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      Look out for more adventures with the
Railway Rabbits, coming soon!

      
      
      
      Berry Goes to Winterland

      
      Fern and the Dancing Hare

      
      Bramble and the Treasure Hunt

      
      Bracken Finds a Secret Tunnel

      
      Mellow and the Great River Rescue
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      For Mia Barclay Errington –
with love G.A.
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      Mellow Longears was expecting her first babies, and today was the day. Her husband, Barley Longears, was hopping around the
         burrow making sure Mellow had everything she needed.
      

      
      “Here’s another pillow,” said Barley, placing a soft, mossy cushion behind her back. He had already brought her three plump
         pillows, so there wasn’t much room for any more. “Are you warm enough?” he asked anxiously. “Perhaps you’re too hot? Your ears look pinker than usual. Shall I bring you some tea? Yes, a sip of tea might be just the thing. Would you like dandelion
         . . . cowslip . . . or both? Oh dear, I can’t decide! Maybe sorrel tea would be better . . .”
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      “Barley Longears!” said Mellow. “Do stop fussing. Just leave me to get on with things. I’ll call you when I’m ready.”

      
      Barley could tell from Mellow’s tone that she meant what she said. He kissed her on the nose and went outside.
      

      
      Barley made straight for his favourite look-out place, a tree stump near the warren. From here he could see the River Ripple.
         He had unusually long ears for a rabbit and his hearing was excellent. It was how he had got his name. For a while he sat
         and listened to the soothing sounds of the river as it swished along, tumbling over rocks. He knew this In-Not-Such-A-Hurry
         River so well. It lazily wound its way between steeply wooded hills and a patchwork of fields. Barley Longears had lived in
         this part of the river valley for as long as he could remember, and he wouldn’t dream of living anywhere else.
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      From his tree stump, Barley could also see the tracks of the Red Dragon. He knew all about the monster that roared along the
         valley every day – up and down, up and down – whistling loudly and belching clouds of smoke. Although it looked a terrifying
         beast Barley had never once seen it stray from its tracks. He knew where it was likely to be and how to avoid it, unlike his
         number one enemy, Burdock the buzzard, who could suddenly swoop from the sky to attack. Barley’s tree stump was a good place
         to keep watch for Burdock. He looked up at a telegraph pole, where the huge bird often perched, waiting to catch a rabbit.
         But today, much to Barley’s relief, Burdock was nowhere in sight.
      

      
      It was springtime and already Barley had noticed the days growing longer. The smell of sweet new grass filled the air. Now, as he watched the late afternoon sun slip behind some fir trees, he sighed
         and said:
      

      
      “Spring. The perfect time to start a family!”
      

      
      Suddenly he heard a rustling in the reeds nearby and heard a voice say: 

      
      “Family? Did you say . . . family?”
      

      
      Barley looked round to see his friend, Violet Vole, peering at him.

      
      “Hello, Violet,” said Barley. “Yes, babies. Any minute. Any second. Oh, buttercups! Just think. Our warren will soon be full of baby rabbits.”
      

      
      Violet chuckled.
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      “Well,” she said, “I didn’t think it would be full of baby hedgehogs! Congratulations, Barley Longears. Can’t stop. Must hurry back to my nest. I have babies of my own to feed. We’re having slugs
         for supper. Goodbye.”
      

      
      Barley watched Violet slip down the bank into the river. He was just wondering if he should see how Mellow was getting on
         when his good friend, Blinker Badger, appeared.
      

      
      “Nice evening to be out and about,” said Blinker. “Care for a walk in the woods?”
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      “Sorry, Blinker,” said Barley. “I’m waiting for my babies to arrive. I’m about to become Parr Longears.”
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      “Splendid news!” said Blinker. “And a very fine parr you’ll be, Barley Longears. Have cubs of my own. It’s hard work bringing
         up a family. Fun too, of course. Nothing like a game of rough and tumble with the cubs!”
      

      
      “I’ve obviously got a lot to learn,” said Barley.

      
      “You’ll learn as you go along,” said Blinker. “All parents do! Now, I must find some worms for supper. Goodbye.”

      
      Barley watched Blinker trundling across the meadow, until a movement in the branches of an oak caught his attention. He saw
         a flash of white fur, then an animal with a grey, bushy tail came scurrying towards him. It was Sylvia Squirrel.
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      “I couldn’t help overhearing what you were saying to Violet and Blinker,” said Sylvia. “Babies! How exciting. Lots of mouths
         to feed and children can be such a worry, can’t they? I’m told you have to watch them all the time. Can’t let them out of your sight for a second. One blink and they’re off and up to all sorts. Such a worry. But a joy, I’m sure. Sadly I don’t have any children but I hear they can be quite exhausting!”
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      “Oh,” said Barley. “I hadn’t thought. Yes, I suppose you’re right. Lots to think about as you say and . . .”
      

      
      “Sorry. Can’t stop,” said Sylvia. “I buried some hazelnuts around here somewhere. I must find them before dark or I won’t
         have any supper. Good luck with your babies. Goodbye!”
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