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✨ StorySprout’s Sunday in Pulteney Park ✨
Hammondsport • A Morning of Bells & Community

StorySprout loved Hammondsport on Sunday mornings.
When the village was still rubbing the sleep from its eyes, she fluttered toward Pulteney Park, the sun stretching peach-colored fingertips across the rooftops. The gazebo stood in the center like a white-laced crown, wrapped in winter garland and soft pine scent.
She landed lightly on the wooden railing, her feet dangling as she breathed in the quiet.
It was the kind of quiet that felt alive.
Before long, she had company.
A fluffy gray bunny hopped up beside her.
A brown squirrel scampered onto the gazebo steps, tail flicking like a feathery flag.
Three winter birds perched above her—one cardinal red as a mitten, a soft chickadee, and a tiny sparrow with an adventurous heart.
“Good morning, my little dears,” she whispered, handing them crumbs of a cinnamon biscuit she’d tucked into her satchel.
They gathered around her feet as though they’d been waiting all week for this moment.
And then—
The church bells began to ring.
First one… then another… then a warm, harmonious chorus echoing across Hammondsport.
BONG…
BONG…
BONG…
StorySprout closed her eyes, letting the sound wrap around her like a quilt.
When she opened them again, the village had come alive.
Families walked arm in arm down the sidewalks, heading toward the church in their Sunday best:
👒 Ladies in warm coats with knitted scarves
🧤 Men tipping their hats to neighbors
❄️ Children hopping over patches of snow, boots squeaking
🌟 Friends linking arms and sharing stories from the week
StorySprout watched it all, her heart swelling.
This — this — was what made Hammondsport and all the communities around Keuka glow brighter than any Christmas light.
Community.
Neighbors.
Family.
Friendship.
Quiet smiles exchanged between people who had built a life together along the shores of Keuka.
A little girl skipping beside her mother spotted StorySprout and whispered,
“Look! The Christmas elf!”
StorySprout placed a tiny finger to her lips.
The girl giggled and nodded, understanding the secret magic of the moment.
Above them, the bells chimed again, deeper, richer, filling the park with a sound that felt like hope.
StorySprout tucked her hands around her knees, leaned forward, and said softly to her furry and feathered companions:
“This is why I love these villagea.
Not for the lights… not for the gifts…
but for the way hearts gather here.”
A breeze carried her words gently across the park.
The cardinal chirped.
The squirrel chattered.
The bunny nudged her ankle.
And StorySprout smiled.
“Community,” she whispered,
“has always been the greatest story of all.”
She stood, stretching her wings, ready to greet the unfolding day.
But before she left, she placed a tiny scroll on the gazebo rail — a message for anyone who needed it:
✨ “Where hearts gather, magic grows.” 🌱
Then she fluttered up into the crisp December sky, leaving behind a sparkle-trail that danced through the morning light.

🌱 Sprout Scroll
✨ “Community has always been the greatest magic.” ✨🌱
Where hearts gather,
love grows.
— StorySprout
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