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Chapter 1 The Boy Who Loved Quiet Places
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In the small village of Willowbrook lived a ten-year-old boy named Oliver Reed. Oliver was the kind of child who noticed tiny things that most people missed. He noticed the shape of clouds, the smell of rain before storms, and the way leaves danced when the wind whispered through the trees.

Most children in Willowbrook loved noisy games in the town square, but Oliver preferred quiet places. He liked sitting beside the river with a notebook in his lap, drawing birds and writing little stories.

Some people thought Oliver was strange.

“Why don’t you play football with the others?” his cousin Ben often asked.

Oliver would shrug.

“I just like listening,” he would answer.

“Listening to what?”

“The world.”

Ben never understood.

Oliver lived with his grandmother in a cozy little cottage with blue shutters and climbing roses. Every evening, his grandmother made warm soup while the old clock ticked softly beside the fireplace.

“You have a gentle heart,” Grandma Evelyn often told him. “Gentle hearts notice magic.”

Oliver wasn’t sure magic was real.

But one autumn evening, everything changed.
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Chapter 2 The Rabbit in the Rain
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The rain began suddenly.

Oliver had been walking home through the woods after visiting the village library when dark clouds rolled over the hills.

Thunder rumbled.

Wind shook the trees.

Oliver pulled his jacket tighter and hurried along the muddy path.

Then he heard it.

A tiny cry.

“Help...”

Oliver stopped.

He looked around.

At first, he thought he had imagined the sound.

Then he heard it again.

“Please...”

The voice was soft and frightened.

Oliver followed the sound toward a fallen oak tree. Beneath the wet branches sat a small white rabbit.

One of its paws was trapped beneath a broken limb.

“Oh no!” Oliver gasped.

The rabbit looked up at him with wide silver eyes.

And then it spoke.

“You can understand me?”

Oliver nearly fell backward.

“You... you can talk?”

“Well, yes,” the rabbit replied nervously. “But usually humans can’t hear me.”

Oliver blinked several times.

Maybe he had hit his head.

Maybe he was dreaming.

But the rabbit’s paw was bleeding, and rainwater dripped from its ears.

“Please help me,” the rabbit whispered.

Without another word, Oliver lifted the branch carefully.

The rabbit pulled free.

“Thank you,” said the rabbit. “My name is Clover.”

Oliver stared.

“My name is Oliver.”

Lightning flashed.

“We should get out of the rain,” Oliver said.

Clover nodded.

And together, boy and rabbit hurried toward the cottage.
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Chapter 3 Grandma Evelyn’s Secret
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Grandma Evelyn did not scream when Oliver carried a talking rabbit into the kitchen.

In fact, she smiled.

“Well,” she said calmly, stirring soup. “It took longer than I expected.”

Oliver froze.

“You know rabbits can talk?”

“Not all rabbits,” Grandma replied. “Only the Moonlit Rabbits.”

Clover bowed politely.

“It is an honor to meet you again, Evelyn.”

Oliver’s jaw dropped.

“Again?”

Grandma Evelyn sat beside the fire.

“When I was your age,” she explained, “I once helped a Moonlit Rabbit too.”

“You never told me this!”

Grandma smiled softly.

“Some stories wait for the right time.”

Clover hopped onto a chair.

“The Moonlit Rabbits protect the hidden magic of the forest,” he explained. “But darkness has begun spreading near the northern hills.”

Oliver listened carefully.

“What kind of darkness?”

Clover’s ears drooped.

“Something is stealing joy from the forest creatures.”

Outside, thunder cracked again.

Grandma Evelyn looked serious now.

“Oliver,” she said gently, “I think Clover came to find you for a reason.”

Oliver’s stomach fluttered.

He had never been chosen for anything important before.

But somehow, deep inside, he felt this was only the beginning.
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Chapter 4 The Hidden Meadow
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The next morning, the rain had disappeared.

Golden sunlight covered the village.

After breakfast, Clover led Oliver deep into the forest.

Birds chirped overhead while leaves crunched beneath their feet.

“Where are we going?” Oliver asked.

“To the Moonlit Meadow.”

They walked for nearly an hour until they reached a wall of tangled vines.

“There’s nothing here,” Oliver said.

Clover smiled.

“Look again.”

Oliver leaned closer.

Tiny silver lights shimmered between the vines.

The leaves slowly moved apart.

Beyond them stretched the most beautiful meadow Oliver had ever seen.

Blue flowers sparkled like stars.

Butterflies glowed pale gold.

Crystal streams wound through the grass.

And everywhere—rabbits.

Brown rabbits.

Gray rabbits.

White rabbits.

Tiny rabbits.

Huge rabbits.

All of them stopped and stared at Oliver.

A tall rabbit wearing a green cloak stepped forward.

“The human child has arrived,” she announced.

Clover bowed.

“This is Oliver Reed.”

The tall rabbit studied him carefully.

“I am Lady Fern,” she said. “Guardian of the Meadow.”

Oliver tried not to stare at her cloak.

“You really wear clothes?” he asked.

Several rabbits giggled.

Lady Fern smiled.

“Only for important meetings.”

Oliver laughed.

And somehow, the nervous feeling inside him disappeared.
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Chapter 5 The Shadow Thorn
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That evening, Lady Fern gathered everyone near a great willow tree.

“The Shadow Thorn grows stronger,” she warned.

Oliver listened closely.

“What’s the Shadow Thorn?”

Lady Fern pointed toward the distant hills.

“Long ago, a bitter magician tried to steal the happiness of the forest. When he failed, his anger became a dark plant called the Shadow Thorn.”

Clover shivered.

“It spreads sadness wherever it grows.”

Oliver remembered how strange the woods had felt lately.

Even the birds had seemed quieter.

“Can it be stopped?” he asked.

Lady Fern nodded slowly.

“There is a crystal hidden inside Starfall Cave. Its light can destroy the Shadow Thorn.”

“Then why hasn’t someone gone to get it?” Oliver asked.

The rabbits exchanged worried looks.

“Because the cave lies beyond the Hollow Marsh,” Clover whispered.

“And?”

“And no rabbit who entered the marsh has returned in years.”

Silence filled the meadow.

Oliver swallowed.

He was afraid.

Very afraid.

But he looked at Clover.

The little rabbit had trusted him.

And suddenly Oliver knew what he had to say.

“I’ll help.”

Gasps spread through the crowd.

Lady Fern studied him for a long moment.

Then she bowed her head.

“Then hope still lives.”
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Chapter 6 Preparations for Adventure
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The rabbits prepared for the journey all through the night.

Some packed berries and herbs.

Others drew maps.

One old rabbit named Mossy gave Oliver a tiny lantern filled with glowing fireflies.

“They only shine for the brave,” Mossy said.

Oliver wasn’t sure he felt brave.

But he thanked him anyway.

Grandma Evelyn also visited the meadow.

She handed Oliver a green scarf.

“This belonged to your grandfather,” she said. “He believed courage means helping others even when you’re scared.”

Oliver wrapped the scarf around his neck.

“I’ll come back,” he promised.

Grandma smiled.

“I know.”

Before sunrise, Clover and Oliver stood at the edge of the forest path.

“You can still change your mind,” Clover said softly.

Oliver shook his head.

“No.”

Clover’s nose twitched happily.

“Then let’s save the meadow.”

And together they began their adventure.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
" The Boy

% > and the <¢ AL’

Little Rabbit

A STORY ABOUT FRIENDSHIP,
COURAGE AND KINDNESS

e £ ~ Sometimes, the greatest adventures afo
> begin with a simple friendship. ¢ ‘x5

SN N S ¥ I A
>5S> W AL L






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





