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For grown-ups
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Willow Hollow is a small green hollow with a round pond, an old weeping willow, a slow stream under a wooden footbridge, a hawthorn hedge and a gentle hill. Every story begins at sunset and ends at night. Nothing is frightening, nobody is ever in danger, and nobody is scolded.

This is Book 2 of 8. Each book carries one quiet idea, shown through the pond, the hedge and the small creatures who live there. In this book: ten stories about letting little hurts go: a spill, a snap, a pushed-in turn, an unkind word, a toppled tower, and our own small mistakes. Each time, something in nature shows the way.

Each story takes about six minutes to read aloud. The lines in italics near the end are a short breathing wind-down: read them slowly, pause after each one, and breathe along together. Then say goodnight.

The stories are told by Rowan, a friendly voice who never appears in them. You can read them as Rowan, or simply as yourself.
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The friends of Willow Hollow
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Moss, a baby hedgehog, the youngest. Curious, with big feelings. A small round ball with a spiky back.

Clover, a young rabbit. Quick, likes to be first, and counts everything. Her left ear is folded at the tip.

Ripple, a young otter. Splashy, funny and generous, with a long wavy body and a thick tail.

Wren, a tiny wren bird who sings and notices everything. Her tail points straight up.

Granny Tansy, an old pond turtle. Slow, kind, and she says very little.

Rowan, the storyteller. You never see Rowan, but Rowan opens and closes every story.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Moss and the Bumpy Bed
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[image: Moss tucks leaves around sniffly Mole and gives him a drink from an acorn cup.]

Hello, little one. It’s Rowan. Wriggle down under your blanket. That’s it. Tonight, it’s springtime in Willow Hollow.

The evening sun was soft and pink. New green leaves were opening on the hawthorn hedge, and tiny white flowers too, like little stars. The bees were humming home for the night. Under the hedge, in a cosy bed of dry leaves, little Moss the hedgehog was getting ready for sleep.

He turned around once. He turned around twice. He lay down, all snug, and then... “Ow,” said Moss. “Bump.”

Right in the middle of his bed was a lump. A little round heap of fresh, crumbly earth. It had pushed up through his leaves, like a tiny hill.

Moss knew exactly who had made it. Deep under the hedge lived Mole. Mole dug tunnels all day long, and he pushed the earth up wherever he liked. Mostly, right under Moss’s bed.

Every evening it was the same. Moss would squash the lump flat. Pat, pat, pat. “Oh, that Mole,” he would huff. And the next evening, a new lump would pop up. Sometimes two lumps. Once, three!

Then, one evening, Moss came home and stopped. He looked at his bed. He sniffed it. He pressed it with his paw. It was flat. Smooth and flat and leafy. No lump at all.

“That’s funny,” said Moss. He should have felt happy. But he only felt puzzled. Mole always made a lump. Always.

Moss put his ear to the ground and listened. Most evenings, he could hear Mole digging. Scritch, scratch. Scritch, scratch. Tonight there was only one tiny sound. “Ah... ah... ACHOO!”

Moss followed the sound along the hedge, past a snail who was going home too. “Evening,” said the snail, very, very slowly. At last he found a round hole in the bank. He peeped inside. “Mole?”

There was Mole, curled up in his tunnel, with a very pink nose and very droopy whiskers. “Oh, Moss,” sniffed Mole. “I’ve caught a cold. I’ve been too sniffly to dig today.”

Moss looked at Mole’s droopy whiskers. He thought about all those bumpy, lumpy evenings. A small, prickly part of him wanted to say, “Good. A flat bed at last.”

But a bigger part of him felt sorry for Mole, all alone and sniffly in his chilly tunnel. So Moss let the lumpy evenings go. All of them. Even the three-lump one.

He trotted back to his own bed, and gathered up his softest, driest leaves. He carried them to Mole, one bundle at a time, and tucked them all around him. Tuck, tuck, tuck. Then he fetched water in an acorn cup, and held it while Mole drank.

Mole’s pink nose peeped out of the leaves. “You came to look after me,” he said, very quietly. “Even after all those lumps?” He looked down at his big digging paws. “I never thought about where they popped up. I’m sorry, Moss.” “That’s all right,” said Moss. “Just get better.”

Moss stayed a while, telling Mole about the hawthorn flowers, until Mole’s whiskers stopped drooping, and he fell asleep with a soft, snuffly snore.

Then Moss went home to his flat, smooth bed. It had fewer leaves in it now. But somehow, it felt extra cosy. He curled up into a little round ball, and smiled.

A few days later, Mole was well again. And do you know what he did? He dug his new tunnel all the way around Moss’s bed. Not under it. Around it. A neat little ring of tiny earth hills, like a fence. A thank-you fence.

[image: Moss sleeps in his smooth leaf bed inside the ring of little earth hills Mole dug.]


Now let’s get cosy, like Mole in his leafy blanket.

Breathe in slowly through your nose...

and breathe out, soft as a pile of dry leaves.

Breathe in, all the way down to your toes...

and breathe out, smooth and flat, like Moss’s bed.

One last time. Breathe in a little sniff of spring...

and breathe out, and tuck yourself in. Tuck, tuck.


Goodnight, Mole. Goodnight, Moss. And goodnight, little one. A kind visit can smooth out all sorts of bumps.
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Ripple and the Muddy Slide
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[image: Ripple lies at the top of his shiny new mud slide, ready to whoosh down.]

Hello, little one. It’s Rowan. Are you comfy? Tonight, let’s go down to the pond.

It was a warm spring evening in Willow Hollow. The sun was sliding down behind the hill, and the frogs were warming up their croaks. Croak. Croak-croak.

And on the bank of the pond, Ripple the otter had made something wonderful. A mud slide! Every otter loves a mud slide. And this was the best one Ripple had ever made.

It was long and smooth and shiny-wet. It ran from the top of the bank, all the way down, into the water. Ripple had patted it smooth with his tail, all afternoon long.

“Who wants a go?” called Ripple. “Me!” said Clover, hopping up. “Me, me, me!” “Me too,” puffed Moss, climbing up the bank. He was only halfway up. Hedgehog legs are very short. “Take turns,” said Ripple. “I’ll go first and show you.”

Ripple lay on his tummy at the top. He wriggled. He wiggled. And just as he started to slide, Clover couldn’t wait one second longer. She jumped on right behind him. Whoosh!

Down they went, much too fast. Clover’s long feet bumped into Ripple’s tail, and Ripple spun round, and round, and round, and landed in the pond. Not with a neat little splash, but with a big, messy SPLOSH.

Ripple came up spluttering. Mud on his nose. Pondweed on his ear. “Clover!” he said. “It wasn’t your turn!”

A hot, huffy feeling started in his tummy. I made that slide, he thought. And she pushed in. And now I’m all muddy. The huffy feeling wanted to stay. It wanted to stick.

Ripple climbed out onto a flat stone, and gave himself a big otter shake. Shake, shake, shake, from his nose to the tip of his tail.

Silver drops flew everywhere. Off his whiskers. Off his back. Pitter-patter, onto the stone. And then Ripple noticed something. Under the drops, his fur was dry. Soft and warm and dry.

He watched one drop on his paw. It didn’t soak in. It didn’t stick. It just rolled off, like a tiny bead, and plipped back into the pond. Even the mud was sliding off.

“Nothing sticks to me,” said Ripple slowly. “Not water. Not mud. Not anything.”

He looked up the bank. Clover was standing at the top of the slide, her long ears drooping, even the folded one.

Ripple could still feel the huffy feeling, trying to stick inside him, like mud. He could keep it, if he wanted. He could stay huffy all evening long.

Or... Ripple took a big breath, and gave himself one more shake. Shake, shake, shake. And he let the huffy feeling roll right off, like the water off his fur. Plip.

“Clover!” he called. “Come on! Your turn!” Clover blinked. “Aren’t you cross with me?” “I was,” said Ripple. “But it rolled off.” “I’m sorry I pushed in,” said Clover. “I know,” said Ripple, grinning. “Now, slide!”

So down came Clover, wheee, into the shallow water. Splash! “It’s cold!” she squeaked, laughing. Then Moss had a go. He curled up into a ball, and rolled down like a prickly pine cone. Plop! He bobbed up, giggling, wearing a little pondweed hat.

Then all three went down, one after another. Sploosh! Sploosh! Sploosh! Over and over, until the sun went down, and the first star came out over the pond.

At last, three muddy friends sat on the bank, and shook themselves dry. Shake, shake, shake. Ripple was dry first, of course.

[image: After all the sliding, Ripple and Moss shake themselves dry on the bank under the first star.]


Now let’s be still, like a sleepy otter.

Breathe in slowly through your nose...

and breathe out, and let it roll away. Plip.

Breathe in, warm and soft, like dry fur...

and breathe out, and let it all slide off.

One last time. Breathe in, big and slow...

and breathe out, smooth as a mud slide.


Goodnight, Moss. Goodnight, Clover. Goodnight, Ripple. And goodnight, little one. Let the little bumps roll off, like water. Plip.
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