
The day I turned into a rabbit  
 
By Aseem 
 
I was thinking about the schoolboy who went missing. My room had a damp and unclean scent to it; it 
smelt of chewed-up grass and dingy soil. The sound of worms wriggling around me was like a 
squelch. My eyes flickered open and the first thing I saw was a pair of large, innocent eyes with a 
shimmer of the rays of light. It had the softest fur and matted ears. Clouds blotted out the sun as I 
realized the horrific truth. I was a rabbit. There was no denying it. I stared at my small paws and knew 
what had happened. 
 
The other rabbit spoke; he had been missing for a long time and went to Crawford Primary. I had no 
memory. He knew where he had to go. As he leapt, I took in the picturesque sights. The vicinity was 
rolling, verdant hills and deep blue ponds filled the forest; among those was a myriad of colours from 
the sun and dyed glass panes from an abandoned church. A cross was sinking into the mire, 
however, nothing was festering nor truly dilapidated. You could see the cross in the distance and the 
white church. It seemed to be the location that the other rabbit was going to. Grass brushed across 
my body as I leapt from place to place frantically and in fruitless effort to keep up to the other rabbit.  
 
I felt an itching feeling on my paws as mud coated them. I was drenched in rain. I was still warm. The 
other rabbit and I had made it to the border of the field and forest. Trees were strewn across the 
grassy plains of the field but the forest was dense with flowers, trees and looming conifers. The other 
rabbit stopped as a figure jumped off a tree base. He had a gun. It was glinting in the search light. A 
spray of bullets hit a tree beside the other rabbit who groaned as splinters landed on him. He ran 
forward and hid behind a thicker stump from the bottom of the tree. A loud bang rang out but not at 
the rabbits. It wasn't a bullet; a storm was closing in. Lightning was crashing and thunder was rolling 
like a combine harvester. The hunter shouted as bolts of lightning were thrown at his tree hideout. He 
ran away in shock. His gun had been dropped on the floor. It was drenched in mud. Ominous clouds 
drifted away. 
  
Like assassins, the other rabbit and I leapt on the cross and in through the broken glass windows. 
There was an eerie air and atmosphere around the church. Two candles were in the room and they 
were lit. The other rabbit blew his one out and I did too. Suddenly, a portal opened and a black mist 
leaked out. We stepped in and braced ourselves. We were human again. The other rabbit was the 
missing child: there he was. 

 


