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“Goodness me!” snorted Hattie the Hedgehog. “It's
half past September already. I haven't got time
to play! I must finish my hibernation checklist.”




Just as she was drifting off, little footsteps caused
her to open her eyes.

“Who could that be?” she grumbled, as she stuck her
furry and slightly damp nose out of the hedge.



“Your nest looks so wonderfully warm and you
have prepared it so well. So, please...

don't hog the hedge!”







“Your nest looks so comfy and you have prepared
it so well. So, please...







BuzzzzzzzzzZ! A bumblebee appeared.

“Sorry to disturb you all,” she called, “but I
can see that the home you have made is,
quite simply, fit for a queen. And well, here
I am - Queen Beatrice!”




“Your nest looks so safe and you have prepared
it so well. So, please...

don't hog the...”




“Waaah!”

Billy, a young and very upset bat, floated gently
down beside the hedge.

‘I'm lost! I can't find my family,” he sobbed. “Can
I hang out in your company for a little while?”



Hattie looked around at her “You can have my space,” Hattie offered.
cramped little shelter.

She stepped out of the hedge

to make room for the
lost little bat.

“I don't think there's any
hedge left to hog!” she said.
“We simply cannot all fit in.”

But then, she did
something totally
unexpected...






...and they found Billy's
family there, too.

All of them!










