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   I woke to the sound of birds chirping outside my burrow. My eyes flickered open and the 
sun shone throughout my home. I hopped up from my lying position and started to hop to the 
entrance of my den. I breathed in the sweet scent of the spring air. It smelled like flowers, 
dandelions specifically, it also smelled like dirt, and grass. I loved that scent, it always made my 
body shiver in a nice way. As I hopped out of my den and onto the grass I looked around. I got 
up on two legs and put my hands against my chest. I sniffed the air. My fuzzy bob of a tail 
wobbled in the air. My fur poofed around in the air too. It was a nice feeling.  
  Then I started to hop around in the grass, it felt soft under my paws as the wind kept blowing on 
my fur in a good way. All of the feelings I was feeling were good.  
 

 As I ran through the grass I came to a big willow tree, it was blossoming. I remembered 
the saying my mama used to say. “When the willow tree blooms, spring has come. That means 
food will not be scarce anymore. You will smell a beautiful scent, one that changes everything. 
Remember that.” I felt a warm breeze this time. Then my eye caught something moving on the 
right side of my view. My head turned quickly. 
 
  The movement was just another rabbit. When he turned my way he started to hop over to me. 
“Hello.” He sniffed and I tilted my head to the left. “Hello.” I sniffed back. We just sat under the 
willow tree for a bit, just looking at each other. I hadn't seen another rabbit in such a long time. I 
was interested, I was curious to see what type of rabbit he was. He had a white tail and white 
splotches all over his pelt. The rest of his fur was a light tan. It looked like we were both looking 
at each other. The field in front of us was a dandelion field. The dandelions swayed in the wind. 
But mostly this rabbit looked at my fur too. I had blonde fur with a brown tail. I had patterns of a 
darker blonde on my fur too. I didn’t have long or short hair, I had a type of fur that was mostly 
only in my kin. I had never thought much about it, but was it special? I'm not sure. He looked at 
me.  
   
 “My name is Peterson.” He sniffed. “Mine is Salia.” I sniffed back. My name was a strange 
name, not having much of a meaning, but my mama always said it meant flowers, when they 
bloom that is. So I thought of it as a special name. One that most rabbits don’t have. One that 
could maybe just be for me! When I hopped over to him he greeted me with a rabbit smile. It 
was a joyous smile that gave me joy. We looked out to the dandelion field. The wind brushed by 



our fur as we sat under the willow tree. The scent of spring breathed into the air and flew around 
the sky.  
 
   The next thing I knew there was a loud rumbling noise and a huge machine came rolling 
around the corner of the hill the willow tree sat atop of. The wind from the machine made me roll 
onto my back and I flew down the hill. Eventually I got a hold of my legs and I sat upright. 
 I looked around to see where Peterson was but my eyes couldn’t spot him over the smoke from 
the machine. The smoke started filling the air all around me. And before I knew it I was 
coughing and choking. I couldn't see anything but smoke. I tried to start hopping away, which 
worked. When I could see the sky again, the dandelion field too, the sun shone darker, the 
willow tree had been ripped from its roots and ripped out of the ground. It was harsh what these 
“higher beings” had been doing to our, the animals, homes. I was scared because I had a 
memory. A memory which was why I had no papa or mama any more.  
 
   We were ripped from our burrow and my mama told me to get out of our burrow, to run 
away. So I hopped out of the ground before the machine came to destroy our home. I hopped so 
far away. I heard my mama and papa screaming as the machine destroyed our home. I heard my 
mama scream one last time before they stopped and I heard nothing but the machine rumbling.  I 
never looked back, I just kept running. That was why I lived alone, and why I hadn’t seen rabbits 
in a long time. The only time I came out of my den was when I needed to get food. Which was 
about 3 times every month. I was lonely. And now I was probably lonely again. Because 
Peterson was nowhere. I kept running. Far away from the broken willow tree far away from 
where me and Peterson met. 
 
   My chest started to become heavy and I had to stop running. But I didn't, I just kept on running 
and running. Until I fell to the ground and closed my eyes just for a second. As I opened my eyes 
back up I saw the sun was setting in the distance. I was staring up at the sky, the periwinkle 
clouds slowly moved in the slowly darkening sky. The cool spring breeze fluffed my fur. Then I 
closed my eyes again. Then they stayed shut for good. 
 
 
 This was a “shortish” story to say that we need to care about animals home’s more. That we 
need to care about the environment more. 
   
 
  


