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​The Pumpkin That Wanted a Hug
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On the very edge of Appleby’s Meadow, where the grass stayed a little damp and the crickets sang like fiddlers, a small pumpkin named Puddle sat all alone.

All the other pumpkins had been carried away weeks ago. Some were perched proudly on porches with cheerful grins carved into them. Some had been baked into warm pies that smelled of cinnamon and clouds. But Puddle—round on one side and wobbly on the other—was left behind.

He watched the field grow quieter each day.

The breeze whispered through the empty vines, and a crow with glossy feathers cawed,

“Better luck next harvest!”

Then it flapped away, leaving Puddle with only the moon for company.

Puddle sighed. “I just wanted one thing,” he murmured.

His voice was soft, like the creak of an old gate.

“I wanted a hug before winter.”

The moon tilted its silver face, listening, but didn’t speak.

Far away, in the twinkling woods, a young raccoon named Tilly was having a restless night.

Her den felt too quiet. Her brothers and sisters were snug, tails tucked, dreaming of acorns.

But Tilly’s paws itched for adventure.

“I’ll take a walk,” she whispered to the sleeping forest.

The trees, heavy with the scent of fallen leaves, nodded in agreement.

Through the crunchy carpet of brown and gold she wandered—

past sleepy owls,

past a fox counting stars,

past a brook that hummed a tune only moonlight knew.

That’s when she heard it: a sigh, round and lonely.

Tilly poked her nose through the meadow grass.

There sat Puddle, orange and glowing like a tiny ember.

“Well, hello!” said Tilly, tail curling with surprise.

“Why are you out here all by yourself?”

Puddle lifted his shy stem.

“They took everyone else. Nobody wanted a pumpkin who leans to the left.”

He tried to smile, but his lopsided side just made him tilt more.

“I only wanted a hug before the snow.”

Tilly blinked. “A hug? That’s easy.”

She trotted forward and wrapped her furry arms as far around Puddle as she could.

It was a squishy sort of hug, warm as bread fresh from the oven.

Puddle gasped. “Oh! That’s...perfect.”
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