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The Rabbit Who
Borrowed Spring

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



In the heart of the forest, where tall trees touched the sky,
lived a little rabbit named Poppy. She had soft cream-white fur,
long upright ears with pale pink inner lining, and big round
amber eyes that sparkled with curiosity. Poppy wore a knitted
moss-green scarf and carried a small woven satchel for
collecting treasures. She loved to explore every corner of the
woods, always looking for something new and wonderful.
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One chilly winter morning, Poppy hopped out of her cozy
burrow. The world was covered in white snow, and the air was
crisp and cold. She loved winter, but she missed the bright
colors of spring. 'I wish spring would come soon,' she sighed,
her breath making little clouds. As she wandered, she noticed
something strange near the edge of the forest: a tiny patch of
green, where spring flowers were blooming out of season.
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Poppy's eyes grew wide with delight. 'Spring flowers! In
winter!' she squealed. Without a second thought, she began to
pick the flowers and tuck them into her satchel. 'T'll bring
spring home with me,' she said. She gathered bluebells,
daisies, and bright yellow buttercups until her satchel was
overflowing. She didn't notice the chill in the air growing
colder, or the strange hush that fell over the forest.
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As Poppy hopped back to her burrow with her satchel full of
flowers, the world around her began to change. The snow
under her paws turned slushy, and patches of grass poked
through. The air felt confused—warm one moment, icy the
next. Birds chirped in confusion, and squirrels chattered
nervously. Poppy didn't understand what was happening. She
just wanted to keep the pretty flowers close, so she placed
them in a little pot by her window.

4



But the next morning, Poppy woke to a very strange sight. Her
burrow was warm, almost like summer, while outside, the
trees were bare and shivering. The flowers in her pot were
blooming wildly, but they looked tired and out of place. 'What
have I done?' Poppy whispered. She felt a knot in her tummy.
The forest felt wrong, and she knew she had to fix it.
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Poppy decided to ask for help. She put on her scarf and
hurried to the Great Oak, where Old Owl lived. Old Owl was
large and sturdy, with mottled brown and grey feathers, huge
round golden eyes, and tufted ears. He wore small round
spectacles perched on his beak and a deep blue shawl around
his shoulders. He was the wisest creature in the forest, and
Poppy hoped he could explain what was happening.
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Old Owl listened carefully as Poppy told her story. He blinked
his golden eyes and said gently, 'Little one, spring flowers

belong to spring. By bringing them into winter, you have mixed
up the seasons. Each season has its own time and purpose.
Winter needs its rest, and spring will come when it is ready.’
Poppy's ears drooped. 'But I only wanted to keep the pretty
flowers,' she said. Old Owl nodded. 'I know, but nature has its
own rhythm.'




Old Owl continued, 'To fix this, you must return the flowers to
where they belong. But the path is not easy, and you will need
help.' Just then, Sly Fox appeared from behind the tree. He
was lean and clever, with rust-orange fur, a white chest and
muzzle, sharp green eyes, and a bushy tail with a white tip. He
wore a simple brown leather vest with wooden buttons. 'I can
guide you,' said Sly Fox with a friendly grin.
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Poppy and Sly Fox set off through the forest. The path was
indeed tricky—sometimes snowy, sometimes muddy, as if the
seasons were arguing. They came upon Grumble Bear, who
was trying to sleep but kept being woken by the strange
weather. Grumble Bear was large and heavy, with thick brown
fur, small dark eyes, and big paws. He wore a patchwork quilt-
like cloak in reds and yellows. 'Can't a bear get some rest?' he
grumbled.



Poppy explained everything to Grumble Bear. 'I'm sorry I woke
you,' she said. 'I didn't mean to mix up the seasons.' Grumble
Bear's sleepy eyes softened. 'Winter is my time to sleep,’ he
said. 'The cold helps me rest, and when spring comes, I wake
up hungry for honey.' Poppy realized that winter wasn't just
cold—it was a time for rest and renewal. She knew she had to
hurry and return the flowers.
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With Sly Fox leading the way and Grumble Bear following
slowly behind, Poppy carried her satchel of flowers back to the
secret patch at the edge of the forest. The air grew colder, and
the snow began to fall softly again. Poppy carefully placed
each flower back into the ground. 'I'm sorry,' she whispered to
the flowers. 'l should have left you where you belong.' As she
planted the last daisy, a gentle breeze swept through the trees.
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Old Owl appeared, gliding silently on wide wings. 'You have
done well, little rabbit,' he said. 'Now watch.' The flowers
began to glow with a soft light, and the confused weather
settled. The snow fell steadily, covering the ground in a
peaceful white blanket. The air turned crisp and cold, just as
winter should be. Poppy felt a warm glow in her heart. She had

helped set things right.




Grumble Bear yawned happily. 'Now I can sleep,' he said, and
he lumbered off to his den, wrapping his patchwork cloak
around him. Sly Fox gave Poppy a friendly nudge. 'You did a
brave thing,' he said. 'It's not easy to admit a mistake.' Poppy
smiled. 'I learned that spring, winter, and all the seasons have
their own special time. We show respect by letting them come
and go in their own turn.'




Old Owl nodded wisely. 'Indeed. The forest has its own rhythm,
and we are all part of it. When we respect that rhythm,
everything stays in balance.' Poppy promised to remember this
always. She thanked her friends and hopped back to her
burrow, feeling lighter than she had in days. That night, she
slept soundly, listening to the soft whisper of falling snow.
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In the days that followed, Poppy kept her promise. She didn't
pick flowers out of season, and she learned to enjoy each
season for what it was. She played in the snow with Sly Fox,
and she visited Grumble Bear when he woke up in spring. Old
Owl watched over the forest, pleased to see the little rabbit
growing wiser. And Poppy discovered that waiting for spring
made it even more beautiful.




When spring finally arrived, it was the most glorious spring the
forest had ever seen. Flowers bloomed everywhere, and the air
was filled with birdsong. Poppy hopped through the meadow,
her satchel empty, just enjoying the colors and scents. She
knew now that nature has its own rhythm, and we show
respect by letting each season come and go in its own turn.
And that, she thought, is the best treasure of all.
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