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Advocates for Rescue and Adoption 
 

Chapter One 
Sniffle, Sniffle, boo hoo, hoo, hoo 

Curious sounds stirred Rasmus from his afternoon nap.  The sounds repeated, and repeated.  He 

stretched out his hind legs.  He stretched his neck up from under the living room chair and yawned.    

Pedro was cat napping on the sofa.  He woke up just in time to see Rasmus’s two front teeth glisten 

from under the brown fur that trimmed his lips.    “Senor Rasmus, what was that noise?”    Rasmus 

turned his tall ears, in usual fashion, this way and that way.     

Boo hoo, hoo, hoo.  Sniffle.  Sniffle.   

Pedro and Rasmus quietly tippy pawed to the dining room.    There was Guinevere sobbing over a map.  

It was spread across the dining room table.   Tilly was a flutter trying to pull tissues from the tissue box.   

Tilly got stuck in the tissue box in the process while tears dampened Guinevere’s long guinea pig fur.   

Feathers were flapping as the box was tipping and tapping.    Pedro ran to Tilly’s rescue.  He chewed a 

wider opening in the box to help her out.   Tilly popped up with another tissue for Guinevere.   

A concerned Rasmus asked, “Guinevere, what has you so upset?  The map is wrinkly and wet from your 

crying!    Oh, I see, this is a map to Peapack.”    
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Sniffle.  Sniffle.  

Guinevere could barely speak.  She had to catch her breath.  “Oh, Raa-Raa-Raasmus, I’m sad for all the 

animals in shelters.  I remember how lonely I was until Coral Bell adopted me.  I was thinking about how 

we eat dinner every night around this table.  Animals in shelters eat all alone, and they have no one to 

love them.  And they have no one to love back.  Let’s think of a way to help get all the animals adopted 

on Saturday at the Peapack adoption fair.   Can you all help me think of ideas?”    

Tilly chirped, “Can you keep a secret?   Oops-a-daisy, never mind.”    

Guinevere perked up.  “What secret?  If it’s a secret, then you can’t tell us!  Or maybe you can?   I think 

you can.  We are all trusty troopers.   Hey, Pedro, go out to the barn and bring in some hay to snack on.  

Take my basket and stuff it full of timothy.”   Pedro, being a polite chinchilla, obliged and went straight 

to the barn.  

“Pedro can’t keep a secret to save his life.  Now that he’s busy, what’s the secret Tilly?  Come on, I 

cannot be left in suspense, it makes my fur uncurl.   Tell me, tell me, tell me,” Guinevere insisted as she 

stroked Tilly’s feathers.    Tilly felt unsure about revealing a secret.  She fluttered from the dining room 

chair to the curtain rod to preen her feathers.  “I’m considering it Guin.  It could be classified 

information.” 

Rasmus stomped his rear leg.  “Ladies, it’s not right to spill the beans.   You must not ever betray 

someone by telling their secret.  It’s not up to you to tell.   However, if someone didn’t tell you that the 

news is a secret, then it’s not a real secret.    According to the dictionary, a secret is  something kept 

hidden, like a mystery.  Or a secret is something kept from others or shared in private.   I suppose in this 

case that Tilly’s information is not a real secret.” 

 

Pedro dragged the basket of into the dining room, just in time.   Tilly was flying circles around the 

chandelier, debating what to do.   She screeched, “Rasmus, since you are very smart, I trust that you are 

right about secrets.  Now, everyone calm down.   The secret is, well, we are going to the rescue fair in 

the pony cart!”     

 
Everyone jumped up and down.  They held hands and danced around the dining room table in glee.  
Pedro piped up, “Oh, my!  Now I know why there’s a horse in the barn.  Oh, I guess the cat is out of the 
bag now.”  Pedro rolled on the floor laughing at his joke, and the others stood in surprise.   “A CAT!” 
shrieked Guinevere.  “I don’t like cats!  It will chase me, and my fur will get tangled!”  “No, no, no” said 
Pedro.  “It means she spilled the beans, silly.  More importantly, there’s a horse in the barn! ” 

Tilly screeched again, “I’ll be right back everyone, I have something important to do.” 

Tilly flew to the barn and perched on a hay rack in Boulder’s stall.   She bobbled side to side with 

enthusiasm.  Boulder was gazing at the view to the pasture.  His big brown eyes looked peaceful, as 

though he was in dream land.   

“Boulder, Boulder Hill.  Hello.  It it’s Tilly.  Remember me?   We met when you first came here.   I 

brought you an apple slice.  Remember?   I hope you like our farm.  Anyway, did you know we are all 

going to the Peapack rescue fair?   Coral Bell said you will take us with the pony cart!”    

https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/mystery
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Tilly’s gusto made Boulder curious, in a happy way.  He turned to the hay rack; Tilly was still bobbling.     

“Boulder, can you keep a secret?   I always wanted to ride a horse.  All my life, I always wanted to, really, 

I have.   May I ride you to the rescue fair?  Do I need a saddle?  How would I hold on?  Am I too heavy?   

Do I need a riding hat?  Oh Boulder, this would make my dream come true!   What do you think?”   

Boulder was overwhelmed with Tilly’s lively questions.   His brown eyes widened with delight.  He 

whinnied.  He shook his head.  His tail swooshed back and forth.   He whinnied again.    Then a deep 

voice spoke.  His tone was soft and calming:   

“Hello Tilly.  Pleased to see you again. 
I remember you.  I remember the apple slice. 

It’s hard to be the horse who’s new, and you were very nice. 
You may ride me to the fair.  I will pull you in a cart anywhere. 

You may sit on my withers, you may sit on my back. 
Saddles are for people, so I need little tack. 

I do not know if you need a hat, I do not know things like that. 
I will walk a steady pace.  After all, it’s not a race. 

It will be my delight.  Ahh, my new home is feeling quite right!” 
 
Meanwhile, in the dining room, Rasmus, told everyone to prepare a speech about their adoption story.  
Pedro was most unhappy about the idea.   “Senor Rasmus, perdóneme, but what do you know?  You 
were born on Blueberry Lane Herb Farm.  No fair.  You won’t have to habla en inglés when you think in 
Español”, blurted Pedro.  His knees wobbled as he thought about speaking in front of strangers, so he 
scurried to find a fidget stick to nibble.    Rasmus thumped, he felt dismayed.  He wiggled his whiskers.  
He huffed and puffed.  
 
Tilly retuned and comforted Pedro.  “Pedro, your English is getting better.  My Spanish is getting better 

from listening to Coral Bell’s tutoring lessons.  I will help you write your speech.”   “Oh, Senorita Tilly, 

eres un buen amigo.  Te amo por eso!”      “What did he say Tilly,” nosey Rasmus asked.      Tilly chirped, 

“Pedro said I am a good friend and that he loves me for that.    Rasmus, you better mend your fence 

with Pedro and figure out what special thing you will do for the adoption fair!”   

Chapter Two 
Rasmus hopped back under the living room chair to think.  Tilly, Pedro, and Guinevere wrote their 
speeches.    They practiced them in front of each other.  They timed each speech to make sure they 
were equal in length.   They practiced and practiced.   They even helped each other select outfits to 
wear to look their best.    Finally, they had a dress rehearsal. 
 
Pedro sported his favorite red and white stripe sweater in honor of the Peruvian flag.  Tilly selected a 
purple hat and cape.    Guinevere chose her favorite pink dress.    “Oh Tilly, can you please put my fur up 
in a fancy furdo?”    You can add the sparkly pink doodads Coral Bell gave me for Christmas.   That way, I 
can show off how well pets are taken care of when they get adopted.”   
 
Thump.  Thump Thump Thump 
 
Rasmus was listening from under the living room chair.   Thumping signaled his disapproval of 
Guinevere’s ideas.   “Guinevere, for parsley sake, you better not over dress!   Think how bad it will make 
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the animals feel if you show off a fancy outfit.  What’s this nonsense about a furdo with sparkly 
doodads?  They will feel so forlorn.   And what if some don’t get adopted?   Sometimes it’s best to be 
plain.   A plain Jane.   That’s it Guinevere.  Be a plain Jane.”   Guinevere stomped her little paw in protest 
because she loved to be glamourous and glittery, a real girly girl.   
 
Tilly and Pedro agreed with Rasmus.   Tilly talked Guinevere into wearing a plain jumper instead of a 
glamorous dress.   After some pouting and protesting, Guinevere decided to cooperate with everyone. 
Then she demanded to know what Rasmus would do to promote rescue pet adoptions. 
  
Rasmus explained that Coral Bell gave him permission to make up coupons to give to pet parents.  He 
showed a sample of how it would look:   
 

 

Everyone clapped with approval.   Rasmus went to work making the coupons on colorful paper.    Pedro 
and Guinevere helped by cutting and folding.  With her beak, Tilly neatly packed the coupons in a sack.   
When they finished, Rasmus had his own dress rehearsal.  He tried on the sack.  He placed it over his 
head; the strap rested on one shoulder and the pouch was on the opposite side.  He hopped about to 
make sure the sack was secure.  But it dragged, and it dragged.  It caused him to stumble.     
 
“I have an idea,” Tilly exclaimed.   “I can fix that.  I watch Coral Bell sew.  I spied a needle and thread in a 
pin cushion.  I will fly upstairs to the sewing room and get it.”   With her beak, Tilly worked the needle in 
and out of the burlap strap with precision.  Up and down, in and out, she worked while Rasmus held the 
strap steady for her.   
 
Rasmus tested the burlap sack again.  When he stood on his hind legs, he could reach into the sack for 
the coupons.    “Thanks Tilly!  Your adjustment was perfect, and you are always so helpful.   Now we are 
all ready for the fair on Saturday.   This will be our first ride in the pony cart and I’m so excited!” 
 
Boo hoo, hoo, hoo.  Sniffle.  Sniffle.   

“Guinevere, now what’s the matter?” Rasmus huffed in exasperation.   Pedro darted underneath the 
sofa.   “Ut-oh,” he mumbled to himself, “I’m in trouble.”    Tilly cackled in laughter.   “My fur, my long 
beautiful fur.  Look at it!  Just look at it on the floor.  Pedro cut it off!   Pedro, how can you mix up my fur 
for paper?  You’re gonna get it!”  Just as she ran off after Pedro, Rasmus caught Guinevere and hugged 
her.   “Guin, it’s OK, you still look pretty even though you have stickie up bangs.  Remember, you’re not 
in a shelter, and that’s what this is all about.  Tilly, stop giggling at Guinevere, this instant!”   
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Chapter Three 
Jingle Jingle Jingle…..Jingle Jingle Jingle  
 
That Saturday was a chilly February morning.  Light snowflakes flurried about. Coral Bell prepared 
Boulder Hill to pull the cart to the fair.  The chestnut horse looked regal in his blue blanket.   Coral Bell 
embroidered it with his name: “Boulder Hill, Blueberry Lane Herb Farm”.    Sleigh bells jingled on the 
harness and it made the occasion extra festive.    One by one, Coral Bell cozied up her adopted family 
with a warm blanket in the cart.   Tilly’s dream of riding a horse finally came true.   She perched on top 
of Boulder’s leather halter to steady herself while she held a rein that Coral Bell made just for her.  It 
was the precise size for her to hold with her beak. 
 

 
Off they went, rolling along in the cart while singing songs.     

 
Over the river and thru the woods to Peapack we go. 

Boulder knows the way to carry the sleigh thru the light and gentle snow, oh. 
Over the river and thru the woods to the fair we go, 

We’ll brave the crowd and speak out loud that pet adoption is the way to go! 
 
When they arrived, they were greeted by local rescue organizations for cats, dogs, hamsters, guinea 
pigs, gerbils, rabbits, chinchillas, ferrets, and mice and rats.  Coral Bell assisted the shoppers.  Rasmus, 
Guinevere, Till, and Pedro socialized with the adoptees.    
 
The crowd gathered to hear the speakers.   Guinevere and Tilly went first while Pedro gnawed on his 
notes.    They received applause, and one guest even whistled.    Pedro was hesitant.  As he approached 
the microphone, he shook.   He cleared his throat and took a deep breath to start his speech.   His inner 
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voice told him to be his little Peruvian self, and that other people may appreciate hearing his home 
language too (English follows):   
 
¡Hola Damas y Caballeros! Me llamo Pedro, y soy un chinchilla de Perú. Fue un largo viaje para llegar a 
los Estados Unidos. Extraño mucho a mi familia en Perú. Se suponía que iba a vivir con un niño acá en los 
Estados Unidos. No sé qué pasó, pero terminé en un refugio de animales no deseados. No tenía amigos, 
ni familia. Me encontraba en una jaula fría con un piso de alambre que me lastimaba los pies. No 
comimos bien en el refugio. No podía darme los baños de polvo que necesitaba. No tenía juguetes. Me 
dormía llorando cada noche. Me parecía que había estado allí por millones de años.  Una mañana 
temprano, la Señorita Coral Bell vino al refugio. Pidió permiso de levantarme. Ella olía rico. Sus caricias 
eran cariñosas y suaves. Yo quería acurrucarme con ella. Por primera vez, no tenía ganas de 
esconderme. Ella me miró a los ojos. Entonces, me preguntó si quisiera ir a vivir con ella en su granja. 
Me dijo que tendría un hermano Rasmus, y dos hermanas, Tilly y Guinevere. Todo me parecía tan 
romántico. Me dio miedo decirle que “sí,” así que asentí con la cabeza. Así fue como vine a vivir en la 
granja de hierbas llamada Blueberry Lane. Ahora tengo un trabajo muy importante. ¿Ves aquel caballo 
bonito? Es el nuevo miembro de nuestra familia, y se llama Boulder Hill. Mi trabajo es hacerle sentir 
como en casa y hacer que sepa lo mucho que lo queremos. Coral Bell dice que nos amará hasta el cielo y 
más. Cada noche, me acuesto sabiendo que soy amado. Y lo que es mejor, tengo una familia a quien 
puedo corresponderle el amor, también. Esta familia no se parece a mí. No hablan mi idioma. No son 
chinchillas. Pero son especiales. Tilly, la papagaya, me ayuda con mi inglés, y los ayuda a todos siempre 
que pueda. Rasmus, el conejo, es muy listo y, ¡nosotros los chicos somos muy unidos! Guinevere, la 
cobaya, pues, ella me hace reír mucho. Boulder Hill y yo estamos apenas llegando a conocernos. Él tiene 
un alma gentil. Lo más importante que aprendí de mi adopción es que un corazón que ama es algo que 
se puede regalar a familiares y amigos todos los días. 
 
A huge surprise!  Someone in the crowd stepped forward and translated Pedro’s speech for the people 
who didn’t speak Spanish! 
 
“Hello Ladies and Gentlemen.  My name is Pedro, and I am a chinchilla from Peru.  It was a long journey 
to the USA.  I miss my family in Peru a lot.   I was supposed to live with a little boy in the USA.  I do not 
know what happened, but I ended up in a shelter.  I had no friends, no family.  I was in a cold cage with a 
wire floor that hurt my paws.  They did not feed us well.  I didn’t get many dust baths.   I had no toys.  I 
cried myself to sleep every night.  It felt like I was there a million years.   Early one morning, Miss Coral 
Bell came to the shelter.   She asked to hold me.  She smelled pretty.   Her pets were soft and loving.   I 
wanted to snuggle with her.   For the first time, I didn’t want to hide.  She looked into my eyes.  The she 
asked me if I would like to live on a farm with her.  She said I would have a brother Rasmus, and two 
sisters, Tilly and Guinevere.    It all sounded so romantic.  I was too afraid to say yes, so I nodded my 
head.   That’s how I came to live on Blueberry Lane Herb Farm.   Now I have a very important job.  Do 
you see that handsome horse?   That is our new family member, and his name is Boulder Hill.  My job is 
to make him feel at home and let him know how much we love him.  Coral Bell says she will love us all to 
the moon and back.   I know I am loved every night I go to bed.  What’s even better is that I have a 
family to love back.  This family doesn’t look like me.  They don’t speak my home language. They aren’t 
chinchillas.  But they are special.  Tilly, the parrot, helps me with English, and she helps everyone any 
way she can.  Rasmus, the rabbit, is very smart and us boys stick together!  Guinevere, the guinea pig, 
well, she just makes me laugh a lot.  Boulder Hill and I are just getting to know each other.  He has a 
gentle soul.  The most important thing I learned from being adopted is that having a loving heart is a gift 
you can give to your family and friends every day.”    
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The crowd was in tears as they applauded Pedro.  Boulder Hill whinnied with delight.  Pedro’s s story 
motivated everyone to adopt, on the spot, because he was so inspiring! 
 
While Rasmus gave out the coupons, Coral Bell shared information about the Small Pet Select company.  
She talked about how the website hosts educational information, food, toys, blogs, and lots of fun info.  
She praised the Small Pet Select transport team for enabling relocation for adoptees from other States 
in safe and healthy conditions.   
 
Coral Bell reminded visitors of the benefits of adoption, such as: 

• Animals may already be spayed/neutered, and possibly microchipped 

• They may be socialized by shelter volunteers or in a foster home 

• Their personality profiles are known 

• Animals are likely to be litter box trained already 

• First veterinary exams are done 

• Post-adoption support provided by the shelter or rescue 

• Adoption always includes the knowledge that irresponsible breeding and animal mills are not 
supported.   

• Adoption helps ease the over population of companion animals (and less animals in shelters) 
 
At the end of the day, every animal at the fair went home to their furever homes.   The fair was a 
marvelous success due to everyone’s help.   
 
Jingle Jingle Jingle…..Jingle Jingle Jingle  
 
The bells jingled a lot brighter on the way home.   Boulder Hill was very proud to take the family home 
to the farm.  He trotted with his head held high and a heart full of gratitude for he himself was rescued 
and he realized the special family he is blessed with.  
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Bye-Bye Blues 
Chapter One 

Plink……Plink…..tink, tink 

Guinevere stood in the mirror and wondered what that noise was.  She was so busy admiring her long 
white fur.  She had just curled it with recycled cardboard tubes.   She stretched her paws up to fluff her 
lovely locks.   
There it goes again. That noise? 
 
Plink……Plink…..tink, tink 

“Jeepers, there’s buttons scattered on the floor.  I wonder where they came from,” pondered  
Guinevere.   
She twirled around in the mirror and bent over to polish her shoes.  
There it goes again. ` 
 
Plink……Plink…..tink, tink 

And there goes Guinevere’s dress!  “OH MY STARS!” shrieked Guinevere.  “My dress fell off!  Gosh, it 
must have shrunk in the washing machine!   Dagnabit, I wanted to wear this to a party!   Hmm, I bet 
Coral Bell can fix it.”   With faith in Coral Bell’s sewing magic, she changed into her billowy night gown to 
get ready for bed.   
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The next day, Rasmus and Pedro were ultra-lazy.  Guinevere lounged with them in her nightie all day.   
Meanwhile, Tilly energetically flew from window to window and up and down the stairs.  When she took 
a break, she practiced her opera singing.    All this activity was getting on everyone’s nerves. 
“Tilly go take a nap!  Get in your birdcage and be quiet,” bellowed Rasmus. 
 
Tilly flew a low dive over Rasmus’s head.  She perched on the sofa next him.  There were crumbs all 

about from snacking.  Pedro and Guinevere were munching on Small Pet Select Curly Q sticks with 

Rasmus.    “You three!  You’re lazy daisies.   Get up and do something.    Being active keeps up your 

energy.”    Guinevere quickly reacted, “Tilly, it’s Sunday.  It’s goof off day.   Besides, it’s too cold to play 

outside, and there’s nothing to do inside.”   Rasmus and Pedro nodded in agreement while they noshed 

on Pedro’s hay stash that was hidden under the sofa cushion.   

“Being a lazy daisy makes you feel lazier.  Guinevere, I was spying on you, and I saw you pop your 

buttons off your party dress.   Do you know why they popped off?   You’re pudgy from being lazy, that’s 

why.   So are you Rasmus and Pedro!”   

Tilly stood as tall as she could and puffed up her chest, “Look at my slender figure!  I’m slender because 

I’m active.  I fly all around the house.  It’s exercise.  That’s what you all need.  Old fashioned exercise. 

Tomorrow is a new day and I have a plan. 

Here’s your marching orders:   

• Rasmus:  set the alarm clock for 6 AM, make sure everyone is in the living room by 6:15 sharp! 

• Guin:  wear something stretchy and tie up your long guinea pig fur in pig tails.  

• Pedro:  you can’t stay up all night like other chinchillas.  You have to be awake early.” 

All three of them rolled over and grumbled.  They moaned and protested.  When Tilly flew upstairs, the 

trio started planning.   How could they get out of her foolish plan?   They whispered back and forth, 

scheming an escape route.  Pedro suggested they hide in the barn.  That would be too cold, even under 

Boulder Hills’ horse blanket.  Guinevere thought they could hide in the attic, but none of them could 

reach the door knob.   They were running out of ideas.   

Suddenly, with a quick start, Rasmus sat up.  He turned his tall ears this way and that way.   That only 

meant two things.  Either he heard something, or he was seriously thinking.  He’s a very clever bunny.   

Rasmus piped up, “The only place to hide is under Coral Bell’s bed.  Tilly will never find us there. I’ve 

never seen her fly that low.”    He thumped his rear leg, the sign that the plan was settled.   

Chapter Two 

Toot Toot Toot!  

Monday morning,  6 AM sharp, and Tilly sang reveille from her stage, the piano bench.   Not a round 

rabbit, a chubby chinchilla or a rolly polly guinea pig was in sight.  She sang reveille again.  No one 

showed up.   She decided to search for her students. “Where could they be?  They are late, late for a 

very important date,” she puffed to herself.  

Tilly impatiently flew up to the third floor.  She checked every nook and cranny in the sewing room.   She 

flew down to the second floor.   “What was that? That’s odd,” she thought she heard Coral Bell 
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whispering.  She hovered outside Coral Bell’s bedroom door.  She did not dare enter it.  No one went in 

there, it was sacred.   It was the only room Coral Bell wanted all to herself  - one room without fur and 

feathers!  

Silently, Tilly peeked into Coral Bells room.  Being a parrot, she has superior vision.  She spied something 

furry sticking out from under the bed.    Then it wiggled.  Then it swept side to side across the rug, and 

again it swept side to side.   Tilly recognized that fur.  She recognized that nervous, swishing pattern.  

Toot   TootToot!    Toot   TootToot!     Toot    TootToot!  

Coral Bell sprang up and exclaimed, “Tilly why on earth are you singing at this hour?  It’s very early, are 

you OK?” 

THUD 

“What was that noise?” Coral Bell asked as she rubbed her eyes and stretched.   Forgetting her manors, 

Tilly zoomed in to Coral Bell’s private retreat.  She pecked at the fur that swished from under the bed.  A 

rollicking commotion ensued.  Coral Bell jumped up and slipped on the fur.   She demanded to know, 

“Who is under my bed?  Come out here right now!”   

Six beady eyes peeked out from under the bed skirt.   “Come out here right now.   Rasmus, I recognize 

that chin of yours.  Pedro, I know your tail anywhere.  Guin, are you under there too?  Out, all of you!”     

Rasmus and Pedro skulked out at a snail’s pace.  “Ra-Ra-Rasmus, come back here and help me,” 

Guinevere whimpered. “My fur is caught in a mattress spring, come rescue me.”  

Nervous Pedro started nibbling on the bed skirt.   Rasmus scowled, “Tilly, get under the bed and help.  

Untangle Guin’s  fur with your beak.”    Tilly was not in the mood to help.  She felt angry.  She felt 

tricked.   She wanted to be alone in her bird cage.     Seeing the expression in Tilly’s face, Coral Bell 

encouraged Tilly to be kind, because that’s the right thing to do.    With hesitance, Tilly went under the 

bed to sort out Guinevere’s tangled locks.   

Chapter Three 

Sullenly they sat at the breakfast table, slumped in their chairs feeling ashamed.  It was silent 

until………Coral Bell spoke.  “I’ve been thinking about what happened.   I see the winter blues have set in.  

It’s been cold and snowy for 3 months.   I realize it’s too frigid to play outside, the snow is too deep, and 

all that.  However, there’s plenty to do in the house, you just need imagination.  It’s very important to 

keep your mind exercised by doing things.”   

Coral Bell continued, “You need exercise.  So, this afternoon, Tilly WILL host her exercise class and you 

all WILL participate.  While she’s doing that, I’ll take Boulder Hill out for a ride.  I ride Boulder every day, 

because it’s good exercise for both of us.   After exercise class, you each need to think of a hobby or a 

craft to keep you busy.   

Last but not least, every one of you owe Tilly a heart-felt apology.  Tilly is very good to all of you.  Guin, 

she styles your hair and gets it untangled every time you get in a mess.  Pedro, she helps you with your 

English.   Rasmus, Tilly always cooperates with your rules.   Tilly is a blessing to all of us, and it’s 

important to value the gifts each of us bring to this family.” 
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Coocoo. Coocoo 

The coocoo clock announced it was 2 PM.  Tilly blared The Beach Boys music to ramp up the energy 
level.    
She whistled from the piano bench.  “Class is in session.  I am Tilly Trainer.  Welcome to my ‘tons of fun’ 
exercise class.  Everyone get in a straight line in front of the sofa.  We’ll start with stretching, so give 
each other room.   Then we’ll exercise our hearts.  It’s called cardio.  Pedro, no nibbling during class, so 
stop sneaking hay from under the cushion.   Best to work out on an empty stomach otherwise you’ll get 
a tummy ache.   “Do what I do, here we go!”    
 
Tilly’s green wings stretched up and down, in and out.  She leaned left and right, forward and backward.  

She hopped in place on one foot, then the other.   That’s where it got interesting.    None of them could 

hop on one foot.   “Get out of the way Tilly, I’ll show you how to hop,” Rasmus shouted.   Rasmus was 

starting to feel spunky and showed off fancy hopping moves.  Off and on the sofa.  From the sofa to the 

chair.  From the chair to the piano bench.  From the piano bench to the sofa. Guinevere and Pedro 

followed along.   Rasmus showed off with a binky.  He’s the only one who could do that fancy trick since 

he is a bunny.   

“Hey!  Guinevere screamed.  I’m out of breath.  Let’s do something else.  I know how to do sit ups.  

Follow me.”   They all lined up on the floor.    Tilly whistled to mark the start, then she counted, 1 and 2 

and 3 and …….    

Bonk! 

“OUCH, Senorita Guinevere, I cannot do these.  I keep rolling over”, Pedro whimpered.  “ Es mucho hard, 

I am quitting.”   

Toot Toot Toot!  

“No quitters in my class! Let’s dance instead.”   Pedro hollered, “I can teach everyone the dance of Peru.  

It is called the Tondero.  Who wants to learn it?” Guinevere and Tilly followed Pedro’s lead.   Rasmus hid 

under the sofa and watched until he saw how much fun they were having.    He asked Guinevere to be 

his partner.  “Yes Rasmus, as long as you don’t stomp on my feet with your big thumpers!”   Turns out 

that Rasmus was a light-footed rabbit with gentlemanly etiquette.   “You’re a good little dancer for a 

guinea pig.  I’m impressed!  This is fun.  It feels like good exercise too.”   Guinevere blushed and said 

enthusiastically,  “Oh Rasmus, this could be our new hobby.   This a so much more fun than laying 

around the house all day.   I hope you’ll want to dance again tomorrow!”   

Toot TootToot! 

“Class, it’s time to end.  We’re all puffing for breath, but first we must cool down.  Let’s shake out our 

muscles.    Rasmus stretched out his legs, everyone was amazed at how long they were.  Guinevere’s pig 

tails dangled on the floor when she stretched her arms to her toes.  Pedro flopped on the floor, rolled on 

his back, and wiggled his front and rear legs about.  They giggled at how silly each other looked. 
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Chapter Four 

Boulder Hill watched from outside and whinnied, “way to go pals, now let’s see what other ways you 

can chase away the  

winter blues!   Maybe you’ll come out to the barn for a while too.”   

Tilly played a ragtime song on the piano and whistled along.  

Guinevere and Rasmus used their paws to write in the frost of the windows “snow, snow, go away, don’t 

come back til next December day.” 

Pedro used his creativity to cut out paper shamrocks and flowers; he decorated the whole house with 

them to make it feel more like spring.  

Then they bundled up in their warmest hats, coats, boots, and mittens and ventured out to the barn.   

Puffy streams of white from their breath floated in the air, just like Boulder’s did when he whinnied.  In 

the barn, on top of the highest hay stack, they bunched up to talk with Boulder.  Day-dreaming is 

creative too, so they wanted to imagine a springtime outing.  

Boulder was a thoughtful horse;  he loved to day dream too.  His tail swayed with ease.   After taking his 

time to wonder where they could go, he offered poetic thoughts:  

“When the grass starts to grow, I’ll take you in the cart 
Over the hill, to the pond, and share a berry tart 

You can look for frogs and hedgehogs 
You can look for daffodils and pollywogs 

 
You must beware of the sly gray fox 

You must beware of the flying hawks 
You never know where they will stalk 

For they are quiet as a windsock 
 

The pigeons don’t have much to say 
Even if I neigh and neigh 

So please come back and visit every day! 
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During the next few weeks, Coral Bell and her adoptees prepared for spring.  Each evening, they huddled 

by the fireplace to plan the garden.   They selected seed packets.  They made maps with rows marked 

for the veggie and herb patches.   Lastly, they marked their calendar for March 15:  spinach, arugula, and 

parsley would be planted first!  Then they marked each week in April and May with the rest of the spring 

plantings.   

With Tilly’s inspiration, they chased away their winter blues by learning the benefits of exercising  your 
mind and body.  They used their imaginations and had fun while making plans that would turn into 
happy memories.   
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Furever is Fur Keeps 
Chapter One 

Yippee!  Hoo-ha!  

Happiness and a sense of freedom filled the air.  April showers gave way to a sunny Saturday at the park.  

The energy level soared like a kite, and Coral Bell couldn’t keep up with Rasmus, Guinevere, and Pedro.  

They played tag and red rover with their friends until their tummies growled.  Coral Bell watched them 

play while she set out a picnic under the maple tree.  Pedro, always hungry, lead the gang to the red 

checked table cloth to enjoy a picnic lunch.     

They dined on a fresh salad with blueberries, cilantro, and pansies.  They sipped cool strawberry soup.   

After lunch, Coral Bell had a surprise for them; it was the neatest surprise because it was a game!   It 

went like this.   Coral Bell gave Rasmus a neatly folded  note.   It had clues written on the inside.  

Together,  Pedro, Guinevere, and Rasmus had to  figure out the clue, because that would lead to the 

next hidden clue. It was a mystery solving game!   Pedro remarked, “Gee, I wish Tilly were with us, she’s 

really good at figuring things out.  I wish she didn’t stay home to practice her opera singing.”    Rasmus 

considered himself a wise bunny, so he felt obligated to reply.  “Pedro, we are clever enough to figure 

out the clues.  It’s just that I’m the cleverest of  all.    I bet I’m twice as clever as you and Guinevere put 

together!”   Pedro agreed, but Guinevere ignored Rasmus’s insult, even though she secretly thought he 

was right.   

The first clue led them to a rock.   Under the rock they found the next clue that took them to the picnic 

basket.  In the lid they found a clue that led them to a willow tree.   In the hole of the tree they found a 

clue that led them to a tulip bed.   Among the red tulips was the last clue that led them to an ordinary 

brown box.    Ordinary.  Plain.  Boring.    Coral Bell watched as they slumped their shoulders in 

disappointment.   Although there was nothing enticing about the box,  Pedro anxiously chewed a corner 

off the box in a second!   He rattled the box and heard a familiar sound.  Rasmus and Guinevere helped 

by pulling out tissue paper.  They tore the box top off.  Voila!   Not one, not two, but six packages of 

Healthy Snacker Samplers were revealed for dessert!  

They merrily nibbled Snackers when suddenly Rasmus became cautiously alert.  He sat up straight.  His 

tall rabbit ears turned this way and that way.   He thumped, just once, to signal something wasn’t right.   

Guinevere sensed the tension.  She knew to be quiet; she leaned to Pedro and whispered, “Your 

crunching on Snackers is loud, just suck on them so you don’t upset Rasmus.   He’s in serious bunny 

mode.”    Quietly, very quietly, they sat.  They watched.  They waited.   

Scratch, scratch, scratch 

“¿Qué es eso? (What was that noise),”  Pedro blurted.   Rasmus made a scowling face with a soft thump 
of disapproval then turned his tail to Pedro.    He was determined to find the source of the scratching.   
He thought it came from a nearby lavender patch.  Slowly, he took small hops toward the patch where 
green sprouts were waking up from a winter nap.  Amidst the green, he saw something white.  It dashed 
quickly.   It darted between clumps of lavender.  It zigged.  It zagged.  Suddenly, Coral Bell picked up a 
small, white bunny.   She held the little ball of shaking fur close to her heart.   Pedro, Guinevere, and 
Rasmus gathered around with curiosity.   
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“Hello, my name is Guinevere, or Guin, for short.  These are my brothers, Rasmus and Pedro.  That’s our 

human mom, Coral Bell.  What is your name?  Where is your family?”   The little bunny froze with fear 

and buried her head in the crook of Coral Bell’s elbow.   When little bunny relaxed, Coral Bell set her 

down on the picnic cloth and everyone circled around her.  They offered her salad, but she refused.  

They offered Snackers, and again she refused.   Her eyes were wide with freight.  She sat frozen like a 

statue, and she dare not blink an eye.   

“Please don’t be afraid, we will not hurt you.  If you lost your family, we can help you find them,” Pedro 

explained in his best English.  Little bunny started to cry.  Big, sad tears rolled down little bunny’s cheeks.    

As they comforted her, little bunny softly said, “I do not remember my name, the people I thought were 

my family left me here in the dark of night.  I don’t know where my bunny family is.  I don’t know any 

one and I don’t know how to find food by myself.”    

Teary-eyed Guinevere put her arms around her, and Pedro made her a salad.   Rasmus asked Coral Bell if 

they could bring little bunny home.   Coral Bell explained they first had to learn more about her.   

 

Chapter Two 

Little bunny was starving from hunger.  She reluctantly snatched a romaine leaf from the salad.  While 

she nibbled, she wondered if she could trust them.  She wondered how to protect herself from being 

rejected again.   She wondered what she would do if she did not take a chance.  So, she decided to share 

her story because she felt desperate.    

“I used to live in a small cage in a pet shop.  One day some grown-ups asked the shop owner for an 

Easter bunny.   They wanted a present for their children.  Being an Easter present made me feel extra 

special, like the queen of all bunnies.    On Easter morning, I was put in a fancy basket and given to the 

three children.  It was overwhelming, I wasn’t used to children.  They had to learn how to be gentle with 
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me and not pull my ears and tail.  They had to learn that I am fragile, and my bones can break.  They had 

to remember to feed me, but mostly I just got pellets.  I was hungry for natural food like parsley and 

romaine.   A few days later, they didn’t play with me.  They didn’t want to take care of me or my litter 

box.  They didn’t even talk to me.   I wondered what I did wrong and why they didn’t like me.   At night, 

when it was dark and quiet, I cried alone in my small pen.   I didn’t even have enough room to do 

binkies.  But I was grateful to have a family of my own.   Or so I thought.     

Three moons ago, the grown-ups wrapped me in a towel and brought me here.  I thought we came to 

the park to play.   They set me in the lavender patch and I foolishly ran in a circle to stretch my legs.  

When I turned around, they were gone.  I stay near the lavender patch in case they come back.   I 

haven’t seen them yet.   

I must figure out how to survive.   It’s scary here.  I stay hidden under shrubs,  so the fox won’t see me.  I 

hide from the hawks flying above.    On the bright side,  I did find some clover to eat and maple twigs to 

chew on.  Do you think they will  ever come back for me?”   

By now, Guinevere was bawling her eyes out.  Pedro was so nervous from the story that he ate a whole 

bag of Snackers by himself.  Rasmus was hopping mad that little bunny was abandoned in the park.   He 

wondered why some humans are so cruel.  Coral Bell promised little bunny she would find a solution.   

Chapter Three 

Rasmus and little bunny hopped side by side all the way home to Blueberry Lane Herb Farm.   On the 

way to the house, they visited Boulder Hill who was grazing in the pasture.   Boulder was curious to 

meet the tiny visitor.   

“Enjoying the fine weather? 
You are tiny, and light as a feather. 

I see you have a little guest. 
My, my, you are a tiny one, 

So tiny you would fit in my ear 
And you look as soft as cashmere! “ 

 
After visiting Boulder Hill, Guinevere invited the little bunny to take a nap in her bed.   Primping her fur 
in the mirror, Guinevere said, “I am a girl too, I am a long-haired guinea pig.  Us girls better stick 
together.   My brothers like to do boy things.  Pedro, my little brother is a chinchilla.  In case you haven’t 
noticed,  he speaks with a Spanish accent because he is from a country called Peru.   Rasmus is my big 
brother.  He thinks he’s in charge around here.   Honestly, he is very smart and sensible, but he doesn’t 
know anything about girls, and clothes, and being pretty.   You haven’t met Tilly yet.   She must be 
upstairs in her bird cage.  Tilly is a nosey parrot, and she loves to sing”.    Guinevere turned around, and 
little bunny was sound asleep.  
 

Chapter Four 

Rasmus got to work.  He read the lost and found column of the new paper in hope that someone posted 
a notice for a lost white bunny.   Then he read the local news flyer.  No luck.   He called a meeting with 
everyone at the official meeting spot, outside at the pond.   Even though she was napping, he did not 



   Blueberry Lane Rescue © 2019                                                                       Page 19 of 101 
 

want to risk little bunny over hearing them.  Afterall, rabbits have very keen hearing.  Besides, it was a 
nice afternoon to look for frogs in the pond.  
 
He took attendance, everyone was present, including Tilly.   “The meeting is in order,” Rasmus 
announced with a stomp of his foot.  “We must figure out how to put an end to the thoughtless 
purchase and adoption of animals for Easter, birthday, and Christmas gifts, then only to be abandoned.   
Humans are supposed to be smart, but they do harmful things to animals.    How can we teach them 
that abandoned pets don’t have survival skills?  Pets are not to be discarded.   Pets are not temporary.  
Some pets are prey, and prey are fearful for their lives.  All abandoned pets have broken and lonely 
hearts.” 
 
Tilly chirped in, “Yeah, and another thing.  Human’s must realize we are a lifetime commitment.  
Rasmus, how long will you live?  I want to know how long I’m stuck with you”  With a loud thump and a 
raised eyebrow Rasmus replied, “Tilly, you will have the pleasure of my company for about 10 years, 
maybe 15 if you’re lucky!    Guinea pigs and chinchillas, cats and dogs, every animal has its own life 
expectancy.  Humans must make a lifelong commitment before adopting and rescuing.  What can we do 
to spread the word?” 
 
The group conspired at the official meeting spot until they had a plan.   Rasmus wrote a letter to the 
editor of the local newspaper.  The letter got so much attention that he was invited to give lectures on 
responsible pet ownership.  He spoke at local pet shops, the library, animal rescue leagues, and a radio 
station.   
 
At Blueberry Lane, everyone spent time with little bunny to help her feel comfortable and secure.  
Rasmus would cuddle next to her and give rabbity advice.  Pedro shared the hay stash he keeps under 
the sofa cushion. Tilly sang her lullaby songs.   Coral Bell spent extra time snuggling little bunny on her 
lap.  And all the while that little bunny was receiving attention, Guinevere was feeling more and more 
jealous.   
 
Tilly groomed little bunny’s fur as Coral Bell had asked.   Tilly gently removed the stickers and brambles 
from the bushes in the park while little bunny sat on the piano bench.  Guinevere watched from under 
the living room chair.  She was green with envy until she could no longer take it. 
 
Tilly, Tilly, Tilly !!! 
 
“That’s my comb you are using.  That’s my piano bench for styling my fur .  Who said you could use my 
comb?  Who said you could use my bench?”  Guinevere’s shouting caused a ruckus.  Tilly dropped the 
comb from her beak.   Pedro fell off the sofa and bonked his head.  Rasmus thumped his rear legs like 
thunder.   Little bunny jumped off the piano bench and ran away.   
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Coral Bell rushed in, “Young lady, what has gotten into you?  I can see you are upset.  And you know you 
are loved very much.  Guin, we are here to take care of each other.  That means we willingly share our 
love, time, talents and even our combs with others, especially those in need.” 
 
Coral Bell sat on the floor to comfort Guinevere.  “Guin, just last month you were worried about all the 
animals in shelters and foster care.  You were the one who cried over little bunny’s story.   How would 
you like to be her?  Imagine yourself in her place.   I know you remember what it was like in a shelter.   
Guin, Aunt Pinkie said little bunny can live with her.  She misses her cat so much, and she was thinking 
about visiting the shelter this week for a new pet.   Little bunny would have the life of luxury, and you 
know Aunt Pinkie will take supremely good care of her.   Tomorrow, we visit Aunt Pinkie and we will give 
little bunny the option of staying with her or staying with us.  
 
Guinevere felt deep remorse for her selfish thoughts.  She started crying again, “Oh, little bunny will 
never forgive me.  I must think of a way to make it up to her.  I want to be her best friend, her BFF.” 
 

Chapter Five 

 
Ding Dong 
 
Rasmus, Pedro, and Guinevere stood on their tippy toes spying into the antique glass doors.  Tilly 
perched in a basket of spring pansies and called out “Ola, Heeelllo, Anybody Home?   Yoo-hoo!”   A visit 
to Penny Square Inn was always a delight.  The elegant Victorian oozed charm, and the aroma of fresh 
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baked goodies scented the air.    They were so excited, Rasmus jumped up and rang the bell again, and 
again! 
 
Ding Dong, Ding Dong 
 
The stately doors opened wide, and the visitors were greeted with squeezy hugs and juicy kisses from 
Aunt Pinkie.  She was delighted to see everyone.   “Welcome everyone, and where is our special guest?  
I can’t wait to meet her.   I have a cozy spot just for her in the kitchen where I spend a lot time!”   
 
Two white ears poked out from Coral Bell’s jacket.  They wiggled with delight.  Penny Square Inn already 
sounded like  a safe haven for her.  From the foyer, they traveled down the elegant center hall to the big 
sunny kitchen. The breakfast nook was already set up for a bunny.   Coral Bell put her on the large quilt 
that covered the floor.   It was sprinkled with hay and toys for little bunny.  She hopped into the hidey 
box in the corner, it had peep holes!  She hopped out the other side of the hidey box and jumped into a 
quilt covered basket.  “Oh my, a plush bed, all for me?” she wondered.      
 
Aunt Pinkie sat on the floor and little bunny nudged her hand, then hopped into her lap.   She described 
life at Penny Square Inn to little bunny.  She talked about how the guests come and go, but that she 
wanted little bunny to live with her forever.  She told her she could be the guest ambassador on days 
she felt like it.  Little bunny liked the idea of having a job and greeting new guests.   Most of all little 
bunny was charmed by Aunt Pinkie and the idea of having a forever home to call her own. 
 
“Little bunny, you may stay with Aunt Pinkie if you wish, or you may stay with us.  You are welcome to 
make the choice that is best for you,” Coral Bell said.    Then, Guinevere piped up, “little bunny, I brought 
you a gift.  It’s my own bed, the one you napped in when you first came to Blueberry Lane.  I would like 
you to keep it as a sign of my friendship.”    
 
Little bunny nodded in agreement.   With joyful tears she said “I would like to stay at Penny Square 
because Aunt Pinkie is lonely and so am I.  We can be a family together.  I just have one request; may I 
have a real name please?”    Aunt Pinkie hugged her tenderly and said, “How would you like to be 
named Daisy?  You are fresh as a daisy, sweet and pretty as a daisy.”    Everyone applauded, even Miss 
Daisy!   
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From Mayhem to Mother’s Day 
Chapter One 

Bang Boom, Boom!!  

“Squawk…..squawk squawk,” Tilly shrieked.  She rolled over her perch so fast that her bird cage swung 

uncontrollably. “Ut oh, what was that,” she wondered, then she found her sea shell had shattered.  

Guinevere pushed her homework aside and ran to the window to see what the commotion was all 

about.   The excitement woke Pedro from his nap in the sewing box.    The peaceful Sunday afternoon 

ended abruptly with the three of them spying from the third-floor window.   

 

Coral Bell greeted a young man by his pickup truck.  After putting on his work gloves, pulled four crates 

off the tailgate.   One by one, he handed them to Coral Bell.  She carefully carried each one into the 

coop.   The spying trio was so intrigued, they tried to guess what was happening.   Guinevere bet that it 

was a delivery of plants for the herb garden.   Tilly replied, “Nope, no way.  First, she grows everything 

from seed.  Seeds don’t come in big crates.  Second, I saw her sweeping the coop last week.  Third, a 

feather flew out of one of those crates.”   Pedro chimed in, “I hope those are crates for building a 

playground!  They look delicious to nibble on.” 

Guinevere couldn’t take the suspense any longer.  She had to see for herself what was going on.  With 

lightning speed, she raced down two flights of stairs and out to the coop.   She ran so fast that she 

skidded on the fresh bedding and slammed into a chicken feeder.   Chaos erupted.  From her perch, Tilly 

screamed “Chaos in the coop, chaos in the coop!”  
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Guinevere was stunned to find one flustered hen and a gaggle of baby chicks flapping their fuzzy wings.   

Cluck, Cluck, Cluck, Cluck, Cluck!       

Chicks were skittering about in a panic, and Mama Matilda would not have it.   Coral Bell tried to settle 

everyone down.  Rasmus appeared in the doorway.  He sat up and turned his ears this way and that way 

to survey the situation.  Then he gave a booming thump with his rear leg to command attention.  As 

always, that did the trick.   The chicks huddled under Matilda’s wings, and Coral Bell brushed the dust 

from her hair.   Guinevere was  wide-eyed and speechless.  She could barely stand up because her long 

guinea pig fur was tangled around the chicken feeder!    

“Guinevere, that’s one way to make an entrance, but not the nicest way to introduce yourself.  Perhaps 

we should consider charm school young lady,” Coral Bell said with frustration.    By this time, Pedro was 

peeking over Rasmus’s shoulder.    Tilly swooped around the coop showing off tricks in front of Matilda.   

Coral Bell impatiently dismissed them all.  They were to wait on the porch until further notice.   

Chapter Two 

Stomp, stomp, stomp 
 
Guinevere paced around on the porch having a fit, “Rasmus, did you know that big fat chicken and her 

babies were coming here?  What were you doing in the barn while the rest of us were in the sewing 

room?   Why didn’t you tell us about this?  It’s a big deal.  Chickens, just think, chickens!   Oh my stars, 

who needs chickens on an herb farm anyway?”  

Rasmus nibbled from the basket of parsley and casually replied, “I heard Coral Bell making arrangements 

on the telephone, but I didn’t hear the details.   Hey, none of your business why I was in the barn!  If you 

must know, I was testing the hay.  I was checking it, you know, for freshness.  It’s my job to make sure 

it’s safe for everyone to eat.   I hope you finished your homework, Guin.   You got yourself in a pickle 

when you should have been studying.  So, I’m not helping you figure out your math later.”  

Pedro piped up, “Perdóneme Señor Rasmus.  Yo no entiendo.  ¿No hay pollos en una granja de hierbas?  

A veces me todos confunden.  (Pardon me Mr. Rasmus.  I don’t understand.  No chickens on an herb 

farm?  Sometimes you all confuse me.)       

When the delivery man left, Coral Bell joined the foursome on the porch.  She told them all about 

Matilda.   “She is a very beautiful Barred Rock chicken.  That is her breed.  Did you notice the pretty 

pattern in her feathers?    Matilda lived with a young man from Maywood, but he cannot keep her 

because he is moving far away.   She is a good egg layer, and her hens will grow up to lay eggs too.    If 

there are extra eggs, they can be sold at our farm stand.” 

Coral Bell continued, “On Wednesday, I will introduce you to Matilda.  By then, she should be calm and 

feeling settled in.   Just be yourself.  There’s no need to do tricks to impress her.  Afterall, she is a 

mother, and all moms know a trickster when they see one.   Keep in mind how you felt when you first 

came to Blueberry Lane Herb Farm.   Do you remember how you appreciated feeling welcomed and 

wanted?”    
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By the time Wednesday arrived, Tilly realized that she was being a show off by doing flying tricks.  Being 

a show off is boastful, and that’s not nice.  She really wanted Matilda to know that she is a kind parrot.  

She decided the shattered oyster shell in her bird cage would be a thoughtful gift for Matilda.   Even 

though the shell was special to Tilly, she wanted to share it.    Knowing that chickens like oyster shells for 

the extra protein, she wrapped the broken shell shards in a silk pouch.  She tied it with a fancy bow for 

an extra special touch. 

After school Wednesday, Guinevere, Pedro, and Rasmus were anxious, in a nervous way, to meet 

Matilda.  Tilly styled Guin’s long hair in an furdo and pinned fresh pansies in it.   Rasmus and Pedro 

preened themselves to look gentlemanly.   With their best manners, they were ready to formally meet 

Miss Matilda and her 10 baby chicks.   

Chapter Three 

Coral Bell escorted the foursome to the chicken yard.   Matilda was roosting on top of the iron gate 
while keeping an eye on her chicks as they tootled around.  Her black and white speckled feathers 
glistened in the sun.   She looked very regal, yet motherly at the same time.   
 

 
 
The first introduction was Rasmus.  He sat up on his hind legs with his ears tall and straight.  When 
introduced, he bowed politely.   Pedro was very nervous, so much so that his knees knocked together.    
He cleared his throat before speaking, “Hola Matilda de Maywood, soy Pedro de Perú.  (Hello Matilda 
from Maywood.  I am Pedro from Peru.)   
He was so nervous that Spanish slipped out. 
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Tilly came to Pedro’s rescue. She asked Matilda to excuse his mixed-up language and explained that 
Pedro speaks English well when he is not nervous.      Impatiently, Guinevere pushed Tilly out of the way.  
She curtsied as though she were in front of the Queen of England.    From where she was, Matilda 
appeared to sit high up on the gate.  To impress  her, Guinevere batted her eyelashes, tilted her head to 
the side, and introduced herself, “Hello, I am Guinevere.  You’ll know me by my long fur.  By the way, I 
can baby sit for you when I’m not in school or taking care of my luxurious fur.”    
 
Tilly nudged Guinevere aside and formally introduced herself.  When she presented Matilda with the silk 

pouch of oyster shells, Matilda bobbed her head in appreciation.  Then along came Boulder Hill.       

Clippity Clop     Clippity Clop     Clippity Clop     Clippity Clop  

Hello Miss Matilda.  Pleased to meet you. 
Boulder Hill is my name. 

I am the only horse 
We’ll be friends of course 

Come and visit me in the barn 
Welcome to Blueberry Lane Herb Farm! 

       
Matilda took charge.  She clucked up, “Mighty nice to meet you all.  I can see that Rasmus is a 
gentleman.  Pedro, you’re a harmless little fellow.  Tilly, thanks for offering me a gift of oyster shells.  I 
sure like them a lot.   Boulder Hill, I will visit you in the barn, and thank you for welcoming me to the 
Farm.”      
 
“Now Guinevere!  You best watch yourself around me Little Miss!  I don’t need no long-haired guinea 
pig poking around in my chicken business.  I tell you, my business is chickeny alright.  Chickeny I said.   I 
don’t need you getting that mop o’fur all tangled up in the feeder either.   And another thing, you scared 
my baby chicks!    I’ll take care of my chicks just fine, thank you.   Where I come from, we all mind our 
own business.  Chickeny business that is.  Anyway, I like a peaceful place.  It  helps me do my job better, 
and my job is to be a good egg layer.   Are you all straight on how things are going to work in MY chicken 
yard?”   
 
The foursome was startled by Matilda taking charge; she was quite intimidating.   They shook their 
heads to acknowledge Matilda and scampered to the secret meeting place by the pond.  Boulder Hill 
trotted along.        
 

Chapter Four 
 
Boo hoo, boo hoo hoo 
 
Guinevere sat in the tire swing and sobbed, “Why was she so rude?  She said I am nosey and scary!  I 
don’t like her.  She can stay in her coop and never come out.   I hope she rusts on top of that old gate!”    
 
Rasmus sat up tall, his ears pointed directly toward Guinevere.   With a thump he commanded her 
attention,  “Guinevere, you are not thinking clearly.   Matilda must protect her chicks, it’s her duty as 
their mother.  We are new and strange to her.    We must earn her trust, little by little.   Once again, that 
long fur of yours got you in a pickle.  Tilly will cut your fur this summer when school is over.  Better to 
have plain and simple fur.”   Guinevere shrugged her  shoulders and stomped her paw to be taken 
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seriously.  The kind of serious that Rasmus shows when he thumps.   The problem is that little thumps 
from little paws can barely be heard.  
 
Boo hoo, boo hoo hoo 
 
Rasmus grumbled, “Pedro, you’re whining too?  What’s wrong?  Oh, the drama around here,”   Pedro 
sniveled and said, “I just remembered that Mother’s Day is coming.   The baby chicks are lucky, they 
have their real mama. I miss my mama in Peru.  What shall we do on Mother’s Day so we don’t feel so 
sad?”    Tilly wrapped her soft green wings around her buddy.  He loved her cuddly hugs.   
 
Rasmus turned his tall ears this way and that way.  He hunkered down under the oak tree.   This was his 
usual position for rabbity thinking even though it looked like he was napping.   This was important 
thinking  because Guinevere, Tilly, Pedro, and Boulder Hill were rescued and adopted.  Their feelings 
were tender, and Rasmus knew he had to be sensitive.      
 
“Ah hah. I have a plan,” Rasmus finally said.  “Gather round.  We’ll take a vote on the best way to work it 
out.”   Tilly perched on Boulder Hill’s withers, so she could keep an eye out for unexpected visitors, such 
as Coral Bell.   Pedro and Guinevere sat on the tire swing together.   Boulder Hill grazed on spring grass.   
Together, they worked out the details of Rasmus’s idea for Mother’s Day.  It was a top-secret mission.    
 
Over the next week, everyone worked on their assigned tasks.    Pedro was so nervous about the 
surprise that he couldn’t stop  snacking.  He couldn’t keep enough hay in his stash under the sofa 
cushion.  He nibbled the edges of his  school books.  He even ate every single Strawberry Rose Snacker in 
the pantry.   Only when he had a full tummy did he have the courage to do his task:  sneaking Matilda’s 
eggs out of the egg basket.  One by one, an egg here and an egg there.  He hid them in the picnic cooler.   
 
Rasmus got up in the early dawn hours before school.  He hopped through the dewy grass to the corner 
of the pasture.  With excellent digging skills, he dug a hole.  It was wide and deep.  It was hard work, but 
he was determined to do a good job.   He was very neat.  He dragged the upheaved clumps of grass to 
the woods.  He used his rear paws to scatter the loose dirt so nothing looked any different.   When he 
was done, Rasmus took extra care to preen so his fur and paws were clean for school.   
 
Tilly collected pieces of ribbon from Coral Bell’s sewing room and hid them in the barn rafters.   Each day 
she chose a different patterned ribbon.   There were ribbons of plaid, polka dot, and stripes.  They were 
in rainbow colors. 
 
Guinevere’s only job was to call Aunt Pinkie and have a private, top secret, conversation.   Calling Aunt 
Pinkie would be tricky.  She had to wait for a time when she would not be busy at Penny Square Inn.   
She also had to wait for a time when Coral Bell would be outside, so she could not over hear.     
Eventually, Guinevere hid in the attic to make her top-secret call.     
 

Chapter Five  
 
Mother’s Day morning arrived.  Coral Bell saddled up Boulder Hill and rode to Aunt Pinkie’s for 
breakfast.  It was an opportunity to see Daisy, her rescued bunny, and meet the guests visiting from 
faraway places.   They celebrated with a selection of fresh quiches at Penny Square Inn.   While Coral 
Bell was having breakfast, the secret plan was put into action.  
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A delivery truck arrived.  Two men quickly went to work.   
When they left, Tilly carried the ribbons from the barn and tied them securely with her beak.   
Guinevere dressed up with a straw sun bonnet with her fur tucked underneath. 
Pedro picked a bouquet of wild flowers and nervously nibbled on the bundling twine.   
Rasmus supervised from the porch swing.   Matilda from Maywood cackled in the background.   
 
Clippity Clop     Clippity Clop     Clippity Clop     Clippity Clop 
 
Boulder Hill carried Coral Bell home.  Following directions for the secret plan, he trotted through the 
gates of Blueberry Lane Herb Farm and went to the pasture.   Everyone was gathered under the canopy 
of a flowering apple tree.  “Surprise, Happy Mother’s Day!   We love you Coral Bell!” they all shouted.  
Rasmus and Pedro hopped around while  Guinevere danced.  Tilly fluttered through the festive ribbons 
swaying from the tree branches.    
 
“My goodness, how did you get this tree here,” Coral Bell blushed.   Guinevere gave the details.   “It was 
Rasmus’s idea.  He told Pedro to pilfer Matilda’s eggs, and I sold them to Aunt Pinkie.  We earned  
money to buy the tree.   Tilly decorated it with ribbon streamers.”    Coral Bell laughed, “Oh, that’s why 
there were so many quiches at breakfast; Aunt Pinkie had lots of fresh eggs to cook with!    And I 
suppose she helped you arrange to have the tree planted?”    “Yes,  but I dug an expert hole to plant it 
in,” Rasmus replied, “Even Matilda tried to lay extra eggs for us to sell.  The bonus is that we can have 
apples from this tree in the fall!”  
 
Pedro sweetly said, “We wanted to give you a present that would remind you how much we love you.  
We wanted to honor you for being our human mom.  Every year when this tree blooms, it will remind 
you how our hearts bloom with love for you too.   Te amamos.  Nuestros corazones estan llenos gracias 
a ti.  (We love you.  Our hearts are full, thanks to you.) 
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The Baking Team  
Chapter One 

Ding Dong, Ding Dong 

Rasmus’s tall ears turned like two antennas; first to the right and then to the left.  Pedro sheepishly 

peeked out from under the sofa.    Guinevere dropped her fur brush and ran down the hallway, nearly 

tripping over her dress.  Tilly flew into the hallway with lightning speed.   

The front door creaked when Coral Bell answered it, “Thank you Mr. Postman, I have been waiting for 

this to arrive!”   Isn’t it exciting to have a visitor when the doorbell rings?  When the postman rings the 

door bell and has an unexpected package, that’s even more exciting!   Coral Bell turned to call everyone 

in, except she found them already in the foyer staring  at her with a glint of curious wonder. 

Outside on the porch, the sweet aroma of honeysuckle drifted through the June air.    Rasmus, Pedro, 

and Guinevere hopped up on the porch swing.  Coral Bell joined them while Tilly settled in the hanging 

petunia basket.   “Hurry up, open the package,” Guinevere exclaimed.    “Hmm, it’s an interesting size,” 

Rasmus observed.  “It’s smaller than a Small Pet Select delivery box.  It’s bigger than a package of garden 

seeds.”          

Coral Bell’s eyes twinkled as she unwrapped the mystery package, “This surprise involves our family 

project.  Since we decided to have a bake sale to help support the animals at the shelter who need extra 

care, I got something to help us.    Who can guess what it is?”     

They put on their thinking caps.  Pedro scratched his tail.  Rasmus rubbed his tall ears with his front 

paws.   Guinevere twirled her long fur around her paw.   She popped up with the idea that it was a new 

baking pan.  Tilly suggested it was a box of gourmet nuts.   Finally, Pedro chimed in, “I think it is a new 

book.  The kind of book that has directions how to cook something.”    Coral Bell exclaimed,  “Bingo! You 

are very clever to figure that out Pedro!   It is a new recipe book just for baking.    You can look through 

the pages and decide what recipes you want to bake for the  fund raiser.”  

Coral Bell explained, “There is one rule, though.  We must be practical.  Therefore, you must choose 

recipes that can be made with ingredients that we grow here at Blueberry Lane Herb Farm.      This book 

has four chapters:  spring, summer, fall, and winter.   Just look through the summer chapter and pick out 

what looks yummy.     The strawberries and rhubarb are ready to pick.  Plus, it’s time for the first harvest 

of mint, thyme, lavender, and oregano.  Be organized.   Write a list of recipes with those ingredients, and 

then we can vote on which recipes to make.” 

Thump Thump Thump 

That was the familiar call to attention.  Rasmus sat up on his hind legs.  His ears were tall and straight in 

serious fashion.  He declared, “Coral Bell said be organized.  As usual, I have a plan.  Tilly, you and I can 

read the recipes out loud.  We will read page by page from the summer chapter.  Guinevere and Pedro, 

you take notes.  Write down the page number and recipe names of the ones that sound extra good.   

Pedro, no nibbling on the paper either.  This takes team work, so let’s get started.”     
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Guinevere raised her paw, “Wait a minute. How am I supposed to take notes without getting my fur 

twisted?”    Tilly mumbled, “Guin, you must stop twirling your fur while trying to concentrate.  Now 

please pay attention!”  Guin continued, “I’m confused.   Summer starts on June 21.  Today is June 3.   

That means we should pick out recipes in the spring chapter.”    Tilly argued, “Guin, the berries and 

herbs are ready to pick.  I know they are ripe because I was flying around the garden looking for a snack.   

Oh yum, those blueberries are so juicy!  So, we must find summer recipes.”    

They argued back and forth until Rasmus put his big rear paw down again and bellowed, “Girls, stop 

your silly bickering.  Summer recipes it is.   This is a fat book, so there must be a lot to choose from in 

each chapter.” 

They settled down on the porch and poured over the recipes.  Page by page, they debated the merits of  

treats such as crumpets and cookies, pastries and popovers.   They imagined impressive and irresistible 

cakes and crepes and turnovers and tarts.   From the very long list they made, they had to agree on 

which recipes they thought they could make.   Their list was neat and organized, just like Rasmus 

instructed.        

Coral Bell finished weeding the garden and joined them on the porch.  She brought a basket of 

dandelions for snacking.   Tilly perched in the basket of petunias where she could catch any sunflower 

seeds Coral Bell might toss to her.    Guinevere insisted on reciting the recipe list to Coral Bell, “Rhubarb 

pies, strawberry tartlets, blueberry muffins, rosemary scones, and lavender lemonade.  Plus, we found a 

special bonus recipe; it’s peanut butter biscuits for dogs.  Isn’t that dandy?   Homemade doggie treats!   

Plus, Tilly got Matilda to promise to lay extra eggs for the baking, even though she doesn’t like dogs.  I 

don’t know why she doesn’t like dogs, that’s poppycock if you ask me!”  

Thump Thump Thump 

That familiar sound was followed by Rasmus’s voice of reason.  “Guin, some dogs are very nice and 
friendly.   Some dogs can be scary because they like to chase us.  It’s natural for them to chase small 
animals.  They can’t help it, it’s called instinct, and it means they do it without thinking about it.  It’s 
natural to their behavior.   Matilda is afraid of being chased around by a dog, probably because she must 
protect her brood of chicks.”      
 
This news alarmed Pedro.  It set off his nerves.  From her bird’s eye view in the hanging basket, Tilly saw 
Pedro start to shake.  He began to chew the corners of the new recipe book.   She quickly plucked 
dandelion leaves and dropped a bunch right on top of his little head to distract him.   Pedro whined, 
“Señor Rasmus, no sé de perros. Tengo miedo de ellos. No voy a la venta de pasteles, no, no no.  (Senor 
Rasmus, I don't know about dogs.  I'm afraid of them.  I am not going to the bake sale, no, no no.)   
Guinevere puffed up her chest and hollered, “Coral Bell will protect us.  She would never put us in 
danger, and she knows how to handle the situation.    She will keep us safe.   Trust her!” 

Chapter Two  

The next morning, Coral Bell harvested fresh ingredients from the garden.  The tasks were assigned.  
Rasmus chopped rhubarb and strawberries.  Pedro sifted and measured flour.  Guinevere cracked eggs 
and measured peanut butter.  Tilly expertly used her beak to separate rosemary and lavender leaves 
from the stems.   The kitchen was a buzz, and the air clouded with poofs of flour from sifting, sifting, and 
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more sifting.   While they worked, they had fun taste testing the fruit.  They made kissy noises with their 
bright pink and blue fruit stained lips.   They worked in a synchronized rhythm until….. 
 
SPLAT 

Uh oh…..some of Matilda’s eggs rolled off the counter.  The egg shells shattered.  The eggs splattered.   

Guinevere rushed over and……kaboom!  Just like that she slipped on the eggs and fell on the floor.   

Pedro laughed so hard his belly jiggled.  He lost his balance and knocked the bowl of flour over.  It 

landed right on top of Guinevere!    

 
It was so quiet, you could hear a pin drop.  Everyone was still for a minute.   
Guinevere’s cry pierced the silence, “My fur, my gorgeous fur!”   
Matilda peered through the back door and clucked, “My eggs, my beautiful eggs!”    
Pedro hollered, “The flour, all my fluffy sifted flour is on the floor!” 
Tilly chirped in with “My patience!  It will take forever to  wash Guin’s fur!”   
 
 “Matilda, where have you been all afternoon,” asked Tilly.   Matilda grumpily clucked back, “Perching 

on my fence gate. I expected Guinevere to stroll by my gate.   She walks by every morning for her daily 

exercise.   Not today though, no ma’am, she didn’t stroll by today.   I was planning to find out where 

each one of my eggs went.   So, I came to see for myself.   You tell that nosey Guinevere I want a full 

report of the whereabouts of my eggs.”   Oh dear, this was dreaded news since Guinevere didn’t make a 

good first impression with Miss Matilda when she arrived at Blueberry Lane.   
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The commotion caught Coral Bell’s attention.   Although she found her kitchen in a state of disaster, she  

laughed at the scene.   She saw a moppy headed long haired guinea pig dripping in egg yolks and coated 

with flour, a nervous little chinchilla chewing on a dish towel, a parrot fluttering in a fit, and a mad 

hatter hen wobbling in circles by the door.  Rasmus, ever the wise one, got out of the way and hid under 

the kitchen table. 

Coral Bell recommended everyone take a well-deserved break.   To help, she cleaned up the kitchen and 

rolled out the pie dough.  Guinevere soaked in a bubble bath while Tilly combed out her sticky long 

white fur.  By evening, all the goodies were baked and packaged for the sale.   

Chapter Three 

Clippity Clop      Clippity Clop      Clippity Clop 

Boulder Hill roamed over to the kitchen window to see what all the hubbub was about.  Tilly screeched 

to her friend, “Boulder, we are going to bring all these treats to the shelter tomorrow.  There’s a bake 

sale for animals with special medical needs.  Would you like to help?”    Boulder shook his mane and 

lifted his head high to whinny,  

“I most certainly will take part. 
You can ride in my pony cart. 
Early, early we should start, 

I will be proud to do my part.” 
 
The next day, everyone got up early with the bright sunrise. They were eager to sell all the fresh baked 
goodies.  The more they sold, the more money the shelter would have for animals that need special 
medicine and extra care and attention.     
 
They dressed up for the occasion.  Rasmus put on his bow tie, and Pedro sported his hat from Peru.    
Tilly wore her party hat, and Guinevere fashioned herself a chef’s hat and apron.   Boulder Hill’s mane 
was braided with blue ribbons.   Coral Bell donned her riding boots, plaid jacket, and velvet cap.   
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Many of their friends were also selling things at the bake sale, like lemon cookies and snickerdoodles.    
Aunt Pinkie and Daisy brought baskets of Small Pet Select treats to raffle, such as Meadow Loops, 
Belinda’s Blend, and Flower Power Berry Boost.     
 
Coral Bell hosted a tour of the shelter for visitors.  Rasmus, Tilly, and Guinevere followed along.  Fearful 
Pedro hid under a blanket in the pony cart.   They were saddened to see how many animals needed help 
and how many were waiting for a furever home.   They spent time visiting and gave friendship and love 
to each of the homeless animals.  They renewed their commitment to  always help those in need in any 
little way they could.     
 
A flyer on the bulletin board caught Tilly’s attention.  A special needs animal sanctuary was seeking 
volunteers for summer camp.  There were jobs to be filled and camp was to start in just one month.     
Tilly told Rasmus about it.  Rasmus told Guinevere.   Guinevere told Pedro.  Pedro told Boulder Hill.  
They huddled up and talked about what skills they had and how they could help.   Rasmus decided, “We 
can organize games, read stories, and help prepare food.”    Guinevere replied, “I think the most 
important thing we can do is to make friends with them, so they don’t feel alone.”   Tilly chirped in, “I 
can teach them how to sing opera!”   Rasmus and Guinevere rolled their eyes and yelled, “NO!  No one 
wants to hear your silly opera singing.”    With Coral Bell’s permission, they signed up to volunteer.  
 
The community event was a success.  They went home feeling very grateful for their blessings.  They had 
a loving home, they belonged to a family, they were healthy, and they were able to give back to their 
community.   Coral Bell instilled the value of giving to those who are in need and giving with a joyful 
heart.     
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Summer Camp Friends 
Chapter One 

Brrrrrinnnnng 

The dismissal bell finally rang, and the students stuffed their report cards into well-worn backpacks.   

The school halls echoed with cheers and well wishes for a happy summer vacation.  When the doors 

flung open, they merrily skipped down the steps with a sense of freedom.    

Guinevere, Pedro, and Rasmus meandered home, occasionally nibbling on wild blueberries along the 

way.    They looked forward to lazy mornings and afternoon naps.  They talked about picnics by the pond 

and staying up late to watch the flicker of fire flies in the evening sky.    They had the whole summer to 

lollygag around, except for the two weeks they were scheduled to volunteer at camp for shelter animals 

with special needs.      

Once home, they dropped their backpacks by the front door and ran to the kitchen for a snack.  While 

Coral Bell prepared a tray of fresh veggies, Tilly made it her business to snitch the report cards.   With 

three report cards dangling from her beak, she flew up to the third-floor library to read the teacher’s 

comments in private.    Rasmus had a stellar report card, no juicy news in there.  Pedro received a gold 

star for his progress with English.  Tilly felt proud since she was bilingual and helped him with 

homework.   Guinevere’s report card was the most interesting.   The teacher wrote, “Guinevere earned 

the title of  Class Socialite and Best Bad Fur student.  Her grades will improve if she talks less in class and 

spends less time untangling her fur from the many things it gets caught in.  Perhaps if she had a fur cut, 

she could concentrate more.”   

Tilly screeched in laughter while she imagined Guin gabbing during class, fiddling with her fur,  and 

getting it caught in things.   Tilly fluttered to the bulletin board where Coral Bell displayed important 

things, like seed packets and reminders.  She pinned the report cards next to the summer camp flyer, 

and then checked Coral Bell’s calendar.   Camp was penciled in from July 8 to July 19.   Satisfied that 

camp was properly scheduled, she flew downstairs to the kitchen for some sunflower seeds.   

“Tilly, what was that screech for?  We heard you all the way down here.  Hmm, you look oddly 

suspicious.  What have you been up to?” Coral Bell asked.     Tilly screeched in laughter again.  She 

laughed so hard she could barely talk, “Guinevere was voted the Class Socialite and Best Bad Fur student 

for the school year!  Imagine that!   The teacher said she should mind her own bee’s wax, not talk so 

much, and get a fur cut!”   

Guinevere hollered, “Don’t be a tattle tale Tilly, and I’m not getting a fur cut.  No way!  Besides, my fur 

needs to be long because I am a long-haired guinea pig.   Really, who ever heard of a long-haired guinea 

pig with short hair?  Plus, I want to have pig tails for summer camp.   I’ll look super cute!”   Everyone 

started laughing because the teacher was right.  Guinevere is a socialite, and her long fur always causes 

some sort of fiasco. 
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Chapter Two  

Crickety creek…..  Bumpety bump…..  bump….. bump 

Pedro opened one eye, half awake, from his nap.   He had the notion he should be doing something.  He 

stayed curled up under the sofa until he heard the creaking floor boards in the attic.   Then he 

recognized the familiar sound of the luggage as it bumped down the attic stairs.     

Rasmus commanded everyone to attention with his thumping.  “Yoo-hoo everyone.  It’s time to pack for 

camp.”  He sat up tall and straight and gave directions, “Neatly fold your clothes, pack your grooming 

brushes and a few snacks.   Guinevere, pack only play clothes, no fancy dresses or hats.  We leave early 

tomorrow morning.”    

Guinevere rolled her eyes, “Rasmus, never mind what I pack.  You don’t know anything about wardrobes 

for girls.   More importantly, we must decide what games and toys to bring.  The shelter doesn’t have 

much to play with.”     

Pedro nervously chewed on rye fidget sticks, and then he started to whimper.  “Señor Rasmus, tengo 

mucho miedo de los animales en el refugio. ¿Cómo sabré con quién es bueno jugar? ¿Y si me persiguen? 

¿Y si no quieren ser amigos?”   (Senor Rasmus, I am so afraid of the animals at the shelter.   How will I 

know who is nice to play with?  What if they chase me?  What if they don’t want to be friends?)   

Rasmus sat down in his thinking position.  His tall ears pivoted forward.  His eye brows bunched 

together.  Rasmus was an intelligent rabbit, and he wanted to give Pedro thoughtful answers.   He 

replied with confidence, “Coral Bell and the shelter workers will pair us with animals who are safe.  

Some of them might be shy or afraid of us since we’re strangers.   They might feel uneasy because they 

have special needs.   Remember, they don’t have friends outside of the shelter.   Pedro, instead of 

thinking about yourself, think about them.   Consider what you can do for them instead of what is hard 

for you to do.  That way you can make camp fun.   Plus, maybe you’ll make a lifelong friend!”   Pedro 

liked Rasmus’s sage advice,  so he pushed his fidget sticks aside and started packing.   

Tilly and Guinevere nodded in agreement.   “I never thought of it like that Rasmus.  I was only thinking 

about how I can entertain them, like singing and fancy flying tricks,” Tilly cackled.     Guinevere added, 

“Yeah Rasmus, I knew you would have a good answer, because every time your eyebrows bunch up, you 

say something pretty smart.   If they don’t bunch up, then I know that you aren’t sure of what you’re 

talking about.”    Ramus scowled at Guin’s observation.  He thumped his rear leg out of aggravation.  

Chapter Three 

Clippity Clop …   Clippity Clop …   Clippity Clop 

It was time to leave for camp!  Coral Bell harnessed Boulder Hill to the pony cart out by the barn.  One 

by one, they hopped in the cart.    Rasmus barely made the leap with his heavy backpack stuffed with  

favorite books.  Guinevere brought jingly balls to play catch and soccer.  Pedro’s sack overflowed with 

snacks.   Tilly packed a pouch of sunflower seeds and pick up sticks.      

Boulder Hill pulled the cart through the countryside and into town, stopping once while a herd of sheep 

crossed Pottersville Lane.  On the ride to the shelter, they were a little nervous about volunteering at 
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camp since they didn’t know who they would meet.  Coral Bell reminded them of very important virtues:   

always be a patient, always put others first, and always be compassionate.  This was a time to reach 

deep into their hearts to share kindness and strong moral character.    

Pedro was so nervous, he nibbled hay all the way to the shelter.  Tilly rode on top of Boulder Hill, 

perched right between his ears.  Guinevere and Rasmus enjoyed the scenery and the scent of wild honey 

suckle in the air.  When they arrived, they were introduced to their assigned camp buddies.    

Rasmus was happy to be assigned as camp buddy to another rabbit.   He was told that his buddy walked 

quite slow and did not hop.   Rasmus eagerly went to meet his buddy, but he immediately noticed how 

timid the buck looked.   He approached him slowly and sat near to greet him, “Hello, my name Rasmus.  

I would like to be your camp pal.”   The buck turned toward him and grumbled,  “Why would you want 

to be my pal?  No one else does.”    

Rasmus pitched his ears forward to think.   He could not imagine how life would be without hopping and 

binkying around.   After a few moments, he quietly responded, “Because you are unique, and there is 

only one you.  I would be honored to be your pal if you would like to have one.  What is your name?”   

The buck replied, “My name is Skylar.  I spend most of my time just sitting, day dreaming, and napping.  

It is too hard to play, so I don’t.  You see, I have problems with my legs.  I have arthritis, and it’s hard to 

move around.  It’s not fun to be me.  Plus, I was separated from my sisters, and I miss them.  My heart is 

sad every day.   I’m afraid I’m not very good company.   So, you can leave now.”   Rasmus encouragingly 

said, “Skylar, I’m pleased to meet you.  I like to bun loaf, day dream, and nap too!   Let’s try napping 

together for a little while.   Skylar agreed, but still did not understand why Rasmus would want to spend 

time with him.  

Guinevere and Pedro were both assigned to one very energetic camper who needed extra attention.   

They were directed outside to meet her.   The sound of the door closing alerted the camper to their 

arrival.   She turned to watch them.  She was wearing a harness with two wheels attached, like a wheel 

chair.    Guin gave her a friendly wave.  As they walked toward each other, the dog’s smile got bigger and 

bigger.   And Pedro got more and more nervous.  He started to shake.  He hid behind Guin, pulled her 

pig tails and whispered, “I see great big teeth!”    Guin yelped, “Ouch, Pedroooo!  Why did you pull my 

piggy’s?   Now they are probably lopsided!”   The black and tan dog gave Guin a gentle nudge with her 

nose and introduced herself as Flash.   She playfully peeked around Guin to see Pedro, who laughed a 

nervous laugh.   She kept playing peek-a-boo until both Pedro and Guin were silly with laugher.   She was 

a happy German Shepherd with lots of personality.    She quickly earned Pedro’s trust.  Pedro even felt 

safer with Flash nearby.  She was outgoing and confident, yet sensitive to her surroundings.         
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Tilly flew around the shelter campus.  She swooped up and down, did fancy tricks, then perched in a tree 

to watch the happenings.   She discovered the aviary, where the birds live in a natural habitat like the 

woods.  Visiting butterflies were all around too.   She spied a little baby parakeet looking very lonely.  

The baby bird did not know its name or why it was there or where her mama was.  Tilly cuddled next to 

her.   She wrapped her green wings around the baby and rocked her back and forth.   Each time she 

rocked the baby bird, Tilly sang sweet, soft lullabies.  Tilly continued to mother her every day during the 

two weeks of camp.      

At the end of the day, Coral Bell and Boulder Hill had to return to Blueberry Lane Herb Farm.  She 

gathered everyone together review the camp schedule and assignments.  While each day promised fun 

activities for everyone, Pedro was already starting to miss Coral Bell.   She gave everyone a squeezy hug 

and reminded them how much she loved them.   After a good night’s sleep, they were ready to start 

their official assignments as camp buddies.     

Chapter Four 

The next day, during breakfast they mingled around and made more friends before the activities began.   

Rasmus signed up to read at story time since he was well prepared with his favorite books.   Pedro 

volunteered to chaperone a group of small animals on pontoon rides around the lake.   Guinevere 

organized the arts and crafts area.   Tilly decided to flutter around and help where ever she could.   

There were other activities like playing catch, card games, hiking, and night time camp sing-a-longs.     
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Weaving friendship bracelets was one of the craft projects Guin led.  She directed the campers, “First 

measure the wrist size, then take three strands of embroidery floss to make a braid.   Halfway through, 

pick out the beads to spell your friend’s name and string them on the floss.  Then braid the rest.”  She 

first demonstrated how to braid, then went around the room to assist the campers.   Uproars of 

uncontrollable laughter broke out.   Guin was flustered in wonder, “What’s so funny?”  One of the 

campers pointed a paw toward her shoulder.   Blushing with embarrassment, Guin nearly fainted when 

she saw that her fur was woven with the floss and onto herself!    

Flash loved to be on the go.  She didn’t let her disability stop her from joining the group for games of 

catch and trail hikes.  Pedro and Guinevere escorted her to keep her safe.  They warned her of bumpy 

terrain and cleared objects out of the way of her “wheel chair”.    Pedro quickly learned not to “judge a 

book by it’s cover”.    Although Flash was bigger than Pedro, she was a loyal camp pal with a zest for 

living life to the fullest.      

Each afternoon, Rasmus and Skyler buddied up and spent time together.  They made up their own 

version of soccer by pushing jingly balls to each other with their noses.  They bun loafed and napped in 

the shade.  At the end of camp, Skyler asked again why Rasmus befriended him.  Rasmus explained,  

“Skyler, I like you for being you, and I like our friendship.  I like to talk about the things we have in 

common.  I don’t mind that you can’t hop, it’s OK if you walk slow.  What matters the most is the 

dedication of a real friend.”   Skyler rested his head on his paws.  For the first time ever, he felt the love 

of a true-blue friend.   

When camp came to an end, teary good-byes were soothed with the promise of continued visits and 

friendships.  They were promises from the hearts of Rasmus, Pedro, Guinevere and Tilly.    When they 

arrived home, once again, they were thankful for the many blessings of a warm and happy home, good 

health, and each other to love.   
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A Fur-tastic Lesson  
Chapter One 

Ping…..Ping…..Ping 

“Old Maid!  I won again, I won again!” shouted Guinevere over the gentle ping of rain drops on the 

window panes.    Rasmus wrinkled his nose, twitched his whiskers, and collected everyone’s cards.  He 

shuffled the deck and dealt another paw of cards.    Everyone at Blueberry Lane Herb Farm was restless; 

it was the third day in a row of rain.   

Pages of the wall calendar flapped from the breeze of the window, and it caught Tilly’s attention.  She 

flew over to fix it, but first turned the page from July to August.   “August 1, hey that was last week.  

Today is August 5th.     Coral Bell has lots of reminder notes.  Let’s see.  It says she must get school 

supplies, harvest sunflower seeds, fix the barn window, get a fur cut for Guin, order a tractor tire, and fix 

the perch in Matilda’s chicken coop.   Hmm, it’s a busy month.”  

Guinevere tossed her playing cards in the air, ran to the calendar and hollered, “What?  What fur cut?”  

Then she stood on Coral Bell’s desk to reach the calendar.  With furious intent, she erased the calendar 

note about the fur cut.   “There, that’s taken care of.   A fur cut is non-sense.  I’m a long-haired guinea 

pig, and I must have long fur!”    She stomped her little paw on the desk and exclaimed, “Again I say, 

who has ever seen a long-haired guinea pig with short hair?   That’s just ridiculous.  I must be true to my 

breed!”   

Thump Thump Thump 

Rasmus sat up straight with his ears tall and upright.  He loudly protested, “Guinevere Margaret, don’t 

you dare erase Coral Bell’s reminders.  You write them back in immediately!  You are being a naughty 

piggy.  That fur of yours always causes a commotion.  You get hay stuck in it, it gets caught in things, and 

it makes you late because you’re ‘doing your fur’!   Plus, you get Tilly involved in fur-washing and styling, 

and she’s tired of it.  It’s just too long!   Who agrees with me?   Raise a paw or a wing!”     

Pedro, being a nervous chinchilla, hid under the table at the sound of Rasmus’s demands.  Tilly raised 

her pretty green wing and tweeted, “Guinevere Margaret, Rasmus is right about everything.  Your fur is 

a mess, and I am too busy to be styling that mop of yours everyday before school.  The last time I had to 

wash pumpkin seeds out of all the tangles it took an hour.  It’s time to chop it off!”   

Guinevere shrunk down in tears and despair.  After all, when someone’s middle name is used, it’s super 

serious business.     Guinevere quit playing cards and stomped off to her room to sulk.   She plopped on 

her bed and cried her little heart out.   She tossed and turned and cuddled her teddy bear.   Suddenly, 

she had an idea!   If she had to get a fur cut, she should have one that is very stylish.  She remembered 

reading that models in Paris, France, are beauty and fashion trend setters.   
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Chapter Two  

Knock Knock 

Coral Bell gave Guinevere permission to enter the shed where she was working.  “Hi Guin, are you here 

to help me prepare the herbs for drying?”   Guinevere replied, “OK, because if I help, you’ll get done 

faster.  Can we go to the library when we are finished?   School starts next month, and I want to get 

some books to brush up on my school work.”   

Coral Bell was shocked, “Guin, you haven’t done your summer reading yet, and you have a math 

workbook.  So, what do you want from the library?”      

Guin was bewildered.  She had to think of a clever way to talk Coral Bell into a trip to the library.  “I want 

to look for art books.  I’m thinking of becoming an artist when I grow up.  Art books will help me 

discover my inner creativity.  We don’t have any books like that.”   Coral Bell thought this was an 

unusual idea for Guinevere, but she agreed to take her to the library.    To Guinevere’s disappointment, 

Rasmus and Pedro went along too.   

Chapter Three 

Slam  

Guinevere’s door slammed shut as she dumped her tote bag of library books on the floor.  Hidden 

between the books on painting were books she checked out of the library when the others were not 

around.  They were all about the latest beauty and hair style trends from Paris, France.   Guinevere 

studied every page.  She studied her fur in the mirror.  She pinned up her long fur to see how short fur 

would look.  Should she have bangs or not?    How would she cut the layers?   She decided it would be 

best to go to a special salon.   But how would she pay for it?   Could there be enough coins in her piggy 

bank?   How could she reach her piggy bank on that high shelf?   

She dragged a chair and placed it under the shelf.   Still couldn’t reach.   She stacked books on the chair 

and climbed on top.  She still couldn’t reach.   Talking to herself, she said “I know, I bet I can use my 

dress hanger to pull the piggy bank off the shelf.  Brilliant.  Sometimes I’m so smart that I amaze myself.”      

With the dress hanger, she climbed back on the chair and on top of the stack of books.   The chair 

wobbled, and the books started to slide.   “Whoa.  I better go really slow,” she said to herself.    She 

balanced on her tippy toes.  Slowly, she reached up with the hanger.   The books slid again as she 

hooked the hanger around the piggy bank.      

Crash   Boom   Bang  

The chair and books toppled over.  The piggy bank shattered, and coins kerplunked across the floor.   

Guin had a soft landing on top of her teddy bear.   “Ouch!  Oh my gosh, oh no, my piggy bank.  Ut oh.  

How am I gonna explain this to Coral Bell,” Guinevere fretted.   Then she heard a knock on the door.   

First she froze, then she scrambled around trying to quickly tidy the mess.    

“It’s Rasmus, are you OK?  I heard a big loud noise.  What’s going on?”   Guin hollered back, “I’m fine, go 

away.  Don’t be such a nosey rabbit!”   
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Rasmus knew she was up to something.  He quietly hunkered down outside her door to listen.   He 

pressed his tall brown ears this way and that way against the door.   He heard Guin counting out loud, 

“25, 50, 75, a dollar.  25, 50, 75, two dollars.  25, 50, 55, 60, 65.   A total of $2.65.   I wonder how much it 

would cost at a salon.   I know, I’ll look in the local newspaper.  They always have advertisements.” 

 

She flung open her bedroom door and Rasmus fell over.   “Rasmus!  What are you doing?   Are you 

spying on me?   I told you to go away, you big nosey rabbit!  I’m telling Coral Bell on you.   A girl needs 

her privacy around here, now go back under the living room chair!”    Rasmus got a peek at the disaster 

and then scampered downstairs to the living room.  He scooted under his favorite chair and pretended 

he’d been there for hours.   

Meanwhile, Guinevere looked through the newspapers in the recycling basket.  She was disappointed to 

see that fur cuts and styling at a salon were out of her $2.65 budget.   She realized she had to take 

matters in to her own paws.  After thinking over her dilemma, she developed a plan.  It involved an 

innocent accomplice.   

Chapter Four 

Tap Tap Tap………Tap Tap Tap 

Pedro was peacefully napping on the porch swing when an annoying noise disturbed him.  The click of 
Guinevere’s  glittery shoes tapped in syncopated rhythm.   “Pedro, wake up.  Wanna do something 
creative?”  Pedro rolled over on the porch swing.  “Pedro, wake up.  I have a really fun plan.  We have to 
go to my room first.”    Pedro groaned and rolled the other way.   “Pedro, come on.  I have Small Pet 
Select Organic Apple Chews hidden in my room.”    He didn’t respond.  “Pedro, I even have Fidget 
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Sticks!”    Fidget sticks were Pedro’s favorite snack.  He rolled over again and fell off the porch swing, 
half awake.    
 
“Guin, what do you want now?  I was in the middle of a dreamy nap.  This better not be one of your 
crazy schemes,” Pedro grumbled.    Guin said, “It’s a game Pedro.   It goes like this.  I tell you what to do.  
For everything you do right, you get a Fidget Stick.  First, we must be really quiet and tip toe upstairs to 
my room.”    The promise of a Fidget Sticks was an offer Pedro could not resist.  
 
“Let’s get Ramus and Tilly to play too,” Pedro said.   Guinevere panicked.  She insisted they could not 
possibly play because they were busy helping Coral Bell in the barn.     
 
Guin had everything set up.   The hair style book was open to the page with the prettiest model on it.  
Her chair was set in front of the mirror, and she had childproof scissors ready.   “Pedro, we’re playing 
beauty salon.   Here’s how to play.   I’ll be the customer, and you be the stylist!   I’ll come into your 
salon, you ask me what I want.  Then you show me the picture in this book and I will like it.  Then you 
just have to make me look like the model.   See, it’s easy!”    
 
Pedro squealed, “Oh no, señorita Guin. No estoy jugando este juego. Haz que Tilly juegue contigo!”  (Oh 
no, Senorita Guin.  I am not playing this game.  Get Tilly to play with you!) 
 
“Pedro, if you win, you get a whole box of Fidget Sticks.  The WHOLE BOX!”     At last, Pedro could not 
resist the winning prize.    Guinevere’s plan was working like a charm.  After Pedro examined the picture 
in the hair styling book, he jumped up on Guin’s chair and went to work.     
 
Snip Snip    Snip Snip    Snip Snip   
 
Pedro said, “Close your eyes so the fur doesn’t get in them.”   Pedro took his time.  He kept looking at 
the model in the book.  A snip here.  A snip there.   As her fur fell in swirls on the floor, she imagined 
herself looking like a movie star with the most fashionable fur style.   She imagined wearing her purple 
glittery sun glasses without fur falling in front of her eyes.    
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“Guin, I am finished.   On the count of three, you can open your eyes.    One.   Two.   Three!  

Chapter Five 

Screams bellowed from Guinevere’s bedroom.  Pedro dropped the scissors and made a mad dash for the 

barn.  “Pedro, this is not what it’s supposed to look like!  Pedro, where are you?  Get back here,” 

Guinevere blubbered.   She sat stunned as she looked in the mirror and wondered how she could ever 

go outside again, much less to school.  She even started to wonder if she could use the fur on the floor 

to make a wig.   

“Miss Coral Bell!  I have big troubles, and I don’t know what to do!  I’m so nervous.  Guinevere is having 

a fit.”   Intrigued by Pedro’s calamity, Coral Bell, Rasmus, and Tilly sat on bale of hay while Pedro 

explained the crisis.   “Guinevere, she made me play a game with her.  She said if I win, I get a whole box 

of my favorite snack, you know, the Fidget Sticks.  I played by the rules, I won the game, and then she 

screamed at me. She’s steaming mad!  I don’t know why’s she so mad.  I did everything she said to do!”   

Pedro continued to explain all about the book, the picture, the scissors, and the fur cut.   Tilly burst out 

laughing while Rasmus’s dark eyes grew wide with curiosity.   Coral Bell realized she had been tricked 

into going to the library and she tricked Pedro into cutting her fur.  Coral Bell marched from the barn to 

the house, followed by Rasmus, Tilly, and Pedro.  They went straight up to Guinevere’s room to settle 

the matter.  

Knock Knock 

Guin timidly opened her bedroom door.   There she stood with a winter hat on.  Tears sopped her 

cheeks.   Telltale signs of cut fur were strewn about the floor.  Tilly cackled in laughter.  Rasmus covered 
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his eyes with his front paws.  Pedro stood with his paw out waiting for his payment of Fidget Sticks.  

Sniveling, Guin collapsed on the floor and hid her face in her teddy bear.   

“Guinevere, Pedro told me about the game you were playing.   Take that hat off, and let’s see your new 

style.”    Looking down at the floor, ever so slowly, Guin removed the hat.   Tilly was hysterical laughing.  

Rasmus was in shock.  Pedro kept his paw out, waiting for the Fidget Stick payout.   

Coral Bell continued, “Now, let’s start at the beginning so we understand the entire story.   You were 

determined to keep your long fur.  You erased the reminder on my calendar about your fur cut.  You 

tricked me into taking you to the library.  You bribed Pedro into cutting your fur.   Somewhere in this 

mess, you broke your piggy bank.  None of this makes sense Guinevere Margaret!   Please explain 

yourself.  

Tilly chimed in, “Yeah Guin, this is your best half-baked idea ever!” 

Guinevere sat up with her fur sticking out everywhere.   Although she was funny looking, Tilly felt sorry 

for her.  She took Guin’s comb in her beak and started combing her fur down while trying to comfort 

her.  

Guin muttered, “If I must have short fur, then it should be stylish.  You know, like the Paris fashion 

models or a movie star.    I thought it was easy for Pedro to look at a picture and cut my fur the same 

way.  I didn’t have enough money to go to a fancy salon.  Besides, Coral Bell, you always say we should 

learn to do things for ourselves.  So, I did.    I’m sorry for tricking you, and I’m sorry for bribing Pedro, 

and I’m sorry I called Rasmus a big, nosey spy.   I hope you are all sorry you made me get a fur cut!  Now 

look at me.   I can’t go out in public!  I can’t possibly let my friends at school see me looking like this.   I 

won’t even go out to the barn!   I’ll have to spend the rest of the year at home until it grows out.      

 

Coral Bell replied, “Young lady, everyone who knows you loves you for who you are.  You are not loved 

for what you look like.   It doesn’t matter if your fur is long or short.  What matters is how you treat 
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others, how you make them feel.  What’s important in life is sharing time with those you love and giving 

from your heart.   While I admire you for wanting to look your best, it is being your best that matters the 

most.  Every day be the best little Guinevere you can be.  That means being a good sister, a valuable 

family member, friend, and student.   When you have bad days, there’s always the next day to start 

fresh.   

Coral Bell dried Guin’s tears, cuddled her on her lap, and reassured her how much she is loved just for 

being Guinevere. 

Rasmus, Tilly, Pedro, and Coral Bell shared a family hug and went back to playing Guin’s favorite card 

game, Old Maid, while sharing Pedro’s new box of Fidget Sticks. 
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Tilly’s Got Talent  
Chapter One 

Brrrriinngg   Brrrriinngg 

Three alarm clocks blared all at once.   The orange sun floated above the pasture with morning 

greetings.   Paws pitter pattered about on old oak floors.   The bustle of dressing, collecting backpacks, 

and packing lunches made for an exciting morning.   Pedro and Rasmus were the first ones at the 

breakfast table.  They wore crisp plaid bow ties for the first day of school.   Pedro looked at Rasmus and 

pondered, “Señor Rasmus, why I must I wear a tie?  I like no tie.  I like to be myself.”   Ramus replied 

thoughtfully, “Pedro, when you put your best paw forward on the first day of school, it sets you up for 

success!  Wearing a handsome bow tie always makes me feel like I’m on top of the world!”  Rasmus 

winked at Pedro with assurance, and Pedro confidently winked back.   

Coral Bell served fruit salads and said, “I wonder what is taking Guinevere so long.  She should be at the 

breakfast table by now.”   Rasmus rolled his eyes and volunteered to get Guinevere.   As he hopped up 

to her second-floor bedroom,  he thought he heard her walking back and forth across her room.   Back 

and forth.  Back and forth.   He crouched outside her door to listen.  He swiveled his tall rabbit ears this 

way and that way.   It sounded like she was walking laps back and forth.  He could hear her stop, spin 

around on her hind paws, and walk back across her room.   He concluded she was admiring in her new 

dress in the mirror and fussing with her fur.    

With a knock on her door, Rasmus announced “Guinevere, breakfast is ready.  We are all at the table 

waiting for you.”   Guinevere slowly opened the door on an itty-bitty crack and whispered, “I’m not 

hungry, I’m busy getting dressed.  Meet you in the playground!”    Rasmus thumped hard.  He chided, 

“Guinevere, you’re up to something.  You better not start trouble on the first day of school.   It will upset 

Coral Bell and mess up our schedule.”   

Tilly perched in her favorite parsley pot on the porch.  She was sad that the carefree days of summer 

ended.  She stared out into the pasture.  She wondered what she would do while everyone was in 

school.   She wasn’t needed to style Guinevere’s fur since she had a short fur cut.   Coral Bell’s tutoring 

students wouldn’t be around until the evenings; a long time to wait for visitors.    Pedro and Rasmus 

didn’t leave out any books to read.    She couldn’t help feeling weepy and lonely.   

Suddenly something appeared on the porch!  Tilly wondered what was hiding under the wide brimmed 
sun hat and big round sunglasses.  Peering cautiously from the parsley pot, she asked who was there.   
With a giggle, the little voice whispered “It’s Guin.  Isn’t my hat fabulous?   The movie stars wear hats 
like these!”     Tilly voiced concern, “Guin, can you wear that huge sun hat to school?  Are they allowed?  
Wait until Rasmus sees that, he will not approve.  Besides, your dress is dragging.   You might trip on it.   
You can’t hide your short fur forever Guin.”        
 
Guin huffed and said, “Gee Tilly, why are you so cranky?  You’re not the long-haired guinea pig with 
embarrassingly short fur!  I’m walking to school before Rasmus, so he doesn’t see my outfit.   Otherwise, 
he’ll make me change.   Besides, he  knows nothing about fashion.”    Tilly sunk down and sulked in the 
parsley, still wondering about the day ahead of her.     
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Chapter Two  

Cluck Cluck Cluck…….Cluck Cluck Cluck   

The hen house was busy these days.  Matilda had lots of chicks scrabbling around.  The baby chicks 

followed their mama everywhere while the older ones explored the farm.  Some roosted in the shrubs 

while some searched for bugs.   Some pecked at the ground, some just wandered around.   Matilda liked 

organization.  Matilda liked knowing where each chick was at all times.  All the clatter and chicken 

chatter made Matilda edgy!   

While Tilly sulked in the parsley, she heard some frantic clucking.  She wondered what all the fuss was 

about.  She wished the chicks would quietly play somewhere else.  She wished Pedro, Rasmus, and 

Guinevere didn’t have to go to school.  She wished she had something to do, something with a purpose.   

She wasn’t in the mood to practice her opera singing.  She wasn’t in the mood to visit Boulder Hill in the 

pasture.  She wasn’t in the mood to keep Coral Bell company while she worked in the garden.   

The clucking got louder.  And louder.  And louder.   Before she knew it, there were tiny peeping sounds 

floating through the air.   Something wasn’t right.   The usual rhythm of the clucking was off, and the 

peeping was chaotic.  Finally, out of curiosity, Tilly fluttered out of the parsley to investigate.   She flew 

to the chicken coop, no one was home.  She surveyed the gardens while dipping up and down in flight, 

not a chick in sight.   She flew to the kitchen window box and rested in the flox.   There it was 

again…..the peeping, clucking, and scrabbling around…..but where was it coming from?   
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From the corner of her eye, Tilly noticed feathers flying in the kitchen.  With a quick start, she darted to 

the open window and slipped inside.    “Matilda, are you in here?   Oh my goodness, have you lost your 

chicks?”   Matilda hollered back, “Tilly, is that you?   Help, I’m stuck in a closet!  Where are my babies?  

Help, I  must find my babies!”    Tilly reassured Matilda all her baby chicks were fine, even though she 

didn’t know where they all were.  Chicks were hopping and popping all around the house in a state of 

confusion.    Tilly promptly retrieved Coral Bell from the garden for help.   

 

Chapter Three 

Slam….Bam, Slam 

Coral Bell opened and slammed shut cabinet doors in a desperate search.  Eventually,  she found 

Matilda in the pantry, pacing back and forth with her wings flapping in a panic.  Matilda cackled in 

turmoil,  “That Guinevere, let me tell you, she left the screen door open!   Then I saw her tip-toe down 

the lane in a silly disguise.  My older chicks wandered in, all of them, and the young baby chicks must 

have followed while I was tidying up my hen house.  Before I knew it, I was chasing ‘em all around the 

house, up and down the stairs, in and out of baskets, off the sofa, and out of the fireplace!    I don’t 

know how the door shut behind me!”   

Tilly and Coral Bell were in shock over the bedlam.  Meanwhile, baby chicks peeped all around, while 

older chicks enthusiastically explored nooks and crannies.   Coral Bell swooped up Matilda and sat with 

her on the porch swing.  She stroked her feathers to calm her and give her a much-needed rest.    

Meanwhile, Tilly scouted about the house and rounded up each chick.  She organized them in a straight 

line, single file.   Next, she counted each and every one.  Then she gave them firm marching orders.  
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“Matilda’s chicks - listen up!   Your mama had quite a big scare, she thought she lost you.  In case you 

didn’t know, moms don’t like to lose their kids.   Now remember these rules:   

✓ It’s important to stay where you’re supposed to be.  That’s where mama knows you are!  

✓ If you want to explore, you must ask mama for permission first.  

✓ If mama says, no, then you stay put!  

✓ If mama say yes,  then you go with a buddy for safety.  Never explore alone.  

 Now, everyone march to the hen house on the count of three.   One.  Two.  Two and half.  Three!”   

Tilly escorted all 28 chicks that ranged in size from tiny little peepers to teenage chickens.   Tilly 

reacquainted them with where they could safely explore and what shrubs and bushes they could roost 

in during the day.     

Toot Toot Toot  

“Listen up chicks.   When you hear me whistle like that, it means everyone must go to the hen house.  

That’s the official whistle.   Seems like your mama is awfully busy and I see we need some rules to keep 

order here.   So, I’ll be here to help Mama Matilda every day!   

 

Chapter Four 

That first week of school, Tilly missed Pedro, Rasmus, and Guinevere a lot, but she was very busy helping 

Matilda look after all her chicks.  Matilda was anxious about keeping up with all 28 of them.   Those 

young roosters were especially daring and adventurous!   Tilly announced, “Matilda, you keep laying 

eggs, but you don’t have time to watch your chicks.   You need time to play with them and help them be 
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all chickeny.  Since I’m a parrot, I can sit on your eggs!”   Poor Matilda was so tired out, she agreed to let 

Tilly help with egg hatching.  

Tilly quickly realized she wasn’t big enough to sit on a whole clutch of eggs at once, so she decided to sit 

on one egg at a time.   And so she tried.  She gently arranged herself on an egg.  She wobbled to the left.  

She wobbled to the right.  She wobbled to the left again.  “Whoa, hey this would be a lot easier if eggs 

were flat.  This must be what it feels like when cowboys ride broncos!”  She toppled off the egg and 

almost fell out of the nest box.   With determination, she tried again, this time with a new approach.  

She gently slid backward on top of an egg.  She wiggled her bottom to center herself.  She took a deep 

breath and settled down.  She felt stable on the egg.  Now she waited.   And waited.  She got bored.   

She wished she had a book to read.  She got hungry.  She wished she had some snacky bird seed.   She 

decided to daydream.   She fell asleep and rolled off the egg again! 

 

Matilda cackled, “Miss Tilly, that ain’t no way to hatch a clutch ‘o eggs.   You got to get back up on the 

clutch and wait til those eggs crack! Then you’ll feel chicks pokin’ and wigglin’ about.    Miss Tilly, you 

need some patience!  It’s just a matter of time till my baby chicks hatch once you sit on ‘em.”     

“On second thought,  I don’t think you’re fit for nesting;  your little parrot bottom is too small for my 

clutch.   So tomorrow you can babysit the chicks outside while I sit on my clutch,” Matilda demanded.   

Tilly was confused.  She was never “fired” from a job before!  Tilly took great pride in her work and 

getting fired was most distressing.  

Around the dinner table that night,  Rasmus and Pedro talked all about the first day back at school.   

They chattered away until each detail of the day was revealed from news about the teachers to all the 

compliments they received on their bow ties.   
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Tilly shared her dilemma about getting fired from egg nesting.  Rasmus peered across the table to offer 

sage advice.  “Tilly, it’s not that you didn’t do a good job.  You’re a little parrot, sitting on clutch of 

chicken eggs is a very big job for a little bird.  Everyone has skills and abilities they are good at when the 

job is right.  For example, I am a good listener because I have big ears and I am very wise.   Coral Bell is a 

good Spanish tutor because she can read, write, and speak Spanish.   You will be an excellent baby sitter 

for the chicks because you’re attentive and caring.   That’s the right  job for you Tilly!”  

Coral Bell chimed in, “Tilly, with everyone going back to school, I know you’re lonely.  Matilda is busy 

hatching chicks before the cold weather comes.   Do you realize that teaming up with Matilda is a “win-

win” because it will help her, and it will keep you from being bored?   You just need some confidence in 

yourself about how valuable you can be to Matilda.  That also means you are valuable to me and the 

needs of the farm.”  Tilly quietly considered all the advice while she nibbled on her mango.    

“Guinevere, you’re very quiet.  Tell us about your day.  You always have funny stories about your 

friends,” Coral Bell said with curiosity.   Guinevere stared at her plate and pushed her food around.  She 

fidgeted with her napkin and wiggled in her chair.  “Well, what happened,” Coral Bell nudged.     Guin 

casually replied that her friends and teachers were all okay.   Rasmus nosed in, “Guin, you’re telling us 

everything.  I heard rumors about you!”  

Guinevere started to cry, “Everyone laughed at my outfit, which was out of dress code, so I got sent to 

the new principal, Mrs. Sprinkle.   She’s mean.   At recess, I tripped on my dress playing jump rope and 

fell.  Then I had to go to Mrs. Sprinkle’s office AGAIN for bandages for my knees.   There, that’s how my 

day was.  Could it get any worse?  Mrs. Sprinkle sent home the dress code and you have to sign it Coral 

Bell.”     

Coral Bell reminded Guin that by skipping breakfast and sneaking out of the house, she set herself up for 

trouble.  School rules must be followed, otherwise there is a penalty.   

Tilly piped up.  “Hey everyone.  I learn lessons even without going to school.  I learned one today.”   

Guinevere interrupted, “Did you learn how to do new fur styles?”   Rasmus shook his head at 

Guinevere’s silly question.   Pedro giggled.   Tilly sharply responded, “No Guinevere.  I don’t spend my 

days thinking about how to style your long guinea piggy fur!   I have more worldly things to think about.” 

Tilly continued, “Today, I learned the importance of knowing what we are good at.  I learned we should 

be proud of our talents without bragging and boasting.  Bragging and boasting are not good character 

traits anyway.  You know, because it sounds self-centered.   So tomorrow, I will use my talents to babysit 

Matilda’s chicks so she can nest on her eggs in peace.   We should always help others, any way we can.   

It’s the right thing to do.” 

Coral Bell complimented Tilly for being well thought out.   She continued, “Tilly, soon, you’ll settle into a 

new routine.   Hopefully, you’ll also have time to practice your opera singing and enjoy riding on Boulder 

in the pasture.   Next month, I’ll need you to help me plant the flower bulbs, you know, the daffodils and 

tulips.   Before long, Guinevere’s fur will grow out and you’ll have to help her take care if it.”    Although 

Pedro and Rasmus groaned at the idea of Guin’s hair growing long again, Guinevere beamed with hope.   

Tilly’s heart pounded with happiness from feeling appreciated for her compassion, her talents, and the 

new-found ways she can contribute to life at Blueberry Lane Herb Farm.   The little green parrot blushed 

with delight when Rasmus called her “Aunt Tilly” to all of Matilda’s chicks!  
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A Harvest Moon 
Chapter One 

Fall is a lively time at Blueberry Lane Herb Farm.  It is a season of change.  Vibrant jewel color mums line 
the driveway entrance.  The maple trees proudly wave gold and crimson leaves about.  Pumpkins dot 
the garden in shades of orange and gold.   Gourds peek from under huge leaves in shades of green and 
white.   Some have speckles, some have stripes, and some are solid.   Homemade scarecrows hover over 
the pumpkin patch, offering black birds a place to rest.  The last of the herbs wait to be harvested.  
Visitors arrive routinely for pumpkin picking, warm apple cider, and cinnamon donuts while they enjoy 
the beauty of fall’s bounty. 
 
Matilda keeps a watchful eye on the visitors who try to pet her young chicks.   Her loud clucking warns 
that she, indeed, oversees the hen house.   She marches along the fence line like a sentry on guard duty.   
Tilly helped Matilda keep watch.   Matilda cackled, “Tilly, on the other farm I lived on, there were some 
dogs.  They barked and kept on the lookout.   Why don’t we have any dogs here?”   Tilly wondered, “Gee 
Matilda, I don’t know. I’ll ask Coral Bell later.  She’s going to an antique show with Aunt Pinkie when the 
farm closes. An antique show is where you go shopping for old things from days gone by.”   
 
After the farm closed for the day, everyone gathered for dinner.  Coral Bell served pumpkin soup and 
spinach salad.   It was one of their favorite meals, except for Tilly.  She enjoyed a special plate of 
pumpkin seeds and fruit.  Afterall, how would a little green parrot slurp soup?   Tilly started an 
interesting conversation.  “Coral Bell, can we have a dog?  Matilda thinks we need at least one to watch 
over the farm and the visitors.  Since I started babysitting her chicks last month, I’ve been flying a lot of 
miles and I get tired.   Gee, I’m looking forward to snoozing in my bird cage tonight!   Is having  a dog is a 
good idea?   What does everyone think?   We could adopt from the shelter!” 
 
Rasmus thumped like he was playing the drums.  His eyes rounded big and wide, “Tilly, I’m not in favor a 
dog.  I’m not voting for a dog.  Not all dogs like small pets.  Just keep flying around the hen house to 
watch Matilda chicks!”   Coral Bell sat up straight and replied, “Hey, getting a dog is a very important 
decision.  Just like when I adopted you, it was a very important decision.     The first thing to do is 
research.  Lots of research.  There’s all sort of breeds, temperaments, personalities, and sizes.   We’ll talk 
about this more another time.   After dinner, you all settle down and read your library books.  I’ll be at 
the antique show with Aunt Pinkie.  I want to look for some horse tack.”     
 
Guinevere wondered, “Horse tack?  Are you putting Boulder on a bulletin board?”    Coral Bell laughed 
out loud, “No silly girl, horse tack is equipment for horses.  You know, like bridles, stirrups, and reins.  
Maybe I’ll find an English saddle if I’m lucky!  I invited my friend and her horse to visit sometime.   It’s 
always good to have extra tack and the antique shows have unusual things.    Being nosey, Guin asked 
“What friend?  Who?  What horse?  A friend of Boulder Hill?”   Coral Bell explained, “My friend lives far 
away.  She may bring her horse, Percy, to an upcoming trail ride.  Boulder and Percy would get along 
very well, I’m sure.   Horses like to have company too!”  
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One Two …….. a  ‘ One, Two, Three, Four 

Paws tapped to the rhythm of the songs on the radio.   The old music maker was the newest fascination 
at Blueberry Lane.  Coral Bell shouted over the music, “I’m thrilled everyone is enjoying that old radio.  
It’s from the 1940’s and I found at the antique show!  I thought you would have fun listening to it!”    
Rasmus stood on his hind legs and turned the dial.  His ears pivoted left and right listening for different 
stations.  Each one played a different kind of music.    Pedro and Guinevere danced together while Tilly 
whistled along.    They enjoyed spinning around the living room and trying to dance as partners.  “Ouch, 
Pedro, you’re a klutz!   You keep stepping on my itty-bitty paws,” Guin hollered.   Pedro fired back, 
“Well, at least I’m not stepping on your long guinea piggy fur.  Last time we danced, it dragged all over.  
I’m so glad this chinchilla from Peru cut it for you!  I’m a good barber!  Whoo hoo!”    
 
Guinevere crinkled up her nose in protest.  She was anxiously waiting for her fur to grow out again.  
Meanwhile, she kept dancing,  kicking up her heels, and shaking her shoulders to the rhythm blaring 
from the radio.  “Come on Rasmus, be my dance partner now,” she shouted.    Together Rasmus and 
Guin tried some country western line dancing, and Pedro joined in.   Tilly kept whistling along until they 
collapsed on the floor, huffing and puffing in exhaustion.   Finally, they went to bed.  They looked 
forward to enjoying their new old radio the next day.  
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Chapter Two  

Ding Dong…..Ding Dong 

It was 10 AM.  The postman was right on schedule.   Guinevere heard the mail drop through the slot in 

the front door.  She immediately darted over to get the mail so she could be the first one read the 

rescue group newsletters.  She liked to read the weekly town flyers and the occasional postcard.   This 

time, there was a letter in a pink envelope.  It was addressed to “Mr. Rasmus, Blueberry Lane Herb 

Farm”.  It stirred Guinevere’s curiosity.   The postage stamp had a heart on it, like a left-over Valentine’s 

Day stamp.   Even more intriguing was the back of the envelope.  It  had a seal with the letter “D” on it.  

The envelope looked very personal.  Guin knew if she gave the letter to Rasmus, he wouldn’t reveal any 

tidbits of information!   She folded it up, stuffed it in her pocket, and wondered who it was from.    

Pedro and Rasmus turned on the radio, and Tilly flapped her wings to the beat.  They started up another 

dance party thinking Guinevere would join them.   After some time, Rasmus wondered what Guinevere 

was doing.  She was not one to miss out on the fun.   Rasmus turned down the radio volume and sat still 

for a few moments.   He rotated his tall brown rabbity ears this way and that way.   Where she could be?  

Was she in the barn helping Coral Bell polish Boulder’s  tack?   Was she in her room playing dress up?   

Was she writing her book report?   “Tilly, stop whistling for a minute.”   Tilly chirped,  “I’m not whistling 
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Rasmus.  I’m watching you think.”   Rasmus hopped around, “Then what’s that whistling sound?  Is it the 

tea kettle?”   

Rasmus peeked in the kitchen.  He spied Guinevere standing on a chair.  He spied her balancing on her 

tiny tippy toes.  He spied her leaning over the counter.  He spied her little guinea pig arms waving a pink 

envelop over a whistling tea kettle.   “Guinevere, what are you doing?” bellowed Rasmus.   Ever so 

startled, Guin dropped the envelope and jumped off the chair.   The envelope floated through the air.  

They both scrambled to catch it, and Rasmus beat her to it.   The damp pink envelope wilted in his paws.  

The ink was runny from the steam, but he could see it was addressed to him.   With squinting eyes, 

Rasmus scolded, “Guinevere Margaret!!   Why did you steal my mail?  Why is it soggy?   You make me so 

mad!”  

There was her middle name again!  Guinevere’s teeth chattered from the guilt of being caught.   She 

rubbed her front paws together, then she rubbed her ears.  Then she covered her eyes.  She stammered,  

“Um….oh….well, I was cleaning the envelope for you.  It was dusty. I was doing you a favor.”    Now  

Rasmus doubtfully said, “Horse feathers!  I don’t believe you.   You were trying to open my mail.   Did 

you know it’s illegal to open someone else’s mail?   You should go to jail!   As a matter of fact, they wear 

stripes in jail.   Go play dress up in stripes and see how you look!”  

Guinevere knew Rasmus was very angry because he never spoke so harshly to anyone.   She realized she 

was in quite a pickle, so she fled up two flights of stairs to her bedroom.  She tried to remember what 

stripe clothes she had, just in case she needed them.   

Chapter Three 

Whoosh……thud! 

Rasmus hopped on the porch; the screen door slapped hard behind him.    The pretty seal was a shiny 

golden “D”.     He rubbed his paw over it in admiration.  Then he carefully lifted it, taking care not to tear 

the soggy envelope.   Slowly, he slipped an invitation out.  He gently set it down to read it.   He could feel 

his cheeks getting warm with blush.   His bunny friend, Daisy, invited Rasmus to a Harvest Moon Dance 

in appreciation of Rasmus rescuing her from the park that spring.    

Rasmus had never been to such an affair. He had never been invited to any sort of party by a pretty doe.  

Questions swirled through his mind.  What should he do?  What should he wear?  How would he get 

there?   He decided to consult with Pedro and Tilly.   

Rasmus shyly showed them the invitation.    Pedro thought, “Senor Rasmus, you must wear your best 

bow tie.  Remember, you told me you always feel like you are on top of the world when you wear a bow 

tie?   Well, you’ll want to look like a gentleman, right?”   Rasmus nodded in agreement.    

Next, Tilly offered advice, “Oh, I know!  It’s traditional for the boy to bring the girl flowers.  Except if you 

do that, I think you’ll eat them.    Hey, first you need to accept the invitation.  Do you want to go?”    

Rasmus thought for a moment, “Well, I guess so.  It would be rude not to accept.  Daisy made an effort 

to send me an invitation.  The envelope is very special looking.   It must be important to her.” 

Pedro was feeling nervous about giving Rasmus good advice.  He was so nervous that he nibbled on the 

envelop while Tilly was talking.   “Pedro, drop that envelope!  We must have some Meadow Loops you 



   Blueberry Lane Rescue © 2019                                                                       Page 55 of 101 
 

can eat instead!  I want to keep the invitation and envelope in my special memory box.  And without 

holes from your nibbling!”   

Meanwhile, Guinevere was eavesdropping on the trio from the staircase.  She listened to the 

conversation out of pure nosiness.  She wondered if she would receive an invitation from a secret 

admirer too.   

“Senor Pedro, it’s a good thing we have the radio.   You need to keep practicing your dancing.  Oh, you 

better get used to dancing with a girl, so Guinevere will have to be your practice partner,”  Pedro said 

with a wink.   Then Pedro shivered, “Oh, mis estrellas, ¿qué haría si una chica me invitara a un baile? No 

podría ir. Soy demasiado tímido! ¡Tendría que esconderme debajo del sofá para siempre!(“Oh my stars, 

what would I do if a girl invited me to a dance? I could not go.  I am way too shy!  I would have to hide 

under the sofa forever!”) 

Rasmus flopped over on the floor as he imagined practicing with Guinevere, the nosey-nellie of 

Blueberry Lane.   

 

Chapter Four 

Jingle Jingle Jingle 

Boulder Hill and his pony cart stood at the front porch.   Coral Bell outfitted him with polished tack from 

the antique show, complete with brass bells.   A glowing lantern dangled from the cart; it would guide 

the way to the Harvest Moon Dance.  Rasmus was feeling quite handsome in his signature bow tie and a 

jacket.   On the way to Daisy’s home at Penny Square Inn, Rasmus looked up at the stars and wondered 

what the evening would be like. 

Daisy greeted Rasmus with a warm smile.  A pink satin bow adorned each of her soft white ears.   She 

hopped into the pony cart and settled down for the jaunt through Pottersville.   Truly it was a lovely 

evening.   The big round harvest moon cast it’s golden light while the stars twinkled in their own delight.   
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Boulder Hill pulled the cart through windy pathways, over the wooden bridge of the creek, and finally 

right up to the  doors of the Pottersville Community House.   

They met lots of friends and made new acquaintances.   They danced, played hop scotch and games.   

The bunnies enjoyed a buffet of seasonal treats, such as wild sorrel mixed with spinach and arugula, 

pumpkin chunks, and bits of apple.  Fresh cilantro and parsley bouquets tied with willow were a favorite 

snack.    

On the ride home, they cozied up in the pony cart side by side.  The fading moon and lantern light 

guided Boulder Hill back through the windy paths and over the creek to Penny Square Inn.   When it was 

time to say good night, Daisy had very special sentiments for her friend.  “Rasmus, remember when you 

found me last spring?  Remember I was hiding in the lavender patch in the park?   I was so frightened 

and hungry being all alone.   I never thought my humans would abandon me, but they did.   When you 

rescued me, I was ever so grateful.   I’m especially grateful that your Aunt Pinkie adopted me, and I love 

living at Penny Square Inn.   I have a sweet life now.  My favorite time of day is at night.  That’s when I 

snuggle on Aunt Pinkie’s lap in my own quilt.  Would you believe she made a quilt for me?   Just for me!  

We snuggle until I fall asleep.  Each morning I wake up knowing I am safe and loved.   Thank you for 

rescuing me and saving my life.   I hope my invitation to the dance shows how much I appreciate you 

and your friendship.”   

Rasmus listened carefully.  His big tall brown ears took in every word Daisy spoke.  Rasmus realized the 

impact of his actions.  He realized how much a forever home means to an abandoned or stray animal.  

He promised himself he would always advocate for those in shelters, lost, or abandoned.   

Very humbly he replied, “Daisy, I believe we are on this earth to help others.  Life would have little 

meaning if we didn’t do that.   I could not possibly turn away from anyone in need.   Let us make a 

promise to always lend a paw to help the homeless, sheltered, and the abandoned.   Just as important, 

let us keep finding ways to teach others about remembering these animals and advocating for their 

care.    

Rasmus and Daisy nuzzled their noses together with a promise to start planning the next event to help 

shelter animals and promote adoptions.  
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The Goodness of Giving  
Chapter One 

Ting Ting Ting 

Coral Bell gently tapped a spoon on her teacup. “Guin, Rasmus, Pedro, Tilly, everyone gather in the 

sewing room.”   All at once, they shouted, “The sewing room!  Ooooh, let’s go!”   They loved going there.  

They quickly stopped their game of checkers and raced up stairs.   The sewing room always felt like a 

magical place.   It was where Coral Bell tutored her students, worked on sewing projects, made garden 

plans, and enjoyed reading.    

With high ceilings and pale peach wall paper, the sewing room was the coziest room in the old farm 

house.   The sewing machine was tucked into a nook with an antique cabinet full of fabric and patterns.   

There was always neat stuff to look at, like sentimental doodads, glass jars with colorful buttons,  spools 

of thread,  and pin cushions.  There was even a bird feather collection from the farm.  Book cases held 

beloved books and a few trinkets.  Tilly’s huge bird cage sat by one of the tall windows that looked out 

over the farm.   

Everyone jumped on the fluffy stuffy sofa; they snuggled up across from the blazing fireplace.   Coral Bell 

was cozied up in the matching fluffy stuffy chair.   She brought the tea set, warm herbal tea, a vase of 

orchard hay, and a bowl of Zen Tranquility Blend herbs for snacking.    What could be cozier on a cold 

and rainy November day?   

“It’s time to plan our Thanksgiving holiday.    Remember how we celebrated at home last year?  What 

would you like to do this year?  Let’s talk over some ideas,” Coral Bell suggested.   They talked about 

inviting friends for dinner.  They wondered if they would receive an invitation to be Thanksgiving guests.  

They wondered where they could go for a holiday weekend trip.   Coral Bell noticed, “I like all of your 

ideas, but have you thought about giving back to our community as an option?”     

Guinevere offered, “Could we invite the local shelter animals here for a feast?  We could host it in the 

barn, there’s lots of space there.”    With a mouth full of orchard hay, Pedro seconded the idea.    

Tilly raised her wing, “I think we should go out into the community.   That’s what community outreach is 

Guin.  I remember one day during the summer, there were people here buying things for the senior 

citizens.   Can we help them somehow?”   

Rasmus perked up.  “That’s a good idea.   I like that.  I saw a TV show about how lonely it is to be in a 

senior citizen home, or a nursing home where they might not have family or friends to visit them.”    

Guinevere chimed in, “Yeah, that’s a good idea, but what would we do?”    

Together, the clan came up with a plan.  In order to make this happen, they had to work as a team and  

use their time and talents to bring companionship to others on Thanksgiving Day.    

 

 

 

 

 



   Blueberry Lane Rescue © 2019                                                                       Page 59 of 101 
 

Chapter Two  

Brrring  Brrring 

“Hello, yes this is Coral Bell.   Oh, this is wonderful news, my family will be very happy to know that we 

can help at Silver Oak Senior Residence on Thanksgiving Day.   Yes, each of my family members will 

participate.  We will finalize our plans and send you an agenda.   Thank you for returning my call.”   

Out on the porch, there was a debate about Tilly’s talent and Pedro’s shyness.  “Tilly, no one wants to 

hear your opera singing.  No one.  Repeat, NO ONE!”, barked Guinevere.    Tilly, who was perched on her 

favorite parsley pot, took such offense that she flew off.   “Now Pedro, what are you going to do?  

You’re too scared to do anything.  Don’t think of  hiding under the sofa cushions again,” Guin barked 

again.   

Rasmus turned his tall rabbity ears forward.  His eye brows wrinkled together, and he stomped his big 

rear thumper.  “Guinevere Margaret,” he said, “who made you talent show director?  Coral Bell said to 

propose our ideas to her.  She said that whatever it is, we must be confident doing it.  You’re not being 

nice to Tilly and Pedro, and we need to work together.   Now be nice! Go find Tilly and bring her back.”    

Guinevere puckered up her face when Rasmus said her middle name.  Then she rolled her eyes at him, 

although she knows he is a sensible and logical rabbit.   

Peeking through a window, Guin found Tilly in the barn.  Boulder Hill was rubbing his velvety nose 

against her little back to console her.   She saw Tilly in tears.  She overheard them talking and realized 

they were teaming up.   “Boulder, would you like to give pony cart rides on Thanksgiving?  I was thinking 

I could ask Coral Bell to braid your mane.  I can also weave garden flowers into it with my beak.   Then 

we can decorate the pony cart with garlands.  What do you think?”    

Boulder whinnied and nodded his horsey head up and down enthusiastically.   In his usual prose, he 

sweetly replied,  

“I like your singing Tilly 
Your song is very pretty 

 
Do not be discouraged my friend 

Use your given talents and be valiant! 
 

With Flowers in my mane 
Like a daisy chain 

You may ride between my ears 
Everyone will give us three cheers!” 

 
Tilly flapped her pretty green wings in relief.  She needed his support.   She perched on Boulder’s hay 

rack and sang him a tune.   Meanwhile, Guinevere was stewing mad; she was feeling left out.  She 

sternly marched back to the porch to report to Rasmus.   

“Rasmus!  Tilly and Boulder have a plan, and it doesn’t include me!  Imagine that?  How could they do 

that?”   Rasmus swiveled and pointed his tall brown ears toward the very mad guinea piggy.  He chided, 

“Guinevere, you were not nice to Tilly.  Remember, when you are not nice, others may not want to 



   Blueberry Lane Rescue © 2019                                                                       Page 60 of 101 
 

include you in their plans.  Now you will have to decide what to do by yourself.”  Guinevere said, “Oh 

never mind!   I’ll just do what you and Pedro do.   What did you decide?” 

Thump Thump Thump  

“You will not Guinevere!” exclaimed Rasmus.  “Pedro and I made plans.  You think of your own ideas.  

There’s plenty of things you can do.  Use your imagination and figure it out.  Now skedaddle!”  

Pedro sheepishly chimed in, “Oh, Senor Rasmus, I think Guinevere is not happy.  She must learn a lesson 

about being thoughtful before she speaks.   We must all remember to think before we speak so we do 

not hurt someone’s feelings.   It’s a good lesson for everyone.   Anyway,  let’s look at the calendar and 

schedule our tasks for Thanksgiving Day.”    

Once again, Coral Bell gathered everyone in the sewing room to present their plans.  Rasmus went first.  

“Pedro and I would like to work together.  We will make pumpkin soup again, like we did last year.   

Coral Bell, if you can help us package it, we would appreciate it.”     Pedro chimed in, “We also would like 

to make festive placemats for the dinner table.   We will  gather supplies and use what we already have.  

We won’t have to shop for anything.”   Coral Bell clapped in approval.   “Excellent, I love your ideas and 

how resourceful you are.  I also love that we can make soup with our fresh pumpkins and herbs!”   

Tilly piped up next.  “I’m here to represent Boulder Hill and myself.   We would like to host pony cart 

rides around the Silver Oak Senior Citizen neighborhood.   I’ll decorate Boulder’s mane with a daisy 

chain or chrysanthemum flowers.  Can you help me make a garland for the cart?   And we will need you 

to drive the pony cart.   Is that OK?”     Again, Coral Bell clapped in approval.   “Certainly, and I like that 

you included Boulder.   Has anyone considered including Matilda?”   

Guinevere raised her paw, “Oh, I can include Matilda.  We will put on a ballet show.”   Everyone burst 

out laughing and comments started flowing.  “A chicken doing ballet?  Matilda in a tutu?  Guin you’ll 

have egg on your face if this doesn’t work out!”    They couldn’t stop giggling at Guinevere’s idea.   

Guinevere stood up and declared, “I will personally train Matilda.  We will work every single day after 

school.  That way, she can lay her eggs in the morning, and practice every afternoon.  I have a week to 

train her, you’ll see!”   

Chapter Three 

Snip Snip Snip…  Crinkle … Crunch 

Pedro and Rasmus were very busy gathering supplies.   They fashioned a handle out of string and tied it 

to a cardboard box.   It was just the right size box to pull behind them.   It was like a wheelbarrow, 

except without wheels.   They collected wax paper and placed it neatly in the collection box.  Once 

finished,  Rasmus suggested they go outside to gather colored leaves.  As they scampered down the 

steps, the box went bumpety bump behind them.   
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Outside, Guinevere was trying her best to convince Matilda that she should take ballet lessons.  Matilda 

protested, “I’m in charge of my hen house.  I have no time for dance lessons or other such shenanigans!   

Miss Guinevere, you and I are not exactly friends.  Every time you come around to my chicken yard, 

there’s a calamity.   Calamity Jane, that’s who you are!  Yes sir, Calamity Jane.  Now I’ll thank you to 

leave my yard.  Go on, shoo!  I have chickeny things to do!”  Guinevere stayed put.  She sat on the fence. 

On their way to the maple tree, Rasmus and Pedro passed Guinevere sulking on the fence.   She spied 

them hauling their collection box and decided to sneak behind them.   Pedro said, “Senor Rasmus, this 

tree has very beautiful leaves.  I see gold, red, purple, and yellow leaves.  Isn’t it stunning?”  Rasmus 

smiled,  “Oh I agree Pedro.  Nature sure gives us beautiful fall colors.  I love the crispy air too.  Let’s look 

for the prettiest leaves on the ground.”     With their heads down, they diligently searched for the 

brightest and most colorful leaves.    

When they were looking away, Guinevere tip toed along the path toward the maple tree.   She ducked 

next to the rose bushes each time Rasmus or Pedro looked up.   When she heard them rustle in the 

leaves, she continued sneaking along the bushes.   Rasmus out smarted her.  He snuck behind her and 

shouted, “Guinevere!”  She was so startled that she jumped up high and landed in a rose bush.   “Ouch, 

oooh, owe.  Rasmus, what is the matter with you?   Why did you sneak up on me?  Ouch, oooh.”     
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Pedro and Rasmus laughed and laughed.  They laughed so hard, they couldn’t stand up straight.  

Guinevere was stuck in the thorny bush.  With twigs and leaves in her fur, she was quite a sight.   She got 

herself out of the bush and hopped on one foot.  “Ouch, ouch, ouch, something hurts my paw!   Rasmus, 

what is it,” Guin begged.   Still giggling, Rasmus examined her foot.  “Oh dear.  Oh my.  Hmmm.   Thorns 

are stuck in your paw, but I think you will live.”   He plucked them out and gave her a guinea piggy back 

ride to the house. 

Chapter Four 

Do Ray Me Fa So La Ti Do 
In the garden, Coral Bell helped Tilly make garlands for the pony cart.  They used dried corn stalks, fall 

mums, and green and gold plaid ribbon.  All the while, they practiced Tilly’s voice exercises together, “do 

ray me fa so la ti do”, so she could keep her vocal chords in excellent shape for singing on Thanksgiving 

Day.    

….two and three and four and repeat…. 

The music seemed to be on automatic rewind as Guinevere attempted to practice ballet.   She stretched 

and then tried to glide around her bedroom.  She tried fancy pirouettes.   She tried standing on her tippy 

toes in front of the mirror.  She tried to look graceful.  But…..this bandaged paw was a big problem!   

She practiced waving her hands around gracefully.  She practiced tilting her head in a dramatic pose.   

Then she balanced on her good paw and stretched her leg with the bandaged paw behind her.    She 

stayed balanced until Tilly hit a high note while practicing opera.  The piercing sound startled her so 



   Blueberry Lane Rescue © 2019                                                                       Page 63 of 101 
 

much that she lost her balance and fell over.  Frustrated with her wounded paw, she decided it was time 

to talk to Matilda again.     

Guinevere approached, “Matilda, you are in charge of your hen house, right?   So you should be the 

ballet star for Thanksgiving.   When you are the star, it’s like being in charge.  Everyone will see you are a 

star in charge if you dance for the senior citizens.  Come on, will you,” Guinevere pleaded.   Matilda 

wobbled her head.  She shook her tail feathers.   Finally, she agreed to help Guinevere.   Every day after 

school, Matilda took ballet lessons from the wounded guinea pig.      

Matilda squeezed into Guinevere’s tutu.   Feathers poked out here and there.  She tried to be a graceful 

ballerina, despite being a plump chicken.  She tried to be a beautiful ballerina, despite losing lots of 

feathers from Guinevere’s demanding directions.    “Up and down, and one and two, and one and two,” 

Guinevere repeated over and over.   “Now, leap, turn and spin.   Again, leap, turn, and spin,” Guinevere 

added.   By the end of each lesson, Matilda was worn out.  “Guinevere, I cannot wait to get into my 

roost each night.  All this ballet makes me one tired barred rock chicken!”    

 

On the kitchen table, Pedro and Rasmus worked hard to make Thanksgiving placements.   They carefully 

arranged various colorful leaves on the wax paper rectangles.   Coral Bell helped by ironing the leaves 

between two sheets of  wax paper which made festive placemats.    Finally, they stored them all in their 

collection box for safe keeping.   All they had left to do was make pumpkin soup. 

Chapter Five 

Thanksgiving eve, everyone was too excited to sleep.  They anticipated their trip.  They talked about 

spending time with the senior citizens at Silver Oak Senior Residence.  They packed decks of cards and 

checkers to play.  They packed  coloring books and crayons.   Finally, Coral Bell reflected on their 

enthusiasm, dedication, and creativity.   She reminded them how proud she was of  their willingness to 

share the holiday with others that may be alone.    With that warm thought, they cozied up on the fluffy 

stuffy sofa and read their favorite books until they drifted to sleep.   
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On Thanksgiving morning, Boulder Hill was in the holiday spirit.  His mane was braided and adorned with 

flowers.  His pony cart was polished and draped with garland.  He was excited to take the family to Silver 

Oak Senior Citizen Center.   First, he surprised them with a gift of his own:  

“I may only be a horse 
I may look like “just a horse” 

I am not a race horse or a clothes horse 
I never trotted on a fancy course 

But…… 
I AM A GIFT HORSE 

I gift you my time and my talent 
Because I love you, of course! 

Happy Thanksgiving Day to my family!” 
 
Away they went to share the holiday at Silver Oak.  They learned that seniors have many gifts to give.  
They are wise.  They have worldly experience.  They have interesting stories to tell.   They know about 
far away lands.   They are gentle souls.  They appreciate the little things in life.  They were thankful for 
the new friendships made with Rasmus, Pedro, Tilly, Guinevere, Boulder Hill, Matilda, and Coral Bell.   
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Season’s Greetings 
Chapter One 

Jingle Jingle Jingle 

Coral Bell shook the snow from the sleigh bells while Boulder Hill galloped around the paddock.  He 

loved rearing his hind legs to kick up the snow.   He loved to hear his whinny echo between the 

mountains on a frosty day.   He loved to entertain his pals who were sitting on the fence and cheering 

him on.   He spouted out a tune in his usual rhyming fashion: 

Snow, snow, canter and trot 
Snow, snow, I go fast to gallop  

Snow, snow, the mice keep warm in the barn 
Snow, snow, my home is Blueberry Lane Herb Farm!  

 
Lined up on the fence rail, Guinevere, Rasmus, and Pedro huddled close.  They snuggled together while 

wrapped in one of Boulder’s cozy horse blankets.  Indeed, they wore their warmest mittens and hats.   

Tilly nestled inside of Rasmus’s coat with only her little head peeking out.   She was snug as a bug in a 

rug.    Snowflakes swirled while they watched the big quarter horse romp around.  They chatted about 

decorating the farm for the holidays with wreathes and twinkling lights.   They planned to make 

cranberry and popcorn garlands for the birds.   

“I have an idea.  I would like to make Matilda’s first holiday with us cheerful.  Maybe she will feel more 

special.  If I decorate her chicken yard and put a wreath on her gate, maybe she will like me more,” 

Guinevere exclaimed.   “That’s the spirit Guin, I like that idea of yours!” Coral Bell replied.    

Rasmus and Pedro decided to venture in to the woods to collect evergreens to make wreathes.    Pedro, 

having a generous heart with good intentions said, “Señorita Guinevere,  Ramus and I will make a pretty 

wreath for you to give Matilda.  We will decorate it with berries and a bow.”  Guinevere was so excited, 

she hugged and squeezed them both.  “Señorita!  Please!  You’re squishing me,” Pedro spewed.  Guin, 

get your paws off my big rabbity ears, you’re pulling them,” Ramus squealed.    Together both Ramus 

and Pedro pushed Guin away to break free.  She fell backwards with a big PLOP into the snow bank!  

Guin shook off the snow and giggled. 

Tilly whistled, “Attention everyone.  I have a splendid idea.  Let’s make holiday greeting cards for our 

friends in the local shelters.   Imagine, just imagine how special they will feel!   Pedro, I said imagine.  

Stop nibbling on hay.  Now close your eyes to imagine!”   While Pedro turned sideways to nibble more 

hay that was stashed in his pocket, Tilly and Guinevere were elected to make the cards since they were 

the best artists of the group. 

With a big binky, Rasmus hollered, “Let’s play in the snow first!”  Making little snowmen, tossing 

snowballs, and sliding around on the frozen pond put everyone in a festive mood.   
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Chapter Two 

Swish, shush, swoosh 

Taking a break from playing outside, the two little artists settled down to make holiday cards.  The faint 

sounds of sketching and water color painting filled the void between conversation.   They quietly worked 

on the floor in the living room.   They were very focused.   A charcoal pencil dangled from Tilly’s beak 

while she sketched cardinals.   Guinevere furiously sharpened colored pencils as she wore them down.   

They both dabbled water color paints on their work.   Sparkly glitter was the finishing touch on each 

card.   One by one, they set the cards by the fireplace to dry.   

“Guinevere, where are you?  Rasmus and I made Matilda’s wreath, come and see it,” Pedro shouted.    

Guin jumped up, slipped on a pencil, bumped into Tilly and fell over.   The paint tray flipped up and 

splashed all over them.   Tilly squawked, “Oh Guinevere, you look like a polka dot guinea piggy!   Oh no, 

there’s glitter all over your fur!  Finally you get to sparkle and shine!”    Pedro was giggling at the scene.  

When Guin pushed the fur out of her eyes she laughed, “Tilly, you look like a polka dot parrot!    You 

have glitter on your feathers too!   Oh my stars, oh my gosh, oh my goodness.   We have to clean the rug 

before Coral Bell sees paint and glitter all over the place,” Guin panicked.     Rasmus closed his eyes, 

shook his head in disbelief of the chaos and slipped underneath his favorite chair for a nap.   

 

Chapter Three 

Cluck cluck cluck……cluck cluck cluck  

Matilda was resting on her gate while her young chicks played peek a boo around the coop.   Bundled up 

in a coat, scarf, hat, and mittens, Guinevere ventured out to see her.   She whispered, “Pssssst.  Matilda.   

Are you awake?  Taking a nap?  Matilda?  Yoo-hoo.  Yoooo-hoooo.”   One eye opened and Matilda 
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sleepily mumbled, “Oh, it’s you.  Trouble-maker.  What do you want?  Don’t bother me.  Can’t you see 

I’m cat napping while my chicks are playing?”   

Guinevere defended herself, “Well Matilda, I know you’re not cat napping because you don’t have a cat.  

So, don’t be silly!   Besides, I brought you some holiday cheer.  Close your eyes while I fix your surprise.”   

Matilda obliged.   Guinevere got to work.  She dragged an old chair over to the fence to use for a ladder.    

Standing on the chair on her tippy toes, she draped garland along the fence.  She nestled cranberries 

and orange peels in the garland for treats.  It was quite a bit of work.  Off and on the chair, she moved it 

along the fence as she worked.   Just as she was hanging the wreath on the gate, Matilda screeched, 

“What’s taking so long?”   Out of freight, Guinevere shook so hard that her scarf got tangled around the 

fencepost…..and then she was stuck!    

Thump Thump Thump 

In the background, Rasmus was keeping an eye on Guinevere and came to her rescue.  “Matilda, you are 

so grumpy.  Guinevere told you she had a surprise, and that should make you happy.  Look around 

grumpy girl!  See how festive your yard looks!   This was all Guinevere’s idea.  She wanted to make your 

first holiday season at Blueberry Lane extra special.”  He untangled Guinevere’s scarf from the fencepost 

as Guin handed Matilda a sparkly holiday greeting card.   

Matilda was overwhelmed by Guinevere’s thoughtfulness.  It was the first time she received a pawmade 

holiday card.   With her beak, Matilda proudly pinned the card on the door of her coop.  She pinned it 

low so all her chicks would enjoy seeing it.   “Well, well, it looks like I have egg on my face”, Matilda 

cackled.  “No pun intended there, but sometimes I think I’m a funny old hen.   Even though you and I 

don’t always get along Guinevere,  it seems I need to mind my manners.  Will you accept my apology for 

being grumpy and impatient?   Will you accept my apology for not seeing your good intentions?”    

Rasmus stood next to Guinevere for support.  In a proud way, he had his arm around her.   With a 

gratified feeling, Guin batted her eyes and replied, “Yes Matilda.  I accept your apology.   Here’s the 

deal: you try to be more patient; try to see the good in others.  I’ll try not to aggravate you.   This is a 

nice holiday gift to give each other!”   Matilda flapped her wings in agreement.   
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Chapter Four 

Feliz Navidad - Prospero año why felicidad 
 
Pedro was merrily singing along in Spanish until Tilly shrieked for his attention.   “Pedro, remember 
while making cards, there are other holidays to celebrate, including New Year’s Day.   Jeepers, we have a 
lot of cards to make!   Who is on your greeting card list?”  Pedro put his color pencil down.   “Excuse me, 
but I keep my list under the sofa cushion with my hay stash.  I’ll be right back.” 
 
With a small thump for attention, Rasmus chimed in, “I recommend we make one holiday greeting card 
list.  This way, we can have all our friends from the shelters on it.   When we finish making cards, we will 
prepare them for mailing.   It must be organized.  Wait for my instructions.   By the way, Daisy is on my 
list.  So is Percy.   Boulder asked me to make a card for Percy.   Did you remember that Percy is his 
Palomino friend in Colorado?  Percy is coming to visit us in the spring and Boulder is so excited!”   
 
Pedro returned with his list; he handed it to his green parrot pal.   Tilly turned it to the left, then to the 
right.   Then she turned it on a crooked angle.   “Pedro, there are holes in your list.  Parts of names are 
missing.   The edges are tattered and frayed.”     Pedro explained,  “Pardon me Señorita Tilly, but I keep 
my special papers with my hay stash.  Sometimes I nibble on them when I’m nervous.  You know, I am a 
nervous nibbler.  I cannot help it.  This is why I need my Small Pet Select fidget sticks around.  You know, 
fidget sticks make me less fidgety.”   
 
After all the cards were drawn, colored, painted, glittered, folded, and signed, they followed Rasmus’s 
instructions.  Each one had a specific job to do.   They formed an assembly line.   Rasmus described, 
“Coral Bell wrote the addresses on the envelopes already.   Therefore, I will stuff the envelopes.  Pedro 
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will seal the envelopes.  Tilly will put the return address label on.   Guin will stamp the envelopes and 
drop each one in the shoe box for the postman.”   
 
So they began…..stuff, seal, label, stamp.   Stuff, seal, label, stamp.  Stuff, seal, label, stamp.   As the 
cards moved through the assembly line, the shoebox filled up.  Everything was going well until Guin was 
puzzled.  “Wait, hold it everyone. There are no stamps left.”    Rasmus looked up at Guin and thumped, 
“Guinevere Margaret!   Look at yourself. No wonder you ran out of stamps.   How did that happen?  You 
talk too much instead of  paying attention.   
 
Pedro giggled.  Tilly giggled.   Guin giggled, “Oh dear!  Stamps are stuck all over my fur!  Now how did 
that happen?  Tilly please pick the stamps off with your beak.  And be gentle, don’t wreck my beautiful 
fur.”   As Tilly tugged at each stamp, Guin winced.  “Now,” said Rasmus, “let’s get back to work and no 
more fur mishaps.”    Guinevere rolled her eyes and scrunched up her nose at Rasmus.  
 
Throughout the holiday season, everyone imagined the delight of the shelter animals receiving their 

greeting cards.  They hoped that their greetings brought happiness and a sense of wonder to all.   They 

wished a merry holiday season and happy new year full of love, comfort, and a forever home for each 

and every animal around the world.   

Warm Seasons Greetings from Blueberry Lane Herb Farm to you! 

 

The End 

Peggy Macaoay 
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