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Chapter 1
New Chapter


 

“You never know where your next meal is coming from. You must
eat your greens,” encouraged Mam.

 

“And don’t forget your oranges,” added Dad.

 

All the rabbits looked at him questioningly.

 

“Carrots,” explained Dad.

 

“Oh,” replied everybody. Everybody except one.

 

“No!” Benson Bunny was adamant. “I’ve had my fill of lettuce and
cabbages and carrots. If I see another carrot I will probably go
mad. And don’t get me started with Brussels sprouts. They look like
tiny cabbages, cabbages that have had all their goodness sucked out
of them, if there is any goodness to begin with inside a cabbage.
Just look at them, they have to be the devils haemorrhoids. I want
something”, he paused for a moment, “something different.”

 

The angry rabbit pulled out a sheet of silver paper from under
his seat.

 

“Something like this.”

 

He dragged the piece of paper slowly across his twitching nose,
inhaled heartily and then gave a heavy sigh.

 

“Everybody have a sniff of this. I found it caught on a hawthorn
bush. It was flapping in the wind. It was like it was calling to
me, the sun catching the sliver wrapping making it twinkle like a
distant star. I don’t know what this is, but it has a smell to die
for. Can you imagine what ever was wrapped inside must taste
like?”

 

Benson motioned to his young brother Buston to take a turn at
experiencing this newfound heaven, but Father Rabbit snatched the
silver paper from the young bunny’s paw.

 

“Don’t you dare! This is wrong. This is not for rabbits, it is
not for our kind.” He paused as he took in a deep breath and then
announced, “this is chocolate.”

 

“Cho_co_late” repeated Benson slowly and deliberately to ensure
he remembered that word for the rest of his life. The word began to
conjure up an image of a huge wall wrapped in silver paper and as
the paper peeled away it revealed a massive wall of chocolate made
up of brick upon chocolate brick with the words “Eat me” written
across it.

 

Father Rabbit broke Benson’s daydream as he continued with his
rant, “This stuff can kill you. You balloon up to a massive size,
lose your teeth and get spots and I can tell you that no one will
ever love a fatty, spotty, toothless, bunny.”

 

Benson hadn’t really heard a word Father Rabbit had said. He
grabbed the paper out of Father Rabbit’s paw as he bounced up from
his seat. “I’m not staying here to be preached to. I’m off to find
this Chocolate and there’s nothing you can do to stop me. I am my
own rabbit.” With that stinging statement ringing in his families
ears Benson hopped up and out the warren.

 

“Do something,” called Mother Rabbit to Father Rabbit.

 

“No wife,” replied Father Rabbit, “there are some things a young
buck must find out for himself.”

 

“What’s wrong with Benson,” asked Buston. The baby rabbit looked
concerned, he didn’t understand why his big brother was arguing
with his Dad and didn’t like it because it made everybody sad.

 

“Don’t worry your little head Buston,” said Father Rabbit,
“Benson will come home once he’s found what he’s looking for.”

 

“What’s he looking for?” asked Buston.

 

“He’ll know that when he finds it,” answered Father Rabbit.

 

“I’m confused,” said Buston as he scratched his head.

 

“As we are all, sometimes in our life,” said Father Rabbit.

 

“Riiiight,” said Buston, “I think I’ll just go and play.” With
that the bamboozled bunny left his parents alone and hopped away to
his room.

 

“What was all that about?” asked Mother Rabbit.

 

“Don’t have a clue,” said Father Rabbit, “I was just trying to
get him to stop asking too many questions, especially about
chocolate. He’s just too young to understand the trouble Benson
could be getting himself into.”

 

“I’m worried for Benson,” said Mother Rabbit.

 

“Me too,” said Father Rabbit.

 


*                      
*                      
*

 

Benson had quickly made some distance between himself and the
rabbit hole, that had been his home all his life, by racing across
the big field. He waited to see if his Dad would give chase, but
after hanging around for nearly an hour, under a tree on the other
side of the field, Benson realised no one was going to do anything.
This made him adamant that he was definitely going to leave home
and this time he wouldn’t wander back sheepishly after a couple of
hours to express his apologies. He turned his back on everything he
knew and with a defiant scuff of the ground with his back legs he
continued his journey.

 

Unbeknown to Benson, his little brother Buston had been watching
and as Benson vanished from view the young rabbit brushed a small
tear from his eye.

 

This was Benson’s first solo adventure and he knew that if he
wanted to find out more about this chocolate then he would have to
travel far away from home, further than he ever had.

 

He would stop every hour or so to take in the ever-changing
scenery. He found himself looking at strange plants and trees of
different shapes, sizes and colours.  After he had been
travelling for what seemed to be days without food or water, or
even the slightest sniff of anything chocolatey, Benson was
starting to believe that this had not been one of his better ideas.
He felt so hungry that he would eat anything, even vegetables
again.

 

Then as he was at his lowest ebb Benson Bunny came across a
field. It looked like a deserted vegetable patch. The whole field
was empty save for one green shoot protruding from the soil.

 

Benson hopped over the broken ground until he reached the
vegetable and grabbed at the foliage. He pulled and heaved and
tugged with all his might. Then with one almighty yank the carrot
escaped the grounds grasp and flew through the air and over Bensons
head as the rabbit fell down.

 

Benson picked himself up and collected the carrot. He dusted it
down and as he did Benson stared at his next meal. Isn’t it weird,
thought the bunny, how some veggies look like they have got a
face?

 

And then the carrot opened it eyes and a little smile appeared
across a previously hidden mouth. The shock made Benson dropped the
carrot.

 

Two small arms and two small legs stretched out from the carrot
and the vegetable pulled itself upright.

 

“I will grant you three wishes, but only if you return me to the
mother earth at once dear boy”, announced the carrot in a grand
theatrical voice.

 

Benson stared at the orange root and shook his head. Had his
hunger caused him to start to hallucinate? He moved towards the
carrot. The carrot took two steps back.

 

“I must warn you that I am the Plug of the World. If I am not
placed back into the ground by the one who removed me then whole of
the world will be sucked right into the hole.”

 

“You’re don’t seriously think I am going to believe…..” started
Benson but his words stopped in mid sentence as suddenly small
pieces of soil rolled inexplicitly towards the carrot hole and
disappeared, then larger stones started to trundle into the abyss.
A wind seemed to whip up from nowhere and it looked like the trees
and hedges were leaning towards the hole in the ground.

 

“Hurry rabbit, there’s not a moment to lose” exclaimed the Plug
of the World.

Benson hesitated,  “how will I get my wishes?” he asked. A
dust storm had descended and Benson found it difficult to keep
upright. Strangely the carrot just stood there, totally unaffected
by the wind all around them.

 

“Just return me from whence I came, old bean and then call for
me and I will explain all,” shouted the Plug of the World.

 

Benson didn’t hesitate any further. He picked up the carrot and
without ceremony he stuffed it back into its spot.

 

All was calm again.

 

Benson looked down at the carrot but all he could see again were
the green leaves. Had he dreamt all that had happened?

 

Benson sat on the ground, he was still hungry. He would have
chomped that carrot in an instance, but that carrot had spoken to
him. It didn’t bear thinking about what lunchtime back home would
have been like if the meals themselves were able to voice their
opinion. Benson mused to himself that this bizarre carrot had in
fact offered him three wishes. What had the carrot said, just call
for him. A shrug of the shoulders and Benson shouted out “Carrot I
call upon you to appear.”

 

Nothing happened.

 

“I knew it was all a dream,” and Benson motioned to pull the
carrot out of the ground again. Then he stopped. What had the
carrot called itself again? The something of the world. The plug,
that was it, the “The Plug of the World.”

Benson called out again, “The Plug of the World, I call upon you
to appear.”

 

In a flash there in front of Benson stood a small creature. It
looked like a mole but had a fine beard with a handle bar
moustache. It was dressed in a fine suit with a flowing cape and
held a walking stick in it’s right paw. The carrot in the ground
had disappeared.

 

“Who are you?” asked Benson.

 

“Tis I dear boy, The Plug of the World,” announced The Plug of
the World.

 

“But you were a carrot” said Benson.

 

“I am a master of disguise. It’s all an illusion with smoke and
mirrors” said the Plug of the World with a flamboyant swish of his
cape.

 

“You’ve missed a bit,” said Benson as he pointed to a patch of
orange makeup still on The Plug of the World’s cheek. The Mole like
creature pulled out an extra large handkerchief and dabbed his
face. He looked at the orange stain on the pristine white hankie
and sighed, “Maybe I’m getting too old for this pilather,” he said
to himself.

 

“Well you look like a mole now. Quite an overdressed mole,” said
Benson.

 

“Yes I do resemble a mole if you insist on labelling me. How one
detests labels. If you must know I am an Earth Spirit and
occasionally I like to mingle with my public now and again,” said
The Plug of the World.

 

Benson thought he must be going mad what with first talking to a
carrot that was now a mole wearing clothes. But things could get
anymore weird so it wouldn’t do any harm to make a wish. Benson
knew what he wanted to more than anything in the whole world.

 

He checked there was no one else in the field, “You said I had
three wishes” and before the mole could answer, Benson closed his
eyes and said out loud, “I wish I had a chocolate bar.”

 

The Plug of the World’s theatrical voice boomed out from all
four corners of the field as he lifted up his stick.

 

 “Out of nothing, watch it unfurl. A miracle from the Plug
of the Worl….d.”

 

In an instant Benson was holding a chocolate bar. He stared at
it in disbelief, meanwhile the Plug of the World was busy
criticising himself at such a poor rhyme. Benson ignored the mole
as the heavenly smell of chocolate invaded his nostrils and he tore
his way through the wrapper and wolfed down the chocolate without
pausing for breath.

 

The taste exploded on his tongue and the melted sweetness
covered his tongue and roof of his salivating mouth. But soon he
was probing every nook and cranny of his mouth in search of the
last trace of this delicious confectionary.

 

“Good grief boy have you no manners,” said The Plug of the World
as he collected the pieces of wrapping paper off the ground and
stuffed them into this pocket. “Such a litter lout as well as set
of horrendous eating behaviour. Well anyway it’s nice to meet you
and we must catch up sometime, choi darling, give everybody my
love” and with that the mole like creature disappeared in a flash
of smoke.

 

When the smoke cleared Benson could see that the Plug of the
World was having some difficulty in closing what looked like a door
into the ground.

“Trap door stuck, wouldn’t you believe it? Be a love and just
use those big feet of yours and stamp down on it would you please,”
asked the mole.

 

“Sure” said Benson and he jumped on the wooden door. As he went
to jump on it a second time he noticed that the door had gone and
it was only the ground he was jumping on.

 

 










Chapter 2
New Chapter


 

How very strange thought Benson and he sat down on the bare
earth. He could still sense the pleasure of the chocolate but no
longer had the taste. Now that he had had a piece of this chocolate
Benson craved more. He looked around him. There were stones and
weeds but nothing much else.

 

Then an idea forced it’s way into Benson’s highly activated
brain. The idea was so bizarre that he first scoffed at himself for
thinking such a thing. But then wait a minute, was it really that
silly, just think what it meant. Hey this was the greatest idea he
had ever had.

 

“Carrot, Mole, I mean Plug of the World” shouted Benson “I have
another wish.”

 

The wind started to blow and whipped around Benson and then
within the dust cloud created by the commotion an image of the Plug
of World appeared.

 

The dust cloud spoke. “I heard you my dear boy.”

 

Then the dust settled and there stood the Plug of the World. The
mole ran his fingers through some hair extensions that he had added
and took up a totally unnecessary dramatic pose.

 

“Did you like my entrance? I mean I don’t have to do this but it
makes a change and one doesn’t get the chance to show off. What
with being stuck underground most days and all. It wasn’t too
extravagant was it?”

 

“No” answered Benson, “it was quite good.”

 

“Mmhh only quite good, oh well we’ll just have to work on it
then wont we.”

 

The mole was visibly upset by the lack of praise. “Anyway, you
called.”

 

“Yes, I have really thought about this wish” said Benson.

 

“But I’ve only been away thirty seconds” answered The Plug of
the World.

 

Benson wasn’t listening as he was getting excited at the idea of
his next wish.

 

“I wish that everything I touched turned to chocolate. Fabulous
idea don’t you think?”

 

“It’s quite good.” The Plug of the World smirked to himself and
thought touché. “Anyway it’s not my place to pass judgement. One
request for special paws, granted by the Plug of the Wors… World.
Good grief I can never get these rhymes right”

 

With that the dust storm abruptly started again and quickly
subsided with the Mole’s muttering still clinging to breeze as he
disappeared. Benson found himself alone again in the field. He
still couldn’t believe all that was happening but unless he did
something he wouldn’t knew it this was a dream or not.

 

He bent over and gently touched a nearby nettle. It instantly
seemed to coat it self in a rich chocolate sauce. Benson picked the
nettle and was able to break off a leaf. He checked the whole leaf
and could see that it was totally transformed into chocolate. He
closed his eyes and popped it into his mouth. It was a million
times better than the bar of chocolate he had had earlier. He made
short work of the rest of the nettle and then quickly looked around
for the next thing to be converted.

 

Benson picked up a small pebble and popped the chocolate nugget
into his mouth. Bliss.

 

Then he grabbed a handful of soil that became whispers of
chocolate flakes that melted upon his tongue.

 

Now he was becoming more adventurous he searched for something
bizarre to change and he saw it in the corner of the field.

 

The cowpat was a fresh one and the smell was atrocious, Benson
gingerly touched the edge of the piece of dung and watched as it
became a large chocolate flat pie. Benson lifted the now solid slab
of sweetness and nibbled the rim, it was still warm. It was
gorgeous and he gnawed away at the rest of the once steaming pile
of droppings until it was all gone.

 

Benson was now no longer hungry but he continued to create a
pile of chocofied delights.

 

“I’m going back home and show everybody what magic I have in
these paws of mine,” and with that Benson started he journey home,
leaving a trail of chocolate trees and chocolate bushes behind
him.

 


*                      
*                      
*

 

Meanwhile Buston had sat by the burrow entrance watching the
horizon everyday since his brother had stormed off.

 

Then he saw something in the distance he knew instantly in his
heart that it was Benson.

 

Without a moments hesitation Buston was up and speeding over the
open field shouting Benson’s name at the top of his voice.

 

Benson saw his little brother and he too quickened his own pace,
the thrill and excitement of a family reunion clouding his
judgement.

 

It was that nano second before the rabbits collided into an
enormous hug that the consequences of such an action flashed across
Benson’s mind.

 

“Noooooooo!” he screamed and in the same instant attempted to
veer away from Buston.

 

However Buston had missed his brother so much that he wasn’t
going to miss out on a big brother hug, so he seemed to anticipate
Benson’s swerve and countered it and attempted to gleefully leap
into Benson’s arms.

 

Despite his greatest efforts there was the slightest brush of
Benson’s right paw and the expression of total happiness on
Buston’s face was instantly immortalised in chocolate.

 

Benson froze to the spot as the solid chocolate rabbit statue
softly fell into the grass. He collapsed onto the ground and
cradled his solidified brother and looked at the brown bunny with a
combination of utter disbelief and realisation of the inevitable
etched across his face.

 

“What am I going to do, what am I going to do,” said Benson as
he stared at Buston. Or at least what Buston had become.

 

“Why did you touch me, why?” But Buston remained silent,
entombed in his new form.

 

Suddenly his world of confusion was shattered by his mother’s
voice, calling out for Buston.

 

“Buston, Buston dear, you’re dinners ready” she called out from
the entrance of the burrow.

 

Benson quickly hid his brother’s body behind a tree and ran
towards his mam.

 

“Buston, Bus” Mam stopped in mid call as she saw her eldest son
hopping home.

 

“Benson, Benson is that you,” she looked closer, squinting her
eyes to help her focus in on the approaching rabbit. As the
realisation that this was Benson took hold Mother Rabbit called out
to her husband.

 

“Father, father come quick, it’s Benson he’s come home.”

 

Father Rabbit pooped his head out of the burrow, “Huh, knew he
wouldn’t survive” he said whilst in his heart he was thankful that
Benson had returned.

 

Mother Rabbit called out for Buston again, but when he didn’t
responded she assumed he was out playing somewhere and just knew he
would be devastated at missing Benson. Mother Rabbit ran to meet
her son.

 

“Whoa there Mam. I’m too old for hugs now” announced Benson.

 

Mother Rabbit was shocked, “no one is too old for a hug from
their Mam”

“I am, I’m an adult now, so please keep your hands to yourself,”
said Benson forcefully, though inside he wanted nothing more than a
cuddle from his mam.

 

Mother Rabbit was now hurt, a small tear formed in the corner of
her eye.

 

Father Rabbit put his arm around her. “Benson you have become a
nasty nasty rabbit, I don’t know why you even bothered to come home
if this is the way you are going to treat your mother.”

 

“I came home so that we never have to go hungry again. I can
provide us an endless supply of food, so there,” said Benson.

 

“Oh Benson we’re not angry with you, it’s just your attitude”
said Mother Rabbit.

 

Father Rabbit was more cynical, “What’s this food you talk
about, it’s not, it’s not chocolate is it?” he asked.

 

“What if it is” said Benson.

 

“Oh Benson” said Mother Rabbit “we told you it’s not good for
you and we don’t want you passing any of this chocolate to
Buston.”

 

“You better not give any of that nasty stuff to Buston” added
Father Rabbit. He looked around the surrounding area “ where is
young Buston, it’s not like him to be this late. You haven’t seen
him have you Benson?” asked Father Rabbit.

 

“No” said Benson “I was looking forward to seeing him
again.”

 

The three rabbits just stood around, no one knowing what to say
without the conversation slipping into a series of arguments and
accusations.

 

As the sun started to dip over the horizon Mother Rabbit was
becoming anxious. “Father I’m really worried something must have
happened to Buston, please please will you go and look for him.
Benson will you help too.”

 

Benson looked at his Mam, the worry was etched across her face.
He agreed to search in the area around the big tree, Father Rabbit
was going to check on the other side of the field.

 

Benson returned to the place where he had left his brother an
hour earlier. As he looked behind the tree the scene that
confronted hit him in the pit of his stomach.

 

His little brother had been half eaten by a select number of
creatures who had happened upon this sweet delicacy. Buston was
missing an ear, his nose, all four paws and there was a gaping hole
in his side. Suddenly the chocolate statue lurched forward. Benson
recoiled in horror, then a small mouse peered out of the hole with
a mouthful of chocolate. It had been the mouse that made the
crumbling statue move. Benson shrieked at the mouse who ran off
with as much of Buston as he could carry.

 

Father Rabbit had heard Benson’s cry and came running towards
the tree.

 

Benson looked at the remains of his brother and then his fast
approaching father.

 

“What am I going to do, I can’t think I can’t think” Benson was
panicking.

 

Then all of a sudden from under one of the roots of the tree
appeared the Plug of the World.

 

“My dear boy, you have the power, you always have, just ask for
it.”

 

“But it’s my last one.”

 

“The choice is yours, but you know in your heart you really only
have one, don’t you”

 

“You’re right” and just as Father Rabbit was about to reach the
tree Benson said “I wish everything was as it was.”

 

“Undo most of these things but leave a memory lingering” was the
last thing Benson ever heard or saw of the Plug of the World.

 

The next moment the whole family were around the table, Mam and
Dad were talking about the difficulty of finding food, whilst
Buston was busy munching on a cabbage leaf.

 

Benson felt under him on the seat and gingerly fingered the
chocolate wrapper.

 

“What’s that you got son?” asked Dad.

 

“Ah nothing, just a piece of rubbish, I’ll put it in the bin.
Pass me a carrot please.”

 

Benson looked at the carrot.

 

“What you looking at the carrot for do you expect it to answer
you back or

something?” asked Buston.

 

Benson looked at Buston, “talking vegetables! You’d have to be
mad to believe in a taking carrot.”

 

THE END
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