipation. What was she going to say? 
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"What can you do?" asked Diego. 
 
"Well." Flora shook her head. "That's for you to tell me," she said. She gave the boy a challenging 
look. 
 
Mikkel raised an eyebrow. "Cunning, very cunning," he said approvingly. 
 
"Hmm," said Diego. He looked over his shoulder towards the construction vehicle, where the 
other children had started another round of their game.  
 
"What time is it, Mr Wolf?" they were all shouting together. Mikkel grinned. A wolf was almost a 
fox, after all. 
 
"Well…" Diego began again, and the baby animals leaned towards him in anticipation. "Would 
you be able to tell me when I can go home?" he asked. 
 
The WFF dropped their heads. This wasn't the answer they had been 
hoping for. But it seemed that nothing was going to work at the moment. 
Diego was absolutely not going to be distracted. Not even by real-life 
animals whom he could stroke and talk to! 
 
But Diego had something else to say.  
 
"Valentina, the teacher," he lowered his voice. "She'll be angry with me if I 
ask her again." His eyes filled with tears. "I've already asked her so many 
times…" 
 
"Okay, okay," said Mikkel. "Don't cry. Be brave. Miaaaaow, purrrrrr, 
purrrrrr." His attempt at consola-tion made Diego cry so hard that Valentina the witch looked 
across at him. 
 
"Is everything okay, Diego?" she called. The boy nodded. 
 
"I know!" said Poppy. "We could be your clock?" 
 
"Really?" said Diego. 
 
"Of course!" the friends cried. 
 
Was it really that easy? What a brilliant idea. Everyone knows how slowly time passes when you 
are waiting for something. And there's no clock anywhere near the Violet Clearing. And when 
Mr Cuckoo has no particular job to do, he just cuckoos away as he fancies. 
 
"It must feel to you as if time just isn't passing. As if it has stopped. Is that right?" said Rufus. "I 
al-ways find that when I'm hungry and it isn't dinner time yet." 
 
"Or just before your birthday," said Flora. 
 
"Or just before the summer holidays," said Mikkel. 
 
"Or just before Christmas," said Poppy. They all nodded their assent. 
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"But then you get an Advent calendar," said Diego.  
 
This was Poppy's lightbulb moment. 
 
"THAT's it!" she cried. The others stared at her in bewilderment. What was she talking about? 
 
Only Diego seemed to understand what the little raccoon was thinking of.  
 
"With chocolate?" he asked. 
 
"Oh, yes," sighed Rufus. 
 
"Ha, ha - no!" Poppy giggled. "We'll make you a Forest Calendar!" 
 

 
 


