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The Badger Who Borrowed the Sun 

 

By: Kelly Johnson 




Chapter 1: A Dark Day in the Forest 

The forest was unusually quiet that morning. A soft, gray mist curled and twisted between the trees, weaving in and out of gnarled roots and moss-covered trunks like a ghostly ribbon drifting on the wind. The usual morning chorus—the chirping of birds, the hum of insects, the rustle of leaves in the breeze—was strangely absent, leaving only the faint whisper of the wind and the distant drip of water from damp leaves. Even the breeze itself seemed hesitant, moving in slow, curling eddies as if it, too, were unsure what had silenced the forest. 

Benny the badger poked his head out of his burrow, black-and-white fur ruffling in the cool, damp air. Normally, by this hour, sunlight would have spilled over the mossy floor, scattering golden patches across the undergrowth and making the dewdrops glint like tiny, scattered jewels. He would have seen rays of light catching the edges of fern fronds, sparkling on the backs of frogs, and glinting off the rippling surface of the little stream that wound through the clearing near his home. But today, the light was nowhere to be found. 

He sniffed the air carefully, nostrils flaring. The rich, earthy scent of damp soil and mushrooms lingered, heavy and familiar, but the usual sweet fragrance of morning blooms was faint, almost as if the flowers themselves were holding their breath. The soft perfume of honeysuckle, wild violets, and clover that usually drifted lazily through his burrow was missing, leaving a hollow emptiness that made the forest feel colder than it really was. Even the scent of pine needles and wet moss—the deep, comforting smell of the woods—seemed muted, flattened, as if the forest had lost a part of its soul. 

Benny padded cautiously through the underbrush, whiskers twitching nervously, ears flicking at every slight sound. A distant tapping, like a cautious drumbeat, suggested a woodpecker somewhere high in the trees. A branch bent somewhere close by, releasing a whispering creak. A leaf drifted lazily to the ground, settling without the usual scurry of insects to disturb it. Every sound seemed sharper, more hollow, echoing unnaturally through the mist. He felt as though invisible eyes were watching, silent and patient, as he stepped carefully over gnarled roots slick with dew. 

Even the plants near his burrow seemed different. The small bluebells and daffodils drooped low, their delicate heads almost brushing the damp soil. Petals that usually shone in vivid blues and yellows now looked heavy and muted, colors dulled as though painted with gray water. They shivered slightly in the mist, bowing beneath an invisible weight that Benny could feel pressing down on the forest itself. The ferns were limp, their fronds flattened by some unseen sorrow, and tiny mushrooms huddled close to the moss, their caps dark and glistening with rain, as if trying to hide from the shadow that had fallen. 

Benny padded further, nose twitching. His claws pressed softly into the damp earth, leaving small prints that filled immediately with mist. Tiny droplets clung to his fur, and the faint, cold chill of the morning wrapped around him like a hesitant visitor. The usual spark of life—the darting of squirrels, the humming of busy insects, the flutter of birds through the branches—was absent. Even the faint, distant hum of the little stream sounded subdued, like it was holding its breath. Benny paused at the edge of the water, staring at the dull reflection of the gray sky, and let out a small sigh. His paw tapped the surface, creating tiny ripples that seemed to shimmer weakly before fading into the muted gray. 

“What’s happened?” he murmured, voice barely louder than the soft drip of water from leaves. He sniffed again, trying to catch even a hint of the familiar morning scents, but they were gone—replaced with a hollow, still emptiness that pressed on his chest. For the first time, Benny felt small and powerless in the forest he loved. Normally, he would have bounded through the morning with excitement, greeting each rustling leaf, chirping bird, and sunbeam as if it were a friend. But today, everything seemed distant, fragile, and shadowed. Even the comforting shape of his own burrow felt hollow behind him, waiting silently in the mist. 

Benny shivered, not from cold but from the weight of the strange stillness. He knew, deep down, that something had changed in the forest—something more than mere clouds or rain. A strange hush had settled over everything, curling around the trees and animals like a thick, invisible fog. And though the mist clung softly to his fur, he could feel the forest’s heartbeat slowing, waiting, and somehow calling to him, as if whispering, Benny… will you do something? 

With a determined sniff, he shook the chill from his fur and took a careful step forward. His whiskers quivered, ears alert, eyes scanning the mist for any sign of life, any flicker of the sun that had gone missing. Even the smallest twitch of a leaf or glimmer of water seemed precious now, a reminder that the forest could still be bright again—if only someone brave enough took the first step. And in that quiet, gray morning, Benny the badger knew he might be that someone. 

Curious and unsettled, Benny made his way toward the stream, hoping that at least its cool, flowing water might lift his spirits. Normally, the stream was alive with the glitter of sunlight on the ripples, singing softly as it tumbled over smooth stones and twisted roots. Today, the water lay sluggish and gray, reflecting only the dull clouds above, and a faint mist hovered above its surface like a sigh. Benny reached out a paw and tapped the water gently. It rippled lazily, sluggish and silent, as if reluctant to move at all. “What’s happened?” he muttered, his small voice carrying softly across the quiet bank. 

Even the creatures of the stream seemed uneasy. The frogs, usually singing in cheerful, croaky harmony, crouched silently under the broad leaves of water plants, eyes wide and wary. Tiny fish darted beneath the water’s surface, glimmering faintly but moving with unusual caution. A kingfisher perched nearby tilted its head, as if sensing the same disturbance, then flitted away without its usual bright splash of color. 

Benny’s heart sank. The forest had never felt like this—so heavy, so still, so… empty. He padded along the stream, ears flattened slightly against the cool air, and noticed even the moss beneath his paws seemed darker, dampened by the absence of sunlight. Here and there, leaves clung to branches as if frozen mid-sway, and the usual scuttling of beetles and ants was replaced by a quiet, eerie stillness. A shiver ran through Benny’s fur, not from cold, but from the strange hush that wrapped the forest like a shadow. 

He stopped at a small clearing where the wildflowers normally stretched toward the sun. Today, their stems drooped, and petals hung limply, almost blackened in the gray light. The bees, who would have been buzzing industriously among the blooms, were nowhere to be seen. Even the air felt heavy, as though the forest itself were holding its breath. Benny lowered his nose to the ground, sniffing again. Nothing. The sun—the golden warmth that always chased away the chill of night—was gone. 

A pang of worry tightened in his chest. Benny had always taken the morning sunlight for granted, the way it poured over the streams, touched the flowers, and woke the animals from their slumber. But now, as he sat quietly in the clearing, he realized just how much the light meant—not just to him, but to every living creature in the forest. Without it, even the forest itself seemed smaller, quieter, and lonelier. 

Benny’s ears twitched as he listened to the soft, unnatural silence around him. Somewhere in the distance, a leaf dropped from a tree, its fall unnervingly loud in the stillness. A crow called once, sharp and lonely, before being swallowed by the mist. Benny shivered again, this time with a tiny spark of determination. Something was wrong, and if the forest was to live, he knew he had to do something. 

He straightened his back, paws pressing into the mossy ground, and looked toward the deeper woods where shadows gathered in the mist. A flicker of hope—small, fragile, but unmistakable—stirred in his chest. If the sunlight had vanished, if the forest was under a strange, heavy spell, then perhaps it could be found again. Benny sniffed the damp air one last time, whiskers quivering with resolve. Today, he decided, he would find the missing light. 

With that thought, Benny took a careful step forward into the misty forest, his small heart pounding, unaware that this single decision would lead him on an adventure beyond anything he had ever imagined. 

Benny felt a heavy sadness pressing on his chest. He loved the forest—the way sunlight dappled the leaves, the way tiny creatures scurried about in joyful chaos, the way everything seemed alive with warmth and light. And now, it felt as if the forest itself had sighed and gone to sleep. 

He wandered further, hoping to find someone who might know why the sun hadn’t come. Birds perched in the bare branches, feathers puffed out, watching him silently. A family of squirrels sat huddled in their nest, peering cautiously as he passed. Even the fox, usually leaping and darting through the underbrush, slunk quietly along, tail low. Everyone seemed subdued, moving with slow, careful steps. 

Benny stopped in a small clearing, letting the gray mist curl around him. He lifted his nose to the sky, sniffing for any trace of sunlight, any warmth at all. But there was only the cold, damp air. His paws sank slightly into the soft earth, and he felt small and helpless. He wished he could do something—anything—to bring back the golden light, the cheerful chirping, the sparkling dew, and the warmth that made the forest feel like home. 

“Maybe… maybe I can find it,” Benny whispered to himself, though he didn’t know what “it” was yet. He padded slowly around the clearing, noticing tiny details that seemed different in the dim light: a spider’s web hanging between two branches, glistening faintly with dew; a patch of mushrooms curling under the damp leaves; and a single leaf floating slowly down from a tall oak, drifting like a tiny boat on an invisible river. 

Even the sounds of the forest were different. The rustling of leaves sounded hollow, like whispers echoing in a quiet cave. The distant calls of owls and crows carried farther than usual, echoing across the trees. Benny’s own breathing seemed loud in the stillness. He shook his head, trying to chase away the worry that was creeping into his heart. 

He padded back to his burrow and looked around at the familiar sights—the mossy stones near the entrance, the small pile of twigs and leaves he had arranged for comfort—but nothing seemed the same. The colors were muted, the air heavier. Benny let out a small sigh. “I wish… I wish the sun would come back,” he said quietly, almost to himself, almost as if the forest could hear him. 
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