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The Porcupine's Polka

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



In the heart of the greenwood, where bluebells nodded and
bees hummed, the animals prepared for the grand dance
competition. Squirrels hung berry necklaces, mice wore leaf
hats, and birds tied tiny ribbons to twigs. Everyone was
excited. Everyone, that is, except a small porcupine named
Pip, who watched from behind a fern, wishing he could join in.
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Pip had soft brown fur on his face and belly, warm amber eyes,
and a small black nose. But his back and tail were covered in
long, cream-tipped quills that fanned out like a spiky cape. Pip
loved music and dancing more than anything. He had even tied
a little red bow tie around his neck for the competition. If only
he could find a partner.




Pip practiced alone behind the fern, humming a jaunty tune
and tapping his short legs. But whenever he tried to join the
others, they scurried away. "Your quills are too sharp!"
squeaked a mouse. "You might poke us!" said a squirrel. Pip's
quills drooped, and his bow tie seemed to sag. He sat down
with a sigh, watching the happy dancers.
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Hazel the rabbit was tall and lanky, with grey-brown fur, a
white belly, and bright green eyes. One ear bent slightly, and a
small flower was tucked behind it. She wore a yellow scarf that
fluttered when she hopped. Hazel noticed Pip sitting alone.
"Why aren't you dancing?" she asked. Pip pointed to his quills.
“I'm too spiky," he mumbled.




Hazel hopped around Pip, her long legs making big, sweeping
circles. "Spiky can be fun!" she said. "Let's make a dance with
plenty of space for your quills." Pip's amber eyes widened.
"Really? You'd dance with me?" Hazel nodded and tied her
scarf tighter. "We'll invent something new. Something no one
has ever seen before."
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Hazel and Pip practiced behind the old oak tree. Hazel
stretched her arms wide and took giant steps. “You spin here,
and I'll hop there," she said. Pip twirled, his quills fanning out
like a spiky skirt. "That's it!" cried Hazel. "The Porcupine
Polka!" They laughed as they bumped and bounced, leaving
plenty of room for quills. The polka was bouncy and bold.
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On the day of the competition, the woodland clearing was
packed. The judges, an owl and a badger in matching green
sashes, sat on a mossy log. The owl blinked her golden eyes,
and the badger tapped his claw. "First up," announced the
badger, "the Squirrel Scamper!" The crowd cheered as
squirrels leaped and twirled.



Next came the Fox Trot, then the Mouse Minuet. Each dance
was grand. Pip watched from the edge, his heart thumping.
"What if they laugh?" he whispered. Hazel squeezed his paw.
“They won't. Just remember the polka." The judges nodded
seriously, their green sashes gleaming. The crowd clapped
politely. Then the badger called, "Next pair, please!"
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Pip's legs trembled as he and Hazel stepped into the clearing.
A hush fell over the crowd. "A porcupine?" murmured a rabbit.
"He'll poke someone!" whispered a fox. The owl judge raised
an eyebrow. The badger judge folded his arms. Pip's quills
quivered. He almost turned and ran. But Hazel took his paw
and smiled. "Ready?" she whispered.
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The music began, a lively polka tune. Hazel hopped left, and
Pip spun right. Their moves were wide and sweeping, with
plenty of space for his quills. "Hop, hop, spin!" sang Hazel. Pip
twirled, his cream-tipped quills fanning out like a beautiful
cape. The crowd gasped, then began to tap their feet. A mouse
giggled. A squirrel clapped. The polka was contagious!
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Pip and Hazel danced faster, their laughter ringing out. Hazel's
yellow scarf fluttered, and Pip's red bow tie bobbed. They
invented new steps: the Quill Twirl, the Rabbit Bounce, the
Spiky Spin. The other animals cheered and clapped along. "Go,
Pip! Go, Hazel!" they cried. The judges leaned forward, their
golden eyes wide with delight. The Porcupine Polka was a hit!
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When the music stopped, Pip and Hazel bowed. The clearing
erupted in cheers. The owl judge hooted, and the badger judge
stamped his feet. "Bravo!" they cried. "Such creativity! Such
inclusion!" The crowd clapped and stomped. Pip's heart
swelled. He had never felt so happy. Hazel hugged him, and
her flower tickled his nose. They had done it together.
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The judges conferred, then the badger stood. "The prize for
creativity goes to... the Porcupine Polka!" he announced. The
owl nodded, her tufted ears twitching. "For showing us that
with imagination, there's room for everyone." Pip and Hazel
received a crown of daisies. The crowd cheered louder than
ever. Pip's quills stood tall and proud, and his red bow tie
seemed to shine.
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After the competition, the animals gathered around Pip and
Hazel. "Teach us the polka!" begged a squirrel. "We want to
dance with space for quills!" So Pip and Hazel led the whole
woodland in the Porcupine Polka. Squirrels spun, mice hopped,
and even the fox tried a Quill Twirl. Everyone laughed as they
bumped and bounced, leaving plenty of room for each other.
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From that day on, Pip was never left out. His quills were no
longer a problem; they were part of the dance. The woodland
animals learned that inclusion requires creativity and
kindness. And whenever the polka played, everyone joined in,
making space for everyone to dance. Pip and Hazel became
the best of friends, and their polka was danced for many
seasons to come.
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And so, in the greenwood, the Porcupine Polka became a
beloved tradition. Pip wore his red bow tie with pride, and
Hazel's yellow scarf fluttered as they led the dance. The
judges, owl and badger, often joined in, their green sashes
swinging. The animals learned that with a little imagination,
there is always room for everyone to dance. And they all lived
happily, spiky and smooth together.
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