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For my editor, Jenny Glencross, with thanks for keeping the rabbits hopping along!


G.A.
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Early one morning in autumn, a white mist hung over the River Ripple Valley where the Railway Rabbits lived. Bracken Longears was the first to hop out of the burrow and today he got quite a surprise. He couldn’t see his paw in front of his nose.


“Slugs and snails!” cried Bracken. “What’s happened? I can’t see a thing. Where are the trees? Where’s the river? Where has everything gone?”


Barley Longears, Bracken’s parr, hurried up-burrow to see what was the matter.
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“It’s a weather thing,” said Barley. “It happens at this time of year. Don’t worry. The mist will soon clear.”


Soon the rest of the Longears family came hopping out of the burrow too.
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First came Bramble, quickly followed by Berry and Fern. Mellow, their marr, was next to appear. Last came Wisher, the smallest of the young rabbits. She stretched and rubbed sleep from her eyes.
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But when she opened them she couldn’t see anyone, even though she could hear them talking.


“Where are you?” she said.


“Here!” said Berry.


“This way!” said Bramble.


“Over here!” said Fern.


“Right behind you!” said Bracken.
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“Bracken!” said Wisher, spinning round. “You made me jump!”


The others laughed. It was fun playing hide-and-seek in the mist, but Barley looked worried.


“You see how easily Bracken crept up on Wisher without being seen?” he said. “You must all be extra careful this morning. Your enemies could sneak up on you too.”


“Ooo!” said Fern. “I hadn’t thought of that.”


Bramble looked puzzled.


“I know we should always be on the look-out for Burdock the buzzard or a fox, Parr,” he said. “But we’ll be all right today, won’t we? If we can’t see them, they can’t see us!”


Barley scratched one ear, wondering what to say. Bramble was the biggest of his five young rabbits, and he was fearless. It sometimes led him into trouble.
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“Our enemies may find it more difficult to hunt in the mist,” said Barley. “But don’t forget, Burdock can hear well, and a fox has a fine nose for smelling rabbits.”


“Parr is right,” said Mellow. “You must all look after each other. And don’t go far. Remember, silly rabbits have careless habits!”






	

“I’ll look after you, Wisher,” said Bracken. “Come on. Let’s find something to eat.”


“I don’t want to be on my own,” said Fern.


“You can come with Berry and me,” said Bramble.
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“Only if you promise not to sneak up on me.”


“We PROMISE!” they said.











[image: image]



For a while the five young rabbits stayed together. But it wasn’t long before the two groups were separated in the mist. Bracken and Wisher found themselves searching for food near the big oak. Gold, brown and yellow leaves had fallen from the tree, so they scraped them away to uncover the grass beneath.
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When Bracken grew bored doing that, he kicked up some leaves just for fun.
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“Ouch!”






	

There was something soft, grey and furry, half-hidden behind a pile of leaves. Unfortunately for Bracken, it was Sylvia Squirrel.


“Clumsy rabbit!” said Sylvia. “Mind where you’re going.”
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“I’m sorry, Sylvia,” said Bracken. “I can’t see very well …” Suddenly he remembered he hadn’t seen Wisher for a while. “Wisher! Wisher! Where are you?”


“Boo!” said Wisher.


She was only a few hops away, but her silvery-white fur was hard to see in the mist.


“You scared me!” said Bracken. Then he laughed. He knew Wisher was getting her own back because he’d teased her before.


“Fun and games are all very well,” said Sylvia, “but it’s time you went home. Your parents will be wondering where you are. Besides, I heard a fox earlier. He wasn’t far from here.”
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Bracken and Wisher looked at each other.


“What does a fox sound like?” asked Bracken.


“A few short barks,” said Sylvia. “Now hurry. Off you go.”


Bracken and Wisher thanked Sylvia for her warning, and set off for home.
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“Stay close,” said Bracken, as they hopped through swirling wisps of white.


“I will!” said Wisher.


They both knew how easily they could lose sight of each other, and there was also that fox to worry about! The two young rabbits listened, hoping to hear Bramble, Berry and Fern. But they couldn’t hear a sound. Silence filled the misty air.

OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

 
	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	

	 
		 
	    		 
	   		 
	    		 
		
	



 
	 






OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_010_r1.jpg
“Boo!”
~
-





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_005_r1.jpg
anormeR
ocay pLace

on
P
roacsy A e,

sec
pine
2

~
At
'3






OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_001_r1.jpg
ailwa
R Rbboits

ot Tunng/

Bracken Fings o Se°"






OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_002_r1.jpg
Orion
Children’s Bocks





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_017_r1.jpg
7

7

%

&

d)}.%

ar





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_016_r1.jpg
’\g,_ SWISH sy 2





OEBPS/9781444002232_msr_cvi_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/9781444002232_oeb_018_r1.jpg





