fairy story
THE TALE OF BEA
THE DOG

Once upon a time, not so very long ago,
there was a little dog without a name or a
home and the world seemed far too big for her.

She had never had a family of her own and she spent her days
wandering from field to woods to village, hoping to make some
friends and to find somewhere to rest for a while. She tried talking
to the creatures that she met along the way, but birds avoided her,
badgers were far too snooty and mice scurried off
as fast as their tiny feet could carry them.
One day, she found herself in a town called Cobh, a pretty place by
the sea. As the little dog passed by the harbour she saw some
enormous ships. They were bigger than anything she’d ever seen
before, so tall they almost reached the sky.
‘Look at all those people on that ship,’ an elderly man said to his
wife. ‘They’re travelling around the world on their adventures.
How exciting.’
But the little dog wasn’t excited. She didn’t think she’d be brave
enough to travel far and wide even though it sounded like it could
be fun. She wanted to be somewhere warm and cosy instead. She
spotted some men, women and children climbing onto a big white
tourist bus. The bus looked comfortable and the perfect place for a
rest, so she followed the people onboard and hid beneath a seat.
The big white bus juddered and rumbled along the roads, passing
by fields and houses. Eventually, it came to a stop.
'Here we are – historic Barryscourt Castle,’ the jolly bus driver
shouted.
The passengers climbed down the steps and the little dog followed
them. The people oohed and aahed and took photos with their
phones and cameras. The grey stone castle had turrets and towers
and the delicious smell of fresh herbs from a nearby garden
lingered in the air. The little dog forgot her troubles for a while
until it was time for her to leave, but when she turned around she
found the bus and all its passengers had gone. She’d been left
behind!

She started walking again – walking, walking, walking until the
pads of her paws were aching and sore. She wandered down a path
and arrived at a place she’d never seen before, a place filled with
the most magnificent animals. There were monkeys and cheetahs
and rhinos and kangaroos and lions. The little dog didn’t know
what Fota Wildlife Park was, but she liked it.
‘Can I stay here?’ she asked a woman who was passing by, but she
didn’t understand her. After all, she was just a dog and people
didn’t know what she was saying.
She had to leave when the park was shutting for the night. She
trudged into the darkness until she saw lights in the distance.
Ahead of her lay a grand entrance with two stone pillars, a statue
of a dog on top of each one.There were some words in a foreign
language on the pillars, but the little dog didn’t know what they
meant.
‘Those dogs look brave and strong,’ she said to herself.
‘I wish I was like that.’
She followed the road until she found herself in darkened woods.
She could hardly believe it when she saw a twinkling light at the
bottom of a tree, just above a tiny house with a bright red door.
‘Hello,’ said a voice softer than a whisper.
The dog looked around, but she couldn’t see anyone.

‘Look up,’ said the voice.
And when she looked up she saw something amazing. Her eyes
widened. There was a little creature with gossamer wings
hovering in the air.
‘Welcome to Fota Fairy Land. My name is Fuchsia,’ the creature
said. ‘If you can see me that makes you special because only the
good-hearted can see my kind. Tell me your name.’
‘I don’t have a name,’ the little dog said.
Fuchsia nodded wisely, as if she understood.
‘If you’re a fairy perhaps you can grant me a wish. Can you give
me a name and make me brave enough to face the world?’
‘No,’ said Fuchsia. ‘I can’t grant wishes just like that.
But I can help you. You look tired and hungry.’
She rubbed her tiny fingers together. With a sprinkling of fairy
dust, the air quickly became a hive of activity. Ten, fifteen, twenty
fairies appeared, fairies of all shapes and sizes. They wore brightly
coloured clothing. Some smiled radiantly, others had a look of
mischief in their eyes. None were bigger than a human thumb.
They swooped and soared and laughed and sang and chatted
nineteen to the dozen. Before the little dog knew what was
happening, there was a bowl of piping hot food in front of her and
a soft blanket beside her.
‘Eat well and rest for the night, my new friend. Tomorrow we will
show you our world,’ Fuchsia said.
And the little dog did eat well. She ate until her belly was full and
that night she slept better than she had in ages.

‘The next morning Fuchsia introduced her to some of the other
fairies in the enchanted woods. There was Molly-Ann, Ava, Iddy,
Thea, and the slightly grumpy Jacob, whose job it was to keep the
woods healthy. They told her that every fairy had her own house
in the woods, but they weren’t always easy to spot – you had to
keep your eyes peeled to find them.
‘We’re preparing for a special ceremony in a few days’ time, so we
have to make sure that the woods and houses look as pretty as
possible,’ Thea said. ‘Will you help us?’
‘Of course I will,’ said the little dog enthusiastically, wagging her
tail in delight.
That day, they trimmed back weeds and painted their houses and
cleaned the steps. They hid when they heard any humans
approaching and not a single person saw them (Thea said that
while adults never saw fairies, sometimes a patient and eagle-eyed
child could spot them). The dog saw how kind the fairies were and
how they helped each other and she wanted to help too. Even
though she was a bit clumsy compared to them, she did her best.
By evening time, the fairies were exhausted and could barely flap
their wings. The little dog had an idea. She carried them on her
back across the woods, past Amber’s house with the green roof,
past Luna’s house with the heart of flowers hanging on the door,
all the way to Fuchsia’s home.
‘It was very kind of you to help us like that,’ Fuchsia said.
That evening they sat beneath the starlit sky and the little dog
told them of the adventures she’d had before she’d arrived in Fota.
The fairies, who hardly ever left the woods, enjoyed hearing about
her travels (except slightly grumpy Jacob who just grumbled to
himself).

When she woke the next morning, the little dog was full of life.
She loved her new friends already. Nobody had ever been so nice
to her. She was ready to tidy, but they weren’t cleaning or
painting today. Instead, she was asked to help Alice, Nancy, Ria,
Roberta and Willow. They were going to make sure that the
animals in the woods had enough to eat. They had baked special
fairy cakes for them.
‘It is our job to make sure everyone and everything in the woods is
cared for,’ Alice said.
The little dog carried a wicker basket, filled with cakes, in her
mouth. The aroma was so delicious that she couldn’t resist trying
one. When Ria’s back was turned she had a little taste. Before she
knew it, she’d gobbled down three of the cakes.
‘That’s odd,’ Ria said a few minutes later. She was looking at the
basket and it was almost empty. ‘I thought we had more fairy
cakes left. Did anyone eat some?’
‘No,’ said Alice, Nancy, Roberta and Willow, as they
flitted around the basket.
‘N-n-n-o,’ stammered the little dog. She was ashamed that she’d
eaten them and her head hung low.
‘Are you sure?’ Ria said to her. ‘It’s always better to be honest.
When we’re honest with each other then we have trust and
stronger friendships.’
‘I might have eaten one,’ the little dog admitted. ‘Or two.
Actually, I think it was three.’
Ria smiled at her. ‘Thanks for telling the truth. If you ever want a
cake, just ask and we’ll bake one for you.’

‘I will,’ said the dog. She decided that she wouldn’t be so impulsive
the next time. Just because the cakes smelled delicious and tasted
even better that didn’t mean she should eat them without asking.
That evening she told the fairies more about her adventures. Once
again, they loved hearing what she had been up to. At the end of
the night they laughed and sang and danced as the little dog lay on
her soft blanket by Fuchsia’s house, her eyes growing heavy
before she fell into a dreamless sleep.
The days passed by happily for the dog. She was always learning
something new. Luna, Daragh and Amber showed her the worry
tree, where she could press her paw against the bark and talk
about her worries until they disappeared. She watched Blaise and
Spencer use sewing needles and magic to make new clothes for
the special ceremony. Josie and Belle checked the wild flowers and
whispered to them to help them grow, while Spencer and Noah
played music on a tiny flute and harp.
The fairies were gathered at Fuchsia’s house one evening
emptying some leftover cakes from the wicker basket when a dark
shadow fell across the sky. Before anyone had a chance to shout a
warning, a large brown kestrel swooped down. Fuchsia toppled
into the basket. She couldn’t fly out – her wings had become
trapped in the weave. The kestrel grabbed the basket in its talons
and began to fly away with Fuchsia still inside.
The little dog didn’t hesitate. Before any of the fairies moved she
leaped forward, knocking the basket from the kestrel’s clutches.
The bird turned and screeched at him, but the dog didn’t run
away. She barked as loudly as she could, even though she was
afraid. The kestrel screeched once more before flying away emptyhanded. Willow helped free Fuchsia from the basket and all the
fairies were very grateful to the little dog for saving her.

‘If she’d carried me away in the basket, I don’t know what would
have happened,’ Fuchsia said. ‘I think you’re ready now, my friend,
ready to go out into the world again and have more adventures.’
The dog didn’t think she was ready and she told them so.
‘Oh, but you are,’ Iddy said. ‘Think of all the things you’ve done
since you came here. You showed kindness by helping us and
carrying us on your back when we were tired. Kindness is
important.’
‘You were honest when you told us you ate the cakes. It takes
strength to tell the truth,’ Ria said.
‘And you never ate another cake without asking again, no matter
how delicious they smelled. That shows self-discipline,’ Spencer
said with a smile.
‘You worked hard every day and never gave up. That makes you
resilient,’ Amber said.
‘You saved me by facing the kestrel. That shows courage,’ Fuchsia
said.
‘And you have the most important quality of all – joie de vivre,’
Belle said.
‘That’s French,’ Willow explained helpfully. ‘It means that you
love and appreciate this wonderful life.’
French? From France? The little dog thought she would like to
see France. She’d like to see the whole world.

‘Yes, you can go and have more adventures and some day you will
tell us all about them,’ Thea said.
The little dog understood everything the fairies had done for her
now.
‘You granted my wish,’ she said excitedly. ‘When I first arrived
here I asked you to make me brave and strong enough to face the
world and you did.’
Fuchsia smiled. ‘We just helped you find what was already in your
heart.’
‘But I still don’t have a name. Everyone needs a name,’ the little
dog said.
‘We have a name for you. That’s the ceremony we’ve been
preparing for,’ Fuchsia said.
The little dog was thrilled. A name of her own? She wondered
what it would be. Names were important. They stay with you
forever. She hoped it would be a good one.
‘We have made our decision,’ Jacob said, looking less grumpy than
he usually did. ‘You remind us of the dogs at the hotel entrance.’
‘Do I?’ the little dog said.
She remembered the two statues. She’d admired those dogs. They
looked strong and brave. There had been some words on the stone
plinths.
‘Boutez en Avant,’ Luna said, as if she was reading the little dog’s
mind.
‘They’re French words too,’ Willow explained. ‘They mean go
forward with courage. That’s what you’re going to do.’

‘The statues are there to remind us of the dogs that were once
here, standing guard over all we see. They were your parents.’
The little dog was astonished. Her mother and father?
‘They waited here a long time for you to return and now you have.
They would be very proud of the fine dog you’ve become,’ Roberta
said.
‘They certainly would,’ Ava agreed. ‘As for your name, we think
you should be called Bea. B for Boutez, E for en, and A for Avant.
B-E-A, Bea. Do you like it?’
‘Like it? I love it,’ the little dog yapped. ‘Bea, my name is Bea.’
‘It’s a beautiful name,’ Luna said.
‘It really is,’ Bea replied. ‘I am going to go forward with courage.
I’m going to travel the world and have lots and lots of exciting
adventures. I will be brave and have fun and never give up. I just
wish I didn’t have to go by myself.’
‘Oh, you don’t have to go by yourself,’ Ava said. ‘Listen.’
Bea listened and she heard the sparkling sound of children’s
laughter coming from the hotel just beyond the woods.
‘There are plenty of amazing children who visit Fota all the time,’
Fuchsia said. ‘They often go on adventures themselves and I’m
sure they’d love to take you with them.’

‘Bea’s tail began to wag. ‘They could take me all over the world
and we could be friends. We’d have a brilliant time together.’
‘Yes, you’ll be the best of friends,’ Fuchsia said.
‘Don’t forget this,’ Amber said. She handed Bea an adoption
certificate with her new name on it. ‘You’ll need it if you’re going
to travel with the children.’
‘Now we have an important favour to ask you – please send us
photographs of wherever you and the children go in the world,’
Ria said. ‘We loved hearing about your adventures every night
and if you send us pictures of you and your new friends on your
travels that would be fantastic.’
‘You can send presents too,’ Jacob said. ‘Chocolate is
my favourite.’
That night they held a special naming ceremony for Bea and they
had a wonderful party in her honour. The very next morning, Bea
thanked the fairies for showing her what was important in life and
then she waved goodbye to her friends. She promised that she
would take lots and lots of photographs and send them back to
Fairy Fota Land. Then she set off for the hotel to meet the
children who would take her on her travels all around the world.

The End

