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Chapter 1

 


It was a dark, cold
night in Baileyville. An icy wind was
blowing through the bare, frost-tipped trees as the people of
Brambleberry Road snuggled up warm in their beds. And in one of the
snow-covered gardens, there was a little white fluffy rabbit called
Smudgie.

 


Smudgie had been put to bed for the night by her family and looked
very snug lying in the thick hay of her little wooden hutch. With a
nice warm home and a bowl filled with fresh carrots, Smudgie was as
happy as any little rabbit could be.

 


She was chewing away on her carrot supper when there was
suddenly a strange noise in the garden nearby. Smudgie stopped
chewing and looked suddenly worried. Her rabbit mother always told
her to stay in her hutch at night, away from the dangers in the
darkness. But this noise was right outside her hutch!

 


There was another
noise; a crunching sound, like little
feet walking through crispy leaves. Smudgie nudged the hutch door
open with her little pink nose and peered out carefully to see what
was making the noise. As she looked down below the hutch, she
smiled when she saw a familiar little face. It was Toby, the field
mouse, and he was shivering in the cold.

 


“P-p-please can you spare
some c-c-carrot for me Smudgie? I n-n-need to take some f-f-food
back to my m-m-mouse family.”

 


“Of course,
Toby,” smiled Smudgie, who grabbed a
carrot with her mouth and hopped down the hutch ramp to the little
mouse.

 


“Thank you Smudgie,”
squeaked Toby, before he scurried off with it to his home in the
frost-covered fields.

 


Smudgie didn’t like it down on the ground because it was cold and
frosty on her little paws so she hopped back up into her warm hutch
and settled down to nibble on some more carrots. Just as she
started eating again there was another noise in the
garden.

 


“That Toby,” she thought.
“He always comes back for a second carrot even though he can only
carry one in his little mouth.”

 


Smudgie peered out again
but this time there was no Toby waiting for food below. Smudgie was
puzzled and looked out into the garden to see what had made the
noise.

 


“It can’t be my family,”
she thought, “Because they’re all tucked up asleep in the
house.”



 


Smudgie looked all around
but could see no one. Just when she was wondering if she’d imagined
the noise, there was a loud, high-pitched whistle from
above:

 


“Pheep-tweet!”

 


And poor Smudgie jumped back in
fright.

 


Smudgie got up her courage
and looked up to where the noise had come from. And there, sat on
the roof of her hutch, was her little friend Ronny the
robin.

 


“Sorry to frighten you
Smudgie,” said Ronny, “But my nest needs extra warmth on this cold
night. Could you please spare me some hay so my little family can
stay warm tonight?”

 


“Of course Ronny, help
yourself,” replied Smudgie. And the little bird flew into the hutch
next to Smudgie and picked up some hay in his little
beak.

 


“Rank roo Rudgie,” shouted
Ronny, as he flew out into the night with a beak full of
hay.

 


“Now, if there are no more
interruptions from my little friends, I think I will
get some sleep,” thought Smudgie, as she flopped
over to snuggle into her hay bed.

 


But just as she closed her
eyes to sleep, there was another loud noise in the garden and
Smudgie’s eyes flicked open again.

 


“I will never get to sleep
tonight,” she thought, peering out
through the bars of the hutch to see what had made the latest
noise.

 


Just then,
an owl made a noisy hoot in the
distance:

 


“Hoot Hoo!”

 


And poor Smudgie was startled again.

 


“Perhaps it was the old
owl who made the noise,” Smudgie said to herself, as she slowly
closed her eyes again.

 


But there was another loud noise in the darkness of Smudgie’s
garden, like something big falling to the ground – right by her
hutch. It was not the owl. Smudgie edged closer to the open door of
the hutch to peer out, just as two big dark legs walked past
towards the back door of the family’s house. Poor Smudgie jumped
back in fright again.

 


“My, that was a human. But
who was it?” thought Smudgie. “All my family are in bed right
now.”

 


Smudgie watched
quietly as the mysterious man looked
through the kitchen window and tried to turn the door
handle.

 


“I wonder who this is and why he
hasn’t got a key?” She thought.

 


But Smudgie didn’t like
the look of this man. He was not one of her family and he had a
rough, mean face. Smudgie suddenly realised this was a bad man who
was trying to steal things from her family.

 


Smudgie thought: “I must
try and stop him. But what can I do? I’m just a little
rabbit.”
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