
WOODLAND TALES 

 



To Susan Satterfield. 
Thanks for your patience and words of 

encouragement. 
  

 



WOODLAND 

TALES 
By J. S. Allen 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

"The Otter Kit Streamer" first appeared in Shorelines: A 
Publication of Student Creativity edited by Moriah Zacharias. 

Copyright © 2016 by J. S. Allen. 

 

"The Buck" first appeared in Shorelines: A Publication Celebrating 
Student Creativity edited by Andrew Shepherd. 

Copyright © 2015 by J. S. Allen. 

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents 

either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used 

fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, 

events, or locales is entirely coincidental. 

 

Text & Illustrations Copyright © 2021 by J. S. Allen 

 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any 

form by electronic or mechanical means, including information 

storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from 

the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages 

in a review. 

 

First Paperback Edition: May 2021 

 

Cover Art: Detail from A Hare in the Forest by Hans Hoffmann 

 

ISBN 978-1-7355409-3-1 

 

Published by J.S.A. Books 

 

Visit jsabooks.net 



Contents 

 

The Magic Plant 

1 
       

 

The Otter Kit Streamer 
17 

       

 

Birds of a Feather 
31 

       

 

The Buck 
45 

       

 

A Cub's Wish 
58 

       

 

The Turtle Who Tried 
75  



 

  



 
 

The Magic Plant 
      

 

histle was in a bad mood. While the world 

around him was sunny and bright, a storm 

cloud of angst hovered above the young 

hare as he bounded aimlessly forward. 

 "Looks like Heather's got his scut in a knot 

again," remarked a squirrel as he passed by 

underneath. 

 Heather, Thistle's sister, was a very fastidious 

hare who liked everything in its place. She was 

always sure to point out when he did something 

wrong, and was very sparing of her praise. His 

sensitive nature did not take her criticism well, and 

this frequently led to rows between them. 

 



 It was following one such row that Thistle had 

run away on his current jaunt to let off steam. 

 "Who's she to tell me my form is dirty?" he 

muttered to himself as he went. "It's my form!" 

 He slowed his pace a little as he came nearer 

the river. After all, he was quite mindful of where 

he was going, whatever Heather might say to the 

contrary. He stopped beside it and stared into the 

water for a while. Its steady, serene flow always 

had a soothing effect on him. He turned and 

lolloped along its bank with no particular 

destination in mind. His senses were ever alert for 

danger, as there was known to be a fox in the area 

who liked nothing more than the taste of long-

eared leapers like him. The fox was more active at 

night, though, so Thistle felt reasonably safe. 

 Suddenly he stopped dead in his tracks. His ears 

went rigid and he stood upright. Spreading out 

before him was the largest, lushest bush he had 

ever seen. Its leaves were as green as could be, and 

its crown adorned by little purple flowers. It 

seemed harmless enough, though he did not recall 

it being there a couple weeks ago. It must have 

grown up rapidly since then from the seed that 

some bird had unintentionally planted. 

 His stomach gave him a rumbling reminder 

that he was famished. His sister had so upset him 

that he had forgotten to eat this morning. There 

was nothing particularly good around, so he 



cautiously approached the strange plant. He 

sniffed at it first. Nothing threatening there. He 

ventured to lick it. Again, nothing seemed wrong. 

So, with a deep breath, he bit off a leaf and chewed 

it up. It was a tad sweeter than he was used to, but 

otherwise quite delicious. He waited a moment 

after swallowing to see if any ill effects manifested 

themselves. None did. So, with newfound peace of 

mind, he took another bite. 

 At least she won't rob me of my breakfast! he 

thought with satisfaction as he chewed. He then 

set about devouring the plant with alarming 

alacrity.  

 
 Heather watched with simultaneous anxiety 

and anger for her brother's return. She was anxious 

because deep inside she loved Thistle dearly, and 

worried for his safety when he was off on his own. 

At the same time, she was dreadfully angry with 

him for causing her so much concern. All she had 

done was say his form was a dirty, dishevelled 

disgrace and called him a silly twit. He really was 

far too sensitive. As old Thornbush put it, he had a 

"delicate nature." He had also reminded her on 

more than one occasion to be a little more aware 

of others' feelings, and she earnestly tried at this. 

Even now she told herself that she had been a bit 

harsh on Thistle. 

 "He's just a silly buck, after all," she told herself. 



"What would he know of keeping a form clean?" 

 She sighed. Maybe just this once she would let 

it be. As soon as Thistle returned, she would go up 

to him and apologize. The idea was almost foreign 

to her proud mindset, but it did put her at ease. 

 As it happened, she had not long to wait, for 

Thistle came bounding back to the clearing a 

moment later. She approached him to deliver her 

speech. 

 "Thistle," she began. "I just wanted to say..." 

 But she got no further before Thistle threw his 

forepaws around her. 

 "I'm so sorry, sis," he said with a big smile. "You 

were absolutely right. I've been such a slovenly 

twit." He said this with almost a chuckle. 

 "That's very nice, Thistle, but would you get 

off?" She pushed him brusquely away. 

 "Righto, sis. I'll go home straight away and sort 

everything out." He yawned. "Right after I've had 

a nice little kip." 

 "But it's only midday!" said Heather, utterly 

perplexed. 

 Thistle paused on the way back to his form, and 

with a stupid giggle replied, "I love you, sissy!" He 

then bounded on his way, leaving Heather at a 

complete loss. 

 Sissy! He hadn't called her that since they were 

mere kittens. And what had he eaten to give his 

breath that strange sweet smell? Overall this was 



an oddly pleasant turn of character for her brother, 

but she wasn't completely sure she liked it. 

 
End of Preview. 


