
The Phantastic Zoo

The Wizard led them into a place filled with wonder.

Giant plants were abound and strange trees played musical sounds.

Around the edges of everything was shadow and darkness, but not 

the scary kind of darkness, rather the kind that makes your 
imagination tingle and makes you think that anything can happen.  
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The air turned hot and cold as you walked and in the darkness you 

could sense ancient powers, energies both dark and light, and things 

it was impossible for Mary and Tim to put words to.

All this while the Wizard had kept playing his magic flute and Mary 

and Tim understood that he was, through his music, influencing 
everything they experienced.

They now stood in front of a giant curtain.  Mary and Tim looked up.  

They saw the word PHOENIX written upon the huge canvass.  There 

was a feeling of intense power emanating from it.
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Zitthoona put his flute to 

his lips and played a 

FLOURISH!  

Gongs sounded from the 

ground all around them.

“Behold!” said Zitthoona.  

He gestured towards the 
curtain and it began to rise!
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The curtain rose up and up... 

The children shaded their eyes as the light from within became 
brighter and brighter!
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THE PHOENIX

“Behold!“ Zitthoona gestured. “This is the Phoenix! He lives a 

thousand lives! He flies to his home in the sun, Heliopolis, once every 
thousand years to renew himself!  When ready he sprays fire and his 

nest flowers into light!”

Tim was speechless before the awesome sight.

 Zitthoona waved his golden 
flute like a Wizard’s Staff and 

cried, “Bennu Bennu! Weben 

Bennu!”
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The glorious creature of light and fire shook his wings as if waking 

from sleep!

“Awaken and greet my friends!” cried 

Zitthoona.

The eyes of The Phoenix opened and he sang 

a glorious music!  The giant Phoenix took a 

deep breath as if he hadn’t done so in a very 
long time, and spoke.

“Your friends, Zitthoona? Not your guests? 

Not your Offerings, but your friends?”

“Yes Bennu Bennu, my friends! Come greet them! They are young 

people and have open minds!”
“Ahhhhhhhh.....creatures 

not yet deformed by 

lightless experience!” said 
Bennu Bennu as he lowered 

his head and neared the side 

of the tank, closer to the 

children.
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His face became suddenly much larger.  Mary thought that this ‘tank’ 

must extend a great distance. 

The magnificent creature stared into her eyes, and then Tim’s. Mary 
felt the power of his mind reaching into hers, questioning, judging.

Bennu Bennu looked at 
Zitthoona with a smile,  

“Ahhhh,  I see...”  he nodded his 

head, “Yes, they are worthy, my 
friend Zitthoona, to hear my 

story.”

Tim could contain himself no more.
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“What are you?” he 

blurted out.  Mary 
pulled him back, 

fearfully.

“Mmmmm....ary....” said 
the great being as he now 

stood tall and stretched 

his wings, “Do nnnOT 

Fear,” his voice echoed in 
the vast chamber, “I am 

glad, very glad... to tell to 

YOU, dear children, my 
story, so that you may be 

nourished by the hearing 

of it.”

The great creature took a deep breath and began to speak...
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“Long ago, in the misty night of ageless time... I was but a 
small spark of light... with no form and no awareness of 
myself.”

The Phoenix scratched his head with one claw as he thought 
back...

“There were mountains...

...and worlds of 
darkness...

I passed through 
them all... 

And when I was through I found that I had wings,  that I 
knew myself, and I was me...

So I flew and flew... and lived happy in the mountains and the 
stars. 
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But one day I felt tired.  I lay down on a small planetoid near 
Arcturus and slept... and slept and slept.   Soon I felt thin and 
knew I was going to die.

It was then that I felt a great 
power rise within me, a 
strength... a fire... and I let it 
grow and it become a great ball 
of fiery light which exploded 
out and around me. I looked 
down and saw a new seed of 
life in the ashes of my crimson 
fire-blade nest.
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Somehow... I don’t know how... but somehow I knew to take 
this fiery seedpod and fly with it to the Center of the Sun of 
Earth, to Heliopolis... the valley of light... the golden city 
which, I learned, was the place of my birth... 

I swam in the Sunfire!  I felt it’s warmth and fullness, and my 
life energy became a part of the Sun!  The new Egg became 
Me.  I was renewed and I returned to Earth in my new body...

And from then on I live... and Live... and Die,  and live 
again...“

“Awesome!” said Tim.
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“Does it go on forever?” asked Mary.

“You know, child, I know not, forever is a long time. But I 
know that the seed will fire again, and I am happy...

“Here’s the SECRET, Children,” The Phoenix continued, “You 
too can find the place to renew yourself, to be safe, a private 
place that is yours alone, and you can find it at any time, 
because it is in your imagination, in your mind... and in your 
heart.”

“Can we live forever too?” asked Tim.
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The Phoenix smiled, “That, my friend, is up to you and how 
you live your life! But certainly, you can add your life force to 
the whole of your world and it will never be lost!” 

Mary was silent for awhile, 
thinking, then she asked.

“Does being able to live in the 
Sun... give you special powers 
over the life and death of 
others?”

The Phoenix paused. Zitthoona 
looked down, sadly.

After pondering her words, The Phoenix became a little angry 
for a moment, yet he answered her with great kindness.
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“Child, only you have 
true power over 
yourself, and those 
who are passed, like 
your parents, power 
over themselves... 
I cannot bring them back to you, but you can learn to join me 
on my journeys, you can feel the joy, you can learn the power 
to overcome grief, to overcome anything!”

Mary smiled.  She didn’t mean to,  but she knew he was right. 
If he could die over and over and yet come to life and feel joy,  
how could she not do the same?

“Thweeet!”

Her thoughts were 
shattered by the bright 
sound of the Wizard’s flute. 
She somehow felt lighter, 
and noticed that Tim was bouncing on his feet as he held her 
hand.  He too felt lighter, happier,  from hearing the story of 
the Phoenix.
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Zitthoona performed a FLOURISH on his magic flute and 
cried, “Bennu Bennu! Noben Bennu!” The gongs sounded 
again and the curtain in front of The Phoenix’s tank closed.

“Bye!” yelled Tim.
“Thank you!” cried Mary.

The Phoenix nodded his vast head as the curtain lowered.
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