HARNAéUS
P RO SEEE




} Jrnabus lived in a secret lab.

 He was half mouse and half elephant,

and hc had lived in the lab as long as he could remember.




[ he lab was hidden bencath Pertec

on a perfectly ordinary street
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JOE'S HARDWARE STORE |

It was deep underground,

where no one would

ever find it.




He had been put in a part of the lab called Failed Projects,



His home was rather small, but that s
just meant it was easier to keep tidy. Rl

The Green Rubber Suits always
fed Barnabus his favourite food,
which was cheese and peanuts.




It was P;P (h(’ C( ckre ‘ftk"”
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lfg Stoncs about a sparkling silver lake,
green trees and mountains that reached

all the way to the sky, lit with their own stars.
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At that moment, the Green Rubber Suits came in.

['hey turned on the lights and

checked each bell jar one by one.

They made strange noises

to each other.

They peered

and they poked.

They pecked

and they prodded.




They put red stamps on all the jars.
Then they left.




“What does it mean?”
said Barnabus, looking up

at the strange red stamp.

“It means you're going
to be recycled,” said Pip.
“That’s what happens

to all Failed Projects.”

“You’ll be fluffier afterwards.”

offered Pip kindly.

“And you’ll be cuter,
and your eyes will

probably be bigger.”

“I like having small eyes,” said Barnabus,

although he wasn’t even sure any more.




Barnabus slumped in his jar.

He wasn’t flufty enough, and his eyes were beady,

but he liked himself just the way he was.

And what if, after he was recycled, peanuts

and cheese were no longer his favourite foods?
What if his friends didn’t recognise him after?

What if he no longer cared about green trees

and mountains it with their own stars?




“We need to escape!” said Barnabus suddenly.

Nothing is impossible,” said Barnabus

The other Failed Projects gasped, but then they cheered.
He took a step back...

“Impossible,” said Pip.
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. and he kicked as hard as he could.

A tiny crack appeared!
But the bel jar was much

Finally, Barnabus made :
: arnabus made a
Stronger than he yq g v

sad sound with his trunk.







