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A Lethbri:ige Tale,
vy Brittany Marie Molenaar
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Back at Juniper
Snow’s backyard,
the morning sun
stretched its
golden fingers
across the grass, |
waking the animals §

The rabbits twitched
theirj noses.

“Okay, roll call,” said one of the
rabbits, trying to sound

responsuble.” One, two, three,
= four—




The entlre yard froze

“The rabbit spun in frantic little circles, its ears bouncmg wnldly
The cat blinked, mildly interested but now alert.

AII eyes turned toward the far corner oF the yard... }°
where the dirt had been Freshly dusturbed the night be ore.







~ “Well,” said a rabbit, puffing up brévély,

“we know where she went.”

“Pebbles’ place.”
another said.
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= And we’re back before Jumper Snow even notices.
Wtr “ And deﬁmtely before suppertlme. S

Sh

ackAttack X Bunz,”a

"= apta{ <
Wzgglebo"gm’,;




¢
B

e rabbits practiced silent hops
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They were NOT silent...




Soon one by one, they squeezed
through Mopsy’s escape hole.

Flopsy (Madam SnackAttack) sucked in
and squeezed through.

Cheeto Puff, AKA Captain Wigglebottom, belly-slid
through like a dramatic hero.

Fluﬂ' Butt (Thunderbum) exited W1th quiet
dignity (silent, but deadly).
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Gane The nelghborhood stretched before them
~like a wild, untamed Jungle




“Ninja Positions!”
shouted Flopsy.




z “Smelly, sa1d Cheeto Puff gagging. — e
“Why does it smell like old cabbage and regret?”
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Nébody 'move_c:l;
Then '
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"Fhat was a buffet situation,
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” said Cheeto Puff
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_ Silence. Then—

‘asked Fluff-Butt.
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i{ No one spoke. I3

Itlooks like we need to go to the Greggory Farm...
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Like... miss supper far.
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“I love Mopsy, but... I love supper too.
What should we do?”

i, N

A long pause.
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“T’hen we go...and we try—really try—to be back by suppertime.”
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) “‘f Into the wide, unknown world.
W) 'The sun was already climbing higher.
= The day was moving faster.

And somewhere out there...

Mopsy was waiting.
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But as they made their way toward the Gregory Farm...

None of them noticed the distant shapes shifting in the wheat. Or the eyes
watching from afar.

They had escaped Stinky Pete... but they might not make it home by suppertime.

TO BE CONTINUED...
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