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Holly the Hare Hurries Home 

 

By: Kelly Johnson 




Chapter 1: The Morning Rush 

Holly the Hare awoke with a start, her ears twitching at the first golden rays of the morning sun that spilled through the tiny leaf-covered window of her cozy burrow. The light danced across the walls, glinting off little bundles of herbs hanging from the ceiling and catching on the tiny pebbles scattered across her moss-lined bed. She stretched her legs with a satisfying shiver, wiggling her whiskers and curling her tail, savoring the gentle warmth on her fur. For a quiet moment, she closed her eyes, letting the soft sounds of the morning fill her ears: the distant chirp of awakening birds, the whisper of wind through the forest trees, and the faint trickle of a brook somewhere beyond the meadow. The scent of dew-soaked earth, mingled with the delicate aroma of her dried herbs, drifted through the open window, wrapping her in a sense of calm that made her smile softly. 

But then her gaze flicked to the little wooden clock hanging by her bed, its tiny pendulum swaying lazily back and forth, casting a rhythmic shadow across the wall. Her eyes widened in sudden alarm, and a small gasp escaped her lips. “Oh no! I’m late!” she exclaimed, springing upright so quickly that her blankets tumbled to the floor in a soft, mossy heap. Her heart raced like a drum in her chest, each beat a mix of panic and bubbling excitement. Today was the big family gathering—a joyful tradition where hares from near and far gathered under the open sky to share food, stories, laughter, and the warmth of being together. She had been so wrapped up in last night’s dream of dancing leaves, sparkling dewdrops, and playful breezes that she had completely lost track of time. 

Holly scrambled to her paws, her soft pads patting the cool, earthy floor with a sense of urgency. She snatched up her satchel, careful not to jostle the small bundle of fresh carrots tucked inside, their bright orange tips peeking out like tiny promises of crunchy treats. She paused for a heartbeat to check that nothing had fallen, her nose twitching as she sniffed the faint scent of the crisp carrots mingling with the herbs in her bag. Then she darted to the hook where her favorite scarf rested—a long, cozy ribbon striped in cheerful shades of orange and gold. She held it up, letting the sunlight spill across the soft fabric, admiring how each stripe seemed to glow like tiny streaks of morning light. With practiced care, she wrapped it snugly around her neck, letting the ends flutter like playful streamers as she turned toward the burrow entrance. The scarf brushed her shoulders in a gentle hug, and she gave it a little shake, feeling the soft fibers tickle her chin and tail as if cheering her on. 

Holly paused for a single, deep breath, letting the earthy scent of her burrow, the faint sweetness of the morning air, and the distant sounds of the waking forest fill her senses. Her heart still pounded, but now it carried excitement as much as urgency. The world outside seemed to shimmer with possibility: sunlit blades of grass quivering in the breeze, tiny dewdrops catching the light and sending it scattering like miniature stars across the mossy floor, and the gentle rustle of leaves whispering encouragement. With a determined twitch of her nose and a playful flick of her tail, Holly bounded toward the burrow’s entrance, each pawfall a soft, joyous drumbeat as she prepared to dash into the adventure of the day. 

The forest outside greeted her like an orchestra tuning up for a symphony. Birdsong rang bright and lively, each chirp and trill weaving a delicate melody that danced among the swaying branches. The scent of pine needles mingled with the earthy aroma of damp soil, and a faint whisper of wildflowers drifting from the edge of the burrow teased Holly’s twitching nose. She inhaled deeply, savoring the faint sweetness of violet, clover, and tiny daisies, each delicate scent carrying a hint of morning magic. 

Sunlight poured through the trees, dappling the forest floor in a patchwork of gold and green. Tiny motes of dust floated lazily in the beams, catching the light like little suspended stars. Holly’s eyes sparkled as she watched a pair of butterflies twirl in the sun, wings catching the rays in bursts of sapphire and gold. Even as worry nudged at the back of her mind—reminding her of the family gathering waiting—her chest lifted with a flutter of excitement. Today, she thought, was full of promise. Every rustling leaf, every chirp, every scent was a reminder that adventure awaited, just beyond the burrow’s cozy threshold. 

With a determined little hop, Holly bounded onto the forest path. Her hooves pressed into the soft earth, stirring up tiny grains of soil and a scattering of crisp autumn leaves. The air was alive with sound and movement: the gentle gurgle of a hidden stream, the distant scuttle of a squirrel, and the whisper of the wind teasing at the ferns. Holly twitched her nose, ears flicking, and let out a small, joyful squeak. Though she was late, the world around her seemed to whisper, Take your time. Notice it all. And in that moment, Holly felt a thrill—not just of racing toward the gathering, but of being part of the forest’s morning magic. 

Holly paused for a moment at the entrance, taking it all in. Sunlight spilled across the forest floor, turning tiny patches of moss into glowing green carpets, and golden rays made the morning dew sparkle like scattered gems. A soft breeze rustled the leaves above her, carrying the faint hum of insects and the distant trickle of a bubbling brook she had passed many times before. Holly’s ears twitched at the sound of a rabbit family hopping along a neighboring path, calling greetings to one another, and a pair of squirrels chattered as they leapt from branch to branch in a playful morning chase. 

With a determined little hop, Holly bounded out of her burrow and onto the forest path. The earth beneath her paws was cool and soft, dotted with tiny stones and sprinkled with last autumn’s golden leaves, their edges curling gently in the morning breeze. Each hop made a soft crunch, a rhythm that seemed to echo the heartbeat of the forest itself. She weaved through ferns, leapt over gnarled roots, and felt the sun warming her fur, chasing away the morning chill. Even as thoughts of being late tugged at her mind, a bright smile spread across her face. This was more than just a dash to the family gathering—it was the start of a morning full of fresh scents, dappled sunlight, and the quiet promise of little surprises hidden in the forest. 

Holly’s heart swelled with a mix of joy and anticipation. Today, she thought, would be a day to remember—not just for the gathering, but for the tiny wonders she might notice along the way: a dewdrop balanced perfectly on a leaf, sparkling like a jewel; a bird singing a new, cheerful song from a high branch; the soft brush of the wind whispering through her fur. Even the smell of damp earth and pine needles seemed brighter than usual, each inhalation filling her with energy. With a final excited twitch of her nose, Holly picked up speed, her hooves carrying her along the winding forest path, ready to embrace every twist, turn, and adventure that awaited her. 

Bounding out into the morning, Holly leapt lightly over a moss-covered root that jutted from the ground. Her little heart thumped with urgency, but she couldn’t help noticing the forest around her awakening. A dragonfly skimmed across a tiny, glistening puddle, its delicate wings catching the sunlight and scattering rainbow-colored sparks across the water. Holly paused for a brief moment, mesmerized by its dance, before shaking herself and reminding herself of her hurry. 

As she hopped along, her satchel bouncing gently against her side, the rustle of leaves and the chirping of birds filled the air in a joyful morning symphony. Above her, a soft, hoarse hoot broke through the chorus. Looking up, Holly saw Mr. Hootsworth, the sleepy old owl, perched on a low branch, his round amber eyes blinking slowly in the early light. 

“Good morning, Holly,” he murmured in a melodic, slightly raspy voice. “Early bird, aren’t we?” 

Holly twitched her ears and smiled, her paws tapping lightly on the soft forest floor. “Good morning, Mr. Hootsworth! I… I’m a little late today,” she admitted, glancing down at the winding path ahead. The sunlight dappled the trail through the trees, catching on tiny droplets of dew and scattering tiny rainbows across the mossy ground. 

The old owl tilted his head thoughtfully, stretching one broad wing lazily. “Ah, but the forest has its own pace,” he said gently, his deep amber eyes glinting in the morning light. “Sunlight spreads, dew sparkles, and even the tiniest creatures are beginning their day. Sometimes the journey matters more than the time it takes.” 

Holly paused, closing her eyes for a moment and inhaling the crisp, pine-scented air. A gentle breeze brushed past, carrying the earthy aroma of damp soil and the faint sweetness of wildflowers. She listened closely: the soft rustle of ferns swaying, the distant trill of a waking bird, and the careful scuttle of a chipmunk darting across fallen leaves. Each sound felt like a note in the forest’s morning song. 

She opened her eyes and let her gaze wander. Tiny shafts of sunlight pierced the canopy, illuminating patches of moss so bright they almost glowed. A dragonfly skimmed across a sparkling puddle, wings catching the light and scattering flecks of rainbow-colored sparks across the surface. Holly’s nose twitched, and she realized that the forest itself seemed alive, celebrating each new day with its hidden wonders. 

With a joyful little hop and a flick of her tail, Holly thanked Mr. Hootsworth, her heart lighter and her eyes sparkling. Every turn of the path ahead seemed alive—the crunch of leaves under her paws, the soft hum of insects, the gentle sway of branches overhead. Each moment felt like a treasure, a secret the forest was sharing with her as she began her morning adventure. 

Holly grinned, her whiskers twitching as she spoke again, breathless with excitement. “Good morning, Mr. Hootsworth! Or… maybe not so early. I’m a bit late for the family gathering!” 

The owl gave a gentle, knowing hoot and stretched his broad, feathery wings with a graceful arch. “The forest is waking up too,” he said slowly, his voice carrying the calm wisdom of countless mornings. “Sunlight spills over the leaves, and the dew sparkles on every blade of grass. Listen…” He paused, tilting his head, and Holly did the same. 

She heard it then: the soft gurgle of a nearby brook, the distant plop of a squirrel leaping into a pile of acorns, the rustle of leaves as the morning breeze nudged the branches awake. Even the tiniest sounds—the click of beetle legs on bark, the flutter of a bird’s wing—wove together into a delicate symphony. Holly’s chest lifted with wonder. 

“The forest has its rhythm,” Mr. Hootsworth continued, his voice low and melodic. “Each moment belongs, each step matters. Even if you’re late, it is part of the morning’s song.” 

Holly’s ears twitched, and a slow, happy smile spread across her face. For the first time, she didn’t feel the rush of urgency pressing her forward. Instead, she let herself soak in the forest’s morning magic: the sparkle of dew, the warmth of sunlight, the hidden melodies of life all around her. 

“Thank you, Mr. Hootsworth,” she said softly, her tail flicking with joy. “I’ll try to hurry…but I’ll remember to notice the little things too!” 

With that, she bounded lightly down the forest trail, her hooves carrying her through sunlit patches and shadowed tunnels alike. Each step was a rhythm of excitement and wonder, every rustle and chirp a note in the forest’s gentle celebration of her journey. Holly’s heart felt lighter, her spirit brighter, and she knew that today’s adventure had already begun—full of discovery, friendship, and small, magical moments waiting just for her. 
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