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The Little Prairie Dog's
Bell
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Deep under the wide grassy prairie, there was a busy
underground village. Tunnels twisted and turned like a maze,
and prairie dogs scurried everywhere. Pip, a chubby prairie
dog with sandy tan fur and a bright red neckerchief, popped
out of his burrow. "What a wonderful day for an adventure!" he
chirped.



Pip loved to explore every corner of the village. He greeted the
neighbors, peeked into cozy rooms, and sniffed the sweet
prairie air. His big round dark brown eyes sparkled with
curiosity. "I wonder what's beyond the east tunnel today," he
said, adjusting his little red neckerchief. "Maybe something
new!"




Down the east tunnel, Pip heard a soft "hoo-hoo." He followed
the sound to a small, sandy room. There sat a burrowing owl
with speckled brown and white feathers and bright yellow
eyes. A little blue satchel hung across her body. "Hello," she
said kindly. "I'm Hootie. I just moved in next door."
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Pip's fluffy tail wagged. "Welcome to the village! I'm Pip."
Hootie smiled and showed him her satchel. "I collect shiny
pebbles and interesting seeds," she said. "Would you like to
see?" Pip nodded eagerly. They sat together, and Hootie shared
her treasures. A new friendship began right there in the cozy

tunnel.




The next morning, Pip brought Hootie a gift: a smooth blue
stone. "For your collection," he said. Hootie's yellow eyes
glowed. "Thank you! Let's take a walk and find more." They
wandered through the tunnels, chatting and laughing. Hootie's
long thin legs clicked softly on the packed earth. "I'm so glad
we're friends," Pip said.




As they walked, they noticed something troubling. The village
was so busy that warnings from the surface rarely reached
everyone. "If a hawk flies overhead, only the animals near a
burrow hear the alarm," Hootie said. Pip frowned. "We need a

better way to tell everyone fast," he said. "Something loud and
clear."




o

s

Just then, Granny Marigold hobbled up. She wore a lavender
shawl and tiny round spectacles, and leaned on a wooden
walking stick. "I heard your worries," she said, her kind eyes
squinting. "Long ago, we tried shouting, but tunnels echo
strangely. We need a signal that rings through every hallway."
Pip and Hootie looked at each other. An idea sparked.
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"A bell!" Pip exclaimed. "We could hang a bell and ring it!"
Hootie tilted her rounded head. "A bell is a good start," she
said, "but it must be loud enough for all the tunnels. And we
need a special way to ring it, so everyone knows it's a
warning." They hurried to Hootie's room to plan.
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Hootie opened her blue satchel and pulled out a small brass
bell she had found on the prairie. "This could work," she said.
"But it's too quiet." Pip's chubby cheeks puffed with thought.
"We could make it bigger!" They gathered hollow gourds, dry
sticks, and vine string. Granny Marigold brought a big copper
pot. "This will carry the sound," she said.
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They worked all afternoon, tying, testing, and adjusting. Pip
held the parts while Hootie tied knots with her clever beak.
"Almost there," Hootie said. Just then, Rascal the pup bounced
in. He wore a bright green cap and one floppy ear. "What's
that?" he squeaked. Before they could answer, he grabbed the
vine and rang the bell -CLANG! CLANG!

10




The whole village panicked. Prairie dogs dashed into their
burrows. "Too early! Too early!" Granny Marigold called.
"Everyone, come out! It was only Rascal!" Slowly, animals
peeked out. Rascal's big eyes filled with tears. "I'm sorry," he
whispered. Hootie patted his paw. "It's all right. Now we know
the bell works! But we need a clear warning signal.”
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Pip had an idea. "What if we ring the bell three times fast for
danger, and one slow ring for all-clear?" Hootie nodded. "And
we can add a special call: 'Ring-ring-ring, danger's near! Hide
away and have no fear!'" Granny Marigold clapped. "I'll teach
it to everyone," she said. They practiced until every animal
knew the pattern.




The next day, a shadow swept over the prairie. A hawk circled
high above. The lookout gave a short whistle, and Pip and
Hootie raced to the bell. CLANG-CLANG-CLANG! The warning
rang through every tunnel. Prairie dogs and owls alike ducked
into their burrows and stayed safe. When the hawk flew away,
one slow ring told everyone it was safe to come out.
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The village cheered. "The bell saved us!" they cried. Granny
Marigold beamed. "You two have given us a wonderful gift,"
she said. "Now we can all talk to each other, no matter where
we are." Pip and Hootie smiled proudly. Rascal promised never
to ring the bell without reason again—and he kept his promise.
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From that day on, the warning bell hung in the village square.
Pip and Hootie took turns ringing it for drills. The burrowing
owl and the prairie dog remained the best of friends, always
thinking of new ways to help. "Communication protects us all,"
Hootie said wisely. "And friends make everything better," Pip
added with a grin.




And so, in the busy underground village, every animal felt safe
and sound. The little prairie dog's bell—and the friendship that
built it—reminded them that talking and working together
keeps a community strong. Whenever you hear a bell ring
three times fast, think of Pip and Hootie, and remember:

sharing news and caring for one another is the best way to
stay safe.
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