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Bumble the Bison Builds a Bridge of Berries 

 

By: Kelly Johnson 




Chapter 1: Bumble’s Big Idea 

Bumble the bison wandered to the edge of the meadow, each massive hoof sinking slightly into the soft, springy grass. With every step, the dew-speckled blades pressed down and sprung back up, sending tiny droplets into the air that caught the morning sun and sparkled like a scattering of diamonds. The meadow smelled of damp earth and clover, mixed with the subtle sweetness of wildflowers nodding in the gentle breeze. Bumble paused for a moment, closing his eyes and lifting his nose to the sky, letting the scents and the cool, crisp air fill his lungs. Each breath seemed to hum with life, carrying with it a hint of adventure, a whisper that something new was waiting just beyond the river’s edge. 

Before him stretched the river, wide and winding, a living ribbon of silver that twisted lazily through the valley. Its surface caught the first rays of the morning sun, sending them ricocheting across the water in a thousand tiny, dancing sparks, like scattered diamonds glinting in a gentle current. The gentle flow gurgled over smooth, rounded stones, producing a soft, constant murmur—as if the earth itself were singing a quiet, welcoming song just for those who would listen. Here and there, small eddies swirled in hypnotic circles, catching flashes of sky or cloud, giving the water a magical shimmer that made it seem almost alive. Bumble lowered his shaggy head, nostrils flaring as he inhaled deeply, savoring the mingling scents of cool, fresh water, damp moss clinging to stones, and the faint tang of sun-warmed earth. Each breath felt like a pulse of life itself, filling him with both wonder and a quiet stirring of responsibility. 

Across the wide stretch of water, the far bank seemed impossibly distant, almost unreachable. Tiny rabbits twitched their noses nervously, hopping in short bursts along the near bank, soft paws pressing into the grass and leaving delicate impressions like footprints pressed into sand. Their ears flicked constantly, catching every sound—the rustle of leaves high in the trees, the distant chirp of a bluebird, the soft plop of water against a stone, and even the gentle hum of wind through the meadow. Their bright, alert eyes scanned the river’s width again and again, looking for any hint of a safe path, any secret stepping stones hidden beneath the shimmering surface. 

On the mossy logs and low-hanging branches nearby, squirrels crouched and watched with keen attention, tails twitching like metronomes of caution and curiosity. Some leaned forward, sniffing the air and testing the breeze, their tiny bodies coiled with energy, ready to spring at the first safe opportunity. One particularly daring squirrel hopped to the tip of a branch, teetering slightly, then froze, whiskers twitching as it tried to imagine a safe landing. 

A family of hedgehogs shuffled along in a slow, deliberate line, their tiny quills brushing against the damp grass as they edged closer to the bank. Each step was measured, careful, filled with a mixture of trepidation and determination. Their little noses quivered constantly, sniffing the air, the earth, and even the edges of the river, searching for hints of safety. Every soft thud of a paw against the wet ground seemed to echo in the quiet morning, a heartbeat of cautious courage. Bumble watched all of them with a deep sense of empathy and growing wonder. His dark, expressive eyes followed each movement, noting the rabbits’ leaps of hope, the squirrels’ daring curiosity, and the hedgehogs’ careful determination. A low rumble began in his chest, deep and resonant, vibrating through the ground beneath his hooves and echoing faintly across the valley. It was a sound of thoughtfulness, of care, of connection—not just to his friends, but to the meadow itself, to every blade of grass, every stone, every ripple of water. 

“They want to cross,” Bumble murmured to himself, voice thick and rolling like distant thunder, as his gaze swept across the silver river. He scratched his shaggy head with one enormous horn, tufts of coarse brown fur quivering in the morning breeze. “But the river is too wide… even I can’t just leap across it!” He pawed at the soft grass, leaving deep impressions that smelled faintly of moss and wet earth. The water sparkled and teased him, its surface teasingly smooth yet impossible to cross in a single stride. 

For a long moment, Bumble stood there, ears flicking, tail swishing, heart thudding, eyes narrowing thoughtfully. He imagined every rabbit hopping across safely, the squirrels darting nimbly from berry to berry, and the hedgehogs waddling carefully without fear. His mind buzzed with possibilities, each one tumbling over the next. Could he build a raft from sticks and reeds? Maybe fashion a rope bridge from vines? Or—he froze mid-step, tail swishing, ears alert—maybe… he could build a bridge. 

The thought made his heart leap. It seemed enormous, almost impossible, a challenge that could make even the bravest creatures hesitate. But the idea also sparked a warmth deep in his chest, a thrilling pulse of determination and hope. Bumble’s dark eyes swept across the river again, imagining a safe, sturdy path stretching from one bank to the other. He could see it clearly: rabbits hopping carefully, squirrels bounding with nimble grace, and hedgehogs waddling confidently. His chest rumbled, low and steady, and he felt a new certainty grow inside him. 

“I could make a bridge,” he murmured, voice stronger now, carrying a spark of courage. “A bridge for everyone. And… together, we can cross it safely.” 

The meadow seemed to hold its breath with him, every leaf, blade of grass, and ripple of water waiting. Bumble’s tail swished once more, the morning sun glinting off his dark fur, as he took a deep, steadying breath. “Yes,” he said, eyes bright and firm. “I’m going to build a bridge. And we’re going to cross together—every single one of us.” 

He pawed at the soft grass, leaving deep impressions in the damp earth, watching as the water slipped past, teasing him with its glinting, untouchable flow. Sunlight danced across each ripple, scattering prisms of color across the surface, tiny rainbows fleeting and sparkling before fading. Bumble’s ears flicked at every sound—the splash of a jumping fish, the rustle of a branch, the distant chirp of a bird—and his mind began to buzz with possibilities. How could he help his friends? Could he build something? Something to carry them safely across? The thought made his heart thrum with excitement, a slow, steady beat of anticipation that grew warmer and stronger with each passing moment. 

He stepped closer to the river’s edge, toes just brushing the cool water. The current gurgled cheerfully, almost playfully, as if daring him to try. Bumble lowered his massive head, dark eyes scanning the opposite bank, imagining a path stretching from here to there. Could it be done? Could he—could they—all cross safely? The idea pulsed in his chest, thrilling and terrifying at once, and as he lifted his head, the morning sunlight glinting across his fur and the sparkling water, Bumble knew something deep inside: a new adventure was beginning, one that would take courage, creativity, and friends working together. 

A pang of longing stirred in Bumble’s chest. He wanted his friends to explore the other side safely—to chase the tall grasses swaying in the morning breeze, to roll in hidden meadows, to discover secret nooks tucked beneath the trees and moss-covered stones. His mind buzzed with ideas, each one tumbling over the next like pebbles in a stream. Could he find a way to carry them across? Maybe a raft… or a fallen log… or—his eyes widened as a spark of inspiration hit him—a bridge! 

Bumble’s tail swished thoughtfully, stirring the grass in wide arcs, and he lowered his head closer to the river, inspecting the flow and the banks with careful scrutiny. His massive hooves left small craters in the soft soil as he paced, thinking. “A bridge… yes, a bridge could work,” he murmured, eyes lighting up with excitement. “Something safe. Something strong. Something that could hold every one of us.” He imagined a path stretching across the sparkling water, dotted with stepping stones or perhaps something even sweeter—berries, bright and plump, forming a colorful arch from one bank to the other. 

The rabbits twitched their noses at him, their tiny whiskers quivering with curiosity and excitement. The squirrels chattered softly from low-hanging branches, tails flicking in rapid, rhythmic encouragement, as if whispering, You can do it… we believe in you. Even the hedgehogs shuffled forward with a newfound determination, their little quills catching the morning sunlight and scattering tiny glimmers across the grass like living confetti. Bumble felt a warm rumble in his chest, a mix of pride, excitement, and the thrill of possibility. 

“Yes,” he murmured aloud, his deep voice vibrating through the meadow like a gentle drumbeat, “we can do this. Together, we’ll build a bridge that can carry all of us safely… and maybe even be the most beautiful bridge the meadow has ever seen.” His tail swished with anticipation, flicking through the tall grass and sending a small spray of dew into the air. Tiny droplets hovered for a moment, catching the sunlight and scattering rainbow prisms across the ground, before falling back to the earth with soft, glimmering plinks. 

Beneath him, the river shimmered, calm yet brimming with quiet energy. Its surface reflected the pale blues and golds of the morning sky, but the gentle current hinted at power beneath—a flowing puzzle to be solved. Each ripple caught the sunlight like scattered gems, teasing him with the challenge that lay before him. Bumble’s massive hooves pressed into the soft, springy meadow, leaving deep impressions that smelled faintly of moss, wet soil, and the lingering sweetness of crushed clover. A thrill surged through him—a mix of awe, anticipation, and the tiniest flicker of worry. This was no longer just a river. It was a mystery waiting to be solved, a puzzle, and the beginning of an adventure he could almost feel stirring in the gentle breeze that ruffled his coarse fur. 

Bumble shuffled along the riverbank, nostrils flaring as he inhaled the meadow’s rich tapestry of scents. The air was alive with life: the earthy aroma of damp grass, the sharp tang of wild berries, and the faint musky scent of animals that had passed this way earlier. Wildflowers nodded in the breeze, their petals still jeweled with dew, releasing bursts of perfume that mingled with the crisp morning air. Bumble could see tiny insects darting among the petals, some resting briefly on berry bushes, some buzzing in elaborate, looping patterns above the river’s surface. Each movement seemed like a subtle clue from the meadow itself, urging him forward. 

Birds darted through the oaks and maples, calling questions and challenges in rapid chirps and trills. A bluebird hovered above a cluster of plump, ripening berries, wings beating so fast they were almost invisible, casting tiny shadows that danced across Bumble’s massive hooves. Bumble imagined plucking the berries for the bridge, feeling the imagined weight of each fruit, and the juice glistening in sunlight as it pooled in soft, round drops. Inspiration bubbled in him like a spring: a bridge made not of ordinary wood or stone, but alive with color, sweetness, and life, every berry a jewel, every step a celebration. 

He paused at a bend in the river where the current twisted around a small outcropping of stones, watching the water swirl and bubble. “It won’t be easy,” he muttered to himself, voice low and thoughtful. “The river is wide, and the current is strong… but maybe that’s why we need a bridge that’s clever, beautiful, and… alive.” Bumble’s eyes glinted with determination. He imagined the rabbits hopping safely across, the squirrels balancing nimbly on plump, juicy berries, the hedgehogs waddling with careful confidence. And then he pictured himself, massive hooves pressing gently onto the soft, quivering pathway, the bridge holding steady under every step. 

A gentle breeze rustled the leaves overhead, carrying the scent of earth and flowers to his nostrils, and Bumble felt it as a whisper of encouragement. The meadow seemed to lean in with him, offering inspiration in every rustle of grass, every chirp, every soft plop of a berry falling from a bush. He shuffled a little closer to the water’s edge, feeling the sun warm his shaggy back, the soft sway of the river beneath the gentle current. His chest rumbled with a mixture of excitement and resolve. 
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