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A hush fell over the chicken coop. The hens rustled in their nests as the inspector, Ralph 

Rabbit, hopped up the ramp. Ralph had a bit of a bum foot so it was unusual indeed for him to 

hop all the way up to the henhouse. He stopped in the doorway, a clipboard in one paw and a pen 

in the other. 

Click clack went the pen. 

Cluck thought Aurelia, though she didn't dare disturb the silence with any sound that 

would leave the safety of her mamma's cozy nest. 

She looked up to her mamma with wonder in her eyes. What was this creature that 

could keep chickens from clucking? Her mamma smiled down at her and winked with one of 

her black glassy eyes before returning her gaze to the door. 

Aurelia looked back, too. 

Once he was sure all was quiet and orderly, Inspector Ralph stepped aside, his bum foot 

thump thump thumping anxiously. A new rabbit took his place in the doorway. This rabbit had 

fur that gleamed white with twinkles of silver and blue. He clapped his paws together before 

ducking his tall ears through the doorway. 

“Hello! Good morning my amazing elite hen friends,” his voice boomed. “I’m so excited 

about the season that is upon us and the fantastic start you’ve had to production this year. Why, 

spring has only just begun and I’m told your Easter eggs are up an impressive 16% over last 

year!” 

Wings flapped and cluckers clucked and Aurelia felt her wispy feather fur prickle up for 

the first time. She wondered if her hen feathers were growing in now, but her mamma couldn’t 

hear her over the noise so she couldn’t ask. Instead she sat and reveled in the smell of dirt and 

grass and feed that was being churned up in the sunshine like sparkly mist. 
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The rabbit continued, “You’ve put pressure on your bunny art team to work faster! In 

fact, we need your help this year. I know that it is normally the baby bunnies that roll our 

precious eggs to the art room, but this year I need them to prepare the art supplies while we have 

your chicks move the eggs.” 

The coop fell silent for the second time in Aurelia's life. 

Chicken Master Marge stepped forward and cleared her clucker. 

“Mr. Easter Bunny,” she began, “you must know that our chicks are, um, unusual, 

I mean, as far as chicks go that is, being that we can't use any of our own eggs.” 

“Right,” said the Easter Bunny. “Well, I've prepared the bunnies 

to be highly accommodating to your unique situation, as you call it.” 

“Okay,” said the chicken master, “but I'm not sure it's a matter of preparation.” 

“What more could be needed, Marge? Surely an elite hen in training is as smart and 

strong as a bunny,” said the rabbit. 

“Of course, but, well, there is only the one chick, sir,” answered Chicken Master Marge. 

“Oh, that is unfortunate. But then if she is from this coop, we can count on the fact that 

she is 16% faster than her friends were last year!” 

“But, sir…” Marge leaned in to whisper in the Easter Bunny's ear. 

“Mechanical you say?” 

Marge nodded. 

The Easter Bunny looked to Inspector Ralph. 

His bum foot thump thump thumped in time with his nodding head. 

“She began as a toy, you say?” the Easter Bunny asked. 

“Yes, sir. A wind-up toy,” said Marge, softly. 
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“Can she walk?” He asked. 

“Of course, she has two legs.” 

“Oh good.” 

“But they are still molded together at the feet so it's a bit more like a hop.” 

“Well there's nothing wrong with a hop,” said the Easter Bunny. 

“Of course, sir,” said Chicken Master Marge. 

“That is an unusual situation, indeed,” said the Easter Bunny. “But then, all the more 

reason to let her learn how important her role will be, don’t you think? Proper motivation and 

whatnot.” 

“I suppose it could be a good thing, seeing the impact of our work before resigning 

herself to the life of the coup,” said Chicken Master Marge. 

“Exactly,” said the Easter Bunny. “She'll start today, then.” 

And he was gone. 

Clucking resumed in earnest. 

“Abomination,” cried an elder hen. “The rabbits don't understand our ways.” 

“Nonsense,” soothed another. “They understand that Easter is not possible without 

our eggs.” 

The chatter carried on all around Aurelia as she looked up at her mamma and 

her mamma looked down at her. 

“What do you think?” her mamma asked. 

“I want to help,” said Aurelia. 

The mamma hen smiled and pushed her chick out of the nest with a strong speckled 

wing. 
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The coop grew hushed once more at seeing Aurelia’s pink mechanical legs chattering 

along the gravel path. 

Her mamma broke the uncomfortable silence. “They say the bunnies go hippity hop, but 

you my sweet, go clippity clop” 

“Cluck,” cried Aurelia, laughing. “I go clippity clop cluck!” 

“Yes, you do!” laughed Chicken Master Marge. “Good for you! Represent us well, sweet 

girl.” 

The chicken master rolled an egg to the top of the ramp. “We’ll line them up here for 

you. Just roll them down the ramp and across the way to that rabbit den for painting.” 

“Will they be strange like the Easter Bunny?” asked Aurelia when she'd reached the egg. 

“No,” said Chicken Master Marge. “They will be much stranger than that.” 

Aurelia giggled. 

Marge didn’t. 

Aurelia looked at the egg in all its perfection. It was white like her own feathery fur, 

warm like her mamma and smooth and strong like her mechanical legs. She was proud that one 

day she, too, would be an elite hen. She was proud to represent the coop on this day as a useful 

chick. 

Aurelia clippity clop clucked her way down the ramp and across the big yard to the 

rabbit’s den. It smelled like something sticky sweet. 

The Easter Bunny was there to greet her. “And here she is bunny friends! Our elite hen in 

training!” 

Foot thumping and paw clapping erupted from all sides. Bunnies in pink and blue and 

green fur turned to Aurelia with curious eyes. 
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The Easter Bunny leaned down and placed a headband with pink bunny ears onto her 

head. “Welcome little friend. Now you get to be a little bit bunny, too!” 

Aurelia bristled with pride and went weak in the knees from all the attention. She didn’t 

even notice that her one mechanical leg divided into two. 

Back to the coop she clippity clop clucked. 

“What was it like?” asked the hens. 

“Furry,” said Aurelia, taking another egg from Chicken Master Marge at the top of 

the ramp, “and kind of strange smelling.” 

“That's the cotton candy,” said an elder. “They say their fur is made from the stuff.” 

“Have they already tried to turn her into a rabbit?” asked another. “What are those ears 

for?” 

Aurelia ignored the chatter. There were eggs lined up the entire length of the gravel 

pathway. She would need to be quick to keep up. 

She rolled her second egg across the yard. When she arrived at the rabbit den the 

excitement had worn off and everyone was back to work with paint and brushes. The Easter 

Bunny was gone and there was no one left to take her egg. 

Looking around, she found white eggs lined against a wall near the younger bunnies. The 

bunnies seemed to be set up for a class of some sort so she rolled the egg in their direction 

without asking for help. 

“You’re late little ears. Grab a brush and be quick about it. We are already behind this 

year,” said the art teacher. She barely glanced up from her demonstration. 

“Oh no,” said Aurelia, “I…” 

“Oh no, indeed!” said the teacher, “Now hurry. You're interrupting.” 
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Aurelia wanted to make a good impression. She decided it would be better to do as she 

was told and hope the teacher realized the mistake quickly. She clippity clop clucked her way to 

the art supplies. 

“That's not a bunny!” whispered one young rabbit to another. 

“She smells like the dirt from the yard!” answered his friend. 

Aurelia felt her cheeks burning crimson but she pretended not to hear. She found the 

brushes only to remember she had no wings yet and no way to hold one. 

Or, so she thought. 

Apparently, things were changing. She was able to shake her wings loose. She was even 

able to unfurl the first of her real hen feathers. 

Wishing her mamma was with her to celebrate, Aurelia puffed up her mechanical chest. 

She quietly clippity clop clucked her way back to her egg and turned her attention to the art 

teacher. 

“Now remember, our job is just to prepare the egg for proper decoration,” the teacher 

explained. “We are applying a basecoat. So long as the egg is covered, adding the decorative 

touches will go quickly for the art team. Let’s blend our paint like this.” 

Aurelia tried to follow the instruction. But try as she might, she couldn’t use her new 

wings to control the brush. She gave up and just dipped her new milky white feathers into the 

creamy green paint. Back and forth she worked layering the color with her wispy feathery 

strokes.  The effect was like the spring grass in the yard. 

“That's lovely,” said the teacher from over Aurelia's shoulder. 

Startled, Aurelia clippity clop clucked backwards a step or two. 

“Oh my,” said the teacher. “You're not a bunny at all, are you?” 
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The real bunnies broke into laughter and Aurelia took her opportunity to hurry back to 

the coop. 

Stepping outside she felt the firm ground fall away from her. Soft berries from the 

blackberry tree were squishing between her toes, gravel scratching at her feet. Aurelia looked 

down and saw her real legs for the first time. 

She tried to wipe her feet as she moved up the ramp. She wanted to be clean when she 

showed her mamma, but when she got to the top, she couldn’t see past the pile of eggs that had 

been stacked there. She would need to work faster. 

Aurelia spread her fledgling wings and took two eggs from the stack. She rolled them 

down the ramp, catching them with her hen feet when they tried to roll away. Down the ramp 

and across the yard she went, rolling her eggs into the strange rabbit den. 

This time the inspector was at the door. 

“Wait a minute there, little chick,” he said. 

Aurelia stood proud. She was excited to have someone notice her transformation, even if 

it was a strange rabbit inspector. 

“What have you done to these eggs?” he asked. 

Aurelia realized that he wasn’t praising her at all. She looked down to see that the eggs 

were marked with mud from her feet. 

“Is that mud?” he asked. 

 Aurelia nodded, her headband bunny ears flopping up and down. 

“I’ll need to discuss this with Chicken Master Marge. This is a quality control issue.” 
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The inspector turned and hopped his way across the yard and up the ramp. He stood at the 

top with his arms crossed and he thump thump thumped his bum foot at the eggs blocking the 

entrance. He pulled his pen from behind his ear, click clack, and he scribbled on his clipboard. 

Whether the eggs were stacked too high or the thumping was too demanding for the 

ramp, it all came crashing down. Some of them cracking, some of them plopping into the soft 

mud, some of them rolling themselves across the yard and into the rabbits’ den. 

“Inspector Ralph?” Aurelia called. 

Click clack came from somewhere beneath the pile of eggs. 

Then hens were at the door then clucking. The rabbits were filing out into the yard, 

thumping. Aurelia stood in the middle of it all, her headband bunny ears drooping. 

A familiar hush fell over the yard as the Easter Bunny made his way through the crowd, 

his fur shimmering under the open rays of the sun. 

“Where’s Inspector Ralph?” he asked. 

Aurelia lifted a feathered wing and pointed to the pile of eggs that had replaced the ramp.  

The hens gasped. 

“Is that Aurelia?” they whispered and wondered. A hen shouldn’t be wearing rabbit 

ears.” 

Aurelia lifted her wings to take the headband off only to realize that it wasn’t there at all 

anymore. There were only the ears, as real as her wings, as real as her hen legs, as real as the 

broken heartbeats pounding in her chest and as real as the tears falling from her glassy black 

eyes. 

She looked up at her mamma looking down at her and she wished she was back in their 

nest. 
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“Oh Aurelia,” her mamma chirped, “what a beautiful and special hen you've become.” 

“No mamma, I’ve made a mess of everything. I’m not a hen. I’ve broken the eggs and 

grown bunny ears.” 

“No, sweet girl. I was the one that stacked the eggs too high,” said Chicken Master 

Marge. 

“And I was the one that asked you to wear bunny ears,” came the big booming voice of 

the Easter Bunny. 

“And I was the one that asked you to paint with us,” said the bunny teacher. “And 

thank goodness I did. Aurelia, you are very special indeed.” 

The teacher held an egg up for all to see. It was precious and perfect, painted with 

wispy feathery strokes of pale green that blended with the grass in the yard. 

“Why that would be a treasure for any child to find in a hunt,” said the Easter Bunny. 

“Almost as special as the gold eggs that the families love so much,” said the inspector, 

digging his way out of the egg pile. 

“Will you paint with us then?” asked the teacher. 

“She’s still a hen if she wants to be,” said the Easter Bunny. 

“Or both if she prefers,” said her mamma. 

The day had grown long but there were many helping hens and ready paws to set things 

straight. 

Aurelia moved into her own nest next to her mamma and the bunnies went back to 

moving the eggs through the yard, but not until the hens themselves had painted wispy feathery 

basecoats. 
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Eventually the day came when Aurelia laid an egg of her own. It wasn’t like the perfect 

white eggs that her mamma laid. She was a little too much of a bunny for that. 

No, Aurelia's eggs were not white. They were a sparkly gold. 

Click clack, went Inspector Ralph's pen, “That's another 1.2% improvement, Aurelia! 

And you saving us on golden paint! How very special this year has been!” 

“Yes,” said Aurelia, “how very special.” 

“How very special indeed,” echoed her proud mamma, a headband with pink bunny ears 

standing tall on her head. 


