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

      
      Wisher and the Runaway Piglet
Berry Goes to Winterland
Bramble and the Easter Egg
Bracken Finds a Secret Tunnel
Mellow and
         the Great River Rescue
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      There was great excitement in the Longears’ burrow. Barley was taking Bramble, Bracken, Berry, Fern and Wisher to visit his
         parents for the first time. They would be spending the night at their elders’ warren. The young rabbits had lots of questions
         and were all talking at once.
      

      
      “What are elders?” asked Fern.

      
      “What are their names?” asked Berry.

      
      “Where do they live?” asked Wisher.

      
      
      “Is it far?” asked Bramble.

      
      “Where will we sleep?” asked Bracken.
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      Barley held up his paws. “One at a time!” he said. “Your elders are Marr’s parents and mine. Today we’re going to see my parents,
         Blackberry and Primrose Longears. They live at Deep Burrow, under a castle. I grew up there. It’s a big warren with plenty
         of room for us to stay. We have quite a long journey now I come to think of it. Oh, buttercups! I hope I can remember the way.”
      

      
      “What’s a castle?” asked Fern.

      
      “You’ll see when we get there,” said Barley.

      
      Just then Mellow Longears came hurrying down a tunnel. She was carrying an armful of freshly-picked dandelion leaves.

      
      “You must eat something before you go,” said Mellow. To the children she said: “Have you groomed your coats properly and wiped
         your whiskers? You must look your best for Elderparr Blackberry and Eldermarr Primrose.” She peered behind their ears to make
         sure they were clean.
      

      
      “Marr!” protested the five young rabbits.
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      Barley was pacing up and down.

      
      “They look fine,” he said. “Come along. We must go.”

      
      Fern flung her paws around Mellow’s neck.

      
      “I wish you were coming, Marr,” she said.

      
      “So do I,” said Wisher.
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      “Another time,” said Mellow. “Someone has to stay and look after our little warren. Besides, look at the mess. It’ll take me a day to tidy up!

      
      
      Be good and do as Parr tells you. Remember, only silly rabbits have careless habits!”
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      It was a breezy day up-burrow. Playful puffs of wind ruffled their fur and got under their tails as Barley and the young rabbits
         hopped along. They were making for a tree, which had fallen over the River Ripple. It was a good place to cross the water.
      

      
      “Race you there,” said Bracken. “Ready. Steady. Go!”

      
      Before Barley could stop them, the five rabbits set off, racing the short distance to the tree. He was running to catch up
         when he heard a bird calling, high above his head. Barley froze.
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      He didn’t need to look up. He knew only one bird who made that sound. Burdock the buzzard! Barley thumped his hind foot quickly
         on the ground three times. Thump, thump, thump!
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Bramble, Bracken, Berry, Fern and Wisher felt the ground shake and stopped. It was the urgent signal the young rabbits had
         been taught to obey from their very first outing up-burrow. They saw Parr crouching low in the long grass. Then they saw the shape of a buzzard’s outspread wings dark against the sky.
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      “Burdock!” whispered Fern, trembling.

      
      “Down!” Bramble told everyone. “Don’t twitch a whisker.”

      
      When Barley looked up, he realised Burdock was not alone. The buzzard was flying with his family. The three birds circled
         round and round, calling to one another – Mew, mew, mew! Barley was sure it would be only a matter of time before he and his young were seen. He watched as the two big birds flew
         with slow, heavy wing-beats upwards then drifted down on currents of air, while their youngster flying between them was blown
         about in the breeze.
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      “Ooo!” said Fern, huddling close to Berry. “We’ll all be eaten!”

      
      “It’s okay,” said Berry. “Look, they’re flying away.”

      
      Barley hurried over.

      
      “From now on we must all stay together,” he said. “Who knows what other dangers lie ahead.”
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      On the other side of the river, they scampered through a tunnel, which ran under the Red Dragon’s tracks and came out at Oakwood
         Crossing. Fern and Berry remembered the last time they were here.
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      “We were following paw prints in the snow,” said Fern.

      
      “We were looking for you, Wisher, remember?”

      
      Wisher nodded.

      
      “And I got caught by the Red Dragon!” said Berry.

      
      They all looked around for the monster. There was no sign of him today, but Wisher felt her ears tingle, the way they always
         did when something was about to happen. Then she heard a familiar voice inside her head:
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      Fern noticed a faraway look in Wisher’s eyes.

      
      “Wait. Listen!” said Wisher.

      
      “I can’t see anything,” said Bramble.

      
      He stopped. A shrill whistle made them all jump.
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      A few minutes later, the Red Dragon came thundering down the line, spitting sparks and puffing smoke. The rabbits shut their eyes and held their breath, then waited for the worst to happen. But it never
         came. The monster rushed by, hissing clouds of steam.
      

      
      “Phew!” said Barley. “You were right, Wisher. Let’s go into Oak Wood before the Dragon comes back.”
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      Barley was confused. It had been a while since he had last been in Oak Wood. Tracks and trails he’d once known so well looked
         different, or had disappeared under tangled growth. The trees looked bigger too. Everything seemed to have changed. After
         he had led the young rabbits round in circles for some time, Barley stopped at a place where two paths met. He tugged his ear, trying to decide which way to go.
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