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    Dr. Fern and the Slightly Worrying Mushroom

    A Bedtime Story About Mycological Risk Assessment
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    Dr. Fern was a scientist who studied mushrooms.

She had a little notebook. She had a little microscope. She had seventeen pencils, just in case.

One Tuesday, she found something. Something small. Something soft. Something that made her write very carefully in her notebook:

'Hmm,' she wrote. 'This is a bit much.'
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    The mushroom was not enormous. It was not terrifying. It was just a little bit worrying, in the way that a slightly wobbly step is worrying, or a clouds that looks almost like rain.

Dr. Fern took many notes. She took many photographs. Then she took a very deep breath.

She would have to tell the Committee.
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    The Committee met in a clearing once a month.

They sat in a ring of little chairs. They wore little name badges. They had a bowl of acorns in the middle, because all good committees have snacks.

The Committee was made entirely of mushrooms.

This is how science works sometimes.
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    Dr. Fern stood at the front.

Her pointer was a twig. Her chart was very large. It had many arrows and one big circle that said: 'Could Be Fine, Could Be Not.'

The mushrooms listened carefully. One took notes. One ate an acorn. One looked concerned, but mushrooms often look concerned. It is part of their nature.
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    'The mushroom,' said Dr. Fern, 'is spreading. Slowly. Very slowly. Like a rumor at a quiet party.'

The Committee murmured.

'It is not dangerous,' she said. 'Probably. Mostly. It is more like a nudge than a push. But,' she said carefully, 'we should probably keep an eye on it.'

The Committee wrote this down.
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    There were questions. There were many questions.

One mushroom asked if more acorns would help. Dr. Fern said probably not, but she appreciated the thought.

At the end, the head mushroom — who was tallest and had the most important badge — said, 'Thank you, Dr. Fern. We will think about this very carefully.'

And they did.
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    Dr. Fern walked home through the quiet woods, her notebook tucked under her arm.

Somewhere, the little mushroom kept on growing, very slowly, in the dark.
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