
        
            
                
            
        

    
     IMPRESSUM 

 Harper the Hedgehog Hugs a Hurricane 

  Author: Kelly Johnson 


  © 2025 Kelly Johnson. 

  All rights reserved. 


  Author: Kelly Johnson 

  Contact: 903 W Woodland Ave, Kokomo, IN 46902 

  Email: kellyjohnson3dart@gmail.com 


 Disclaimer 

 
This eBook is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author.




    

     Table of Contents 

    
 Chapter 1 — A Strange Wind in Willowglade  

 Chapter 2 — The Whirling Warning   

 Chapter 3 — Meeting Hurricane Howl  

 Chapter 4 — A Hedgehog Who Doesn’t Run  

 Chapter 5 — Howl’s Wild Secret  

 Chapter 6 — Harper’s Gentle Idea

 Chapter 7 — Hugging a Hurricane
 

Chapter 8 — When the Storm Learns to Breathe  

Chapter 9 — A Storm with a Gentle Heart 

 Chapter 10 — Harper’s New Friend in the Sky
 

    

Harper the Hedgehog Hugs a Hurricane 

 

By: Kelly Johnson 




Chapter 1 — A Strange Wind in Willowglade 

Harper the Hedgehog woke to an unusual wind rattling the leaves above her burrow. It wasn’t the gentle morning breeze that usually tickled her quills or carried the warm smell of dew-covered mushrooms. No—this wind groaned, hummed, and swirled like a creature trying to speak. It rushed through the underbrush and burrow entrances, vibrating the soft earth beneath her tiny paws, stirring fallen leaves into tiny spirals that twirled across the mossy floor. Harper’s nose twitched at the strange scent carried on the air—a mix of wet soil, sharp ozone, and something faintly sweet and electric, like the promise of rain long before clouds appeared. 

Blinking sleepily, Harper sniffed again, quills prickling in a trembling line down her back. A chill threaded through the warmth of the morning, brushing across her tiny shoulders like invisible fingers. “That’s odd,” she murmured, pushing aside the curtain of ferns that usually shielded her burrow. “The sun’s out, but the wind… it sounds upset. And it feels… different.” 

The world outside shimmered with contrast. The sky above was a brilliant, cloudless blue, sunlight spilling in golden columns that warmed the moss and painted dappled patterns across the forest floor. Yet the wind raced in fierce bursts, bending slender branches in arcs that seemed impossible, sending leaves twirling like frightened birds caught in invisible hands. Small twigs snapped under the force of the gusts, and Harper could hear the soft rattle of pine cones tumbling in a miniature cascade across the ground. 

All around the glade, animals whispered nervously, their usual morning routines upended by the strange turbulence. A family of rabbits pressed themselves flat against the earth, ears flicking and noses twitching so rapidly that Harper could almost feel their fear in the vibrations of the soil. A chorus of sparrows huddled close together on a swaying branch, feathers puffed in uneasy clusters, chirping nervously to one another. Even the usually fearless squirrels darted through the trees in frantic zigzags, acorns and pinecones dropping like tiny meteors in their haste. 

The wind carried more than noise—it carried movement and scent, brushing Harper’s quills with invisible fingers, tangling in her prickles and making her shiver despite the bright sun. She pressed herself against the soft moss at the entrance of her burrow, paws digging in as a particularly strong gust rattled the leaves like a drumroll overhead. Somewhere beyond the glade, she could hear a deep, low hum mingling with the chatter of frightened animals. It was not thunder, though it rumbled and rolled through the hills like a living thing. Harper’s little heart thumped in her chest, a mixture of worry and curiosity. 

“What could it be?” Harper whispered, her voice nearly swallowed by the restless hush of the wind. She stretched her neck, lifting her head just a bit higher above the ferns, ears perked and quivering. The treetops ahead bent and twisted in strange, mesmerizing arcs she had never witnessed before—almost as if they were bowing, or signaling, or reacting to something unseen slipping through the forest. 

Sunlight flickered between the branches in shimmering bursts of gold and green, each flash catching on trembling leaves. Even the ground seemed to shift—grass rippling in long, rolling waves like an invisible tide sweeping through Willowglade. 

Every creature around her was on edge. A beetle froze mid-step, antennae vibrating. A pair of sparrows darted into the safety of a hollow log. A squirrel clung to a trunk, tail puffed, eyes wide. From every corner, Harper felt it—the forest wasn’t just watching. It was waiting. 

Harper stepped out of her burrow, slowly, carefully. Her quills bristled in a shimmering halo around her small body. She pressed a paw into the damp moss and felt the hum—an energetic thrum pulsing through the earth, up into her tiny limbs, buzzing behind her eyes. The wind wasn’t just moving air. It was a presence. A thought. A force with intention. 

A rough gust swirled past her, lifting loose leaves into a spiraling dance. The air vibrated with short, sharp howls that bounced between the trunks of Willowglade Forest like a warning—or a call. 

“Did you hear that?” squeaked a mouse peering from behind a mushroom cap, whiskers trembling. 

“It doesn’t sound right,” muttered a badger, flattening himself close to the soil as if trying to blend into the forest floor. 

“Storm?” chirped a bluebird anxiously, hopping from branch to branch. “But the sky is too clear for a storm!” 

Harper swallowed, her heart drumming steadily. She squinted upward. The sky wasn’t darkening. There were no thunderheads, no rain-heavy clouds. Just bright blue stretching endlessly overhead. 

And yet… 

A storm was coming. 

She could feel it in her bones. 

Not a storm of weather. 

A storm with purpose. 

 A storm that noticed things. That chose its direction. That breathed.  And it was headed straight for Willowglade. 

Harper stepped out fully, her tiny paws padding across the soft moss like careful whispers, leaving delicate imprints that seemed to hum under the pressure of the approaching wind. The air around her trembled, twisting and curling in restless currents that felt almost alive, brushing against her quills in teasing flickers of electricity. Each gust was sharp and unpredictable, tugging at her fur, tugging at the leaves, tugging at the forest itself, as though the wind were testing the world—testing her—to see how it might respond. 

She tilted her head, letting the strange, swirling air rush through her quills. It carried energy that was eager, jagged, and utterly untrained—like a wild animal stumbling clumsily through the trees, knocking against trunks, startling itself with its own strength, then pausing to sense what was around it. It was alive. It was curious. It was… lost. 

It wasn’t like any wind Harper had ever known. It didn’t sigh or hum gently, curling lazily through the treetops. This wind pulsed with intention, even if that intention was muddled by confusion. Every leaf it touched lifted and spun, trembling in a jittery spiral. Every branch it passed quivered, small twigs rattling like nervous fingers drumming on hollow wood. Even the tiniest insects froze mid-flight, trembling in the invisible fingers of the approaching chaos, their wings caught in the storm’s hesitant gusts. 

Harper’s quills tingled along her spine, sending shivers down to the tips of her tiny paws. She felt it first as a vibration in the moss beneath her feet, then as a low, humming pressure in the air that seemed almost like a heartbeat—the heartbeat of the wind itself. Her ears twitched, catching the pattern in the rustling leaves: the push and tug of the gusts was almost deliberate, a stuttering rhythm, like the wind was trying to speak but hadn’t learned words yet. 

A cluster of leaves lifted into the air—not drifting, not floating, but rising as though plucked by invisible, careful fingertips. They spun in tight, dizzying spirals, colliding and ricocheting off one another with sharp crackles and rustles, then shot straight upward, vanishing into the dense canopy like startled birds fleeing an unseen danger. The gusts pressed against her ears, slicing sharply enough to make her flinch, edges of the wind hissing and whispering, almost forming words she could not yet understand. 

Around her, the forest seemed to hold its breath. The brook’s water stilled in gentle ripples, the rabbits froze in their burrows, the squirrels clutched trembling branches, eyes wide and alert. Even the ancient oaks seemed to tilt toward the disturbance, their leaves quivering with silent warning. 

And Harper, standing alone in the center of it all, felt a deep thrill run through her quills. This wind was not merely a force—it was searching, reaching, yearning. It was alive in a way she had never imagined, and it had noticed her. 

Something vast, untamed, and alive was coming. 

Something extraordinary. 

And somehow… it felt as though it had been waiting just for her. 

The gusts pressed against Harper’s ears, sharp enough to make her flinch, whipping tufts of fur and quills with teasing, insistent fingers. The edges of the wind hissed and sliced through the clearing like whispered warnings, a susurration so precise it almost formed words—though Harper couldn’t understand them. She only felt the intention, a wild, restless presence that demanded recognition. 

The prickles along her back rose—not in fear, but in acute alertness. They stood like tiny lightning rods, tuned to the forest’s hidden signals. Harper’s paws sank slightly into the soft, cushiony moss, gripping it to steady herself against the subtle trembling of the earth beneath her and the insistent push of the approaching storm. 

Something was stirring. 

 Something out of balance. 

 Something strange. 

And Harper, small and unyielding, felt it in every quill, every heartbeat, every drawn breath: whatever approached was alive. Not merely alive in the way a fox leaps or a bird flits, but aware. Curious. Intent. And somehow, miraculously, it had noticed her. 

She felt it first along her spine: a faint, electric hum that traveled from the tip of her tail to the very ends of each quill. It prickled and vibrated, a signal of the forest she had learned to trust—a secret language of warning and wonder woven into the very air. Then came the second sensation: a flutter deep in her chest, like tiny wings beating urgently against the inside of her ribcage, a rhythm that seemed to echo the pulse of the wind itself. Harper’s heart raced in resonance, and she inhaled sharply, tasting the charged air, feeling it thrum through every nerve. 

OEBPS/cover.jpeg
Harper the Hedgehog






