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Hush was not named for silence. Quite the opposite. 

She earned her name because she talked through everything she did, 

and then talked through it once more in case anyone had missed the 

important parts. The other creatures of the Hollow would smile and 

say, “Hush, dear,” in the patient way one speaks to a kettle that has 

already begun to sing. Somewhere along the way, she decided that 

must be her name. 

She did not mind. It suited her well enough. 

For all her chatter, Hush had one gift the others trusted without 

question: she always knew the way. 

She could find the sweetest patch of clover by scent alone. She could 

pick the warmest burrow from a whole tangle of roots. Once, in a fog 

so thick the meadow had disappeared entirely, she had guided three 

anxious sparrows back to the Hollow by following the smell of damp 

stone and rabbit thyme. By the time they arrived, the sparrows were 

breathless with gratitude and Hush had not paused once in her 

explanation of how obvious the route had been. 

But even she did not know where that knowing came from. 

It was simply there, the way spring water is there under the hill, 

waiting to be found. 

She discovered the teacup on a cold morning near the foot of Glory 

Ridge, when winter had not quite let go and the earth smelled of thaw 

and wet leaves. Hush was nosing under a patch of dried fern for the 

first green clover of the season, talking softly to herself as she worked. 

“Now, if I were a very sensible clover, which of course I am not, but if I 

were, I should certainly come up here first where the light falls—” 

Her paw struck something with a small, tidy sound. 

Ting. 

Hush froze. 

Rabbits know the language of sounds very well. This one did not 

belong to root, stone, shell, or danger. 
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“That,” she whispered, “was either a treasure or a tiny bell. Possibly 

both.” 

She scraped back the leaves. 

There, nestled in the dark soil, was a porcelain teacup no bigger than a 

robin’s nest. It was pale pink, with a thin gold line around the rim and 

one tiny chip near the handle. It looked as though it had been set 

down carefully and then forgotten by everyone except the earth. 

Hush lifted it in both paws. 

The porcelain was cool, but not cold. Clean, too, though the ground 

around it was damp and messy with winter. 

“Well,” she said. “You are suspiciously tidy.” 

Then the handle moved. 

Not much. Just a small, gentle turn, like an ear angling toward a 

distant voice. 

Hush stared. 

The cup tilted in her paws and pointed southeast. 

She turned left. The cup shifted back. 

She turned right. It corrected her again. 

Hush’s eyes widened until they nearly matched the cup. 

“Oh,” she breathed. Then, because breathing alone did not seem 

sufficient, she added, “OH.” 

The handle gave the faintest tremble, as if encouraging her. 

“It’s telling me where to go,” she said. 

And because Hush had never in her life met a direction she did not 

want to follow immediately, she went. 

The cup wobbled with each hop but never lost its aim. It guided her 

past Crystal Pond, where the ice was breaking into thin silver plates at 

the edges. It sent her along a narrow deer path she had somehow 

never noticed before, though she had always prided herself on noticing 

everything. It led her up over a little rise where the ground turned 

softer and the wind smelled of waking roots. 
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At the end of the path, in a patch of sun barely wider than a saucer, a 

single crocus had bloomed. 

Lavender petals. Gold center. Brave as anything. 

Hush stopped so suddenly the cup gave another polite little tilt in her 

paws. 

“Well,” she said, very softly now. “You brought me to a flower.” 

The crocus trembled in the breeze. 

It was far too early for such a thing. Frost still lived in the shade. The 

bushes had not yet made up their minds. But there it was, bright and 

certain, opening into the cold. 

Hush set down the teacup beside it and bent close, her whiskers 

trembling. 

“Hello, you,” she whispered. 

She did not pluck it. She did not call for anyone. She only sat there for 

a while with the cup in her lap, keeping company with the first brave 

thing to wake. 

When she returned to the Hollow that afternoon, she was quieter than 

usual. Not silent. Nothing so dramatic as that. But quieter. 

Mabel noticed at once. 

“You’ve found something,” she said from her place on the Long Table 

House step, where she was shaking crumbs from a cloth. 

Hush held up the teacup. 

Mabel looked at it, then at Hush’s face. “Ah,” she said. 

That was all. 

Hush came a little closer. “It points.” 

“I see.” 

“It brought me to a crocus.” 

Mabel brushed her hands on her apron. “Did it now.” 

Hush nodded hard enough to set her ears flopping. “A very early one. 

Very determined. I think it wanted someone to know it was there.” 

Mabel’s expression softened. “Then I’m glad it sent the right rabbit.” 
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Hush looked down at the cup in her paws. 

That was the moment, perhaps, when the story changed for her. 

Until then, it had been a marvelous object. A mystery. A thing to 

follow because following was delightful. But after Mabel said that, 

Hush began to wonder whether the teacup was not simply showing 

her where to go. 

Perhaps it was showing her where she was needed. 

She tested the thought carefully over the next few days. 

The cup led her to a squirrel’s winter stash uncovered too soon by 

thawing earth. Hush called for help and together they covered it again 

with leaves. It led her to a low burrow where meltwater had begun to 

seep through the roof. She fetched Bran, who fetched Jes, who knew 

how to wedge a flat piece of slate so the drip changed course. Once, 

with almost comic urgency, it guided her to Old Blue, who had caught 

the edge of his tag between two brambles and was pretending he had 

meant to stop there all along. 

Each time, the teacup pointed not to treasure, exactly, but to 

something a little off-balance. 

Something that needed finding. 

Something that needed a witness. 

By then, the others had begun to look for Hush when little troubles 

arose. 

Not because she solved everything on her own. She did not. Hush was 

not a solemn little heroine, and she remained far too talkative to be 

mistaken for one. But she arrived early, noticed quickly, and cared 

without hesitation. The cup and the rabbit together made a reliable 

sort of answer. 

On cool mornings, creatures might see her trotting along the lane with 

the teacup held carefully in both paws, talking to it as she went. 

“If you are taking me somewhere muddy,” she would tell it, “you might 

at least warn me.” 

Or: 
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“Well, if this turns out to be another dramatic goat, I shall not be at all 

surprised.” 

The cup, being porcelain, said nothing aloud. 

Still, it always seemed to know. 

By the time spring had fully settled over the Hollow, it had become 

one of those small local facts no one thought to question. The lane 

bent where it pleased. Old Blue kept his circles. Mabel’s crochet basket 

held exactly what was needed. And if a thing had gone a little astray, 

Hush and her teacup would likely appear before long. 

Hush herself liked this arrangement very much. 

Not only because she enjoyed being useful, though she did. 

Not only because she liked arriving first, though she certainly did. 

But because the teacup had shown her something she had not known 

before. Her knowing was not just a rabbit’s trick, not just a happy 

talent for paths and patches and weather smells. It was a way of 

belonging to the Hollow. A way of helping it hold together. 

Some evenings, after the day had finished folding itself down and the 

first lamps were warm in the windows, Hush would sit outside her 

burrow with the teacup beside her and look out over the meadow. 

The cup’s handle would rest still at last, as if even it knew when 

enough had been found for one day. 

Then Hush would smooth one paw over the tiny chip in the porcelain 

and say, with great satisfaction, 

“My cup and I always know where we’re meant to be.” 

 

 

The Hollow is still there, if you’d like to return. 
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