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One golden spring day,
seven-year-old Lily noticed
a pair of long, velvet ears
twitching behind a patch
of wild clover.




The little brown rabbit was
hesitant at first, but Lily sat
perfectly still, holding out
a crisp dandelion green.
With a few cautious hops,
the rabbit nibbled the treat
from her hand, his whiskers




Lily named her new friend Barnaby,
and soon they were inseparable
companions.

Every afternoon, Barnaby would
wait by the old oak tree,

ready to play hide-and-seek

in the tall summer grass.




They shared countless
quiet moments together
under the warm sun.

Lily would read her
favorite picture books
aloud while Barnaby
rested contentedly by

her side, his soft breathing
a comforting rhythm.




As summer faded into

a crisp autumn, Barnaby
began to move a little slower;
his fur turning a beautiful,
1rosty gray

Cilysbuilt'him'a'cozy shelter

’n'(ii" WIth warm Straw c d
arv.ileaves to p ’o ect im
rom'thelchilly wind.




She found him
resting peacefully

in his favorite hollow,
having slipped away
quietly into a
permanent sleep.




A heavy sadness
washed over Lily as
she held Barnaby
one last time, tears
streaming down her
cheeks. Her mother
held her close,
explaining that while \
Barnaby’s time had
come to an end, the
love they shared
“would never leave.




/r‘ | Together with her parents,

Lily buried Barnaby
grand oak tree

She placed a crown of
autumn leaves and
brlght marigolds over the earth,
whispering a heartfelt
thank you to her

loyal companion.




In the weeks that followed,
the garden felt quiet and
empty, and Lily missed her
friend terribly, But whenever
she looked out the window,
she began to remember
the joy of their games

. rather than the sadness

. of h|s departure
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When spring returned {3@
the woods, a patchlof:
beautiful wild clovers
bloomed brightly over
Barnaby’s resting|place’
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Lily smiled, carnyingjthe}
warmth of their'beautifiil
'frgndshlp iniher, heart b

‘foreverias she watched -‘ ‘
neWz!butterfly flutterdby?A , ’



	The Autumn of Barnaby

