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The wind whistled over the wide farmyard, tossing leaves in spirals. It swept across the grass and rattled the barn doors. Daisy the Cow stood near the barn, her red scarf fluttering like a flag in the breeze. She watched Benny the Goat, his green cap pulled low, nibbling at the fresh grass. Clucky the Hen pecked at the ground by the fence, her blue bonnet tilting with each quick movement. Rusty the Farm Dog sniffed the air, nose twitching as the scent of hay and earth drifted past him. The day felt restless, full of swirling energy.

A loud creak came from the old hay cart by the shed. Daisy’s ears twitched, catching the sound over the rushing wind. She turned just in time to see its wooden wheels begin to roll away from the shed. “That cart’s moving!” Benny said, his eyes wide and surprised. The wind pushed harder, rattling the gate so it clanged against its post. Leaves skittered across the dirt like tiny dancers. Daisy felt her heart quicken as the cart bumped forward, its boards groaning, heading toward the open yard with no one guiding it.

Rusty the Farm Dog barked sharply, his yellow bandana flipping in the gust. The sound was loud against the whoosh of the wind. The cart picked up speed, bumping over stones and sending little puffs of dust into the air. Clucky the Hen clucked nervously, her feathers ruffling as she hopped back from the path. The barn door slammed shut with a bang, making Daisy jump. The wind seemed to roar in their ears, carrying the cart farther across the farmyard. Rusty’s eyes followed it closely, his body tense and ready.

Beyond the cart lay the chicken coop, painted bright white with a red roof that glistened faintly in the thin sunlight. Daisy the Cow stamped her hoof, feeling the earth tremble under her weight. “We have to stop it,” she said firmly, her scarf whipping around her neck. Benny the Goat’s green cap nearly blew away as he nodded quickly. The cart rattled closer, its wooden sides groaning. The coop stood still and quiet, but Daisy could sense the hens inside, unaware of the danger rolling toward them.

The friends raced after the cart, hooves and paws pounding the dirt. Daisy’s strong legs carried her forward, her breath puffing in the cold air. The wind swirled dust and the sweet smell of hay around them. “Quick!” Clucky the Hen called, her blue bonnet tugged sideways by the gusts. Rusty dashed ahead, his tail streaming like a banner behind him. Benny leapt over a stone, his eyes fixed on the spinning wheels. The cart rumbled noisily, each bump making it shiver and sway.

Rusty leapt toward the side of the cart, his brown fur rippling as he pushed with all his might. His paws dug into the dirt, leaving small marks in the ground. Daisy leaned her strong shoulder against the wooden frame, the boards creaking loudly under the strain. The wind whipped around them, carrying the scent of dry straw. The cart shuddered but kept moving, its wheels digging shallow tracks. Rusty growled softly, trying to force it to slow while Daisy pressed harder.

The cart wobbled on its path but kept rolling toward the coop. Benny the Goat galloped alongside, his green cap bobbing with each stride. His eyes stayed fixed on the spinning wheels, watching them blur in motion. “We need to block it!” he said, breathing hard from the chase. Daisy’s scarf fluttered wildly in the wind as she kept pace. The ground beneath them seemed to hum with the cart’s rumbling speed, the danger growing closer with every moment.

Clucky the Hen spotted a fallen branch near the path, its bark dark and rough. She ran to it, claws scraping the dirt as the wind tugged at her feathers. “Maybe this can help,” she said, her voice sharp with determination. She dragged the branch toward the cart, each pull leaving a faint trail in the dust. The wind howled around them like a giant’s sigh, rattling leaves and bending the grass. Daisy glanced at Clucky, hope flickering in her eyes.
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Benny shoved the branch in front of the wheels, but it snapped into pieces with a sharp crack. The cart rolled over the splintered wood, crunching loudly. Daisy’s scarf whipped behind her like a bright red flag, snapping in the gusts. Rusty barked again, the sound urgent and quick. Clucky hopped back from the splinters, her bonnet slipping sideways. The cart seemed to roar past the broken branch, still heading steadily toward the coop with no sign of slowing.

The coop loomed closer now, its red roof shining in the pale light. Inside, the hens squawked in alarm, their voices sharp and frightened. Daisy’s heart thumped like a drum in her chest. “We’re running out of time!” Benny said, leaping beside her with long strides. Rusty’s paws churned the dirt ahead of them, his tail stiff with focus. The wind carried the smell of fresh straw from the coop, making the danger feel even nearer.

Rusty darted ahead, his brown fur streaking through the gusts. He grabbed an old rope in his teeth, tugging it free from a pile near the fence. The rope smelled faintly of hay and dust. He pulled it toward the cart, tail wagging with determination. Clucky flapped her wings and called encouragement, her voice carried on the wind. Daisy’s eyes lit with a plan as she saw Rusty’s efforts, hope sparking again among the rush of action.

Daisy and Benny grabbed the rope’s ends as Rusty pushed it toward them. Together they wrapped it around the cart’s front, looping it tight. The wood groaned under the strain, a low sound beneath the whistling wind. Daisy’s hooves pressed into the ground as she pulled. Benny’s green cap tilted forward as he leaned
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