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Chapter One
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Rock in a Hard Place


“I’ll get you out of there if it’s the last thing I do!”

Hector Fuller the wumblebug stomped his six feet and shouted at the wall. A wall of solid rock—except for one soft and crumbly place. And in that place, in that last possible tunnel, was a giant pebble that refused to budge.

This hill seemed perfect, at first. Too high to flood. A view of the garden. Close to friends. Hector dug into the soft earth, dreaming of a kitchen and a quiet bedroom deep underground. Tunnels, storage rooms, and a spot for his piano, the one thing he’d rescued from the autumn flood.

Then he hit rock. No matter where he scraped and scratched, all he found were the hard bones of the hill. And now this pebble was blocking his last hope. After weeks of work, all he had to show was one small room piled with brown dirt.

Well, the pebble had to move. It had to. Winter was coming—time for small creatures to sleep through the cold months, far from snow and ice. And every year, Hector’s friends gathered in his hole to celebrate the longest night and say good-bye until spring.

Everyone would come. Everyone would expect Hector to be finished. After all, Hector was a wumblebug, and wumblebugs can dig anything. Anytime.

Hector swung his back legs and kicked the pebble with all his might.

“Yee-owwww!” He sprawled on the ground in pain. The pebble wobbled, rolled forward over Hector’s antennae, then slipped back into the tunnel and settled down with a thunk.
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“Hopeless,” muttered Hector. He threw a bit of dirt at the wall and a tiny drift of wind blew it back in his face. There was a tunnel there, all right. And a rock, too big for one wumblebug to move.

Hector turned and limped away, feeling somehow that the pebble was smiling behind his back.

But the pebble’s thunk kept going, echoing deep inside the hill, into the dreams of creatures already hidden in winter sleep.



Chapter Two
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Slippery Slope


Outside Hector’s hole, a few snowflakes drifted in the cold, still air. The low winter sun cast shadows over a thin layer of white snow.

Hector shivered and took a step. Whoosh! His legs slipped on a patch of ice. Whish! He flipped onto his back and slid down the hill, faster and faster, his legs wiggling and his whole body spinning in circles as he tumbled into a snowdrift at the bottom of the slope.
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