BOOK 1: PIBBIN

THE SMALL

Rumble Road
Ma Chipmunk had tears in her eyes.
“It’s Cheeco,” she said. “He has such a bad cough!”
“Is he sleeping?” Pibbin hopped closer to the little chipmunk’s bed.
Why wasn’t Cheeco frisking around or getting into trouble? He
must be really sick.
“Please?” Ma Chipmunk said. “Please ask Sheera Turtle what I
should give him?”

“I can’t find her,” Pibbin said.
His friend would know the best thing for a cough, but where had
that turtle gone?
He hopped down to Friendship Bog.
Sheera wouldn’t be sitting on the lily pads—she was too big. She
liked to nap by the water or catch spiders in the bushes.
Sometimes she sat on Woodpecker Log to enjoy the sun.
Not there. Not anywhere.
He climbed onto a tree root to think.

What about Sheera’s home pool? It was close by. Everyone came to
ask her advice when they were sick.

No, not there either.
Maybe she’d gone into the pine woods to dig for beetles.
He hopped across the pine needles and over the sandy ground, but
he couldn’t find even a claw mark.
She just had to be here, somewhere!
He hopped up onto a stump to look around. Ahead of him was
Rumble Road.
He didn’t like to go anywhere near the road, but Carpenter Frog
stood there, and so did Gaffer the Gray Treefrog.
A squirrel had come too, and three mice, and a rabbit with her
children.
What had happened?
He jumped down from the log, but Gaffer and Carpenter came to
meet him.
“Pib,” Gaffer said, “I have bad news.”
The old treefrog’s face wrinkled up, as if he were sad. “It’s Sheera.”
“What? What about her?”
“I’m sorry, Pib,” Gaffer said.
“No, not Sheera,” Pibbin said. “There’s a mistake. I’m sure there’s a
mistake.”
Something deep inside him began to hurt, and he had to talk about
Sheera.
“She saved my life—one day when I was just learning to hop,” he
said. “A hawk tried to catch me so I dived for cover. I ended up under her
shell, and she didn’t mind a bit.”

“Yes,” Gaffer said. “I remember. She’s been a good friend to you.
And to all of us.”
“What’s the matter?” Pibbin said. “Why are you sad?”

Gaffer turned toward the road. “You’ll have to come and see.”
Pibbin hopped beside him until they reached the edge of the road.

He stopped. Sheera was lying out there in the sand.
“It was a big truck,” the squirrel said. “Going fast.”
“Too many trucks,” the mouse said.
Her voice squeaked. “My sister! That’s how she got run over.”
“Hear that?” the rabbit said to her children. “Keep away from the
road!”
Gaffer hopped onto Rumble Road. He bent close to look at Sheera,
and she lifted her head.
“She’s alive,” he said. “Let’s get her away from here.”
Carpenter brought his wagon to carry Sheera back to her pool, and
everyone helped.
Finally they slid her off the wagon and stood around to watch.
One of her legs was bleeding. She had pulled her head back into
her shell.
Gaffer sighed. “I wish we had a doctor in Friendship Bog.”
The squirrel picked an armful of ferns and piled them onto Sheera.
“There. Ferns will help.”
“No, that’s silly,” the mouse said. “Give her worm juice. But it has
to be fresh.”
“No, we need to wake her up first,” the rabbit said. “Pour cold water
on her shell.”
After a long time, they stopped talking and went away.
Pibbin watched them leave. Ferns? Worm juice? Cold water?
Sheera was the one who knew the best way to fix a bleeding leg.
What could he do?

