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Author’s Note

Rabbits are small, soft creatures. They have no claws to fight with, no wings to carry them away, no shells to hide inside. What they do have is quickness, cleverness, and the courage to run when the earth grows dangerous.

This story began with a question: what does it mean to be safe, and what does it mean to be free? Sometimes the world offers us comfort at a cost, or asks us to trade our choices for someone else’s plans. The rabbits of this tale remind us that freedom is never simple, but it is precious.

I hope, when you read Clover’s story, you remember that even the smallest voices can matter. Even the quietest dreamers can change the path for others. And sometimes, choosing your own way, though uncertain, can make all the difference.
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Cast of Rabbits and Others

CLOVER

A young doe with dreams that feel more like warnings. Quiet and uncertain at first, but her visions guide the rabbits toward freedom.

Fern

Clover’s closest friend. Small, gentle, and loyal. She believes in Clover when others do not.

––––––––
[image: ]


ASH

A fiery young buck, scarred by a snare. Fierce, impatient, and brave. He longs to escape the farmer’s bargain.

Bramble

An elder buck, slow but wise. He lends his knowledge and steady courage to Clover’s visions.

Moss

An older rabbit who mistrusts change. Bitter, scarred, and fearful, he clings to the safety of the farmer’s protection.

Thistle

A strong young buck, stubborn and proud. He sides with Moss, though doubts trouble him.
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Other Creatures
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KAA THE CROW

A ragged, sharp-tongued bird who mocks and warns. He sees truths the rabbits would rather not hear.

The Farmer

A man who feeds the rabbits—but not out of kindness. His true bargain is with snares, foxes, and hawks.

The Dog

A chained hound by the farmhouse. Dangerous, but its chain is not unbreakable.

The Fox and the Hawk

Hunters of the hedge and sky. Not evil, but always hungry.

Figures of Myth

The Black Rabbit of Inlé

A shadow in Clover’s dreams. Not cruel, not kind, only certain. A reminder that all rabbits must one day follow.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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Long before Clover was born, the warren by the farm was old. Its tunnels sank deep, its roots tangled through the earth, its walls marked by generations of paws. Rabbits had lived there, and died there, for longer than memory could hold.

But time wears even the strongest soil thin. One by one, the runs grew empty. Rabbits slipped away, or vanished into the snares and shadows. At last, only a few remained—gray, scarred, and watchful. The warren seemed more like a hollow shell than a home.

The farmer knew. He always knew.

One spring, when the air was sweet with hawthorn and the fields shone green, he brought new rabbits to the warren. Young ones, quick and bright-eyed, dropped from his sack into the grass. Some trembled. Some bolted. Some pressed their noses to the earth and began to dig.

From that day, the warren stirred again. Tunnels widened. Voices filled the chambers. Life returned.

The farmer watched from the edge of his field. A smile touched his lips, though no rabbit could read what it meant. He had given them ground, food, shelter. To the rabbits it seemed a kindness, perhaps even a blessing.

But the farmer did not raise them for kindness.

He raised them for balance. For the hawk that circled. For the fox that prowled. For the teeth of the snare and the crack of his gun. The warren was not a gift. It was his crop.

And among the new rabbits, there was one—a doe named Clover—who would come to know this truth. Not all at once, but in dreams that clawed at her sleep and shadows that tugged at her heart.

She would see what others could not. She would hear the earth whisper: This is not the life you were born for.

And when the time came, she would choose.
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Chapter 1
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The Warren at Bramblegate Farm

The warren at Bramblegate Farm was old, older than any rabbit alive could remember. Its tunnels wound deep beneath the blackberry hedge, cool and hollow, with roots twisted like ribs in the earth. Long ago, every chamber had been busy with paws and whiskers and the soft squeals of kits. But now, only three rabbits remained.

Bramble, who was grey with age, sat at the mouth of the main tunnel, nose twitching at the evening air. He was the warren’s watch, though his eyes had grown milky and his ears bent like broken stalks. Beside him crouched Moss, a scarred rabbit with one ear torn nearly in half, who preferred silence to talk. Further down in the burrow, Willow dozed in the shadows, dreaming of days when she had children tumbling at her belly.

The three of them had grown used to the stillness. Rabbits come and go, as all creatures do, and the warren had been emptied by foxes, hawks, and snares. Still, they clung to it. It was home, though the runs felt more like hollow bones than living ground.

That evening, Bramble’s whiskers quivered. The farm was restless. He could hear the farmer’s boots crunching on gravel, smell the tang of oil and wood. He turned to Moss.

“Something’s stirring,” Bramble murmured.

Moss flicked his torn ear. “Always is. The farmer mends, the farmer breaks. We keep to the hedge and we live.”

But when the boots stopped close by, Bramble knew it was not mending or breaking this time. The farmer knelt in the grass, setting down heavy wooden crates. The scent drifted out—sharp, strange, alive. Rabbits.

The lids lifted. Out they came: four young ones, tumbling into the dew like kits loosed from a nest. Their fur was sleek, their eyes wide, their paws quick on the grass. They sniffed the hedge, nibbled at clover, then darted toward the mouth of the warren.

“By Frith...” Bramble whispered, staring at them.

Willow crept up behind, blinking at the sight. “Young again,” she breathed, and for a moment her voice held something like hope.

The farmer stood, watching, arms folded across his chest. His face was unreadable in the fading light. Then, without a word, he turned and walked back toward the house.

The four newcomers nosed into the burrow, laughing in quick, nervous bursts. One, lean and restless, bounded ahead without waiting. Another pressed close to his companions, sniffing and whispering. The smallest lingered by the entrance, eyes darting at the shadows as though she felt something hidden there.

Bramble did not move to greet them. His heart beat fast, not with joy but unease. For in all his years, he had never known the farmer to give gifts.

“Remember this,” Bramble muttered, more to himself than to the others. “Nothing comes from men without a reason.”

And in the darkness behind him, the old tunnels seemed to stir, as though listening.
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Chapter Two
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Wooden Crates

The newcomers settled into the burrow as though they had always belonged, brushing against the old walls with curious paws, pressing their noses into the cool earth. Their scents filled the tunnels, sharp, green, untested.

Bramble watched them from the shadows. He did not speak, though Willow urged him with her eyes. Moss muttered something about “too much noise” and turned away. The old warren, which had been silent for so long, now hummed with restless life.

The leader of the four, if leader he could be called, was Thistle, a young buck with fur the colour of dry grass and eyes that flashed when he spoke. He strutted through the tunnels as though they were his by right.

“Good ground here,” Thistle said, stamping a hind foot. “Dry. Deep. Safe.”

Behind him came Ash, wiry and quick, with ears always twitching, as though arguments sprang from them like burrs. He sneered at the roots dangling from the ceiling.

“Safe? Ha! Safe from what? Better than a cage, but I’ll not call it safe. Men do nothing without reason.”

Fern followed more softly, a doe with a gentle face. She touched the walls with care, as if greeting the earth itself. “It smells of old life,” she said. “I can almost hear it breathing.”

The last was Clover, the smallest. She kept near Fern’s side, silent, her nose working furiously. Every sound startled her, every shadow drew her wide eyes. She had spoken no words since
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