
The babies in Mobtail’s tummy really were alive 
and kicking.
“They must be fighting each other! Just come, 
Bob, and feel them!” Mobtail laughed.

Mole watched from a distance all that was going 
on at the Hares‘.
He looked forward to the little hare babies: he 
thought about how he would teach them to run 
and to hop…
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