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  Preface



In the heart of the South, where the sun drapes its golden light over fields of wildflowers, nine-year-old Aubree Kohl seeks solace from the storm brewing in her home. The echo of her parents’ arguments tugs at her heart, urging her to find a place where she can escape the weight of their resentment. It is in this moment of solitude that she stumbles upon a rough Collie/German Shepherd mix, a stray without a rusty collar but a spirit that shines bright.




Willow, as she learns is the name of the dog, is not just a companion; she is a confidante. To Aubree’s astonishment, Willow can listen and understand. With every shared secret and whispered dream, their bond deepens, bridging the gap between a child’s yearning for understanding and a dog’s instinctive wisdom. As Aubree navigates the complexities of family, friendship, and self-discovery, Willow becomes a guiding light, teaching her about love, resilience, and the power of being heard.




Upon transforming herself to also enter into the life of another child, Sophie Dobson, Willow generously extends her paws once more.




“The Whispers of Willow” explores themes of connection, the healing nature of companionship, and the strength found in vulnerability. This enchanting tale promises to take readers on an emotional journey filled with laughter, tears, and the heartwarming reassurance that one voice—whether human or canine—can change the world. Join Aubree, Sophie, and Willow as they embark on an unforgettable adventure that will leave readers of all ages believing in the magic of friendship and the whispers that guide us through life’s most challenging moments.







  Willow Whispers To Aubree
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  Chapter 1: The Sound of Thunder

  
  




Nine-year-old Aubree Kohl knew the sound of thunder. Not the rumbling kind that rolled across the wide fields of Virginia before a summer storm, but the other kind. The low, angry kind that rumbled from behind the closed door of her parents’ bedroom, or sometimes, much louder, from the kitchen. It was the sound of her Mama, Danica Kohl, whose hands usually smelled of fresh-baked bread from the local independent store she owned, and her Papa, Gilman Kohl, whose big truck carried goods all across the country, arguing again.




Today, the thunder had been building since breakfast. It crashed over the clatter of silverware, echoed through the quiet understanding between Mama and Papa, and finally burst when Papa’s truck keys jingled a little too loudly.




Aubree curled tighter on the worn armchair in the living room, a picture book open on her lap, though her eyes weren’t seeing the colorful pages. She saw her parents instead, their faces tight, their voices rising like two strong winds fighting over the same cloud.




“It’s always the road, Gilman!” Mama’s voice, usually as warm as sunshine, was sharp as a thorny bush.




“Someone has to provide, Danica! The store doesn’t run itself, but neither does this house!” Papa’s voice, usually a deep, comforting rumble, was now a growl.




Aubree squeezed her eyes shut. Her chest felt like a little bird was trapped inside, flapping its wings against her ribs, desperate to get out. She just wanted the quiet. She wanted the soft hum of the crickets, the rustle of leaves in the breeze, anything but this aching noise.




Without a word, she slid off the armchair, her small feet padding silently across the wooden floor. She knew Mama and Papa wouldn’t even notice her go. They never did when the thunder was this loud. She pushed open the back door, letting the warm, humid air of the Virginia afternoon wrap around her like a blanket. The sun was still high, casting long shadows from the oak trees that dotted their yard.




She walked past the fence, through the small gate her Papa had fixed last spring, and into the wide, wild field that stretched behind their house. Tall grass tickled her knees, and wildflowers, purple and yellow, nodded their heads in the gentle breeze. This was her place. Her secret place. Where the sounds of grown-up thunder couldn’t reach her.




She walked until the house was just a small speck in the distance, until the only sounds were the buzzing of bees and the whisper of the wind through the grass. She found her favorite spot – under a lone, ancient willow tree whose long branches drooped to the ground like green curtains, creating a hidden, cool room. She pushed aside a curtain of leaves and sat down, leaning her back against the rough bark. A small tear traced a path down her cheek, leaving a cool line on her warm skin. She hugged her knees, wishing with all her might that everything could just be okay again.
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  Chapter 2: A Paw in the Field

  
  




Aubree closed her eyes, trying to make the inside of her head as quiet as her willow room. But the angry words still echoed. She imagined them as dark, swirling clouds in her mind, blocking out the sun.




Suddenly, a soft nudge brushed against her knee. Aubree’s eyes popped open. She gasped.




Sitting beside her, half-hidden by the willow’s branches, was a dog. Not a small, fluffy dog, but a big, beautiful one. She had the long, flowing fur of a Rough Collie, a creamy white ruff around her neck, and patches of rich brown and black. But her ears stood up straighter, like a German Shepherd’s, and her eyes, a warm, intelligent amber, looked at Aubree with a gentle understanding. She looked a little scruffy, as if she’d been wandering, but her gaze was kind.




Aubree had never seen this dog before. She didn’t wear a collar. Her heart, which had been flapping like a trapped bird, now fluttered with a new kind of surprise.




“Hello,” Aubree whispered, reaching out a hesitant hand.




The dog nudged her hand with her wet nose, then licked her fingers. It was a warm, soft lick.




“You’re so pretty,” Aubree said, scratching behind the dog’s ears. The fur was thick and soft. “Where did you come from?”




The dog tilted her head, her amber eyes looking deep into Aubree’s. Then, a sound. Not a bark, but something quieter, smoother, like the rustle of dry leaves.




“I came from where I was needed,” the dog said.




Aubree froze. Her hand stopped scratching. Her mouth dropped open. She stared at the dog. The dog stared back, unblinking.




“You… you just talked,” Aubree breathed, her voice barely a whisper.




The dog gave a little sigh, a puff of warm air. “It’s quite alright, little one. It’s not often I speak aloud, and only to those who truly need to hear.”




Aubree’s mind spun. Dogs didn’t talk. Not real dogs. But this dog… she had. And her voice wasn’t like a human’s. It was soft and low, full of the quiet wisdom of the fields and the ancient trees. It sounded like the wind whispering through the willow branches.




“My name is Aubree,” she finally managed to say.




“And you are sad, Aubree,” the dog replied, her tail giving a soft thud against the grass. “The thunder makes your heart heavy.”




Aubree felt a fresh wave of tears, but this time, they weren’t tears of sadness alone. They were tears of wonder. This dog, this magical dog, understood.




“I don’t know what to call you,” Aubree said, wiping her eyes.




The dog looked around at the drooping branches of the tree, then back at Aubree. “Willow,” she said, her voice like the rustling leaves. “You may call me Willow.”














