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The Snow Rabbit's Map
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Snowdrop the rabbit loved snowy mornings. Her white fur with
grey-tipped ears blended into the drifts, and her berry-red
scarf kept her warm. One day, while hopping near her burrow,
she noticed a strange bump under the fresh snow. She brushed
away the flakes with her paw and found a folded map tied with
a thin string. '"What's this?' she whispered, her round dark eyes
wide with wonder.




Snowdrop carried the map to her grandfather, Thistle. The old
hare adjusted his round spectacles and studied it carefully.
‘This shows a path up the snowy mountain,' he said, his warm
amber eyes twinkling. 'It leads to an old shelter, long
forgotten. A careful eye can find hidden things.' Snowdrop's
small pink nose twitched with excitement. 'l want to see it!'
she declared.




Grandfather Thistle patted her paw. 'Curiosity is a fine thing,
but take your satchel and be careful.' Snowdrop packed some
nuts and a warm blanket. She hugged her grandfather
goodbye and set off. The snow crunched under her feet as she
followed the map's first marks. The mountain rose ahead,
white and quiet. 'I can do this,' she said, her fluffy tail
twitching with brave excitement.
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The path wound through tall pine trees, their branches heavy
with snow. Snowdrop checked the map often, comparing the
shapes of rocks and trees. 'Look for the bent pine,' the map
said. She spotted it and turned left. The wind blew softly, but
her red scarf kept her cozy. She felt like a true explorer, each
step a new discovery. The mountain seemed to welcome her.
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Halfway up, Snowdrop heard a tiny squeak. She followed the
sound and found a small mouse buried in a snowdrift. Only his
yellow acorn-cap hat and blue button coat peeked out. 'Help!"
he cried. Snowdrop dug quickly with her paws. 'I'm Pip,' the
mouse said, shivering. 'I lost my way in the snow.' Snowdrop
wrapped her blanket around him. 'You can come with me,' she
said kindly.



Pip's bright black eyes sparkled with gratitude. 'Where are you
going?' he asked. Snowdrop showed him the map. "To an old
shelter,' she said. 'It might be a good place to warm up.' Pip
nodded. 'I know a thing or two about fixing things,' he said. 'T'll
help you!' They continued up the mountain together, Pip riding
on Snowdrop's satchel to stay out of the deep snow.
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The path grew steeper, but Snowdrop's brave heart kept her
going. The map led them to a rocky ledge. There, half-hidden
by snow, stood a little wooden shelter. Its roof sagged, and the
door hung loose. 'It looks sad,' Pip said. Snowdrop's ears
drooped, but then she remembered her grandfather's words.
'A careful eye can find hidden things,' she said. 'Let's look
closer.'



Inside, the shelter was dusty and cold. Snow had blown
through a broken window. But Snowdrop saw a stone fireplace,
a small table, and a wooden bed. 'It just needs some love,' she
said. Pip scurried around, pointing out what needed fixing. 'We
can mend the window with branches and moss,' he suggested.
Snowdrop nodded. 'And I can sweep the floor with my tail!'
They both giggled.




Snowdrop and Pip worked hard. She gathered branches while
Pip found moss and twigs. They patched the window, and the
cold wind stopped whistling. Snowdrop swept the floor with
her fluffy tail until it was clean. Pip stuffed the cracks in the
walls with dry grass. 'This is fun!' he squeaked. The shelter
began to feel less like a ruin and more like a little home.
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Next, Snowdrop tried to light a fire in the fireplace. She found
dry wood and struck two stones together, but no spark came.
'Let me try,' said Pip. He rubbed two sticks together quickly,
and soon a tiny flame appeared. They fed it with twigs, and the
fire crackled to life. Warmth filled the shelter. 'We did it!' they
cheered, dancing around the hearth.
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As the sun began to set, they heard voices outside. Snowdrop
opened the door and saw two weary travelers: a squirrel and a
mole. 'We're lost and cold,' they said. 'Come in!' Snowdrop
welcomed them. Pip showed them the warm fire and shared
the nuts from Snowdrop's satchel. The travelers sighed with
relief. 'What a wonderful surprise to find shelter here,' the
squirrel said.
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That night, they all sat around the fire, telling stories and
laughing. Snowdrop felt proud of what they had done. 'We
turned a cold place into a warm home,' she said. Pip nodded.
'‘And it all started with a map hidden in the snow.' Snowdrop
smiled, thinking of her grandfather. 'Curiosity and careful
looking can lead to wonderful things,' she said softly.
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In the morning, the travelers thanked Snowdrop and Pip and
went on their way. Snowdrop packed up the map and carefully
placed it back in her satchel. 'We should leave the shelter
ready for the next traveler,' she said. They stocked the
fireplace with dry wood and left a small note: "Welcome! Stay
warm.' Then they headed down the mountain, tired but happy.
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Grandfather Thistle was waiting at the bottom. Snowdrop ran
to him, her red scarf flapping. 'We found the shelter and fixed
it up!' she said. She told him all about Pip and the travelers.
The old hare smiled, his amber eyes shining. 'You see?' he said.
'‘Careful observation and a brave heart can make a big
difference.' Snowdrop hugged him tightly.
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Pip decided to stay near Snowdrop's burrow. They became the
best of friends. Often, they would climb the mountain to check
on the shelter, leaving fresh wood and a warm blanket. Other
animals began to use it too, and word spread about the little
rabbit and mouse who made a safe haven in the snow.
Snowdrop felt happy knowing she had helped others.
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And so, the snow rabbit's map became a story told throughout
the forest. Snowdrop learned that curiosity, paired with careful
looking, can turn a cold, forgotten place into a happy home.
Every winter, travelers find warmth and friendship in the little
shelter on the mountain, thanks to a rabbit who followed a
secret map hidden beneath the fresh snow.
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