
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​Bramblewood Hollow and the Very Curious Cloud

​

​

​

​Bramblewood Hollow and the Very Curious Cloud

By M. Williams



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Copyright Page

[image: ]




Bramblewood Hollow and the Very Curious Cloud

by M. Williams

© 2025 M. Williams

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or critical articles.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Independently Published

Cover Design: M. Williams

First Edition, 2025

This book was made with the help of tea, starlight, and a very curious cloud. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​Dedication

[image: ]




For the dreamers who look up and see more than sky—

who find stories in the clouds and hope in the stars.

For the little hearts that believe tomorrow is always waiting,

bright and gentle, just beyond the horizon.

And for those who carry wonder quietly,

who knows that even the smallest lantern of belief

can light the way through the darkest woods.

This book belongs to you.
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Stories, like clouds, are never formed alone. They drift into being from the quiet gathering of voices, from the gentle shaping of winds, and from the light that others lend when skies feel dim.

To my friends and family—you are the roots that steadied me, the laughter that reminded me to pause, the patience that taught me to listen, and the gentle encouragement that left space for me to imagine. Thank you for believing in me, even on days when my own belief grew small.

To every reader who still trusts in lantern-light, rainbow promises, and the impossible wonder of talking clouds—you are the reason this story found its sky. May you always carry the bravery to look upward, and the courage to keep believing that magic still lingers in the everyday.

And finally, to the quiet of the woods, the whisper of rain on windows, and the silver hush of the night sky—you have been my co-authors, lending me your music, your mystery, and your reminder that wonder is never far away.

This book is as much yours as it is mine.
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A Note to the Reader

Welcome to Bramblewood Hollow.

It’s a place you won’t find on any map, though if you’ve ever followed the way sunlight bends through leaves or the hush of rain against your window, you’ve already been closer than you think.

In the Hollow, clouds can wander low enough to be spoken to, rabbits carry more hope than their small paws can hold, and bears discover that wandering is just as important as honey. The paths here change sometimes—vanishing, returning, curving in curious ways—because the Hollow listens. It remembers stories, and it makes room for new ones.

This book is one of those stories. It’s about a bear named Bert, a rabbit called Tibby, a fox who dreams too big, and a cloud that wanted to belong. But really, it’s about something more: the small ways friendship finds us, the courage that grows when we least expect it, and the quiet truth that tomorrow is always waiting.

So, dear reader, I invite you to wander in slowly. Let the Hollow show you its secrets at its own pace. Follow the paths that weren’t there yesterday. Trust that even the softest cloud has something to say.

And remember—every time you look up, you’re already part of the story.

Welcome, friend. The Hollow is glad you’re here.
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​Part One: The Arrival of the Curious Cloud
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"Every story begins with a question. And sometimes, the quietest ones lead us into the biggest adventures. In Bramblewood Hollow, a bear named Bart wondered about the sky, and the sky seemed to be wondering right back. This is where clouds drift into friendships, and where curiosity is never too small to matter."
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​Chapter One: The Thinking Rock and the Teacup Day
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Bartholomew the Bear was not a bear in a rush.

He liked mornings that moved like molasses, slow and golden and a little bit sticky. He liked his tea brewed just the right shade of “mossy brown,” and he always took exactly three sips before deciding whether or not he’d like toast. He usually would, but deciding was part of the fun.

His house was nestled at the edge of Bramblewood Hollow, where a curtain of willow leaves draped over his porch like a green waterfall. His home smelled of warm flannel and toasted oats, and there was a rather important clock above the fireplace that always said it was nearly time for something—usually tea.

Today, Bart sat on his Thinking Rock.

The Thinking Rock was smooth and round, with just the right dip in the middle for a bear's bottom. It lived under a sycamore tree, surrounded by moss that made a fine pillow for Bart’s feet. This particular morning, the sky was so blue it looked like someone had spilled all the ink from a blueberry pen and forgotten to clean it up.

Bart took a thoughtful bite of his honeyed oat biscuit and watched a small ladybug struggling to carry a crumb three times its size.

“Bravery,” he mumbled with his mouth full, “comes in very small legs.”

The breeze rustled the leaves in agreement.

He had just taken his third sip of tea when a rustling noise came from the ferns nearby. A moment later, a small, twitchy nose appeared, followed by two very large ears and a puff of dust.

“Bart!” came the high-pitched voice. “Bart, oh goodness, are you thinking again?”

Bart looked over the rim of his teacup. “Yes, Tibby,” he said calmly. “I do it every Tuesday. Sometimes on Wednesdays too, but I don’t talk about that.”

Tibby the rabbit, who was all nerves and hops and very little patience, bounded over and stood on her tiptoes.

“Well, stop thinking and start listening! Something very odd is happening. Something... cloudy.”

“Cloudy?” Bart blinked. He looked up at the sky. “Looks rather sunny to me.”

“No, Bart! There’s a cloud. A very curious cloud. It’s been following me all morning.”

“Following you?” Bart took another biscuit from his tin. “What makes you think that?”

“I tried to out-hop it. I tried to out-roll it. I even tried hiding under a mushroom! But wherever I go... there it is. Just floating along. And Bart—it looks exactly like a marmalade sandwich.”

Now, this was quite serious.

Bart stood up slowly, brushing crumbs from his fur. “A sandwich-shaped cloud, you say?”

Tibby nodded furiously. “With the crusts and everything!”

“Well then,” Bart said, buttoning the top of his scarf, “we must investigate.”

They followed the rabbit’s pawprints back through the meadow, past the gnarled root bridge and the singing thistles (who were in mid-rehearsal and slightly out of key), until they reached the wide open field of Dandelion Stretch.

And there it was.

Hovering just above the treetops, puffed up and perfectly content, floated a slightly orange-tinted cloud. It had two rounded ends and a rectangular middle. It looked—if one squinted just right—uncannily like a marmalade sandwich.

The cloud, as if sensing their gaze, dipped a little lower and gave what could only be described as a polite bob.

Tibby squeaked and hid behind Bart’s legs.

“It waved at me,” she whispered.

“I don’t think clouds usually wave,” Bart said slowly, “but I also don’t think they usually look like lunch.”

He placed his hands on his round belly and thought. He thought harder than he had all week, including the time he’d tried to remember whether socks should go on paws or ears (it had ended badly for a nearby cactus).

Finally, he said, “Tibby. Have you tried being nice to it?”

Tibby blinked. “Nice?”

“Yes. It might be lonely. No one ever really talks to clouds, you know. We just expect them to do their jobs. Float there. Be fluffy. Rain occasionally. That sort of thing.”

Tibby considered this. “Maybe it just wants... company?”

“Exactly.” Bart rummaged in his scarf pocket. “I have a biscuit.”

So they set up a blanket in the meadow. Bart poured tea from his thermos. Tibby arranged tiny plates (she always traveled with a miniature picnic kit, just in case of spontaneous snack opportunities). And Bart stood up, holding his emergency biscuit high above his head.

“Dear cloud,” he said in his most welcoming voice, “you are most cordially invited to afternoon tea.”

The cloud floated a little closer. Slowly, gently, it lowered itself just above their heads, casting a soft, marmalade-colored glow over everything.

It didn’t eat anything, of course. But it fluffed up proudly when Bart complimented its shape. It drifted lazily side to side whenever Tibby giggled, as though it enjoyed making her laugh. And when Bart told a story about the time he sat on a pinecone for twenty minutes before realizing it wasn’t a cushion, the cloud puffed up with what might have been amusement.

By the end of tea, the meadow was filled with the sound of breeze and belly-laughter.

Tibby leaned against Bart, munching on a carrot. “I think it likes us.”

“I think,” said Bart, “that clouds are just like anyone else. They want to be seen.”

The sky began to shift toward evening, painting long shadows across the grass. The cloud gave a slow, swirling spin—like a goodbye curtsy—and began to drift back into the sky, higher and higher until it became a small orange puff near the horizon.

Bart sighed, content.

“Do you think it’ll come back?” Tibby asked.

“I do,” he said, pouring the last of the tea. “Clouds, like friends, have a way of returning to places they feel loved.”

And with that, they packed up the picnic and headed home beneath the first stars of the evening, hearts warm and bellies full.
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​Chapter Two: Tibby and the Marmalade Morning
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Tibby the rabbit liked to be the very first creature to hear the day begin. Mornings in Bramblewood had a particular sound—one you could only catch if you were up before the dew decided to sparkle on purpose. It started as a hush, the sort that made you hold your breath, and then came a soft shiver in the leaves, as though the whole forest were pulling on a sweater made of light.

Tibby’s burrow was neat in a very particular way. Her teacups were stacked by color—daisy white, butter yellow, and one proud cup of green that looked like it had been dipped in a meadow. She had a Little Drawer for Important Things (string, buttons, a note Bart had once written that said “Remember: Tuesdays are good for thinking”), and a Smaller Drawer for Secrets (a cinnamon stick, three smooth pebbles, and a feather she was sure belonged to a very famous bird).

She popped out of bed like a cork, ears first. “Today,” she announced to her kitchen, “will be a marmalade sort of morning.”

Tibby did not usually make such pronouncements to her kitchen, but the light had come in the window with such a warm orange glow that she couldn’t think of any other word for it. She put a kettle on and hummed to herself while slicing exactly three carrots—the ceremonial breakfast. The kettle sang. Tibby sang back. A rabbit who sings to kettles cannot be blamed; it is the sort of politeness a kettle appreciates.

She was just buttering her toast (a very serious business) when she noticed it: an orange-tinted sunbeam that didn’t quite behave. It came through the window, paused to look at her toast, and then slid along the floor in a curious sort of way, as if deciding whether to sit down for tea.

“That is very forward for a sunbeam,” Tibby said, tilting her head. “And also very marmalade.”

The sunbeam flickered, then grew, then—oh!—wasn’t a sunbeam at all. Outside the round window, hovering above the blackberry hedge, floated a small, cushiony puff of cloud. It wasn’t white like most clouds or gray like the serious ones. It was a soft orange, the exact shade of the jar Tibby kept on the very top shelf, the one she had to stand on tiptoe to reach because it was marked “For Celebrations.”

The cloud bumbled about politely, the way a guest at a party might look for the host without wanting to interrupt anyone’s conversation. Tibby’s whiskers twitched.

“Hello?” she called, because sometimes it is best to be brave before you remember not to be. “Are you... lost?”

The cloud drifted toward the window, stopped when its puff met the glass, and gave what could only be described as an apologetic bob. It was not a pushy cloud. If anything, it seemed to be observing the rules of a house very carefully.

Tibby finished her toast in three quick bites, then put on her felt vest (the green one with a daisy button) and stepped out into her front yard. The morning air was crisp enough to make her feel quick without being so cold it made her ears fold down. The cloud hovered just above the blackberry hedge in what she decided was a respectful manner.

“I suppose proper introductions are in order,” Tibby said, placing her paws on her hips in what she imagined to be a very official way. “I am Tibby of the Brambleburrow—majority owner, carrot cultivator, occasional poet. Might I inquire as to your... name?”

The cloud wobbled. Clouds, as a rule, are not known for carrying name tags. It floated closer, enough to shade her face with a warm apricot light.

“Ah,” said Tibby, feeling clever. “You are a Shy Cloud. No matter. I shall call you Marm.”

One should always be careful about naming things one doesn’t understand. Names have a way of sticking, like burrs on a sock or honey on a spoon. Still, Marm seemed to enjoy the sound. It gave a soft, pleased fluff, as if puffing its chest.

“Very good,” Tibby approved. “Now then, Marm, do you require anything? Directions? A map? A biscuit?”

The cloud made a small wobble that could have been “A biscuit sounds nice” or possibly “I do not know what a biscuit is,” which are often the same wobble when it comes to clouds.

Tibby produced her miniature picnic kit—because a rabbit should always travel with the means to be civil—and placed a tiny saucer on the grass. She set a biscuit on the saucer with great ceremony. Marm drifted lower, considering. The biscuit remained a biscuit. That is to say, Marm did not eat it. Clouds are not embarrassed by this sort of thing; they are used to wanting nothing and enjoying everything anyway.

“It’s the invitation that matters,” Tibby said, mostly to reassure the biscuit, which looked uncertain about its purpose.

Marm circled her once, twice, and then began to drift down the path toward Dandelion Stretch.

“Are you... asking me to come along?” Tibby asked.

Marm drifted two rabbit-lengths and paused, as if to say, “Only if you’d like, no pressure.”

Tibby’s paws tingled. She loved invitations, especially the unexpected kind. But one must never leave the house without telling one’s kettle. She popped back inside, scribbled a note (“Dear Kettle, out for a morning hop. Please do not boil without me. Love, Tibby.”), and pinned it to the shelf with a carrot-shaped magnet.

Back outside, Marm was waiting. Polite cloud, thought Tibby.

They set off together. Marm kept pace in the air the way a friend keeps pace on the ground, not too close, not too far, bobbing at moments of interest—the old fence post with the robin who believed herself to be a queen, the mossy stump that always smelled faintly of nutmeg, and the snail who took mornings very seriously and afternoons even more so.

“Left here,” Tibby said, pointing her paw. “If we go right, we reach the pond, and I haven’t brought my splash towel.”

Marm wobbled left with admirable obedience. As they entered Dandelion Stretch, the meadow breathed open like a sigh. Tibby loved this place. The dandelions were forever granting wishes to anyone who stayed long enough to think of one. Above, the sky became larger in that particular meadow way—like a hat that seems too big until you realize how nice it feels to be covered.

“Now,” Tibby said, stopping on a small hummock that made her feel tall, “as your self-appointed guide, I must explain a few things about our Hollow. We are a very organized forest. We have schedules for naps, and we hold a yearly vote about where to place the best picnic blanket, and on Tuesdays, Bart thinks.”

Marm gave a puff that might have been “Of course” or might have been “Who is Bart?”

“Bart is my dear friend,” Tibby went on proudly. “Bartholomew, if you want to be formal, but only the clock above his fireplace calls him that. He believes in the proper steeping times of tea and the correct application of honey to toast, and also that socks are a mystery for another day.”

This last bit made Tibby giggle. When she giggled, Marm swayed gently side to side, as though giggles were small breezes that a cloud could dance upon.

They moved farther into the meadow. A breeze arrived, the sort Tibby called the Helpful Kind, because it pushed from behind just enough to make walking feel like floating. Marm, being already a floater, rode it happily. Together, they passed the gnarled root bridge (which was practicing its creaks for the upcoming Bridge Appreciation Day) and the singing thistles (who had improved their harmony notably since last week).

Tibby stopped to clap. “Bravo! Much less prickly on the third verse!”

The thistles beamed the way only thistles can, which is to say, dangerously but sincerely.

It was just then, in the hum of a perfect morning, that Tibby realized something peculiar: wherever she moved, Marm moved too. She hopped three paces forward—Marm bobbed three soft bobbles. She spun in a circle—Marm drew a lazy loop above. She took an exaggerated sneaky step, the sort one makes when one is pretending to be a Small Very Important Detective—Marm sneaked in the sky.

“Oh,” Tibby said, ears perking straight up. “Are you... following me?”

Marm paused, then melted into a shape that looked suspiciously like a rabbit for a brief, wobbly moment—a round belly, two blobby ears, a little tail-puff—before dissolving again into marmalade softness.
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