Cottontail Rabbit Hunt
By Ethan K. Garr

I went hunting with Grandpa.  We were rabbit hunting.  We looked for a long time, and we thought we wouldn’t see one, but then we found one by a car-part dump.  Grandpa loaded the gun, cocked it, gave it to me, and I put the scope to my eye, zeroed in on the shoulder, pulled the trigger, and the bullet hit its mark!  Then, the rabbit fell down, and as we went to get it, it got up and ran!  It flew through a tunnel, and it ended its life.  It is currently a hide on a tack in my room.

