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Once upon a time, there was a happy little pumpkin named Sunny. She lived in a pumpkin patch, on Beech Hill Farm. Her parents named her Sunny, because she had been a happy baby. Right from the beginning, Sunny had always made everyone smile. 

Most of the pumpkins that lived in the patch were very large, and round. They were older, bigger than her. And the pumpkins were very excited, because one day, they would be chosen. 

Being chosen as a pumpkin was a huge honour. People would come to the pumpkin patch in their cars and trucks, and they would walk around and look at all the pumpkins in the fields. The people would choose carefully, deciding which pumpkin was the best one out of the lot. And they would take their favourite pumpkin home with them. 

And once the pumpkins were chosen, they would be put on display – in front windows, on people’s porches, and on their tables. These beautiful pumpkins would be turned into beautiful works of art. They would carve a pretty face on the pumpkins, giving them big triangle eyeholes, and round noses, and big grinning smiles. Everyone who saw the carved pumpkins (jack 0’ lanterns), would ‘ooh’ and ‘ahh’ at how pretty they looked, and they would marvel at how big and round the pumpkins were. 
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Sunny was a very small pumpkin. She was the smallest one on the whole pumpkin patch. And although all the other pumpkins were bright orange, she was still very pale. Sunny was yellow, like the sun. Yellow like spaghetti squash, and the lemons. She wanted more than anything to look more like the other pumpkins. Wanted to be bigger, fatter, and more orange. But Sunny was very different from them, and that made her very sad. 

And one thing that Sunny was most scared of, was . . . the dark. She hated it when the beautiful yellow sun would dip down behind the trees, and they would be plunged into darkness. The shadows would stretch, getting longer as they day turned into night, and it would get quite cold. Sunny would shiver, huddled next to her mother in the pumpkin patch.  
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As she sat in the dark, Sunny would become quite frightened. She’d listen to the crickets chirping in the fields, and the owls hooting in the trees. The bats would come out, swooping and diving, their wings fluttering. And as the sky became quite dark, she would see the tiny, sparkling stars twinkling high above her head. And as pretty as the stars were, they didn’t give off enough light. Sunny would squeeze her eyes shut, and quietly whisper, “Please come back, sunshine.”

The other pumpkins tried to tell her that she would be okay. They would protect her in the dark. Nobody was going to hurt Sunny, not on their watch. The pumpkins would tell Sunny that no matter what, the sun would always come back up in the morning. And they said that once a pumpkin was chosen, they would get turned into a beautiful jack o’ lantern. People would give them a unique carved face, and they would place a small, flickering candle inside the pumpkin. These tiny flames would give off a warm light, shielded by the wind. And one day, Sunny would get chosen – and she’d get her own precious light. This made her smile. 

Mr. Stuffy was the scarecrow that stood guard over the pumpkin patch at Beech Hill Farm. He stood in the middle of the field, his outstretched arms tied to a post, pretending to be a person. Mr. Stuffy had a very important job – he kept the birds away from the pumpkins, so he could keep them safe. Mr. Stuffy wore a pair of blue jeans, and a blue plaid button-up shirt (stuffed with straw), and a big, floppy hat that covered part of his face. Mr. Stuffy had a face made out of a burlap sack, with a stitched-on crooked smile, and two big button eyes. 

“It’s okay, Sunny,” Mr. Stuffy said, smiling down at the tiny pumpkin. “You don’t have to be afraid, Sunny Girl. You’re not in any danger, okay? It has to get dark at nighttime, so all the nocturnal creatures can go out and hunt for their food. The people go to sleep at night, as do the daytime animals. And when it’s nice and dark out, it means that we can see the stars, and the moon







d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Little Scare

Pumpkin

Hannah Mason






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png





