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Wendy the Wolf Writes a Song 

 

By: Kelly Johnson 




Chapter 1: A Whisper in the Woods 

Wendy the Wolf woke slowly as the first golden rays of morning stretched across the forest floor, painting everything in a warm, honeyed light. The air was crisp, carrying the earthy scent of damp moss, fallen leaves, and the faint tang of pine needles. Tiny droplets of dew clung to the blades of grass, catching the sunlight and scattering it like a thousand twinkling stars. Wendy yawned, her sharp teeth glinting slightly, then stretched her paws and arched her back, her soft fur catching the early glow. The forest around her stirred gently to life, as if welcoming her into the new day, each sound a note in a quiet, living symphony. 

A gentle breeze drifted through the trees, rustling the leaves in a soft, soothing whisper, like a secret being shared among the branches. Birds began their morning chorus, hopping from branch to branch with quick, cheerful movements, each trill and chirp weaving a tapestry of sound that echoed across the forest. A squirrel scurried along a mossy log, its tiny claws clicking, while a rabbit twitched its nose and padded lightly over the dew-slick grass. Somewhere farther off, a woodpecker tapped out a steady rhythm against the trunk of a hollow oak, the percussive beats punctuating the airy melodies of the songbirds. In the distance, a brook babbled over smooth stones, tumbling and gurgling with a rhythm that felt alive, playful, and utterly natural. Even the faint rustle of insects crawling along bark or buzzing past flowers added tiny, delicate flourishes to the morning’s music. 

Wendy’s tail flicked with delight at the melody of the morning, and she closed her eyes for a moment, letting the forest’s symphony wash over her. Each chirp, rustle, and splash of water seemed to hum directly into her heart, filling her with an eager sense of possibility. The gentle ripple of the brook over smooth stones became a rolling undercurrent, while the high, bright trills of sparrows and warblers wove sparkling threads above it. Leaves whispered softly in the breeze, adding a delicate, shimmering harmony, and the distant tapping of a woodpecker provided a steady, grounding beat. A thought twined itself through her mind, delicate but insistent: What if I could capture these sounds? What if I could turn them into a song of my own? The idea made her ears perk, her whiskers quiver, and her paws tingle with anticipation. 

She imagined blending the steady rhythm of the brook with the bright, soaring trills of the birds, layering in the soft percussion of falling pine needles and the subtle drum of tiny creatures scuttling across the forest floor. Even the gentle hum of a dragonfly passing close by seemed to contribute its own high-pitched note to the growing symphony. The forest wasn’t just alive—it was singing, and maybe, just maybe, she could join in, weaving her own melody with the life around her. 

With a soft, excited breath, Wendy padded a little closer to the brook, her paws sinking slightly into the damp moss as she approached. Her eyes sparkled, and her nose twitched eagerly as she drank in the scents and sounds around her. Every droplet of dew glimmering in the sun felt like a tiny bell, every leaf trembling in the breeze like a soft cymbal, every far-off birdcall a soaring note waiting to be caught. The soft splash of the brook against the bank, the low gurgle as water tumbled over stones, the faraway croak of a hidden frog—all these sounds seemed to converge, forming a melody that hovered just beyond reach, teasing her imagination. The forest had handed her a song on the wind, a rhythm hidden in the rustle of trees, and her heart raced at the thought of giving it shape, of letting her own voice and imagination dance together with the music all around her. Today, Wendy knew, was the day she would try. 

Opening her eyes, Wendy rolled onto her side, stretching luxuriously, claws brushing lightly over the moss, before pushing herself upright again. She drew a deep, slow breath, savoring the mingling scents—wet earth, pine resin, the heady sweetness of moss, and the faint perfume of wildflowers tucked among ferns. Her ears twitched at every subtle sound: the distant flap of wings high above, the rustle of a mouse dashing through the fallen leaves, the soft creak and groan of a bending branch stirred by the wind. Even the smallest, quietest noises seemed amplified, speaking directly to her imagination. Wendy felt a radiant sense of connection to every living thing in the forest, as if she could hear their stories through the rhythm of their movements, the tiny vibrations in the air, and the music hidden in their voices. 

She lifted her head, letting the sunlight warm her fur and the gentle hum of life fill her senses, and a thrill of inspiration raced through her chest. Today, she could listen. Today, she could play. Today, she could weave her own melody from the living orchestra surrounding her—and maybe, just maybe, she could discover something extraordinary, a song that belonged to both her and the forest itself. 

A small hum began to bubble from her throat, delicate and tentative at first, like the faintest whisper brushing across the morning air. Wendy experimented cautiously, letting her voice rise and fall with the melody of a nearby robin, following the bright, shimmering notes as they danced through the branches. Then she dropped into a low, gentle growl, echoing the burbling brook that wound its way through the forest floor, its water tumbling over stones in playful, irregular patterns. Her notes tangled together, imperfect yet warm, mingling with the natural music of the woods. With every attempt, her confidence grew, and she felt herself becoming part of the forest’s living symphony. A flutter of excitement stirred in her chest, like a tiny drumbeat calling her forward. 

Wendy rose to her paws and padded to a sun-dappled patch of moss, feeling the soft springiness beneath her feet. Shafts of golden sunlight filtered through the canopy, spotlighting her in the quiet clearing. She lifted her snout to the sky, inhaling the mingling scents of pine, earth, and fresh dew, and let her hum blossom into a full, trembling song. Each note reached outward, intertwining with the whispering wind, the sparkling laughter of the brook, the staccato bursts of birdsong, and the quiet padding of unseen forest friends. The melody seemed to twist and swirl in the air, forming a visible ribbon of light that shimmered through the trees, connecting leaf to stone, branch to blossom, and creature to creature. 

Her heart lifted, a gentle warmth spreading from her chest through her paws and into her tail. A small, joyous smile curved her lips as realization bloomed inside her: she wanted to create something extraordinary—a song of her own, one that captured not only the forest’s quiet rhythms and sparkling wonders, but also the boundless joy she felt at being part of its life. She tapped lightly on the moss with her paws, each motion adding a soft percussive beat, while her ears swiveled forward, alert to every whisper, chirp, and rustle. The forest seemed to respond, leaning closer, the leaves quivering, the brook babbling a little brighter, the distant calls of birds harmonizing in gentle accompaniment. 

In that sunlit clearing, surrounded by life and light, Wendy felt a shiver of anticipation run through her. This was the beginning of something magical: a song that would carry her heart, the spirit of her friends, and the essence of the forest into every nook and glade. She drew her pencil from her notebook and pressed it to the page, ready to translate the forest’s living music into lines, symbols, and notes. With a deep breath, she began—her melody unfolding like a ribbon of sunlight, weaving through the trees, over the brook, and into the hearts of all who would listen. 

A flutter of excitement stirred in her chest, paired with a tiny nervous shiver. She had never tried to make a song before. What if she couldn’t do it? What if her notes sounded wrong, or her melody didn’t make sense? Wendy shook her head, wagging her tail, reminding herself that every adventure started with a single step—or in this case, a single note. The forest was patient, and she could take her time. 

She rose to her paws and padded through the soft underbrush, ears perked for every sound. A squirrel chattered from a nearby tree, and Wendy added a playful trill to her humming, imagining it dancing alongside the squirrel’s energetic squeaks. A gentle breeze stirred the leaves above her head, and she swayed her body to match the rhythm, feeling her song take shape as a soft, invisible thread that wove through the trees. Even the distant rustle of a fox slinking along a hidden path seemed to add a dramatic, suspenseful note, and Wendy made a small, whimsical growl in response. 

Her excitement grew with each sound she noticed, each rhythm she followed. She realized that creating a song wasn’t just about making noise—it was about listening, noticing, and responding to the world around her. The forest was full of tiny moments that carried their own music, from the clink of water over stones to the gentle thump of a rabbit hopping through the grass. Wendy closed her eyes again, imagining all these sounds coming together, mixing and twisting into something new—a melody that belonged entirely to her. 

Her paws itched to put all these ideas into a form she could hold. She pictured herself composing, making little patterns of notes that danced across the air. But how would she start? Should she hum first, or try tapping a rhythm with her paws? Her mind buzzed with possibilities, each one brighter than the last. A flutter of butterflies passed over the wildflowers nearby, and Wendy decided that the soft, fluttering rhythm of their wings would be the perfect opening to her song. She took a deep breath, inhaling the forest’s scent—the rich earth, the sweet blooms, the fresh morning air—and let her lungs carry the sound of the forest into her own voice. 

Wendy opened her mouth and sang softly, a gentle, trembling note that blended with the chorus of birds, the rush of the brook, and the whisper of the leaves. The note felt alive, carrying her nervousness and her excitement in equal measure. She stopped, listening carefully, letting the forest answer back with a trill from a bird and a rustle from a tree branch. A smile spread across her face. This was the beginning. Not just of a song, but of something magical: a voice that could weave her heart into the music of the forest. 

Her chest puffed with pride and anticipation. The world felt bigger and more alive than it had before, as if every tree, rock, and stream were leaning in to hear her song. Wendy’s tail swished in happiness, her ears flicked at every new sound, and her mind brimmed with melodies yet to be discovered. Today, she decided, was the day she would start creating her own music—and she couldn’t wait to see where her first note would take her. 




Chapter 2: The First Note 

Wendy padded softly across the forest floor, her paws sinking into the moss and fallen leaves as the morning sunlight filtered through the branches above. She had spent the last few hours listening, imagining, and humming little bits of melody in her head, but now it was time to try something more deliberate—to create her first true note. She found a quiet spot beneath a tall oak tree, its trunk wide and sturdy, branches stretching high above like protective arms. The air smelled faintly of earth, pine, and the lingering sweetness of wildflowers, and Wendy’s heart fluttered with a mix of excitement and nerves. 

She closed her eyes, took a deep, steadying breath, and lifted her snout. The first note wavered in her throat like a small, unsure bird. She tried again, adjusting her pitch, but it came out shaky and uneven. “Hmm,” Wendy murmured to herself, tilting her head. She could feel her tail twitching nervously behind her. Why was it so hard to make a note sound just right? She had heard the birds sing perfect melodies every morning, but making her own song felt different—bigger somehow, as though the forest was waiting for her to prove herself. 
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