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  To Lindsey and the couple in the kitchen


  Chapter One


  I WAS SHUT up in a small hutch with nobody to talk to, and I was bored. Badly, horribly, seriously bored. Apart from the mice who came out at night, nobody said a word to me from one week to the next. And it was driving me up the wall.
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  I belonged to a boy called Eggy. His real name was Egbert – at least, that’s what his mother shouted at him when she was cross. He was boring, too. He never did anything, just sat in a room where a blue light flickered – I could see it through the window.
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  One night I asked the mice about the blue light, and Kevin said, “Telly, innit.” He and his friends were in and out of houses all the time, so they knew about things like that, but I didn’t.


  [image: cartoon]


  Marlene explained. “It’s like moving pictures,” she said. “Only they’re not real. You can’t smell them or touch them or eat them, they’re just for looking at. Stupid, really, but that’s humans for you.” Then she added, “Talking of eating things, I’m starving. Anyone coming on a kitchen raid?”


  “Yeah, cool,” the others said, and off they went.


  All right for some, I thought. I was starving, too, because Eggy hadn’t brought me any carrots or hay. I don’t think he liked rabbits much. I heard him telling a friend he’d wanted a dog, really. A Jack Russell terrier. Only his dad wouldn’t have it. Maybe that’s why he called me Terry. I could have been a good terrier, given a chance.
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  Terry the terrier. I’d have gone for walks and dug holes and chewed things up, the way terriers do. I couldn’t have barked, though – rabbits don’t. Pity, really. Eggy might have brought me something to eat if he’d heard me barking in my hutch. As it was, he just went on forgetting.


  I got more and more fed up. I come from a big family, and I missed my brothers and sisters, Angie, Bill, Flossie, Beppo, Moll, Chrysanthemum and Sid. My real name is Boojer, not Terry, but nobody knew that any more.


  “I’m sick of this,” I told the mice. “I want to get out and find another rabbit to talk to.”


  “No probs,” said Kevin. “We’ll have your door open in a jiff. Come on, lads.”
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  He and Darren and a few others tugged at the bolt on my hutch door, and Marlene and Janice joined in as well, but it was too heavy for them. “Sorry, mate,” Kevin told me. “Can’t shift it. You’ll have to find some other way.” Then they all trooped off to wreck another kitchen.
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  I tried to escape whenever Eggy brought me some food, but it was no good – he just bundled me back in again. He got a bit scratched one day. I didn’t do it on purpose, I was only scrabbling to try and get out, but he went off sucking his hand and grumbling, and after that he forgot more often than ever to feed me.
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  I started biting at the wood in the corner of my hutch. It didn’t taste very nice, but my teeth were growing long, and I needed something to chew. Then one night I suddenly found I’d bitten a hole right through the wall.
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  My nose and whiskers were out in the fresh air that smelt of grass and dandelions, and when I pushed a bit more, I got my whole head out. It was wonderful – I could see the stars in the sky.
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  The mice came to look. “Hey, Terry’s getting out!” said Marlene. “Fantastic!”


  I did a lot more biting, and scrabbled with my claws. Chips of wood flew everywhere, and the hole got bigger.


  “Come on!” shouted the mice. “You can do it!”


  I pushed my head and front paws through, then nearly got stuck – but with one more heave, I was out and rolling in the grass while the mice clapped and cheered.
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  “T’riffic,” said Kevin. “Now you can come kitchen-raiding with us.” But Marlene shook her head and said, “We’d never get him through our tunnels.”
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  “She’s right,” said Darren. “Pity, though. Would have been great, taking a rabbit along – look at the size of him. Like a bulldozer.”


  I had more to do than run around with a gang of mice. They were very nice in their way, but I wanted another rabbit to talk to. So I said, “Thanks for the thought, but I’m going to be busy.”


  They didn’t mind. “OK,” they said. “See you around.” And I made for the gate.
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  Chapter Two


  OUTSIDE, THERE WAS no grass or earth, just flat pavement and then the road, hard and black. No good for rabbits. I thought it might be better on the other side, but I’d just started to cross when – WHOOSH! – a huge thing, much bigger than Eggy’s dad’s car, went roaring past. It made a noise like a thunderstorm, and the ground shook.
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  I turned back from that dangerous place and ran off along the pavement, past the hedges and fences and closed gates of other houses. I didn’t know where I was going, but it wasn’t back to Eggy, that was for sure. I shot past a man, and he was so surprised that he nearly fell over. “A rabbit?” he said. “Am I seeing things?”


  Such a stupid question. He was seeing the pavement, wasn’t he, and the hedge and the road and me? But as Marlene might have said, that’s humans for you. I galloped on – then at last I came to an open gate, and dived through it.
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  Inside, there was a quiet, wonderfully weedy garden. Nobody had cut the grass for weeks, and it was full of tasty dandelions and daisies. Flowers blossomed untidily and bushes sprawled about, with good hidey-places underneath them. A light shone from one of the windows of the house, but it wasn’t the flickering blue sort.
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  Music was playing, and sometimes a man sang along with it. I hopped about, nibbling here and there, and it was all very nice. If there had been another rabbit around, it would have been even nicer, but even so, it was a lot better than the hutch. When I’d eaten enough, I dug out a little hollow among the dry leaves under a bush, and went to sleep.
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  I slept late the next morning – and when I woke, I nearly died of fright. Three cats were staring at me. Two of them were ginger and the third was small and black.
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  “Rabbit,” said the black one, and licked her lips.


  It was a very nasty moment. She wasn’t as big as me, but there was something about the way she smiled that made me feel quite faint.
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  “Jezebel, don’t be so horrid,” one of the gingers scolded. “He’s a visitor. You can’t eat visitors.”


  “I don’t see why not,” said Jezebel.


  The gingers looked at each other and sighed. “She’s dreadful,” said the one who had spoken. Then he turned to me and added, “I’m Bert, by the way, and this is Whistle. Who are you?”


  “Eggy called me Terry,” I said. “My real name’s Boojer.”


  “Who’s Eggy?” asked Bert.


  “I used to live in his hutch, but I escaped.”


  “Why?” asked Whistle.


  “He was boring.” I didn’t want to mention the lack of food in case it made Jezebel feel more hungry.


  “I’m never bored,” said Bert. “Are you, Whistle?”


  “No


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  Other Young Corgi books to get your teeth into

  BUMBLE by Alison Prince

  LIZZIE ZIPMOUTH

  by Jacqueline Wilson

  ANIMAL CRACKERS

  by Narinder Dhami


  Also available in Corgi Pups

  CAT NUMBER 3 by Alison Prince


  YOUNG CORGI BOOKS


  Young Corgi books are perfect when you are looking for great books to read on your own. They are full of exciting stories and entertaining pictures. There are funny books, scary books, spine-tingling stories and mysterious ones. Whatever your interests you’ll find something in Young Corgi to suit you: from ponies to football, from families to ghosts. The books are written by some of the most famous and popular of today’s children’s authors, and by some of the best new talents, too.


  Whether you read one chapter a night, or devour the whole book in one sitting, you’ll love Young Corgi books. The more you read, the more you’ll want to read!
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