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|. THE RIVER BANK

The Mole had been working very hard all the mornsmging-cleaning his little home. First with
brooms, then with dusters; then on ladders and steg chairs, with a brush and a pail of
whitewash; till he had dust in his throat and eyesl splashes of whitewash all over his black
fur, and an aching back and weary arms. Springma@sng in the air above and in the earth
below and around him, penetrating even his darkl@anty little house with its spirit of divine
discontent and longing. It was small wonder, thkat he suddenly flung down his brush on the
floor, said 'Bother!" and 'O blow! and also 'Hapging-cleaning! and bolted out of the house
without even waiting to put on his coat. Somethipgabove was calling him imperiously, and
he made for the steep little tunnel which answéandds case to the gaveled carriage-drive
owned by animals whose residences are nearer guthand air. So he scraped and scratched
and scrabbled and scrooged and then he scroogedaaghscrabbled and scratched and scraped,
working busily with his little paws and muttering himself, '‘Up we go! Up we go!" till at last,
pop! his snout came out into the sunlight, anddumdél himself rolling in the warm grass of a
great meadow.

‘This is fine!" he said to himself. 'This is bettiean whitewashing!" The sunshine struck hot on
his fur, soft breezes caressed his heated browai@dthe seclusion of the cellarage he had




lived in so long the carol of happy birds fell as Hulled hearing almost like a shout. Jumping
off all his four legs at once, in the joy of livignd the delight of spring without its cleaning, he
pursued his way across the meadow till he readinetieédge on the further side.

'Hold up!" said an elderly rabbit at the gap. '&mxpe for the privilege of passing by the private
road!" He was bowled over in an instant by the itiepd and contemptuous Mole, who trotted
along the side of the hedge chaffing the otheritalas they peeped hurriedly from their holes to
see what the row was about. 'Onion-sauce! Onionedaoe remarked jeeringly, and was gone
before they could think of a thoroughly satisfagtmeply. Then they all started grumbling at
each other. 'How STUPID you are! Why didn't you béin——""Well, why didn't YOU say—
—"'You might have reminded him—-and so on, in the usual way; but, of course ait then
much too late, as is always the case.

It all seemed too good to be true. Hither and #rithrough the meadows he rambled busily,
along the hedgerows, across the copses, findingwhere birds building, flowers budding,
leaves thrusting—everything happy, and progressind,occupied. And instead of having an
uneasy conscience pricking him and whispering &vish!" he somehow could only feel how
jolly it was to be the only idle dog among all tedsmisy citizens. After all, the best part of a
holiday is perhaps not so much to be resting ydiu@eto see all the other fellows busy
working.

He thought his happiness was complete when, asslaadered aimlessly along, suddenly he
stood by the edge of a full-fed river. Never in lifis had he seen a river before—this sleek,
sinuous, full-bodied animal, chasing and chucklgngpping things with a gurgle and leaving
them with a laugh, to fling itself on fresh playmsthat shook themselves free, and were caught
and held again. All was a-shake and a-shiver—géntsgleams and sparkles, rustle and swirl,
chatter and bubble. The Mole was bewitched, ené@dn@ascinated. By the side of the river he
trotted as one trots, when very small, by the sid® man who holds one spell-bound by exciting
stories; and when tired at last, he sat on the bahite the river still chattered on to him, a
babbling procession of the best stories in the dya#nt from the heart of the earth to be told at
last to the insatiable sea.

As he sat on the grass and looked across the awark hole in the bank opposite, just above
the water's edge, caught his eye, and dreamilglhtofconsidering what a nice snug dwelling-
place it would make for an animal with few wantsl &ond of a bijou riverside residence, above
flood level and remote from noise and dust. As dweed, something bright and small seemed to
twinkle down in the heart of it, vanished, thenrtied once more like a tiny star. But it could
hardly be a star in such an unlikely situation; @mwdas too glittering and small for a glow-
worm. Then, as he looked, it winked at him, andadared itself to be an eye; and a small face
began gradually to grow up round it, like a fraraend a picture.

A brown little face, with whiskers.
A grave round face, with the same twinkle in ite élyat had first attracted his notice.

Small neat ears and thick silky hair.




It was the Water Rat!

Then the two animals stood and regarded each o#ugiously.
'Hullo, Mole!" said the Water Rat.

'Hullo, Rat!" said the Mole.

'Would you like to come over?' enquired the Rasendly.

'Oh, its all very well to TALK,' said the Mole, fradr pettishly, he being new to a river and
riverside life and its ways.

The Rat said nothing, but stooped and unfastemegeaand hauled on it; then lightly stepped
into a little boat which the Mole had not observiédvas painted blue outside and white within,
and was just the size for two animals; and the Maoldole heart went out to it at once, even
though he did not yet fully understand its uses.

The Rat sculled smartly across and made fast. iadreld up his forepaw as the Mole stepped
gingerly down. 'Lean on that! he said. 'Now th&tep lively!" and the Mole to his surprise and
rapture found himself actually seated in the stéra real boat.

'This has been a wonderful day!" said he, as thelRaved off and took to the sculls again. ‘Do
you know, I've never been in a boat before in allle.’

'What?' cried the Rat, open-mouthed: 'Never beer-Hyou never—well —what have you been
doing, then?"

'Is it so nice as all that?' asked the Mole shiylgugh he was quite prepared to believe it as he
leant back in his seat and surveyed the cushibasydrs, the rowlocks, and all the fascinating
fittings, and felt the boat sway lightly under him.

‘Nice? It's the ONLY thing,' said the Water Ratesohly, as he leant forward for his stroke.
'‘Believe me, my young friend, there is NOTHING—d$® nothing—half so much worth
doing as simply messing about in boats. Simply mgs$e went on dreamily: 'messing—
about—in—boats; messing——

'‘Look ahead, Rat!" cried the Mole suddenly.

It was too late. The boat struck the bank full filhe dreamer, the joyous oarsman, lay on his
back at the bottom of the boat, his heels in the ai

'—about in boats—or WITH boats,' the Rat went omposedly, picking himself up with a
pleasant laugh. 'In or out of 'em, it doesn't mattothing seems really to matter, that's the
charm of it. Whether you get away, or whether yoo'ti whether you arrive at your destination
or whether you reach somewhere else, or whethenguoar get anywhere at all, you're always




busy, and you never do anything in particular; ahen you've done it there's always something
else to do, and you can do it if you like, but yorriuch better not. Look here! If you've really
nothing else on hand this morning, supposing we diewn the river together, and have a long
day of it?'

The Mole waggled his toes from sheer happinessasihis chest with a sigh of full
contentment, and leaned back blissfully into thi¢ @eshions. 'WHAT a day I'm having!" he
said. 'Let us start at once!'

'Hold hard a minute, then! said the Rat. He loofmedpainter through a ring in his landing-
stage, climbed up into his hole above, and afsdraat interval reappeared staggering under a fat,
wicker luncheon-basket.

‘Shove that under your feet,' he observed to thieMs he passed it down into the boat. Then he
untied the painter and took the sculls again.

'What's inside it?" asked the Mole, wriggling watlriosity.

‘There's cold chicken inside it," replied the Ratfty;
‘coldtonguecoldhamcoldbeefpickledgherkinssaladfieritscresssan
dwichespottedmeatgingerbeerlemonadesodawater——

'O stop, stop,’ cried the Mole in ecstacies: "THht®o much!

'Do you really think so?' enquired the Rat seripu#tfs only what | always take on these little
excursions; and the other animals are always gethe that I'm a mean beast and cut it VERY
finel’

The Mole never heard a word he was saying. Absaorbdte new life he was entering upon,
intoxicated with the sparkle, the ripple, the searid the sounds and the sunlight, he trailed a
paw in the water and dreamed long waking dreams.\Whter Rat, like the good little fellow he
was, sculled steadily on and forebore to disturb. hi

'l like your clothes awfully, old chap,' he remadkafter some half an hour or so had passed. 'I'm
going to get a black velvet smoking-suit myself satiay, as soon as | can afford it.'

'l beg your pardon,' said the Mole, pulling himgeljether with an effort. "You must think me
very rude; but all this is so new to me. So—this—&s—River!'

‘'THE River,' corrected the Rat.
'‘And you really live by the river? What a jollyéif
'By it and with it and on it and in it,’ said thatR'lt's brother and sister to me, and aunts, and

company, and food and drink, and (naturally) waghit's my world, and | don't want any other.
What it hasn't got is not worth having, and whataesn't know is not worth knowing. Lord! the




times we've had together! Whether in winter or smrepring or autumn, it's always got its fun
and its excitements. When the floods are on in gty and my cellars and basement are
brimming with drink that's no good to me, and thewn water runs by my best bedroom
window; or again when it all drops away and, shpathes of mud that smells like plum-cake,
and the rushes and weed clog the channels, anddatter about dry shod over most of the bed
of it and find fresh food to eat, and things caselpeople have dropped out of boats!

'‘But isn't it a bit dull at times?' the Mole veradrto ask. 'Just you and the river, and no one else
to pass a word with?'

'‘No one else to—well, | mustn't be hard on youd siae Rat with forbearance. 'You're new to it,
and of course you don't know. The bank is so crawd®vadays that many people are moving
away altogether: O no, it isn't what it used todiegll. Otters, kingfishers, dabchicks, moorhens,
all of them about all day long and always wantiog yo DO something—as if a fellow had no
business of his own to attend to!"

'What lies over THERE' asked the Mole, waving a pawmards a background of woodland that
darkly framed the water-meadows on one side ofitee.

‘That? O, that's just the Wild Wood,' said the §uadrtly. 'We don't go there very much, we river-
bankers.'

'‘Aren't they—aren't they very NICE people in thészd the Mole, a trifle nervously.

'W-e-Il,' replied the Rat, 'let me see. The sqglsreze all right. AND the rabbits—some of 'em,
but rabbits are a mixed lot. And then there's Badgfecourse. He lives right in the heart of it;
wouldn't live anywhere else, either, if you paichito do it. Dear old Badger! Nobody interferes
with HIM. They'd better not,' he added significgntl

'Why, who SHOULD interfere with him?' asked the ®&lol

'Well, of course—there—are others,' explained taeiR a hesitating sort of way.
'Weasels—and stoats—and foxes—and so on. Theytiglalin a way—I'm very good friends
with them—pass the time of day when we meet, antthat—but they break out sometimes,

there's no denying it, and then—well, you can'tlygeust them, and that's the fact.'

The Mole knew well that it is quite against anineéiquette to dwell on possible trouble ahead,
or even to allude to it; so he dropped the subject.

'‘And beyond the Wild Wood again?' he asked: 'Whéyall blue and dim, and one sees what
may be hills or perhaps they mayn't, and sometlikeghe smoke of towns, or is it only cloud-
drift?'

'‘Beyond the Wild Wood comes the Wide World," shiel Rat. 'And that's something that doesn't
matter, either to you or me. I've never been themd, I'm never going, nor you either, if you've




got any sense at all. Don't ever refer to it agalease. Now then! Here's our backwater at last,
where we're going to lunch.’

Leaving the main stream, they now passed into wdatmed at first sight like a little land-locked
lake. Green turf sloped down to either edge, bremaky tree-roots gleamed below the surface
of the quiet water, while ahead of them the silv@rgulder and foamy tumble of a weir, arm-in-
arm with a restless dripping mill-wheel, that hefglin its turn a grey-gabled mill-house, filled
the air with a soothing murmur of sound, dull antbghery, yet with little clear voices speaking
up cheerfully out of it at intervals. It was so yéeautiful that the Mole could only hold up both
forepaws and gasp, 'O my! O my! O my!'

The Rat brought the boat alongside the bank, madéait, helped the still awkward Mole safely
ashore, and swung out the luncheon-basket. The Maged as a favour to be allowed to
unpack it all by himself; and the Rat was very péghto indulge him, and to sprawl at full length
on the grass and rest, while his excited friendbkhaut the table-cloth and spread it, took out all
the mysterious packets one by one and arrangedcthrgients in due order, still gasping, 'O my!
O my!" at each fresh revelation. When all was re#lily Rat said, 'Now, pitch in, old fellow!" and
the Mole was indeed very glad to obey, for he laded his spring-cleaning at a very early hour
that morning, as people WILL do, and had not padsetite or sup; and he had been through a
very great deal since that distant time which neensed so many days ago.

'What are you looking at?' said the Rat presenthen the edge of their hunger was somewhat
dulled, and the Mole's eyes were able to wandetheftable-cloth a little.

'l am looking," said the Mole, 'at a streak of beklihat | see travelling along the surface of the
water. That is a thing that strikes me as funny.'

'‘Bubbles? Oho!" said the Rat, and chirruped chegrian inviting sort of way.

A broad glistening muzzle showed itself above tthgeeof the bank, and the Otter hauled
himself out and shook the water from his coat.

'‘Greedy beggars!" he observed, making for the prdee 'Why didn't you invite me, Ratty?'
‘This was an impromptu affair,” explained the R2y.the way—my friend Mr. Mole.'

'Proud, I'm sure,’ said the Otter, and the two atsrwere friends forthwith.

'Such a rumpus everywhere!' continued the Ottdrtha& world seems out on the river to-day. |
came up this backwater to try and get a momenéisggeand then stumble upon you fellows!—

At least—I beg pardon—I don't exactly mean thatj ignow.'

There was a rustle behind them, proceeding fromdgé wherein last year's leaves still clung
thick, and a stripy head, with high shoulders béhinpeered forth on them.

'‘Come on, old Badger!" shouted the Rat.




The Badger trotted forward a pace or two; then gdiiH'm! Company,' and turned his back
and disappeared from view.

‘That's JUST the sort of fellow he is!" observes disappointed Rat. 'Simply hates Society! Now
we shan't see any more of him to-day. Well, telMi1O'S out on the river?’

‘Toad's out, for one,’ replied the Otter. 'In hiaral-new wager-boat; new togs, new everything!
The two animals looked at each other and laughed.

'Once, it was nothing but sailing,’ said the Ritieh he tired of that and took to punting. Nothing
would please him but to punt all day and every @ayg a nice mess he made of it. Last year it
was house-boating, and we all had to go and stdyhim in his house-boat, and pretend we
liked it. He was going to spend the rest of hig iif a house-boat. It's all the same, whatever he
takes up; he gets tired of it, and starts on soimgtinesh.’

'Such a good fellow, too,' remarked the Otter cdflely: 'But no stability—especially in a boat!
From where they sat they could get a glimpse ofhtae stream across the island that separated
them; and just then a wager-boat flashed into viee/yower—a short, stout figure—splashing
badly and rolling a good deal, but working his lestd The Rat stood up and hailed him, but
Toad—for it was he—shook his head and settled Istéorhis work.

'He'll be out of the boat in a minute if he rollel that,’ said the Rat, sitting down again.

'Of course he will,' chuckled the Otter. 'Did | el you that good story about Toad and the
lock-keeper? It happened this way. Toad....'

An errant May-fly swerved unsteadily athwart therent in the intoxicated fashion affected by
young bloods of May-flies seeing life. A swirl ofater and a 'cloop!" and the May-fly was
visible no more.

Neither was the Otter.

The Mole looked down. The voice was still in hissgdout the turf whereon he had sprawled was
clearly vacant. Not an Otter to be seen, as féneaslistant horizon.

But again there was a streak of bubbles on thaseéf the river.
The Rat hummed a tune, and the Mole recollectetattienal-etiquette forbade any sort of
comment on the sudden disappearance of one's $ragrehy moment, for any reason or no

reason whatever.

'Well, well," said the Rat, 'l suppose we oughbeamoving. | wonder which of us had better
pack the luncheon-basket?' He did not speak aswids frightfully eager for the treat.




'O, please let me," said the Mole. So, of coutseRat let him.

Packing the basket was not quite such pleasant asodnpacking' the basket. It never is. But the
Mole was bent on enjoying everything, and althojugh when he had got the basket packed and
strapped up tightly he saw a plate staring upratfhom the grass, and when the job had been
done again the Rat pointed out a fork which anybmatyht to have seen, and last of all, behold!
the mustard pot, which he had been sitting on witlkaowing it—still, somehow, the thing got
finished at last, without much loss of temper.

The afternoon sun was getting low as the Rat stigiéntly homewards in a dreamy mood,
murmuring poetry-things over to himself, and nogipg much attention to Mole. But the Mole
was very full of lunch, and self-satisfaction, grdle, and already quite at home in a boat (so he
thought) and was getting a bit restless besidespagsently he said, 'Ratty! Pleakgjant to

row, now!'

The Rat shook his head with a smile. 'Not yet, myng friend,’ he said—'wait till you've had a
few lessons. It's not so easy as it looks.'

The Mole was quiet for a minute or two. But he betmafeel more and more jealous of Rat,
sculling so strongly and so easily along, and higepbegan to whisper that he could do it every
bit as well. He jumped up and seized the scullsustienly, that the Rat, who was gazing out
over the water and saying more poetry-things taskifnwas taken by surprise and fell
backwards off his seat with his legs in the airtfa¥ second time, while the triumphant Mole
took his place and grabbed the sculls with entirdidence.

'Stop it, you SILLY ass!" cried the Rat, from thattom of the boat. "You can't do it! You'll have
us over!'

The Mole flung his sculls back with a flourish, amaéde a great dig at the water. He missed the
surface altogether, his legs flew up above his haad he found himself lying on the top of the
prostrate Rat. Greatly alarmed, he made a grdieatitle of the boat, and the next moment—
Sploosh!

Over went the boat, and he found himself struggimtpe river.

O my, how cold the water was, and O, how VERY wélt. How it sang in his ears as he went
down, down, down! How bright and welcome the swkéx as he rose to the surface coughing
and spluttering! How black was his despair whefettehimself sinking again! Then a firm paw
gripped him by the back of his neck. It was the, Rat he was evidently laughing—the Mole
could FEEL him laughing, right down his arm andtigh his paw, and so into his—the
Mole's—neck.

The Rat got hold of a scull and shoved it undemMioée’'s arm; then he did the same by the other
side of him and, swimming behind, propelled thelesls animal to shore, hauled him out, and
set him down on the bank, a squashy, pulpy lumpiséry.




When the Rat had rubbed him down a bit, and wrwmgesof the wet out of him, he said, 'Now,
then, old fellow! Trot up and down the towing-pathhard as you can, till you're warm and dry
again, while I dive for the luncheon-basket.'

So the dismal Mole, wet without and ashamed witttotted about till he was fairly dry, while
the Rat plunged into the water again, recoveredta, righted her and made her fast, fetched
his floating property to shore by degrees, andlfirdived successfully for the luncheon-basket
and struggled to land with it.

When all was ready for a start once more, the Motgy and dejected, took his seat in the stern
of the boat; and as they set off, he said in avoie, broken with emotion, 'Ratty, my generous
friend! I am very sorry indeed for my foolish andiguateful conduct. My heart quite fails me
when | think how | might have lost that beautifuhtheon-basket. Indeed, | have been a
complete ass, and I know it. Will you overlookhits once and forgive me, and let things go on
as before?'

‘That's all right, bless you!' responded the Rakecity. 'What's a little wet to a Water Rat? I'm
more in the water than out of it most days. Doali think any more about it; and, look here! |
really think you had better come and stop with oregflittle time. It's very plain and rough, you
know—not like Toad's house at all—but you havesérsthat yet; still, | can make you
comfortable. And I'll teach you to row, and to swimd you'll soon be as handy on the water as
any of us.'

The Mole was so touched by his kind manner of speatkat he could find no voice to answer
him; and he had to brush away a tear or two wighbtéick of his paw. But the Rat kindly looked
in another direction, and presently the Mole'sisprevived again, and he was even able to give
some straight back-talk to a couple of moorhens whie sniggering to each other about his
bedraggled appearance.

When they got home, the Rat made a bright firéégarlour, and planted the Mole in an arm-
chair in front of it, having fetched down a dregsgown and slippers for him, and told him river
stories till supper-time. Very thrilling storiesethwere, too, to an earth-dwelling animal like
Mole. Stories about weirs, and sudden floods, aagihg pike, and steamers that flung hard
bottles—at least bottles were certainly flung, &RDM steamers, so presumably BY them; and
about herons, and how particular they were whom $peke to; and about adventures down
drains, and night-fishings with Otter, or excursidar a-field with Badger. Supper was a most
cheerful meal; but very shortly afterwards a tdyrddleepy Mole had to be escorted upstairs by
his considerate host, to the best bedroom, whesate laid his head on his pillow in great
peace and contentment, knowing that his new-fourdd the River was lapping the sill of his
window.

This day was only the first of many similar onestfte emancipated Mole, each of them longer
and full of interest as the ripening summer movedard. He learnt to swim and to row, and
entered into the joy of running water; and with &g to the reed-stems he caught, at intervals,
something of what the wind went whispering so camigy among them.




ll. THE OPEN ROAD

'Ratty,’ said the Mole suddenly, one bright summerning, 'if you please, | want to ask you a
favour.'

The Rat was sitting on the river bank, singingtéelsong. He had just composed it himself, so
he was very taken up with it, and would not payperaattention to Mole or anything else. Since
early morning he had been swimming in the rivecampany with his friends the ducks. And
when the ducks stood on their heads suddenly, @ssduill, he would dive down and tickle their
necks, just under where their chins would be ifkdutad chins, till they were forced to come to
the surface again in a hurry, spluttering and aagug shaking their feathers at him, for it is
impossible to say quite ALL you feel when your hé&adnder water. At last they implored him
to go away and attend to his own affairs and leheen to mind theirs. So the Rat went away,
and sat on the river bank in the sun, and madeagm@ about them, which he called

'DUCKS' DITTY.'

All along the backwater,
Through the rushes tall,
Ducks are a-dabbling,

Up tails all!

Ducks' tails, drakes' tails,
Yellow feet a-quiver,
Yellow bills all out of sight
Busy in the river!

Slushy green undergrowth
Where the roach swim—
Here we keep our larder,
Cool and full and dim.

Everyone for what he likes!
\\é like to be

Heads down, tails up,

Dabbling free!

High in the blue above
Swifts whirl and call—

W are down a-dabbling
Uptails all!

'l don't know that | think so VERY much of thatliet song, Rat,"' observed the Mole cautiously.
He was no poet himself and didn't care who knewarit] he had a candid nature.

'‘Nor don't the ducks neither,’ replied the Rat cldlg. ‘'They say, "WHY can't fellows be
allowed to do what they like WHEN they like and &ty like, instead of other fellows sitting




on banks and watching them all the time and matengarks and poetry and things about them?
What NONSENSE it all is!" That's what the ducks.5ay

'So it is, so it is," said the Mole, with great Hieess.
'No, it isn't!" cried the Rat indignantly.

'Well then, it isn't, it isn't,’ replied the Moleathingly. 'But what | wanted to ask you was, won't
you take me to call on Mr. Toad? I've heard so malmbut him, and | do so want to make his
acquaintance.’

'Why, certainly," said the good-natured Rat, jurggim his feet and dismissing poetry from his
mind for the day. 'Get the boat out, and we'll padgb there at once. It's never the wrong time to
call on Toad. Early or late he's always the sartiewie Always good-tempered, always glad to
see you, always sorry when you go!

'He must be a very nice animal,’ observed the Masddye got into the boat and took the sculls,
while the Rat settled himself comfortably in therst

'He is indeed the best of animals,’ replied Ratsiple, so good-natured, and so affectionate.
Perhaps he's not very clever—we can't all be gesjuend it may be that he is both boastful and
conceited. But he has got some great qualitiesTbady.’

Rounding a bend in the river, they came in sighd bilndsome, dignified old house of mellowed
red brick, with well-kept lawns reaching down te thater's edge.

‘There's Toad Hall," said the Rat; 'and that caeethe left, where the notice-board says,

"Private. No landing allowed," leads to his boatsb®, where we'll leave the boat. The stables
are over there to the right. That's the banquédtimfyou're looking at now—uvery old, that is.

Toad is rather rich, you know, and this is realle @f the nicest houses in these parts, though we
never admit as much to Toad.'

They glided up the creek, and the Mole slippedshidls as they passed into the shadow of a
large boat-house. Here they saw many handsome, Istatg from the cross beams or hauled up
on a slip, but none in the water; and the placedmdnused and a deserted air.

The Rat looked around him. 'l understand,' saidBuating is played out. He's tired of it, and
done with it.  wonder what new fad he has takemoyw? Come along and let's look him up. We
shall hear all about it quite soon enough.'

They disembarked, and strolled across the gay flalgeked lawns in search of Toad, whom
they presently happened upon resting in a wickedtegachair, with a pre-occupied expression of
face, and a large map spread out on his knees.

'Hooray!" he cried, jumping up on seeing thems'thisplendid!" He shook the paws of both of
them warmly, never waiting for an introduction ke tMole. 'How KIND of you!" he went on,




dancing round them. 'l was just going to send & doan the river for you, Ratty, with strict
orders that you were to be fetched up here at avcatever you were doing. | want you badly—
both of you. Now what will you take? Come insidel drave something! You don't know how
lucky it is, your turning up just now!"

'Let’s sit quiet a bit, Toady!" said the Rat, thimogvhimself into an easy chair, while the Mole
took another by the side of him and made some @wilark about Toad's 'delightful residence."’

'Finest house on the whole river,' cried Toad leosisly. 'Or anywhere else, for that matter,' he
could not help adding.

Here the Rat nudged the Mole. Unfortunately thedTsew him do it, and turned very red. There
was a moment's painful silence. Then Toad burstamgthing. 'All right, Ratty," he said. 'It's only
my way, you know. And it's not such a very bad lusit? You know you rather like it
yourself. Now, look here. Let's be sensible. Yoaithe very animals | wanted. You've got to
help me. It's most important!'

'It's about your rowing, | suppose,' said the Ratt) an innocent air. 'You're getting on fairly
well, though you splash a good bit still. With @atr deal of patience, and any quantity of
coaching, you may—-—

'O, pooh! boating!" interrupted the Toad, in grdiagust. Silly boyish amusement. I've given that
up LONG ago. Sheer waste of time, that's what it inakes me downright sorry to see you
fellows, who ought to know better, spending all yenergies in that aimless manner. No, I've
discovered the real thing, the only genuine ocaapdor a life time. | propose to devote the
remainder of mine to it, and can only regret theted years that lie behind me, squandered in
trivialities. Come with me, dear Ratty, and yournalnte friend also, if he will be so very good,
just as far as the stable-yard, and you shall $ex you shall see!’

He led the way to the stable-yard accordingly,Rla¢ following with a most mistrustful
expression; and there, drawn out of the coach himbsehe open, they saw a gipsy caravan,
shining with newness, painted a canary-yellow pic&et with green, and red wheels.

‘There you are!' cried the Toad, straddling andchexing himself. 'There's real life for you,
embodied in that little cart. The open road, thetgihighway, the heath, the common, the
hedgerows, the rolling downs! Camps, villages, tevaities! Here to-day, up and off to
somewhere else to-morrow! Travel, change, inteeesgtitement! The whole world before you,
and a horizon that's always changing! And minds thithe very finest cart of its sort that was
ever built, without any exception. Come inside &uk at the arrangements. Planned 'em all
myself, | did!"

The Mole was tremendously interested and excited fallowed him eagerly up the steps and
into the interior of the caravan. The Rat only sedrand thrust his hands deep into his pockets,
remaining where he was.




It was indeed very compact and comfortable. Leteeping bunks—a little table that folded up
against the wall—a cooking-stove, lockers, bookst®la bird-cage with a bird in it; and pots,
pans, jugs and kettles of every size and variety.

'All complete! said the Toad triumphantly, pullingen a locker. 'You see—biscuits, potted
lobster, sardines—everything you can possibly w@atla-water here—baccy there—letter-
paper, bacon, jam, cards and dominoes—you'll fimel¢ontinued, as they descended the steps
again, 'you'll find that nothing what ever has bémgotten, when we make our start this
afternoon.’

'l beg your pardon,’ said the Rat slowly, as hewekea straw, 'but did | overhear you say
something about "WE," and "START," and "THIS AFTEQRN?"

'‘Now, you dear good old Ratty,' said Toad, implglyn‘don't begin talking in that stiff and

sniffy sort of way, because you know you've GOTdme. | can't possibly manage without you,
so please consider it settled, and don't argue-th#'®ne thing | can't stand. You surely don't
mean to stick to your dull fusty old river all yolife, and just live in a hole in a bank, and
BOAT? | want to show you the world! I'm going to kesan ANIMAL of you, my boy!"

'l don't care,' said the Rat, doggedly. 'I'm nohowg, and that's flat. And | AM going to stick to
my old river, AND live in a hole, AND boat, as I"aéways done. And what's more, Mole's going
to stick me and do as | do, aren't you, Mole?'

'Of course | am,’ said the Mole, loyally. 'I'll aws stick to you, Rat, and what you say is to be—
has got to be. All the same, it sounds as if ithhlgave been—well, rather fun, you know!" he
added, wistfully. Poor Mole! The Life Adventuroussvso new a thing to him, and so thrilling;
and this fresh aspect of it was so tempting; anlddtefallen in love at first sight with the canary-
coloured cart and all its little fitments.

The Rat saw what was passing in his mind, and veavéte hated disappointing people, and he
was fond of the Mole, and would do almost anythimgblige him. Toad was watching both of
them closely.

'‘Come along in, and have some lunch," he saidomhigtically, 'and we'll talk it over. We needn't
decide anything in a hurry. Of courselon't really care. | only want to give pleasurgoo
fellows. "Live for others!" That's my motto in life

During luncheon—which was excellent, of coursegwerything at Toad Hall always was—the
Toad simply let himself go. Disregarding the Ra&t pnoceeded to play upon the inexperienced
Mole as on a harp. Naturally a voluble animal, alveays mastered by his imagination, he
painted the prospects of the trip and the joy$efdpen life and the roadside in such glowing
colours that the Mole could hardly sit in his clfair excitement. Somehow, it soon seemed
taken for granted by all three of them that the was a settled thing; and the Rat, though still
unconvinced in his mind, allowed his good-naturever-ride his personal objections. He could
not bear to disappoint his two friends, who weready deep in schemes and anticipations,
planning out each day's separate occupation farakweeks ahead.




When they were quite ready, the now triumphant Tleddhis companions to the paddock and
set them to capture the old grey horse, who, withamving been consulted, and to his own
extreme annoyance, had been told off by Toad fdtlstiest job in this dusty expedition. He
frankly preferred the paddock, and took a dealadélting. Meantime Toad packed the lockers
still tighter with necessaries, and hung nosebaefs, of onions, bundles of hay, and baskets
from the bottom of the cart. At last the horse wagght and harnessed, and they set off, all
talking at once, each animal either trudging bydide of the cart or sitting on the shaft, as the
humour took him. It was a golden afternoon. Thelkaighe dust they kicked up was rich and
satisfying; out of thick orchards on either side tbhad, birds called and whistled to them
cheerily; good-natured wayfarers, passing theme glaem 'Good-day,’ or stopped to say nice
things about their beautiful cart; and rabbitdjregtat their front doors in the hedgerows, held up
their fore-paws, and said, ‘O my! O my! O my!"

Late in the evening, tired and happy and miles fhaome, they drew up on a remote common far
from habitations, turned the horse loose to gramd,ate their simple supper sitting on the grass
by the side of the cart. Toad talked big abouhalivas going to do in the days to come, while
stars grew fuller and larger all around them, agdllbw moon, appearing suddenly and silently
from nowhere in particular, came to keep them caom@and listen to their talk. At last they
turned in to their little bunks in the cart; andatip kicking out his legs, sleepily said, 'Well, doo
night, you fellows! This is the real life for a glEgman! Talk about your old river!

'I DON'T talk about my river,' replied the patiddat. 'You KNOW | don't, Toad. But | THINK
about it," he added pathetically, in a lower tdhthink about it—all the time!

The Mole reached out from under his blanket, f@itthe Rat's paw in the darkness, and gave it a
squeeze. 'I'll do whatever you like, Ratty," hesplered. 'Shall we run away to-morrow morning,
quite early—VERY early—and go back to our dearlodte on the river?'

'‘No, no, we'll see it out," whispered back the Rdtanks awfully, but | ought to stick by Toad
till this trip is ended. It wouldn't be safe fonhio be left to himself. It won't take very longisH
fads never do. Good night!'

The end was indeed nearer than even the Rat sadpect

After so much open air and excitement the Toad stefy soundly, and no amount of shaking
could rouse him out of bed next morning. So theévaid Rat turned to, quietly and manfully,
and while the Rat saw to the horse, and lit a &rel cleaned last night's cups and platters, and
got things ready for breakfast, the Mole trudgedd@the nearest village, a long way off, for
milk and eggs and various necessaries the Toadhadurse, forgotten to provide. The hard
work had all been done, and the two animals westengg thoroughly exhausted, by the time
Toad appeared on the scene, fresh and gay, rergarkiat a pleasant easy life it was they were
all leading now, after the cares and worries atigdas of housekeeping at home.

They had a pleasant ramble that day over grassynslawd along narrow by-lanes, and camped
as before, on a common, only this time the two gue®k care that Toad should do his fair
share of work. In consequence, when the time camstdrting next morning, Toad was by no




means so rapturous about the simplicity of the pirmnlife, and indeed attempted to resume his
place in his bunk, whence he was hauled by forbeiriway lay, as before, across country by
narrow lanes, and it was not till the afternoort thay came out on the high-road, their first
high-road; and there disaster, fleet and unforesgmang out on them—disaster momentous
indeed to their expedition, but simply overwhelmingts effect on the after-career of Toad.

They were strolling along the high-road easily, Mhae by the horse's head, talking to him,
since the horse had complained that he was baugigfinlly left out of it, and nobody considered
him in the least; the Toad and the Water Rat wglkiehind the cart talking together—at least
Toad was talking, and Rat was saying at intervéks, precisely; and what did YOU say to
HIM?'—and thinking all the time of something vernjferent, when far behind them they heard a
faint warning hum; like the drone of a distant b@&ncing back, they saw a small cloud of dust,
with a dark centre of energy, advancing on themaedible speed, while from out the dust a
faint 'Poop-poop! wailed like an uneasy animgban. Hardly regarding it, they turned to
resume their conversation, when in an instantt(sseémed) the peaceful scene was changed, and
with a blast of wind and a whirl of sound that malgem jump for the nearest ditch, It was on
them! The 'Poop-poop’ rang with a brazen shouteir ears, they had a moment's glimpse of an
interior of glittering plate-glass and rich morocand the magnificent motor-car, immense,
breath-snatching, passionate, with its pilot tears® hugging his wheel, possessed all earth and
air for the fraction of a second, flung an envehgpeloud of dust that blinded and enwrapped
them utterly, and then dwindled to a speck in dredistance, changed back into a droning bee
once more.

The old grey horse, dreaming, as he plodded alaings quiet paddock, in a new raw situation
such as this simply abandoned himself to his na&mations. Rearing, plunging, backing
steadily, in spite of all the Mole's efforts at hisad, and all the Mole's lively language directed
at his better feelings, he drove the cart backwaaards the deep ditch at the side of the road.
It wavered an instant—then there was a heartrercismgh—and the canary-coloured cart, their
pride and their joy, lay on its side in the ditah,irredeemable wreck.

The Rat danced up and down in the road, simplysparied with passion. "You villains!" he
shouted, shaking both fists, "You scoundrels, yighwwaymen, you—you—roadhogs!'—I'll have
the law of you! I'll report you! I'll take you thugh all the Courts!" His home-sickness had quite
slipped away from him, and for the moment he wassthpper of the canary-coloured vessel
driven on a shoal by the reckless jockeying oflmaariners, and he was trying to recollect all
the fine and biting things he used to say to masiesteam-launches when their wash, as they
drove too near the bank, used to flood his part@upet at home.

Toad sat straight down in the middle of the dussgdr, his legs stretched out before him, and
stared fixedly in the direction of the disappeanngtor-car. He breathed short, his face wore a
placid satisfied expression, and at intervals lfamurmured 'Poop-poop!

The Mole was busy trying to quiet the horse, whiehsucceeded in doing after a time. Then he
went to look at the cart, on its side in the ditichvas indeed a sorry sight. Panels and windows
smashed, axles hopelessly bent, one wheel offirgatihs scattered over the wide world, and
the bird in the bird-cage sobbing pitifully andloa] to be let out.




The Rat came to help him, but their united efferése not sufficient to right the cart. 'Hi! Toad!
they cried. '‘Come and bear a hand, can't you!

The Toad never answered a word, or budged frored@sin the road; so they went to see what
was the matter with him. They found him in a sdradrance, a happy smile on his face, his eyes
still fixed on the dusty wake of their destroyet.idtervals he was still heard to murmur 'Poop-

poop!
The Rat shook him by the shoulder. 'Are you contingelp us, Toad?' he demanded sternly.

‘Glorious, stirring sight!" murmured Toad, neveieohg to move. 'The poetry of motion! The
REAL way to travel! The ONLY way to travel! Here-ttay—in next week to-morrow! Villages
skipped, towns and cities jumped—always somebag/shorizon! O bliss! O poop-poop! O
my! O my!'

'O STOP being an ass, Toad!" cried the Mole desigiyt

'‘And to think | never KNEW!" went on the Toad imgamy monotone. 'All those wasted years
that lie behind me, | never knew, never even DREARTt NOW—Dbut now that | know, now
that | fully realise! O what a flowery track liegread before me, henceforth! What dust-clouds
shall spring up behind me as | speed on my reckiags What carts | shall fling carelessly into
the ditch in the wake of my magnificent onset! hobtittle carts—common carts—canary-
coloured carts!

'What are we to do with him?' asked the Mole of\tfmter Rat.

‘Nothing at all,’ replied the Rat firmly. 'Becaubere is really nothing to be done. You see, |
know him from of old. He is now possessed. He lsagiew craze, and it always takes him that
way, in its first stage. He'll continue like that days now, like an animal walking in a happy
dream, quite useless for all practical purposeseNmind him. Let's go and see what there is to
be done about the cart.’

A careful inspection showed them that, even if thegceeded in righting it by themselves, the
cart would travel no longer. The axles were in pdless state, and the missing wheel was
shattered into pieces.

The Rat knotted the horse's reins over his back@sidhim by the head, carrying the bird cage
and its hysterical occupant in the other hand. '‘€om’' he said grimly to the Mole. 'It's five or
six miles to the nearest town, and we shall juseha walk it. The sooner we make a start the
better.'

'‘But what about Toad?' asked the Mole anxiouslyhag set off together. 'We can't leave him
here, sitting in the middle of the road by himsglfthe distracted state he's in! It's not safe.
Supposing another Thing were to come along?’

'O, BOTHER Toad," said the Rat savagely; 'lI've dwitle him!




They had not proceeded very far on their way, h@rnewhen there was a pattering of feet
behind them, and Toad caught them up and thruatamside the elbow of each of them; still
breathing short and staring into vacancy.

'‘Now, look here, Toad!" said the Rat sharply: a@nsas we get to the town, you'll have to go
straight to the police-station, and see if theywkramything about that motor-car and who it
belongs to, and lodge a complaint against it. Arahtyou'll have to go to a blacksmith's or a
wheelwright's and arrange for the cart to be feddmed mended and put to rights. It'll take time,
but it's not quite a hopeless smash. MeanwhileMble and | will go to an inn and find
comfortable rooms where we can stay till the caeigly, and till your nerves have recovered
their shock.'

'Police-station! Complaint'murmured Toad dreamilye COMPLAIN of that beautiful, that
heavenly vision that has been vouchsafed me! MENE TART! I've done with carts for ever.
| never want to see the cart, or to hear of itjraga, Ratty! You can't think how obliged | am to
you for consenting to come on this trip! | wouldmetve gone without you, and then | might
never have seen that—that swan, that sunbeanthtivaderbolt! | might never have heard that
entrancing sound, or smelt that bewitching smedlve it all to you, my best of friends!'

The Rat turned from him in despair. "You see whet?' he said to the Mole, addressing him
across Toad's head: 'He's quite hopeless. | giyg-#when we get to the town we'll go to the
railway station, and with luck we may pick up darrthere that'll get us back to riverbank to-
night. And if ever you catch me going a-pleasusiti this provoking animal again!'

He snorted, and during the rest of that weary teualddressed his remarks exclusively to Mole.

On reaching the town they went straight to thamteand deposited Toad in the second-class
waiting-room, giving a porter twopence to keeprectseye on him. They then left the horse at an
inn stable, and gave what directions they couldiabiee cart and its contents. Eventually, a slow
train having landed them at a station not veryirfam Toad Hall, they escorted the spell-bound,
sleep-walking Toad to his door, put him insidartd instructed his housekeeper to feed him,
undress him, and put him to bed. Then they gottwit boat from the boat-house, sculled down
the river home, and at a very late hour sat dowsufiper in their own cosy riverside parlour, to
the Rat's great joy and contentment.

The following evening the Mole, who had risen latel taken things very easy all day, was
sitting on the bank fishing, when the Rat, who hadn looking up his friends and gossiping,
came strolling along to find him. 'Heard the nevis?5aid. 'There's nothing else being talked
about, all along the river bank. Toad went up taviidoy an early train this morning. And he has
ordered a large and very expensive motor-car.'

lll. THE WILD WOOD




The Mole had long wanted to make the acquaintahteedBadger. He seemed, by all accounts,
to be such an important personage and, thougtyrasgble, to make his unseen influence felt
by everybody about the place. But whenever the Mwationed his wish to the Water Rat he
always found himself put off. 'It's all right," tiRat would say. '‘Badger'll turn up some day or
other—he's always turning up—and then I'll introglyou. The best of fellows! But you must
not only take him AS you find him, but WHEN you dimim.’

'‘Couldn’t you ask him here dinner or something@ ge Mole.

'He wouldn't come,’ replied the Rat simply. 'Badgates Society, and invitations, and dinner,
and all that sort of thing.'

'Well, then, supposing we go and call on HIM?' sagged the Mole.

'O, I'm sure he wouldn't like that at ALL," saictRat, quite alarmed. 'He's so very shy, he'd be
sure to be offended. I've never even venturedIt@oaim at his own home myself, though |
know him so well. Besides, we can't. It's quite @iuthe question, because he lives in the very
middle of the Wild Wood.'

'Well, supposing he does,"' said the Mole. "You toklthe Wild Wood was all right, you know.'

'O, | know, | know, so it is,' replied the Rat ewasy. 'But | think we won't go there just now.
Not JUST yet. It's a long way, and he wouldn't beame at this time of year anyhow, and he'll
be coming along some day, if you'll wait quietly.’'

The Mole had to be content with this. But the Badg®ver came along, and every day brought
its amusements, and it was not till summer was treg, and cold and frost and miry ways kept
them much indoors, and the swollen river raced patstide their windows with a speed that
mocked at boating of any sort or kind, that he tbars thoughts dwelling again with much
persistence on the solitary grey Badger, who liviedown life by himself, in his hole in the
middle of the Wild Wood.

In the winter time the Rat slept a great dealrirgjiearly and rising late. During his short day he
sometimes scribbled poetry or did other small daimgsbs about the house; and, of course,
there were always animals dropping in for a chad, @nsequently there was a good deal of
story-telling and comparing notes on the past surmand all its doings.

Such a rich chapter it had been, when one canmtoldack on it all! With illustrations so
numerous and so very highly coloured! The pagehtiteoriver bank had marched steadily
along, unfolding itself in scene-pictures that ®ened each other in stately procession. Purple
loosestrife arrived early, shaking luxuriant tanglecks along the edge of the mirror whence its
own face laughed back at it. Willow-herb, tended amstful, like a pink sunset cloud, was not
slow to follow. Comfrey, the purple hand-in-handwihe white, crept forth to take its place in
the line; and at last one morning the diffident dethying dog-rose stepped delicately on the
stage, and one knew, as if string-music had anremlitén stately chords that strayed into a
gavotte, that June at last was here. One memlibe @ompany was still awaited; the shepherd-




boy for the nymphs to woo, the knight for whom kadies waited at the window, the prince that
was to kiss the sleeping summer back to life amd.l8ut when meadow-sweet, debonair and
odorous in amber jerkin, moved graciously to hecplin the group, then the play was ready to
begin.

And what a play it had been! Drowsy animals, smutheir holes while wind and rain were
battering at their doors, recalled still keen mogsi, an hour before sunrise, when the white mist,
as yet undispersed, clung closely along the sudatiee water; then the shock of the early
plunge, the scamper along the bank, and the rattergformation of earth, air, and water, when
suddenly the sun was with them again, and greygeltsand colour was born and sprang out of
the earth once more. They recalled the languonessasof hot mid-day, deep in green
undergrowth, the sun striking through in tiny gaeiddnafts and spots; the boating and bathing of
the afternoon, the rambles along dusty lanes awdigh yellow cornfields; and the long, cool
evening at last, when so many threads were gathgresb many friendships rounded, and so
many adventures planned for the morrow. There Wargtyto talk about on those short winter
days when the animals found themselves round tegsiill, the Mole had a good deal of spare
time on his hands, and so one afternoon, when ghénmhis arm-chair before the blaze was
alternately dozing and trying over rhymes that watilfit, he formed the resolution to go out by
himself and explore the Wild Wood, and perhap&etup an acquaintance with Mr. Badger.

It was a cold still afternoon with a hard steely skerhead, when he slipped out of the warm
parlour into the open air. The country lay bare antirely leafless around him, and he thought
that he had never seen so far and so intimatedytimg insides of things as on that winter day
when Nature was deep in her annual slumber andese®rhave kicked the clothes off. Copses,
dells, quarries and all hidden places, which hahbaysterious mines for exploration in leafy
summer, now exposed themselves and their secritstigally, and seemed to ask him to
overlook their shabby poverty for a while, till heould riot in rich masquerade as before, and
trick and entice him with the old deceptions. Isvwatiful in a way, and yet cheering—even
exhilarating. He was glad that he liked the countngecorated, hard, and stripped of its finery.
He had got down to the bare bones of it, and theneviine and strong and simple. He did not
want the warm clover and the play of seeding gsadbke screens of quickset, the billowy
drapery of beech and elm seemed best away; andyva#t cheerfulness of spirit he pushed on
towards the Wild Wood, which lay before him low ahdeatening, like a black reef in some still
southern sea.

There was nothing to alarm him at first entry. Tsvagackled under his feet, logs tripped him,
funguses on stumps resembled caricatures, antedtann for the moment by their likeness to
something familiar and far away; but that was afi,fand exciting. It led him on, and he
penetrated to where the light was less, and tneeghed nearer and nearer, and holes made ugly
mouths at him on either side.

Everything was very still now. The dusk advancedion steadily, rapidly, gathering in behind
and before; and the light seemed to be draining/dk@ flood-water.

Then the faces began.




It was over his shoulder, and indistinctly, thaffingt thought he saw a face; a little evil wedge-
shaped face, looking out at him from a hole. Wheunned and confronted it, the thing had
vanished.

He quickened his pace, telling himself cheerfulby to begin imagining things, or there would

be simply no end to it. He passed another hole aanther, and another; and then—yes!—no!—
yes! certainly a little narrow face, with hard eyead flashed up for an instant from a hole, and
was gone. He hesitated—braced himself up for artedihd strode on. Then suddenly, and as if
it had been so all the time, every hole, far aral nend there were hundreds of them, seemed to
possess its face, coming and going rapidly, aith§on him glances of malice and hatred: all
hard-eyed and evil and sharp.

If he could only get away from the holes in theksrhe thought, there would be no more faces.
He swung off the path and plunged into the untrodulaces of the wood.

Then the whistling began.

Very faint and shrill it was, and far behind himhew first he heard it; but somehow it made him
hurry forward. Then, still very faint and shrilt, Sounded far ahead of him, and made him
hesitate and want to go back. As he halted in iisd&tit broke out on either side, and seemed to
be caught up and passed on throughout the whajghler the wood to its farthest limit. They
were up and alert and ready, evidently, whoevey tere! And he—he was alone, and

unarmed, and far from any help; and the night iesig in.

Then the pattering began.

He thought it was only falling leaves at first,gight and delicate was the sound of it. Then as it
grew it took a regular rhythm, and he knew it fothmng else but the pat-pat-pat of little feetl stil

a very long way off. Was it in front or behindzéemed to be first one, and then the other, then
both. It grew and it multiplied, till from every qtter as he listened anxiously, leaning this way
and that, it seemed to be closing in on him. Astbed still to hearken, a rabbit came running
hard towards him through the trees. He waited, exmpgit to slacken pace, or to swerve from
him into a different course. Instead, the animaiadt brushed him as it dashed past, his face set
and hard, his eyes staring. 'Get out of this, yml, fget out!" the Mole heard him mutter as he
swung round a stump and disappeared down a friemahpw.

The pattering increased till it sounded like suddaihon the dry leaf-carpet spread around him.
The whole wood seemed running now, running hardtihg, chasing, closing in round
something or—somebody? In panic, he began to minaimlessly, he knew not whither. He ran
up against things, he fell over things and intaglsi he darted under things and dodged round
things. At last he took refuge in the deep darkdwbf an old beech tree, which offered shelter,
concealment—perhaps even safety, but who couldl Agllyhow, he was too tired to run any
further, and could only snuggle down into the digJes which had drifted into the hollow and
hope he was safe for a time. And as he lay themérgaand trembling, and listened to the
whistlings and the patterings outside, he knew last, in all its fullness, that dread thing which
other little dwellers in field and hedgerow had @matered here, and known as their darkest




moment—that thing which the Rat had vainly triedghoeld him from—the Terror of the Wild
Wood!

Meantime the Rat, warm and comfortable, dozed byiteside. His paper of half-finished

verses slipped from his knee, his head fell baiskptouth opened, and he wandered by the
verdant banks of dream-rivers. Then a coal slippgealfire crackled and sent up a spurt of flame,
and he woke with a start. Remembering what he kad kbngaged upon, he reached down to the
floor for his verses, pored over them for a minate] then looked round for the Mole to ask him
if he knew a good rhyme for something or other.

But the Mole was not there.
He listened for a time. The house seemed very quiet
Then he called 'Moly!" several times, and, recevio answer, got up and went out into the hall.

The Mole's cap was missing from its accustomed Hegygoloshes, which always lay by the
umbrella-stand, were also gone.

The Rat left the house, and carefully examinednbddy surface of the ground outside, hoping
to find the Mole's tracks. There they were, sureugh. The goloshes were new, just bought for
the winter, and the pimples on their soles wershfrand sharp. He could see the imprints of
them in the mud, running along straight and purfudskeading direct to the Wild Wood.

The Rat looked very grave, and stood in deep thiofegla minute or two. Then he re-entered the
house, strapped a belt round his waist, shoved@elof pistols into it, took up a stout cudgel
that stood in a corner of the hall, and set offtfa Wild Wood at a smart pace.

It was already getting towards dusk when he reatedirst fringe of trees and plunged without
hesitation into the wood, looking anxiously on eitkide for any sign of his friend. Here and
there wicked little faces popped out of holes,arnished immediately at sight of the valorous
animal, his pistols, and the great ugly cudgeligndgnasp; and the whistling and pattering, which
he had heard quite plainly on his first entry, daehy and ceased, and all was very still. He
made his way manfully through the length of the dido its furthest edge; then, forsaking all
paths, he set himself to traverse it, laboriousbyking over the whole ground, and all the time
calling out cheerfully, ‘Moly, Moly, Moly! Where aryou? It's me—it's old Rat!

He had patiently hunted through the wood for anrlowumore, when at last to his joy he heard a
little answering cry. Guiding himself by the souhé, made his way through the gathering
darkness to the foot of an old beech tree, witbla n it, and from out of the hole came a feeble
voice, saying 'Ratty! Is that really you?'

The Rat crept into the hollow, and there he foureNlole, exhausted and still trembling. 'O
Rat!" he cried, 'I've been so frightened, you ddurik!'




'O, | quite understand,’ said the Rat soothinlgu'shouldn't really have gone and done it,
Mole. | did my best to keep you from it. We riveairikers, we hardly ever come here by
ourselves. If we have to come, we come in coupleleast; then we're generally all right.
Besides, there are a hundred things one has to,kmbieh we understand all about and you
don't, as yet. | mean passwords, and signs, andgsayhich have power and effect, and plants
you carry in your pocket, and verses you repeat,dmuges and tricks you practise; all simple
enough when you know them, but they've got to lmwnif you're small, or you'll find yourself
in trouble. Of course if you were Badger or Ottewould be quite another matter.’

'Surely the brave Mr. Toad wouldn't mind comingehby himself, would he?' inquired the Mole.

'Old Toad?' said the Rat, laughing heartily. 'Haulda't show his face here alone, not for a
whole hatful of golden guineas, Toad wouldn't.’

The Mole was greatly cheered by the sound of thts Rareless laughter, as well as by the sight
of his stick and his gleaming pistols, and he stojpghivering and began to feel bolder and more
himself again.

'‘Now then,’ said the Rat presently, ‘we really npusk ourselves together and make a start for
home while there's still a little light left. It Wnever do to spend the night here, you understand
Too cold, for one thing.'

'Dear Ratty,' said the poor Mole, 'I'm dreadfultyry, but I'm simply dead beat and that's a solid
fact. You MUST let me rest here a while longer, gatimy strength back, if I'm to get home at
all.’

'O, all right,' said the good-natured Rat, 'reshyawt's pretty nearly pitch dark now, anyhow; and
there ought to be a bit of a moon later.’

So the Mole got well into the dry leaves and stretchimself out, and presently dropped off into
sleep, though of a broken and troubled sort; wihigeRat covered himself up, too, as best he
might, for warmth, and lay patiently waiting, wighpistol in his paw.

When at last the Mole woke up, much refreshed arids usual spirits, the Rat said, 'Now then!
I'll just take a look outside and see if everyttsnguiet, and then we really must be off.'

He went to the entrance of their retreat and paitiead out. Then the Mole heard him saying
quietly to himself, 'Hullo! hullo! here—is—a—go!

'What's up, Ratty?' asked the Mole.
'SNOW is up,’ replied the Rat briefly; ‘'or rathBQWN. It's snowing hard.’
The Mole came and crouched beside him, and, loakiriggsaw the wood that had been so

dreadful to him in quite a changed aspect. HoleBpWws, pools, pitfalls, and other black
menaces to the wayfarer were vanishing fast, agldaming carpet of faery was springing up




everywhere, that looked too delicate to be trodagssn by rough feet. A fine powder filled the
air and caressed the cheek with a tingle in itshipand the black boles of the trees showed up in
a light that seemed to come from below.

'‘Well, well, it can't be helped,’ said the Rateaftondering. 'We must make a start, and take our
chance, | suppose. The worst of it is, | don't dydamow where we are. And now this snow
makes everything look so very different.’

It did indeed. The Mole would not have known thavas the same wood. However, they set out
bravely, and took the line that seemed most promgjdiolding on to each other and pretending
with invincible cheerfulness that they recognizedal friend in every fresh tree that grimly and
silently greeted them, or saw openings, gaps, thrspaith a familiar turn in them, in the
monotony of white space and black tree-trunks iibfaised to vary.

An hour or two later—they had lost all count of &mthey pulled up, dispirited, weary, and
hopelessly at sea, and sat down on a fallen tuedetio recover their breath and consider what
was to be done. They were aching with fatigue anged with tumbles; they had fallen into
several holes and got wet through; the snow wasgedo deep that they could hardly drag their
little legs through it, and the trees were thicked more like each other than ever. There seemed
to be no end to this wood, and no beginning, andifierence in it, and, worst of all, no way

out.

'We can't sit here very long,’ said the Rat. 'WadIstave to make another push for it, and do
something or other. The cold is too awful for amytfp and the snow will soon be too deep for us
to wade through.' He peered about him and considdreok here,’ he went on, 'this is what
occurs to me. There's a sort of dell down hereantfof us, where the ground seems all hilly and
humpy and hummocky. We'll make our way down intat,thnd try and find some sort of

shelter, a cave or hole with a dry floor to it, ofithe snow and the wind, and there we'll have a
good rest before we try again, for we're both opretty dead beat. Besides, the snow may leave
off, or something may turn up.’

So once more they got on their feet, and strugdtedn into the dell, where they hunted about
for a cave or some corner that was dry and a protefrom the keen wind and the whirling
snow. They were investigating one of the hummodksg/the Rat had spoken of, when suddenly
the Mole tripped up and fell forward on his facehna squeal.

'O my leg!" he cried. 'O my poor shin!" and hewgabn the snow and nursed his leg in both his
front paws.

'Poor old Mole!" said the Rat kindly.
"You don't seem to be having much luck to-day, dio?/Let's have a look at the leg. Yes,' he
went on, going down on his knees to look, 'youweyour shin, sure enough. Wait till | get at

my handkerchief, and I'll tie it up for you.'

'l must have tripped over a hidden branch or a ptusaid the Mole miserably. 'O, my! O, my!




'It's a very clean cut,’ said the Rat, examiniraggin attentively. 'That was never done by a
branch or a stump. Looks as if it was made by gusbdge of something in metal. Funny!" He
pondered awhile, and examined the humps and stbpesurrounded them.

'Well, never mind what done it,’ said the Mole gietting his grammar in his pain. 'It hurts just
the same, whatever done it.’

But the Rat, after carefully tying up the leg witis handkerchief, had left him and was busy
scraping in the snow. He scratched and shovellddeaplored, all four legs working busily,
while the Mole waited impatiently, remarking atantals, 'O, COME on, Rat

Suddenly the Rat cried 'Hooray!" and then 'Hoorayay-00-ray-oo-ray!" and fell to executing a
feeble jig in the snow.

'What HAVE you found, Ratty?' asked the Mole, stilising his leg.
'‘Come and see!" said the delighted Rat, as hedigge
The Mole hobbled up to the spot and had a good. look

'Well,' he said at last, slowly, 'l SEE it rightaergh. Seen the same sort of thing before, lots of
times. Familiar object, | call it. A door-scrap&¥ell, what of it? Why dance jigs around a door-
scraper?'

'‘But don't you see what it MEANS, you—you dull-\eitanimal?’ cried the Rat impatiently.

'Of course | see what it means,’ replied the Mtlsimply means that some VERY careless and
forgetful person has left his door-scraper lyingatin the middle of the Wild Wood, JUST
where it's SURE to trip EVERYBODY up. Very thougdds of him, I call it. When | get home |
shall go and complain about it to—to somebody bentsee if | don't!

'O, dear! O, dear! cried the Rat, in despair atdfituseness. 'Here, stop arguing and come and
scrape!" And he set to work again and made the $lyaw all directions around him.

After some further toil his efforts were rewardadd a very shabby door-mat lay exposed to
view.

‘There, what did | tell you?' exclaimed the Ragjiaat triumph.

'‘Absolutely nothing whatever,’ replied the Molettwperfect truthfulness. 'Well now," he went
on, 'you seem to have found another piece of doolégtr, done for and thrown away, and |
suppose you're perfectly happy. Better go aheadlande your jig round that if you've got to,
and get it over, and then perhaps we can go omanwaste any more time over rubbish-heaps.
Can we EAT a doormat? or sleep under a door-mattt©n a door-mat and sledge home over
the snow on it, you exasperating rodent?'




'Do—you—mean—to—say,’ cried the excited Rat, ‘thist door-mat doesn't TELL you
anything?'

'Really, Rat,' said the Mole, quite pettishlyhiink we'd had enough of this folly. Who ever
heard of a door-mat TELLING anyone anything? Theyp$y don't do it. They are not that sort
at all. Door-mats know their place.'

'Now look here, you—you thick-headed beast,' reltiee Rat, really angry, 'this must stop. Not
another word, but scrape—scrape and scratch anahdigpunt round, especially on the sides of
the hummocks, if you want to sleep dry and warmigh, for it's our last chance!

The Rat attacked a snow-bank beside them with argoobing with his cudgel everywhere and
then digging with fury; and the Mole scraped bugily, more to oblige the Rat than for any
other reason, for his opinion was that his frierabwgetting light-headed.

Some ten minutes' hard work, and the point of taesRRudgel struck something that sounded
hollow. He worked till he could get a paw througiddeel; then called the Mole to come and
help him. Hard at it went the two animals, tillast the result of their labours stood full in view
of the astonished and hitherto incredulous Mole.

In the side of what had seemed to be a snow-baki s solid-looking little door, painted a dark
green. An iron bell-pull hung by the side, and el on a small brass plate, neatly engraved in
square capital letters, they could read by theofidoonlight MR. BADGER.

The Mole fell backwards on the snow from sheer ssepand delight. 'Rat!" he cried in
penitence, 'you're a wonder! A real wonder, thakiat you are. | see it all now! You argued it
out, step by step, in that wise head of yours, ftbewvery moment that | fell and cut my shin,
and you looked at the cut, and at once your majesind said to itself, "Door-scraper!" And
then you turned to and found the very door-scrépegrdone it! Did you stop there? No. Some
people would have been quite satisfied; but not Yawr intellect went on working. "Let me
only just find a door-mat," says you to yourse#intd my theory is proved!" And of course you
found your door-mat. You're so clever, | believel yould find anything you liked. "Now," says
you, "that door exists, as plain as if | saw itefiéis nothing else remains to be done but to find
it!" Well, I've read about that sort of thing indics, but I've never come across it before in real
life. You ought to go where you'll be properly appated. You're simply wasted here, among us
fellows. If I only had your head, Ratty——

'‘But as you haven't,’ interrupted the Rat, ratmindly, 'l suppose you're going to sit on the
snow all night and TALK Get up at once and handaothat bell-pull you see there, and ring
hard, as hard as you can, while | hammer!'

While the Rat attacked the door with his stick, Mae sprang up at the bell-pull, clutched it and
swung there, both feet well off the ground, andrfrquite a long way off they could faintly hear
a deep-toned bell respond.




V. MR. BADGER

THEY waited patiently for what seemed a very loinget, stamping in the snow to keep their feet
warm. At last they heard the sound of slow shufflfiootsteps approaching the door from the
inside. It seemed, as the Mole remarked to thelRatsome one walking in carpet slippers that
were too large for him and down at heel; which waslligent of Mole, because that was exactly
what it was.

There was the noise of a bolt shot back, and tloe dleened a few inches, enough to show a
long snout and a pair of sleepy blinking eyes.

'‘Now, the VERY next time this happens,’ said afgrofl suspicious voice, 'l shall be
exceedingly angry. Who is it THIS time, disturbipgople on such a night? Speak up!

'Oh, Badger,' cried the Rat, 'let us in, pleaseniie, Rat, and my friend Mole, and we've lost our
way in the snow.’

'What, Ratty, my dear little man!" exclaimed thedBer, in quite a different voice. 'Come along
in, both of you, at once. Why, you must be perisigdll | never! Lost in the snow! And in the
Wild Wood, too, and at this time of night! But comnewith you.'

The two animals tumbled over each other in thejee@ess to get inside, and heard the door shut
behind them with great joy and relief.

The Badger, who wore a long dressing-gown, and w/bgpers were indeed very down at heel,
carried a flat candlestick in his paw and had pbbpbeen on his way to bed when their
summons sounded. He looked kindly down on thempatieegd both their heads. "This is not the
sort of night for small animals to be out," he gaadernally. 'I'm afraid you've been up to some of
your pranks again, Ratty. But come along; cometiméokitchen. There's a first-rate fire there,
and supper and everything.'

He shuffled on in front of them, carrying the lighhd they followed him, nudging each other in
an anticipating sort of way, down a long, gloomyd ato tell the truth, decidedly shabby
passage, into a sort of a central hall; out of Whiey could dimly see other long tunnel-like
passages branching, passages mysterious and wéartent end. But there were doors in the
hall as well—stout oaken comfortable-looking do@se of these the Badger flung open, and at
once they found themselves in all the glow and waroh a large fire-lit kitchen.

The floor was well-worn red brick, and on the witkarth burnt a fire of logs, between two
attractive chimney-corners tucked away in the wedlll out of any suspicion of draught. A
couple of high-backed settles, facing each othegither side of the fire, gave further sitting
accommodations for the sociably disposed. In thddiaiof the room stood a long table of plain




boards placed on trestles, with benches down edehAt one end of it, where an arm-chair
stood pushed back, were spread the remains ofaige®'s plain but ample supper. Rows of
spotless plates winked from the shelves of thesarest the far end of the room, and from the
rafters overhead hung hams, bundles of dried hesdis,of onions, and baskets of eggs. It
seemed a place where heroes could fitly feast afteory, where weary harvesters could line up
in scores along the table and keep their Harvestddwith mirth and song, or where two or
three friends of simple tastes could sit abouhay pleased and eat and smoke and talk in
comfort and contentment. The ruddy brick floor gdilp at the smoky ceiling; the oaken
settles, shiny with long wear, exchanged cheetanaes with each other; plates on the dresser
grinned at pots on the shelf, and the merry firglitickered and played over everything without
distinction.

The kindly Badger thrust them down on a settleo#st themselves at the fire, and bade them
remove their wet coats and boots. Then he fetdmem dressing-gowns and slippers, and
himself bathed the Mole's shin with warm water amehded the cut with sticking-plaster till the
whole thing was just as good as new, if not beltethe embracing light and warmth, warm and
dry at last, with weary legs propped up in frontledm, and a suggestive clink of plates being
arranged on the table behind, it seemed to thenstioiven animals, now in safe anchorage, that
the cold and trackless Wild Wood just left outsigles miles and miles away, and all that they
had suffered in it a half-forgotten dream.

When at last they were thoroughly toasted, the Badgmmoned them to the table, where he
had been busy laying a repast. They had felt phethgry before, but when they actually saw at
last the supper that was spread for them, reaflgeimed only a question of what they should
attack first where all was so attractive, and whethe other things would obligingly wait for
them till they had time to give them attention. €exrsation was impossible for a long time; and
when it was slowly resumed, it was that regrettable of conversation that results from talking
with your mouth full. The Badger did not mind tisatrt of thing at all, nor did he take any notice
of elbows on the table, or everybody speaking aeoAs he did not go into Society himself, he
had got an idea that these things belonged tdithgd that didn't really matter. (We know of
course that he was wrong, and took too narrow a;Wecause they do matter very much,
though it would take too long to explain why.) He & his arm-chair at the head of the table,
and nodded gravely at intervals as the animalsthdot story; and he did not seem surprised or
shocked at anything, and he never said, 'l toldsmuor, 'Just what | always said," or remarked
that they ought to have done so-and-so, or ougttorttave done something else. The Mole
began to feel very friendly towards him.

When supper was really finished at last, and eagha felt that his skin was now as tight as
was decently safe, and that by this time he dahré a hang for anybody or anything, they
gathered round the glowing embers of the great wivedand thought how jolly it was to be
sitting up SO late, and SO independent, and SQdnd after they had chatted for a time about
things in general, the Badger said heatrtily, 'Nbent tell us the news from your part of the
world. How's old Toad going on?'

'Oh, from bad to worse,’ said the Rat gravely, avthle Mole, cocked up on a settle and basking
in the firelight, his heels higher than his heaigd to look properly mournful. 'Another smash-




up only last week, and a bad one. You see, hdngilst on driving himself, and he's hopelessly
incapable. If he'd only employ a decent, steadyi-tn@ned animal, pay him good wages, and
leave everything to him, he'd get on all right. Bat he's convinced he's a heaven-born driver,
and nobody can teach him anything; and all thefodistws.'

'How many has he had?' inquired the Badger gloomily

'‘Smashes, or machines?' asked the Rat. 'Oh, itel @, it's the same thing—with Toad. This is
the seventh. As for the others—you know that cdamise of his? Well, it's piled up—literally
piled up to the roof—with fragments of motor-carene of them bigger than your hat! That
accounts for the other six—so far as they can bewated for.'

'He's been in hospital three times," put in theayi@nd as for the fines he's had to pay, it's
simply awful to think of.’

'Yes, and that's part of the trouble,’ continuedRiat. "Toad's rich, we all know; but he's not a
millionaire. And he's a hopelessly bad driver, gnde regardless of law and order. Killed or
ruined—it's got to be one of the two things, soamdater. Badger! we're his friends—oughtn't
we to do something?’

The Badger went through a bit of hard thinking.WNook here!" he said at last, rather severely;
'of course you know | can't do anything NOW?'

His two friends assented, quite understanding tiistpNo animal, according to the rules of
animal-etiquette, is ever expected to do anythirensious, or heroic, or even moderately active
during the off-season of winter. All are sleepy—soactually asleep. All are weather-bound,
more or less; and all are resting from arduous dagsnights, during which every muscle in
them has been severely tested, and every energyakipl stretch.

'Very well then!" continued the Badger. 'BUT, wlanrce the year has really turned, and the
nights are shorter, and halfway through them onees and feels fidgety and wanting to be up
and doing by sunrise, if not before—YOU know!——

Both animals nodded gravely. THEY knew!

'Well, THEN," went on the Badger, '‘we—that is, yand me and our friend the Mole here—we'll
take Toad seriously in hand. We'll stand no norsersatever. We'll bring him back to reason,
by force if need be. We'll MAKE him be a sensiblea@. We'll—you're asleep, Rat!'

'‘Not me!" said the Rat, waking up with a jerk.

'He's been asleep two or three times since sugagt,the Mole, laughing. He himself was

feeling quite wakeful and even lively, though hdrdi know why. The reason was, of course,
that he being naturally an underground animal Iotyh lsind breeding, the situation of Badger's
house exactly suited him and made him feel at havhéde the Rat, who slept every night in a




bedroom the windows of which opened on a breear rivaturally felt the atmosphere still and
oppressive.

'Well, it's time we were all in bed,' said the Badgyetting up and fetching flat candlesticks.
'‘Come along, you two, and I'll show you your quiaténd take your time tomorrow morning—
breakfast at any hour you please!

He conducted the two animals to a long room thatsel half bedchamber and half loft. The
Badger's winter stores, which indeed were visibergvhere, took up half the room—piles of
apples, turnips, and potatoes, baskets full of,rautd jars of honey; but the two little white beds
on the remainder of the floor looked soft and iimgt and the linen on them, though coarse, was
clean and smelt beautifully of lavender; and thdevamd the Water Rat, shaking off their
garments in some thirty seconds, tumbled in betvileeisheets in great joy and contentment.

In accordance with the kindly Badger's injunctiaihg, two tired animals came down to breakfast
very late next morning, and found a bright fireding in the kitchen, and two young hedgehogs
sitting on a bench at the table, eating oatmeaigge out of wooden bowls. The hedgehogs
dropped their spoons, rose to their feet, and dlitheir heads respectfully as the two entered.

‘There, sit down, sit down," said the Rat pleagatghd go on with your porridge. Where have
you youngsters come from? Lost your way in the sH@uppose?’

'Yes, please, sir,' said the elder of the two hkdge respectfully. 'Me and little Billy here, we
was trying to find our way to school—mother WOULBMe us go, was the weather ever so—
and of course we lost ourselves, sir, and Billygbefrightened and took and cried, being young
and faint-hearted. And at last we happened up agkin Badger's back door, and made so bold
as to knock, sir, for Mr. Badger he's a kind-hehgentleman, as everyone knows——

'l understand,’ said the Rat, cutting himself soashers from a side of bacon, while the Mole
dropped some eggs into a saucepan. 'And whatisdhather like outside? You needn't "sir" me
quite so much?' he added.

'O, terrible bad, sir, terrible deep the snowsiaid the hedgehog. 'No getting out for the likes of
you gentlemen to-day.'

'Where's Mr. Badger?' inquired the Mole, as he veaithe coffee-pot before the fire.

‘The master's gone into his study, sir,' replieditbdgehog, 'and he said as how he was going to
be particular busy this morning, and on no accowat he to be disturbed.’

This explanation, of course, was thoroughly undedty every one present. The fact is, as
already set forth, when you live a life of intergivity for six months in the year, and of
comparative or actual somnolence for the otherdsixing the latter period you cannot be
continually pleading sleepiness when there are lpeadmut or things to be done. The excuse
gets monotonous. The animals well knew that Badgeiing eaten a hearty breakfast, had




retired to his study and settled himself in an atma with his legs up on another and a red
cotton handkerchief over his face, and was beiagyin the usual way at this time of the year.

The front-door bell clanged loudly, and the Ratpw¥as very greasy with buttered toast, sent
Billy, the smaller hedgehog, to see who it might Dieere was a sound of much stamping in the
hall, and presently Billy returned in front of tdter, who threw himself on the Rat with an
embrace and a shout of affectionate greeting.

'Get off!" spluttered the Rat, with his mouth full.

‘Thought | should find you here all right,’ saie tBtter cheerfully. They were all in a great state
of alarm along River Bank when | arrived this magiRat never been home all night—nor
Mole either—something dreadful must have happethey, said; and the snow had covered up
all your tracks, of course. But | knew that wheope were in any fix they mostly went to
Badger, or else Badger got to know of it somehaal, ame straight off here, through the Wild
Wood and the snow! My! it was fine, coming througk snow as the red sun was rising and
showing against the black tree-trunks! As you waang in the stiliness, every now and then
masses of snow slid off the branches suddenly avftbp! making you jump and run for cover.
Snow-castles and snow-caverns had sprung up advdfere in the night—and snow bridges,
terraces, ramparts—I could have stayed and playddtem for hours. Here and there great
branches had been torn away by the sheer weigheanow, and robins perched and hopped on
them in their perky conceited way, just as if they done it themselves. A ragged string of wild
geese passed overhead, high on the grey sky, fewdraoks whirled over the trees, inspected,
and flapped off homewards with a disgusted expoes$iut | met no sensible being to ask the
news of. About halfway across | came on a rabtihgion a stump, cleaning his silly face with
his paws. He was a pretty scared animal when It enefpehind him and placed a heavy forepaw
on his shoulder. | had to cuff his head once océwo get any sense out of it at all. At last |
managed to extract from him that Mole had been se#re Wild Wood last night by one of
them. It was the talk of the burrows, he said, ae, Mr. Rat's particular friend, was in a bad
fix; how he had lost his way, and "They" were up aat hunting, and were chivvying him

round and round. "Then why didn't any of you DO stimng?" | asked. "You mayn't be blest
with brains, but there are hundreds and hundregsuwfbig, stout fellows, as fat as butter, and
your burrows running in all directions, and you kcbliave taken him in and made him safe and
comfortable, or tried to, at all events." "What, 2$%e merely said: "DO something? us rabbits?"
So | cuffed him again and left him. There was nuglelse to be done. At any rate, | had learnt
something; and if | had had the luck to meet an¥Toem" I'd have learnt something more—or
THEY would.’

'Weren't you at all—er—nervous?' asked the Molajesof yesterday's terror coming back to
him at the mention of the Wild Wood.

'‘Nervous?' The Otter showed a gleaming set of gtvdmite teeth as he laughed. 'I'd give 'em
nerves if any of them tried anything on with meréjévole, fry me some slices of ham, like the
good little chap you are. I'm frightfully hungrynéI've got any amount to say to Ratty here.
Haven't seen him for an age.'




So the good-natured Mole, having cut some slicdsof, set the hedgehogs to fry it, and
returned to his own breakfast, while the Otter tiedRat, their heads together, eagerly talked
river-shop, which is long shop and talk that isless, running on like the babbling river itself.

A plate of fried ham had just been cleared and lsack for more, when the Badger entered,
yawning and rubbing his eyes, and greeted theim aik quiet, simple way, with kind enquiries
for every one. 'lt must be getting on for lunchéaome," he remarked to the Otter. 'Better stop and
have it with us. You must be hungry, this cold niog

'Rather! replied the Otter, winking at the Molehé sight of these greedy young hedgehogs
stuffing themselves with fried ham makes me fedlitpeely famished.’

The hedgehogs, who were just beginning to feel huagain after their porridge, and after
working so hard at their frying, looked timidly ap Mr. Badger, but were too shy to say
anything.

'Here, you two youngsters be off home to your motisaid the Badger kindly. 'I'll send some
one with you to show you the way. You won't wang dmner to-day, I'll be bound.'

He gave them sixpence apiece and a pat on the &eadhey went off with much respectful
swinging of caps and touching of forelocks.

Presently they all sat down to luncheon togethke Mole found himself placed next to Mr.
Badger, and, as the other two were still deepvierrgossip from which nothing could divert
them, he took the opportunity to tell Badger hownéartable and home-like it all felt to him.
'‘Once well underground,’ he said, 'you know exaestigre you are. Nothing can happen to you,
and nothing can get at you. You're entirely younanaster, and you don't have to consult
anybody or mind what they say. Things go on allsaee overhead, and you let 'em, and don't
bother about 'em. When you want to, up you go,thack the things are, waiting for you.'

The Badger simply beamed on him. 'That's exactlgtwisay," he replied. "There's no security, or
peace and tranquillity, except underground. Andhtlfeyour ideas get larger and you want to
expand—why, a dig and a scrape, and there youfayel feel your house is a bit too big, you
stop up a hole or two, and there you are againbdlmers, no tradesmen, no remarks passed on
you by fellows looking over your wall, and, abovke mo WEATHER. Look at Rat, now. A
couple of feet of flood water, and he's got to mmte hired lodgings; uncomfortable,
inconveniently situated, and horribly expensivekd@oad. | say nothing against Toad Hall;
quite the best house in these parts, AS a housesupposing a fire breaks out—where's Toad?
Supposing tiles are blown off, or walls sink orakaor windows get broken—where's Toad?
Supposing the rooms are draughty—I HATE a draugigeifi—where's Toad? No, up and out of
doors is good enough to roam about and get onelg lin; but underground to come back to at
last—that's my idea of HOME.'

The Mole assented heartily; and the Badger in apresgce got very friendly with him. 'When
lunch is over,' he said, 'I'll take you all rouihdstlittle place of mine. | can see you'll appréeia
it. You understand what domestic architecture otglhe, you do.’'




After luncheon, accordingly, when the other two kattled themselves into the chimney-corner
and had started a heated argument on the subj&&ild$, the Badger lighted a lantern and bade
the Mole follow him. Crossing the hall, they passesvn one of the principal tunnels, and the
wavering light of the lantern gave glimpses onaitside of rooms both large and small, some
mere cupboards, others nearly as broad and impasiigad's dining-hall. A narrow passage at
right angles led them into another corridor, ancelibe same thing was repeated. The Mole was
staggered at the size, the extent, the ramificatadnt all; at the length of the dim passages, the
solid vaultings of the crammed store-chambersptasonry everywhere, the pillars, the arches,
the pavements. 'How on earth, Badger,' he sa@mbgt'tid you ever find time and strength to do
all this? It's astonishing!'

‘It WOULD be astonishing indeed," said the Badgmp$y, 'if | HAD done it. But as a matter of
fact | did none of it—only cleaned out the passageschambers, as far as | had need of them.
There's lots more of it, all round about. | see gion't understand, and | must explain it to you.
Well, very long ago, on the spot where the Wild Weaves now, before ever it had planted
itself and grown up to what it now is, there wastg—a city of people, you know. Here, where
we are standing, they lived, and walked, and talked slept, and carried on their business. Here
they stabled their horses and feasted, from henertbde out to fight or drove out to trade. They
were a powerful people, and rich, and great busld€hey built to last, for they thought their city
would last for ever.'

'But what has become of them all?' asked the Mole.

'Who can tell?' said the Badger. 'People come—skepyfor a while, they flourish, they build—
and they go. It is their way. But we remain. Theexe badgers here, I've been told, long before
that same city ever came to be. And now there adgdrs here again. We are an enduring lot,
and we may move out for a time, but we wait, aredpatient, and back we come. And so it will
ever be.'

'Well, and when they went at last, those peopksd'the Mole.

'When they went,’ continued the Badger, 'the stwimgls and persistent rains took the matter in
hand, patiently, ceaselessly, year after year.dpasrive badgers too, in our small way, helped a
little—who knows? It was all down, down, down, guatly—ruin and levelling and
disappearance. Then it was all up, up, up, gragluadl seeds grew to saplings, and saplings to
forest trees, and bramble and fern came creepitgghelp. Leaf-mould rose and obliterated,
streams in their winter freshets brought sand aidcclog and to cover, and in course of time
our home was ready for us again, and we movedpraldve us, on the surface, the same thing
happened. Animals arrived, liked the look of thacgl, took up their quarters, settled down,
spread, and flourished. They didn't bother theneseabout the past—they never do; they're too
busy. The place was a bit humpy and hillocky, redlyrand full of holes; but that was rather an
advantage. And they don't bother about the furiteer—the future when perhaps the people
will move in again—for a time—as may very well Gde Wild Wood is pretty well populated
by now; with all the usual lot, good, bad, and ffedent—I name no names. It takes all sorts to
make a world. But | fancy you know something altbem yourself by this time.'




'l do indeed,’ said the Mole, with a slight shiver.

'Well, well," said the Badger, patting him on theslder, 'it was your first experience of them,
you see. They're not so bad really; and we musitvalland let live. But I'll pass the word around
to-morrow, and I think you'll have no further trdebAny friend of MINE walks where he likes
in this country, or I'll know the reason why!"

When they got back to the kitchen again, they foilnedRat walking up and down, very restless.
The underground atmosphere was oppressing himettidgyon his nerves, and he seemed
really to be afraid that the river would run awhiie wasn't there to look after it. So he had his
overcoat on, and his pistols thrust into his bg#ia. '‘Come along, Mole," he said anxiously, as
soon as he caught sight of them. "We must get bitievit's daylight. Don't want to spend another
night in the Wild Wood again.'

'It'll be all right, my fine fellow," said the Ottél'm coming along with you, and | know every
path blindfold; and if there's a head that needsetpunched, you can confidently rely upon me
to punch it.’

"You really needn't fret, Ratty," added the Badgacidly. ‘My passages run further than you
think, and I've bolt-holes to the edge of the woodeveral directions, though | don't care for
everybody to know about them. When you really havgo, you shall leave by one of my short
cuts. Meantime, make yourself easy, and sit dovainag

The Rat was nevertheless still anxious to be adfatend to his river, so the Badger, taking up
his lantern again, led the way along a damp anésaitunnel that wound and dipped, part
vaulted, part hewn through solid rock, for a wedistance that seemed to be miles. At last
daylight began to show itself confusedly throughgtad growth overhanging the mouth of the
passage; and the Badger, bidding them a hasty gg@dsushed them hurriedly through the
opening, made everything look as natural as passigshin, with creepers, brushwood, and dead
leaves, and retreated.

They found themselves standing on the very eddgleeo¥Vild Wood. Rocks and brambles and
tree-roots behind them, confusedly heaped andedngl front, a great space of quiet fields,
hemmed by lines of hedges black on the snow, andffead, a glint of the familiar old river,
while the wintry sun hung red and low on the hamizbhe Otter, as knowing all the paths, took
charge of the party, and they trailed out on alveefor a distant stile. Pausing there a moment
and looking back, they saw the whole mass of thiel Wiood, dense, menacing, compact,
grimly set in vast white surroundings; simultandptisey turned and made swiftly for home, for
firelight and the familiar things it played on, fibre voice, sounding cheerily outside their
window, of the river that they knew and trustealints moods, that never made them afraid
with any amazement.

As he hurried along, eagerly anticipating the moimémen he would be at home again among
the things he knew and liked, the Mole saw cletirt he was an animal of tilled field and
hedge-row, linked to the ploughed furrow, the freed pasture, the lane of evening lingerings,
the cultivated garden-plot. For others the asgsitihe stubborn endurance, or the clash of




actual conflict, that went with Nature in the rougle must be wise, must keep to the pleasant
places in which his lines were laid and which redenture enough, in their way, to last for a
lifetime.

V. DULCE DOMUM

The sheep ran huddling together against the hyrdlesing out thin nostrils and stamping with
delicate fore-feet, their heads thrown back aridtd kteam rising from the crowded sheep-pen
into the frosty air, as the two animals hastenedbygh spirits, with much chatter and laughter.
They were returning across country after a longsdayting with Otter, hunting and exploring
on the wide uplands where certain streams tributatiieir own River had their first small
beginnings; and the shades of the short wintemgag closing in on them, and they had still
some distance to go. Plodding at random acrosgltiugh, they had heard the sheep and had
made for them; and now, leading from the sheep-{hey,found a beaten track that made
walking a lighter business, and responded, moredo¢hat small inquiring something which all
animals carry inside them, saying unmistakablys;Yiite right; THIS leads home!'

'It looks as if we were coming to a village,' stid Mole somewhat dubiously, slackening his
pace, as the track, that had in time become agraththen had developed into a lane, now
handed them over to the charge of a well-metalbad .r The animals did not hold with villages,
and their own highways, thickly frequented as tiveye, took an independent course, regardless
of church, post office, or public-house.

'Oh, never mind!" said the Rat. 'At this seasothefyear they're all safe indoors by this time,
sitting round the fire; men, women, and childreogsiand cats and all. We shall slip through all
right, without any bother or unpleasantness, andarehave a look at them through their
windows if you like, and see what they're doing.’

The rapid nightfall of mid-December had quite beketlittle village as they approached it on
soft feet over a first thin fall of powdery snowittle was visible but squares of a dusky orange-
red on either side of the street, where the firglmy lamplight of each cottage overflowed
through the casements into the dark world withmdst of the low latticed windows were
innocent of blinds, and to the lookers-in from aiegs the inmates, gathered round the tea-table,
absorbed in handiwork, or talking with laughter giedture, had each that happy grace which is
the last thing the skilled actor shall capture—heural grace which goes with perfect
unconsciousness of observation. Moving at will frone theatre to another, the two spectators,
so far from home themselves, had something of wistks in their eyes as they watched a cat
being stroked, a sleepy child picked up and huddfétb bed, or a tired man stretch and knock
out his pipe on the end of a smouldering log.

But it was from one little window, with its blindawn down, a mere blank transparency on the
night, that the sense of home and the little coe@diworld within walls—the larger stressful




world of outside Nature shut out and forgotten—nmssated. Close against the white blind
hung a bird-cage, clearly silhouetted, every wierch, and appurtenance distinct and
recognisable, even to yesterday's dull-edged luhgoigar. On the middle perch the fluffy
occupant, head tucked well into feathers, seemextanto them as to be easily stroked, had they
tried; even the delicate tips of his plumped-outhmhge pencilled plainly on the illuminated
screen. As they looked, the sleepy little fellowret uneasily, woke, shook himself, and raised
his head. They could see the gape of his tiny lasake yawned in a bored sort of way, looked
round, and then settled his head into his backnagdiile the ruffled feathers gradually subsided
into perfect stillness. Then a gust of bitter windk them in the back of the neck, a small sting
of frozen sleet on the skin woke them as from amireand they knew their toes to be cold and
their legs tired, and their own home distant a weeay.

Once beyond the village, where the cottages ceatsegbtly, on either side of the road they
could smell through the darkness the friendly Beddjain; and they braced themselves for the
last long stretch, the home stretch, the stretahvile know is bound to end, some time, in the
rattle of the door-latch, the sudden firelight, a@ne sight of familiar things greeting us as long-
absent travellers from far over-sea. They ploddedgsteadily and silently, each of them
thinking his own thoughts. The Mole's ran a goodl @& supper, as it was pitch-dark, and it was
all a strange country for him as far as he knewl, fawas following obediently in the wake of
the Rat, leaving the guidance entirely to him. &sthe Rat, he was walking a little way ahead,
as his habit was, his shoulders humped, his eyed fin the straight grey road in front of him;
so he did not notice poor Mole when suddenly thmreons reached him, and took him like an
electric shock.

We others, who have long lost the more subtle efptinysical senses, have not even proper terms
to express an animal's inter-communications wighshirroundings, living or otherwise, and have
only the word 'smell,’ for instance, to include thigole range of delicate thrills which murmur in
the nose of the animal night and day, summoningnivg? inciting, repelling. It was one of

these mysterious fairy calls from out the void thaddenly reached Mole in the darkness,

making him tingle through and through with its véayniliar appeal, even while yet he could not
clearly remember what it was. He stopped deadsrrhcks, his nose searching hither and

thither in its efforts to recapture the fine filamtethe telegraphic current, that had so strongly
moved him. A moment, and he had caught it agaid;veith it this time came recollection in

fullest flood.

Home! That was what they meant, those caressingadgphose soft touches wafted through the
air, those invisible little hands pulling and tuggj all one way! Why, it must be quite close by
him at that moment, his old home that he had hdigiforsaken and never sought again, that day
when he first found the river! And now it was serglout its scouts and its messengers to
capture him and bring him in. Since his escapenahliright morning he had hardly given it a
thought, so absorbed had he been in his new tifell its pleasures, its surprises, its fresh and
captivating experiences. Now, with a rush of oldmodes, how clearly it stood up before him,

in the darkness! Shabby indeed, and small and paariished, and yet his, the home he had
made for himself, the home he had been so hapggttback to after his day's work. And the
home had been happy with him, too, evidently, aad missing him, and wanted him back, and




was telling him so, through his nose, sorrowfutgproachfully, but with no bitterness or anger;
only with plaintive reminder that it was there, amanted him.

The call was clear, the summons was plain. He whesy it instantly, and go. 'Ratty!" he called,
full of joyful excitement, 'hold on! Come back! lant you, quick!

'Oh, COME along, Mole, do!" replied the Rat cheltyfstill plodding along.

'PLEASE stop, Ratty!" pleaded the poor Mole, inwsly of heart. "You don't understand! It's my
home, my old home! I've just come across the safel] and it's close by here, really quite
close. And | MUST go to it, | must, | must! Oh, cerback, Ratty! Please, please come back!

The Rat was by this time very far ahead, too fdrear clearly what the Mole was calling, too far
to catch the sharp note of painful appeal in hise.cAnd he was much taken up with the
weather, for he too could smell something—sometbumpiciously like approaching snow.

'Mole, we mustn't stop now, really!" he called hd@¥e'll come for it to-morrow, whatever it is
you've found. But | daren't stop now—it's late, &mel snow's coming on again, and I'm not sure
of the way! And | want your nose, Mole, so comegoitk, there's a good fellow!" And the Rat
pressed forward on his way without waiting for ais\aer.

Poor Mole stood alone in the road, his heart teimder, and a big sob gathering, gathering,
somewhere low down inside him, to leap up to théase presently, he knew, in passionate
escape. But even under such a test as this hikyldgehis friend stood firm. Never for a moment
did he dream of abandoning him. Meanwhile, the svisim his old home pleaded, whispered,
conjured, and finally claimed him imperiously. Hareld not tarry longer within their magic
circle. With a wrench that tore his very heartgisime set his face down the road and followed
submissively in the track of the Rat, while faithin little smells, still dogging his retreating
nose, reproached him for his new friendship anatail®us forgetfulness.

With an effort he caught up to the unsuspecting Rab began chattering cheerfully about what
they would do when they got back, and how jollyra 6f logs in the parlour would be, and what
a supper he meant to eat; never noticing his comparsilence and distressful state of mind. At
last, however, when they had gone some considevabldurther, and were passing some tree-
stumps at the edge of a copse that bordered tlle meastopped and said kindly, 'Look here,
Mole old chap, you seem dead tired. No talk lefyon, and your feet dragging like lead. We'll
sit down here for a minute and rest. The snow le#s dff so far, and the best part of our journey
Is over.'

The Mole subsided forlornly on a tree-stump arettto control himself, for he felt it surely
coming. The sob he had fought with so long refusdak beaten. Up and up, it forced its way to
the air, and then another, and another, and othielsand fast; till poor Mole at last gave up the
struggle, and cried freely and helplessly and opemw that he knew it was all over and he had
lost what he could hardly be said to have found.




The Rat, astonished and dismayed at the violenbéotd's paroxysm of grief, did not dare to
speak for a while. At last he said, very quietlg @aympathetically, ‘What is it, old fellow?
Whatever can be the matter? Tell us your troulsid,lat me see what | can do.’

Poor Mole found it difficult to get any words owtiveen the upheavals of his chest that
followed one upon another so quickly and held bepsech and choked it as it came. 'l know it's
a—shabby, dingy little place," he sobbed forthaat,Ibrokenly: 'not like—your cosy quarters—
or Toad's beautiful hall—or Badger's great housetihwas my own little home—and | was
fond of it—and | went away and forgot all about &rd then | smelt it suddenly—on the road,
when | called and you wouldn't listen, Rat—and gtleng came back to me with a rush—and |
WANTED it'—O dear, O dear'—and when you WOULDN"Trback, Ratty—and | had to
leave it, though | was smelling it all the time—-kbtight my heart would break.—We might have
just gone and had one look at it, Ratty—only orekdeit was close by—but you wouldn't turn
back, Ratty, you wouldn't turn back! O dear, O Hear

Recollection brought fresh waves of sorrow, andssadmin took full charge of him, preventing
further speech.

The Rat stared straight in front of him, sayinghiag, only patting Mole gently on the shoulder.
After a time he muttered gloomily, 'l see it alwidVhat a PIG | have been! A pig—that's me!
Just a pig—a plain pig"

He waited till Mole's sobs became gradually lessnsy and more rhythmical; he waited till at
last sniffs were frequent and sobs only intermttt&hen he rose from his seat, and, remarking
carelessly, 'Well, now we'd really better be getiom, old chap!" set off up the road again, over
the toilsome way they had come.

'Wherever are you (hic) going to (hic), Ratty?edrthe tearful Mole, looking up in alarm.

'We're going to find that home of yours, old felloreplied the Rat pleasantly; 'so you had better
come along, for it will take some finding, and weal want your nose."’

'Oh, come back, Ratty, do!" cried the Mole, gettipgand hurrying after him. 'It's no good, | tell
you! It's too late, and too dark, and the pladedsfar off, and the snow's coming! And—and |
never meant to let you know | was feeling that \@hgut it—it was all an accident and a
mistake! And think of River Bank, and your supper!

'Hang River Bank, and supper too!" said the Raititgdl tell you, I'm going to find this place
now, if | stay out all night. So cheer up, old chapd take my arm, and we'll very soon be back
there again.’

Still snuffling, pleading, and reluctant, Mole sriéd himself to be dragged back along the road
by his imperious companion, who by a flow of chaktélk and anecdote endeavoured to
beguile his spirits back and make the weary wayns&®orter. When at last it seemed to the Rat
that they must be nearing that part of the roadrevtiee Mole had been 'held up,’ he said, 'Now,
no more talking. Business! Use your nose, and goesg mind to it.’




They moved on in silence for some little way, wiseddenly the Rat was conscious, through his
arm that was linked in Mole's, of a faint sort tdatric thrill that was passing down that animal's
body. Instantly he disengaged himself, fell baglaae, and waited, all attention.

The signals were coming through!
Mole stood a moment rigid, while his uplifted nogeivering slightly, felt the air.

Then a short, quick run forward—a fault—a check-ryebiack; and then a slow, steady,
confident advance.

The Rat, much excited, kept close to his heelb@adole, with something of the air of a sleep-
walker, crossed a dry ditch, scrambled throughdgégand nosed his way over a field open and
trackless and bare in the faint starlight.

Suddenly, without giving warning, he dived; but tat was on the alert, and promptly followed
him down the tunnel to which his unerring nose faagithfully led him.

It was close and airless, and the earthy smellstrasig, and it seemed a long time to Rat ere the
passage ended and he could stand erect and siretdihake himself. The Mole struck a match,
and by its light the Rat saw that they were stag@inan open space, neatly swept and sanded
underfoot, and directly facing them was Mole'sdittont door, with 'Mole End' painted, in

Gothic lettering, over the bell-pull at the side.

Mole reached down a lantern from a nail on the waad lit it, and the Rat, looking round him,
saw that they were in a sort of fore-court. A gardeat stood on one side of the door, and on the
other a roller; for the Mole, who was a tidy animdiden at home, could not stand having his
ground kicked up by other animals into little ruhat ended in earth-heaps. On the walls hung
wire baskets with ferns in them, alternating withdkets carrying plaster statuary—Garibaldi,
and the infant Samuel, and Queen Victoria, andrdtemes of modern Italy. Down on one side
of the forecourt ran a skittle-alley, with benclaésng it and little wooden tables marked with
rings that hinted at beer-mugs. In the middle wamall round pond containing gold-fish and
surrounded by a cockle-shell border. Out of thdreeof the pond rose a fanciful erection
clothed in more cockle-shells and topped by a laigered glass ball that reflected everything
all wrong and had a very pleasing effect.

Mole's face-beamed at the sight of all these objeatdear to him, and he hurried Rat through
the door, lit a lamp in the hall, and took one glanound his old home. He saw the dust lying
thick on everything, saw the cheerless, desertekl &b the long-neglected house, and its narrow,
meagre dimensions, its worn and shabby contents-e@lfapsed again on a hall-chair, his nose
to his paws. 'O Ratty!" he cried dismally, ‘why ed&l | do it? Why did | bring you to this poor,
cold little place, on a night like this, when yougit have been at River Bank by this time,
toasting your toes before a blazing fire, withyallir own nice things about you!

The Rat paid no heed to his doleful self-reproacHeswas running here and there, opening
doors, inspecting rooms and cupboards, and ligh#imgps and candles and sticking them, up




everywhere. 'What a capital little house thishs!'called out cheerily. 'So compact! So well
planned! Everything here and everything in its plat/e'll make a jolly night of it. The first
thing we want is a good fire; I'll see to that—lvalys know where to find things. So this is the
parlour? Splendid! Your own idea, those little pi@g-bunks in the wall? Capital! Now, I'll
fetch the wood and the coals, and you get a dudide—you'll find one in the drawer of the
kitchen table—and try and smarten things up aBuistle about, old chap!

Encouraged by his inspiriting companion, the Malesed himself and dusted and polished with
energy and heartiness, while the Rat, running tbfemwith armfuls of fuel, soon had a cheerful
blaze roaring up the chimney. He hailed the Moledme and warm himself; but Mole promptly
had another fit of the blues, dropping down onacban dark despair and burying his face in his
duster. 'Rat," he moaned, 'how about your supperppor, cold, hungry, weary animal? I've
nothing to give you—nothing—not a crumb!'

'What a fellow you are for giving in!" said the Raproachfully. 'Why, only just now | saw a
sardine-opener on the kitchen dresser, quite dibfirand everybody knows that means there are
sardines about somewhere in the neighbourhood.eRausgself! pull yourself together, and

come with me and forage.'

They went and foraged accordingly, hunting throagéry cupboard and turning out every
drawer. The result was not so very depressing aftethough of course it might have been
better; a tin of sardines—a box of captain's bis¢cuearly full—and a German sausage encased
in silver paper.

‘There's a banquet for you!" observed the Rateamtanged the table. 'l know some animals who
would give their ears to be sitting down to suppih us to-night!'

'No bread!" groaned the Mole dolorously; 'no buyie—

'No pate de foie gras, no champagne!' continued@#tegrinning. ‘And that reminds me—what's
that little door at the end of the passage? Yollac®f course! Every luxury in this house! Just
you wait a minute.’

He made for the cellar-door, and presently reagubaomewhat dusty, with a bottle of beer in
each paw and another under each arm, 'Self-indulgggar you seem to be, Mole," he
observed. 'Deny yourself nothing. This is really jblliest little place | ever was in. Now,
wherever did you pick up those prints? Make theglaok so home-like, they do. No wonder
you're so fond of it, Mole. Tell us all about ihdahow you came to make it what it is.’

Then, while the Rat busied himself fetching plates] knives and forks, and mustard which he
mixed in an egg-cup, the Mole, his bosom still iegwvith the stress of his recent emotion,
related—somewhat shyly at first, but with more flei as he warmed to his subject—how this
was planned, and how that was thought out, andthmwvas got through a windfall from an
aunt, and that was a wonderful find and a bargaid, this other thing was bought out of
laborious savings and a certain amount of ‘goirtgaut.’ His spirits finally quite restored, he
must needs go and caress his possessions, ardll&ak@ and show off their points to his visitor




and expatiate on them, quite forgetful of the suppey both so much needed; Rat, who was
desperately hungry but strove to conceal it, naglderiously, examining with a puckered brow,
and saying, 'wonderful," and 'most remarkablaritatvals, when the chance for an observation
was given him.

At last the Rat succeeded in decoying him to th&etand had just got seriously to work with
the sardine-opener when sounds were heard frofioteeourt without—sounds like the
scuffling of small feet in the gravel and a confiliseurmur of tiny voices, while broken
sentences reached them—'Now, all in a line—holdahtern up a bit, Tommy—clear your
throats first—no coughing after | say one, twoeth+—Where's young Bill?—Here, come on,
do, we're all a-waiting——

'What's up?' inquired the Rat, pausing in his labou

'l think it must be the field-mice,’ replied the Mpwith a touch of pride in his manner. 'They go
round carol-singing regularly at this time of threay. They're quite an institution in these parts.
And they never pass me over—they come to Mole Bstddf all; and | used to give them hot
drinks, and supper too sometimes, when | couldafio It will be like old times to hear them
again.'

'Let's have a look at them!" cried the Rat, jumpipgand running to the door.

It was a pretty sight, and a seasonable one, thathmir eyes when they flung the door open. In
the fore-court, lit by the dim rays of a horn lantesome eight or ten little fieldmice stood in a
semicircle, red worsted comforters round their atisptheir fore-paws thrust deep into their
pockets, their feet jigging for warmth. With brigieady eyes they glanced shyly at each other,
sniggering a little, sniffing and applying coatesles a good deal. As the door opened, one of the
elder ones that carried the lantern was just sayNayv then, one, two, three!" and forthwith

their shrill little voices uprose on the air, singione of the old-time carols that their forefasher
composed in fields that were fallow and held bygfror when snow-bound in chimney corners,
and handed down to be sung in the miry streetnpibt windows at Yule-time.

CAROL

Villagers all, this frosty tide,
Let your doors swing open wide,
Though wind may follow, and snow beside,
Yet draw us in by your fire to bide;
Joy shall be yours in the morning!

Here we stand in the cold and the sleet,
Blowing fingers and stamping feet,
Come from far away you to greet—
You by the fire and we in the street—
Bidding you joy in the morning!

For ere one half of the night was gone,
Sudden a star has led us on,
Raining bliss and benison—




Bliss to-morrow and more anon,
Joy for every morning!

Goodman Joseph toiled through the snow—
Saw the star o'er a stable low;
Mary she might not further go—
Welcome thatch, and litter below!
Joy was hers in the morning!

And then they heard the angels tell

'Who were the first to cry NOWELL?

Animals all, as it befell,

In the stable where they did dwell!
Joy shall be theirs in the morning!

The voices ceased, the singers, bashful but smixchanged sidelong glances, and silence
succeeded—nbut for a moment only. Then, from up alamd far away, down the tunnel they had
so lately travelled was borne to their ears iniat fausical hum the sound of distant bells ringing
a joyful and clangorous peal.

'Very well sung, boys!" cried the Rat heartily. Anow come along in, all of you, and warm
yourselves by the fire, and have something hot!

'Yes, come along, field-mice,’ cried the Mole eagérhis is quite like old times! Shut the door
after you. Pull up that settle to the fire. Nowuyast wait a minute, while we—O, Ratty!" he
cried in despair, plumping down on a seat, withd@émpending. 'Whatever are we doing? We've
nothing to give them?!

"You leave all that to me,’ said the masterful Régre, you with the lantern! Come over this
way. | want to talk to you. Now, tell me, are tharey shops open at this hour of the night?’

'Why, certainly, sir," replied the field-mouse resgully. 'At this time of the year our shops keep
open to all sorts of hours.'

‘Then look here!" said the Rat. "You go off at gn@ai and your lantern, and you get me——

Here much muttered conversation ensued, and the dfdy heard bits of it, such as—'Fresh,
mind!—no, a pound of that will do—see you get Bungg, for | won't have any other—no, only
the best—if you can't get it there, try somewhése-e-yes, of course, home-made, no tinned
stuff—well then, do the best you can!" Finally,réh&as a chink of coin passing from paw to
paw, the field-mouse was provided with an amplé&éar his purchases, and off he hurried, he
and his lantern.

The rest of the field-mice, perched in a row ongbtle, their small legs swinging, gave
themselves up to enjoyment of the fire, and toastenl chilblains till they tingled; while the
Mole, failing to draw them into easy conversatiplunged into family history and made each of
them recite the names of his numerous brothers,wére too young, it appeared, to be allowed
to go out a-carolling this year, but looked forwaety shortly to winning the parental consent.




The Rat, meanwhile, was busy examining the labaranof the beer-bottles. 'l perceive this to
be OId Burton,' he remarked approvingly. 'SENSIBU&le! The very thing! Now we shall be
able to mull some ale! Get the things ready, Mofeile | draw the corks.'

It did not take long to prepare the brew and thtlusttin heater well into the red heart of the;fire
and soon every field-mouse was sipping and cougdimichoking (for a little mulled ale goes a
long way) and wiping his eyes and laughing anddtingg he had ever been cold in all his life.

‘They act plays too, these fellows,' the Mole exyad to the Rat. ‘Make them up all by
themselves, and act them afterwards. And very thelf do it, too! They gave us a capital one
last year, about a field-mouse who was captursgaby a Barbary corsair, and made to row in
a galley; and when he escaped and got home agsiladly-love had gone into a convent. Here,
YOU! You were in it, | remember. Get up and reaithit.'

The field-mouse addressed got up on his legs, gigsiyly, looked round the room, and
remained absolutely tongue-tied. His comrades elgegleim on, Mole coaxed and encouraged
him, and the Rat went so far as to take him bystimilders and shake him; but nothing could
overcome his stage-fright. They were all busilyageg on him like watermen applying the
Royal Humane Society's regulations to a case af sutbmersion, when the latch clicked, the
door opened, and the field-mouse with the lanteappeared, staggering under the weight of his
basket.

There was no more talk of play-acting once the veay and solid contents of the basket had
been tumbled out on the table. Under the genemtsfiiRat, everybody was set to do something
or to fetch something. In a very few minutes suppas ready, and Mole, as he took the head of
the table in a sort of a dream, saw a lately baoard set thick with savoury comforts; saw his
little friends' faces brighten and beam as theiytdelvithout delay; and then let himself loose—
for he was famished indeed—on the provender socakgiprovided, thinking what a happy
home-coming this had turned out, after all. As thty they talked of old times, and the field-
mice gave him the local gossip up to date, and arevas well as they could the hundred
guestions he had to ask them. The Rat said littteothing, only taking care that each guest had
what he wanted, and plenty of it, and that Mole hadrouble or anxiety about anything.

They clattered off at last, very grateful and shomgewishes of the season, with their jacket
pockets stuffed with remembrances for the smallians and sisters at home. When the door
had closed on the last of them and the chink ofahterns had died away, Mole and Rat kicked
the fire up, drew their chairs in, brewed themselagdast nightcap of mulled ale, and discussed
the events of the long day. At last the Rat, witreanendous yawn, said, 'Mole, old chap, I'm
ready to drop. Sleepy is simply not the word. Ty@ir own bunk over on that side? Very well,
then, I'll take this. What a ripping little housestis! Everything so handy!

He clambered into his bunk and rolled himself wagllin the blankets, and slumber gathered him
forthwith, as a swathe of barley is folded into #mens of the reaping machine.

The weary Mole also was glad to turn in withoutageland soon had his head on his pillow, in
great joy and contentment. But ere he closed las g let them wander round his old room,




mellow in the glow of the firelight that played @sted on familiar and friendly things which
had long been unconsciously a part of him, and sionvingly received him back, without
rancour. He was now in just the frame of mind thattactful Rat had quietly worked to bring
about in him. He saw clearly how plain and simpleswmmarrow, even—it all was; but clearly,
too, how much it all meant to him, and the specahlie of some such anchorage in one's
existence. He did not at all want to abandon the life and its splendid spaces, to turn his back
on sun and air and all they offered him and crempéiand stay there; the upper world was all
too strong, it called to him still, even down thesad he knew he must return to the larger stage.
But it was good to think he had this to come backhis place which was all his own, these
things which were so glad to see him again anddcalways be counted upon for the same
simple welcome.

VI. MR. TOAD

It was a bright morning in the early part of sumntie river had resumed its wonted banks and
its accustomed pace, and a hot sun seemed to loggmuerything green and bushy and spiky
up out of the earth towards him, as if by stringse Mole and the Water Rat had been up since
dawn, very busy on matters connected with boatdt@dpening of the boating season; painting
and varnishing, mending paddles, repairing cushibuasting for missing boat-hooks, and so on;
and were finishing breakfast in their little pan@nd eagerly discussing their plans for the day,
when a heavy knock sounded at the door.

'‘Bother!" said the Rat, all over egg. 'See whe,iMole, like a good chap, since you've finished.'

The Mole went to attend the summons, and the Ratdh@am utter a cry of surprise. Then he
flung the parlour door open, and announced withhmomportance, 'Mr. Badger!

This was a wonderful thing, indeed, that the Baddp@uld pay a formal call on them, or indeed
on anybody. He generally had to be caught, if yanted him badly, as he slipped quietly along
a hedgerow of an early morning or a late evening/se hunted up in his own house in the
middle of the Wood, which was a serious undertaking

The Badger strode heavily into the room, and stooking at the two animals with an
expression full of seriousness. The Rat let hisgggpn fall on the table-cloth, and sat open-
mouthed.

‘The hour has come!" said the Badger at last withtgsolemnity.

'What hour?' asked the Rat uneasily, glancingaatlbck on the mantelpiece.




'WHOSE hour, you should rather say,' replied thddga. "Why, Toad's hour! The hour of Toad!
| said | would take him in hand as soon as theavimtas well over, and I'm going to take him in
hand to-day!"

‘Toad's hour, of course!" cried the Mole delighyettiooray! | remember now! WE'LL teach him
to be a sensible Toad!

‘This very morning,' continued the Badger, takingaam-chair, 'as | learnt last night from a
trustworthy source, another new and exceptionailygyful motor-car will arrive at Toad Hall
on approval or return. At this very moment, perhdsad is busy arraying himself in those
singularly hideous habiliments so dear to him, Wwhransform him from a (comparatively)
good-looking Toad into an Object which throws aegeht-minded animal that comes across it
into a violent fit. We must be up and doing, ernes iioo late. You two animals will accompany
me instantly to Toad Hall, and the work of reschallsbe accomplished.’

'Right you are!" cried the Rat, starting up. "WeBcue the poor unhappy animal! We'll convert
him! He'll be the most converted Toad that ever hefsre we've done with him!

They set off up the road on their mission of meR&sgger leading the way. Animals when in
company walk in a proper and sensible mannernglesifile, instead of sprawling all across the
road and being of no use or support to each othease of sudden trouble or danger.

They reached the carriage-drive of Toad Hall td fias the Badger had anticipated, a shiny new
motor-car, of great size, painted a bright red (f®&vourite colour), standing in front of the
house. As they neared the door it was flung opeth Mr. Toad, arrayed in goggles, cap, gaiters,
and enormous overcoat, came swaggering down tps, steawing on his gauntleted gloves.

'Hullo! come on, you fellows!" he cried cheerfullg catching sight of them. 'You're just in time
to come with me for a jolly—to come for a jolly—far—er—jolly——

His hearty accents faltered and fell away as heawthe stern unbending look on the
countenances of his silent friends, and his inmtatemained unfinished.

The Badger strode up the steps. "Take him indidesaid sternly to his companions. Then, as
Toad was hustled through the door, struggling aotepting, he turned to the chauffeur in
charge of the new motor-car.

'I'm afraid you won't be wanted to-day," he satt. Toad has changed his mind. He will not
require the car. Please understand that thisas fifou needn't wait." Then he followed the
others inside and shut the door.

'Now then!" he said to the Toad, when the fouheiht stood together in the Hall, ‘first of all,
take those ridiculous things off!"

‘Shan't!" replied Toad, with great spirit. 'Whathe meaning of this gross outrage? | demand an
instant explanation.’




‘Take them off him, then, you two," ordered the gadoriefly.

They had to lay Toad out on the floor, kicking aadling all sorts of names, before they could
get to work properly. Then the Rat sat on him, #r@dMole got his motor-clothes off him bit by
bit, and they stood him up on his legs again. Adydeal of his blustering spirit seemed to have
evaporated with the removal of his fine panoplywNbat he was merely Toad, and no longer
the Terror of the Highway, he giggled feebly anokied from one to the other appealingly,
seeming quite to understand the situation.

"You knew it must come to this, sooner or laterad,6the Badger explained severely.

You've disregarded all the warnings we've given, yow've gone on squandering the money
your father left you, and you're getting us aninzalsad name in the district by your furious
driving and your smashes and your rows with thecpolndependence is all very well, but we
animals never allow our friends to make fools @ntiselves beyond a certain limit; and that limit
you've reached. Now, you're a good fellow in magpects, and | don't want to be too hard on
you. I'll make one more effort to bring you to reasYou will come with me into the smoking-
room, and there you will hear some facts aboutselfirand we'll see whether you come out of
that room the same Toad that you went in.'

He took Toad firmly by the arm, led him into theating-room, and closed the door behind
them.

"THAT'S no good!" said the Rat contemptuously. "KANG to Toad'll never cure him. He'll
SAY anything.'

They made themselves comfortable in armchairs atéd patiently. Through the closed door
they could just hear the long continuous drondnefBadger's voice, rising and falling in waves
of oratory; and presently they noticed that thenger began to be punctuated at intervals by
long-drawn sobs, evidently proceeding from the bosd Toad, who was a soft-hearted and
affectionate fellow, very easily converted—for tirae being—to any point of view.

After some three-quarters of an hour the door opesred the Badger reappeared, solemnly
leading by the paw a very limp and dejected Toad.skin hung baggily about him, his legs
wobbled, and his cheeks were furrowed by the sadentifully called forth by the Badger's
moving discourse.

'Sit down there, Toad,' said the Badger kindlynpag to a chair. 'My friends,' he went on, 'l am
pleased to inform you that Toad has at last seeeittor of his ways. He is truly sorry for his
misguided conduct in the past, and he has undertakgive up motor-cars entirely and for ever.
| have his solemn promise to that effect.’

‘That is very good news,’ said the Mole gravely.

'Very good news indeed,' observed the Rat dubiptisbnly—IF only——




He was looking very hard at Toad as he said thid,cauld not help thinking he perceived
something vaguely resembling a twinkle in that adisnstill sorrowful eye.

‘There's only one thing more to be done,’ contirthedyratified Badger. 'Toad, | want you
solemnly to repeat, before your friends here, wihatfully admitted to me in the smoking-room
just now. First, you are sorry for what you've doawed you see the folly of it all?’

There was a long, long pause. Toad looked despethie way and that, while the other animals
waited in grave silence. At last he spoke.

'‘No!" he said, a little sullenly, but stoutly; 'I'ROT sorry. And it wasn't folly at all! It was sirtyp
glorious!

'What?' cried the Badger, greatly scandalised. taxksliding animal, didn't you tell me just
now, in there——

'Oh, yes, yes, in THERE,' said Toad impatientlg.hiave said anything in THERE. You're so
eloquent, dear Badger, and so moving, and so comgnand put all your points so frightfully
well—you can do what you like with me in THERE, ayal know it. But I've been searching
my mind since, and going over things in it, anchdfthat I'm not a bit sorry or repentant really,
so it's no earthly good saying | am; now, is it?"

"Then you don't promise,’ said the Badger, 'navéoich a motor-car again?'

'Certainly not!" replied Toad emphatically. 'On tentrary, | faithfully promise that the very
first motor-car | see, poop-poop! off I go in it!"

'Told you so, didn't I?' observed the Rat to thdéMo

'Very well, then,' said the Badger firmly, risirghis feet. 'Since you won't yield to persuasion,
we'll try what force can do. | feared it would cotoehis all along. You've often asked us three
to come and stay with you, Toad, in this handsomesé of yours; well, now we're going to.
When we've converted you to a proper point of wesvmay quit, but not before. Take him
upstairs, you two, and lock him up in his bedroarhile we arrange matters between ourselves.'

'It's for your own good, Toady, you know,' said Bat kindly, as Toad, kicking and struggling,
was hauled up the stairs by his two faithful frien@hink what fun we shall all have together,
just as we used to, when you've quite got overttiss painful attack of yours!

'We'll take great care of everything for you tilyre well, Toad," said the Mole; ‘and we'll see
your money isn't wasted, as it has been.'

'No more of those regrettable incidents with thikgeo Toad,' said the Rat, as they thrust him
into his bedroom.




'‘And no more weeks in hospital, being ordered abgudemale nurses, Toad,' added the Mole,
turning the key on him.

They descended the stair, Toad shouting abuserat tirough the keyhole; and the three friends
then met in conference on the situation.

'It's going to be a tedious business,’ said thegBgdaighing. 'I've never seen Toad so
determined. However, we will see it out. He mustande left an instant unguarded. We shall
have to take it in turns to be with him, till theigon has worked itself out of his system.’

They arranged watches accordingly. Each animal itoiokturns to sleep in Toad's room at night,
and they divided the day up between them. At Tisdd was undoubtedly very trying to his
careful guardians. When his violent paroxysms psxesi him he would arrange bedroom chairs
in rude resemblance of a motor-car and would craurcthe foremost of them, bent forward and
staring fixedly ahead, making uncouth and ghastiges, till the climax was reached, when,
turning a complete somersault, he would lie préstaanidst the ruins of the chairs, apparently
completely satisfied for the moment. As time paskeavever, these painful seizures grew
gradually less frequent, and his friends strovéivert his mind into fresh channels. But his
interest in other matters did not seem to revine, lze grew apparently languid and depressed.

One fine morning the Rat, whose turn it was to galoty, went upstairs to relieve Badger,
whom he found fidgeting to be off and stretch bigslin a long ramble round his wood and
down his earths and burrows. 'Toad's still in bleel fold the Rat, outside the door. 'Can't get
much out of him, except, "O leave him alone, hetwaothing, perhaps he'll be better presently,
it may pass off in time, don't be unduly anxiow®d so on. Now, you look out, Rat! When
Toad's quiet and submissive and playing at beiadhdro of a Sunday-school prize, then he's at
his artfullest. There's sure to be something dmolw him. Well, now, | must be off.'

'How are you to-day, old chap?' inquired the Ratectully, as he approached Toad's bedside.

He had to wait some minutes for an answer. Atddseble voice replied, "'Thank you so much,
dear Ratty! So good of you to inquire! But firsl tae how you are yourself, and the excellent
Mole?'

'O, WE'RE all right,’ replied the Rat. 'Mole,' hddad incautiously, 'is going out for a run round
with Badger. They'll be out till luncheon time, yau and | will spend a pleasant morning
together, and I'll do my best to amuse you. Nowguwmp, there's a good fellow, and don't lie
moping there on a fine morning like this!"

'Dear, kind Rat," murmured Toad, 'how little yoalrge my condition, and how very far | am
from "jumping up" now—if ever! But do not troubl®aut me. | hate being a burden to my
friends, and | do not expect to be one much longeleed, | almost hope not.’

'Well, | hope not, too," said the Rat heartily. iY@ been a fine bother to us all this time, amd I'
glad to hear it's going to stop. And in weathee likis, and the boating season just beginning! It's
too bad of you, Toad! It isn't the trouble we mibdf you're making us miss such an awful lot.’




'I'm afraid it IS the trouble you mind, thoughplied the Toad languidly. 'l can quite understand
it. It's natural enough. You're tired of botheradgput me. | mustn't ask you to do anything
further. I'm a nuisance, | know.'

"You are, indeed,' said the Rat. 'But | tell yod thke any trouble on earth for you, if only you'd
be a sensible animal.’

'If | thought that, Ratty," murmured Toad, morebiigeghan ever, 'then | would beg you—for the
last time, probably—to step round to the villageyagkly as possible—even now it may be too
late—and fetch the doctor. But don't you bothes.dhly a trouble, and perhaps we may as well
let things take their course.’

'Why, what do you want a doctor for?' inquired Bet, coming closer and examining him. He
certainly lay very still and flat, and his voice swaeaker and his manner much changed.

'Surely you have noticed of late—murmured Toad. 'But, no—why should you? Noticing
things is only a trouble. To-morrow, indeed, youyrba saying to yourself, "O, if only | had
noticed sooner! If only | had done something!" Bot it's a trouble. Never mind—forget that |
asked.'

'‘Look here, old man,' said the Rat, beginning torgher alarmed, 'of course I'll fetch a doctor to
you, if you really think you want him. But you chardly be bad enough for that yet. Let's talk
about something else.’

'l fear, dear friend,' said Toad, with a sad snil&t "talk" can do little in a case like this—or
doctors either, for that matter; still, one mustggr at the slightest straw. And, by the way—
while you are about it—I HATE to give you additidtiauble, but | happen to remember that
you will pass the door—would you mind at the sametasking the lawyer to step up? It would
be a convenience to me, and there are moments—gserishould say there is A moment—when
one must face disagreeable tasks, at whatevetaeghausted nature!'

‘A lawyer! O, he must be really bad!" the affrightat said to himself, as he hurried from the
room, not forgetting, however, to lock the dooretally behind him.

Outside, he stopped to consider. The other two fegraway, and he had no one to consult.

'It's best to be on the safe side," he said, deatédn. 'I've known Toad fancy himself frightfully
bad before, without the slightest reason; butdeeer heard him ask for a lawyer! If there's
nothing really the matter, the doctor will tell hime's an old ass, and cheer him up; and that will
be something gained. I'd better humour him andtgeon't take very long." So he ran off to the
village on his errand of mercy.

The Toad, who had hopped lightly out of bed as sashe heard the key turned in the lock,
watched him eagerly from the window till he disage down the carriage-drive. Then,
laughing heartily, he dressed as quickly as possibthe smartest suit he could lay hands on at
the moment, filled his pockets with cash which dektfrom a small drawer in the dressing-table,




and next, knotting the sheets from his bed togethdrtying one end of the improvised rope
round the central mullion of the handsome Tudordeim which formed such a feature of his
bedroom, he scrambled out, slid lightly to the gmbuand, taking the opposite direction to the
Rat, marched off lightheartedly, whistling a metuye.

It was a gloomy luncheon for Rat when the Badgertae Mole at length returned, and he had
to face them at table with his pitiful and uncoroing story. The Badger's caustic, not to say
brutal, remarks may be imagined, and thereforegubassger; but it was painful to the Rat that
even the Mole, though he took his friend's sideaagas possible, could not help saying, 'You've
been a bit of a duffer this time, Ratty! Toad, toball animals!

'He did it awfully well," said the crestfallen Rat.

'He did YOU awfully well! rejoined the Badger hptlHowever, talking won't mend matters.
He's got clear away for the time, that's certana #he worst of it is, he'll be so conceited with
what he'll think is his cleverness that he may canamy folly. One comfort is, we're free now,
and needn't waste any more of our precious timegdeentry-go. But we'd better continue to
sleep at Toad Hall for a while longer. Toad mayhmught back at any moment—on a stretcher,
or between two policemen.’

So spoke the Badger, not knowing what the futute imestore, or how much water, and of how
turbid a character, was to run under bridges befod should sit at ease again in his ancestral
Hall.

Meanwhile, Toad, gay and irresponsible, was walkingkly along the high road, some miles
from home. At first he had taken by-paths, and sedsmany fields, and changed his course
several times, in case of pursuit; but now, feebgghis time safe from recapture, and the sun
smiling brightly on him, and all Nature joining anchorus of approval to the song of self-praise
that his own heart was singing to him, he almostdd along the road in his satisfaction and
conceit.

'‘Smart piece of work that!" he remarked to himshlickling. '‘Brain against brute force—and
brain came out on the top—as it's bound to do. BlwbRatty! My! won't he catch it when the
Badger gets back! A worthy fellow, Ratty, with magyod qualities, but very little intelligence
and absolutely no education. | must take him indnsame day, and see if | can make something
of him.'

Filled full of conceited thoughts such as thessthede along, his head in the air, till he reached
a little town, where the sign of 'The Red Lion,imging across the road halfway down the main
street, reminded him that he had not breakfast&tdddny, and that he was exceedingly hungry
after his long walk. He marched into the Inn, oedkthe best luncheon that could be provided at
so short a notice, and sat down to eat it in tlileeeroom.

He was about half-way through his meal when an tdyfamiliar sound, approaching down the
street, made him start and fall a-trembling allroWée poop-poop! drew nearer and nearer, the
car could be heard to turn into the inn-yard anti€do a stop, and Toad had to hold on to the




leg of the table to conceal his over-mastering @noPresently the party entered the coffee-
room, hungry, talkative, and gay, voluble on tleiperiences of the morning and the merits of
the chariot that had brought them along so weladrstened eagerly, all ears, for a time; at last
he could stand it no longer. He slipped out ofrttwamn quietly, paid his bill at the bar, and as
soon as he got outside sauntered round quiethetanh-yard. "There cannot be any harm,' he
said to himself, in my only just LOOKING at it"

The car stood in the middle of the yard, quite tevated, the stable-helps and other hangers-on
being all at their dinner. Toad walked slowly routydnspecting, criticising, musing deeply.

'l wonder," he said to himself presently, 'l wondi¢his sort of car STARTS easily?’

Next moment, hardly knowing how it came about, dwnfl he had hold of the handle and was
turning it. As the familiar sound broke forth, thiel passion seized on Toad and completely
mastered him, body and soul. As if in a dream ldochimself, somehow, seated in the driver's
seat; as if in a dream, he pulled the lever andchgwe car round the yard and out through the
archway; and, as if in a dream, all sense of ragiat wrong, all fear of obvious consequences,
seemed temporarily suspended. He increased his gadas the car devoured the street and
leapt forth on the high road through the open cguiiie was only conscious that he was Toad
once more, Toad at his best and highest, Toackthertthe traffic-queller, the Lord of the lone
trail, before whom all must give way or be smitieto nothingness and everlasting night. He
chanted as he flew, and the car responded withreoaa@rone; the miles were eaten up under
him as he sped he knew not whither, fulfilling mstincts, living his hour, reckless of what
might come to him.

**k k k k%

"To my mind," observed the Chairman of the BencWMadistrates cheerfully, 'the ONLY
difficulty that presents itself in this otherwisery clear case is, how we can possibly make it
sufficiently hot for the incorrigible rogue and bHaned ruffian whom we see cowering in the
dock before us. Let me see: he has been found/goritthe clearest evidence, first, of stealing a
valuable motor-car; secondly, of driving to the jicidanger; and, thirdly, of gross impertinence
to the rural police. Mr. Clerk, will you tell uslgase, what is the very stiffest penalty we can
impose for each of these offences? Without, of ®®ugiving the prisoner the benefit of any
doubt, because there isn't any.’

The Clerk scratched his nose with his pen. 'Soroplpavould consider,’ he observed, 'that
stealing the motor-car was the worst offence; anidl is. But cheeking the police undoubtedly
carries the severest penalty; and so it ought. &ipg you were to say twelve months for the
theft, which is mild; and three years for the fusariving, which is lenient; and fifteen years for
the cheek, which was pretty bad sort of cheek,ipnglgy what we've heard from the witness-
box, even if you only believe one-tenth part of Ww@u heard, and | never believe more
myself—those figures, if added together corredtdy up to nineteen years——

'First-rate!' said the Chairman.




'—So0 you had better make it a round twenty yeadskemnon the safe side,’ concluded the Clerk.

'An excellent suggestion!' said the Chairman appgly. 'Prisoner! Pull yourself together and
try and stand up straight. It's going to be tweygsrs for you this time. And mind, if you appear
before us again, upon any charge whatever, we lsaad to deal with you very seriously!

Then the brutal minions of the law fell upon th@leas Toad; loaded him with chains, and
dragged him from the Court House, shrieking, prgyprotesting; across the marketplace, where
the playful populace, always as severe upon detecime as they are sympathetic and helpful
when one is merely 'wanted,' assailed him withgjeearrots, and popular catch-words; past
hooting school children, their innocent faces fitwith the pleasure they ever derive from the
sight of a gentleman in difficulties; across thddw-sounding drawbridge, below the spiky
portcullis, under the frowning archway of the gihd castle, whose ancient towers soared high
overhead; past guardrooms full of grinning soldieffyduty, past sentries who coughed in a
horrid, sarcastic way, because that is as muchsastay on his post dare do to show his
contempt and abhorrence of crime; up time-worn wigdtairs, past men-at-arms in casquet and
corselet of steel, darting threatening looks thtotlgir vizards; across courtyards, where
mastiffs strained at their leash and pawed theoaget at him; past ancient warders, their
halberds leant against the wall, dozing over aypastl a flagon of brown ale; on and on, past the
rack-chamber and the thumbscrew-room, past thenyithat led to the private scaffold, till they
reached the door of the grimmest dungeon thatdlya heart of the innermost keep. There at
last they paused, where an ancient gaoler satrfimgga bunch of mighty keys.

'‘Oddsbodikins!" said the sergeant of police, takiffdiis helmet and wiping his forehead. 'Rouse
thee, old loon, and take over from us this vile d,aacriminal of deepest guilt and matchless
artfulness and resource. Watch and ward him witthglskill; and mark thee well, greybeard,
should aught untoward befall, thy old head shathaer for his—and a murrain on both of them!

The gaoler nodded grimly, laying his withered handhe shoulder of the miserable Toad. The
rusty key creaked in the lock, the great door atahigehind them; and Toad was a helpless
prisoner in the remotest dungeon of the best-gakkdep of the stoutest castle in all the length
and breadth of Merry England.

VIl. THE PIPER AT THE GATES OF DAWN

The Willow-Wren was twittering his thin little songidden himself in the dark selvedge of the
river bank. Though it was past ten o'clock at nigfime sky still clung to and retained some
lingering skirts of light from the departed daydahe sullen heats of the torrid afternoon broke
up and rolled away at the dispersing touch of i@ ingers of the short midsummer night.
Mole lay stretched on the bank, still panting frtra stress of the fierce day that had been
cloudless from dawn to late sunset, and waitedhi®friend to return. He had been on the river
with some companions, leaving the Water Rat frdeetep a engagement of long standing with




Otter; and he had come back to find the house aadkdeserted, and no sign of Rat, who was
doubtless keeping it up late with his old comrdtesas still too hot to think of staying indoors,
so he lay on some cool dock-leaves, and thoughttbegpast day and its doings, and how very
good they all had been.

The Rat's light footfall was presently heard apphirag over the parched grass. 'O, the blessed
coolness!' he said, and sat down, gazing thoudyifutb the river, silent and pre-occupied.

'You stayed to supper, of course?' said the Madsgontly.

'Simply had to," said the Rat. 'They wouldn't he&famy going before. You know how kind they
always are. And they made things as jolly for meas they could, right up to the moment |
left. But | felt a brute all the time, as it wagaf to me they were very unhappy, though they
tried to hide it. Mole, I'm afraid they're in trdebLittle Portly is missing again; and you know
what a lot his father thinks of him, though he resaeys much about it.’

'What, that child?' said the Mole lightly. 'Welympose he is; why worry about it? He's always
straying off and getting lost, and turning up agigls so adventurous. But no harm ever
happens to him. Everybody hereabouts knows hinlikesl him, just as they do old Otter, and
you may be sure some animal or other will comesschom and bring him back again all right.
Why, we've found him ourselves, miles from homel quite self-possessed and cheerful

'Yes; but this time it's more serious,' said thé gravely. 'He's been missing for some days now,
and the Otters have hunted everywhere, high anguatvout finding the slightest trace. And
they've asked every animal, too, for miles aroamd no one knows anything about him. Otter's
evidently more anxious than he'll admit. | got ofihim that young Portly hasn't learnt to swim
very well yet, and | can see he's thinking of trerwThere's a lot of water coming down still,
considering the time of the year, and the placagbhad a fascination for the child. And then
there are—well, traps and things—YOU know. Ottadsthe fellow to be nervous about any
son of his before it's time. And now he IS nervddiéien | left, he came out with me—said he
wanted some air, and talked about stretching lgs. IBut | could see it wasn't that, so | drew
him out and pumped him, and got it all from himeast. He was going to spend the night
watching by the ford. You know the place wheredlteford used to be, in by-gone days before
they built the bridge?'

'l know it well," said the Mole. '‘But why shouldt®t choose to watch there?"

'Well, it seems that it was there he gave Portyfinst swimming-lesson,' continued the Rat.
'From that shallow, gravelly spit near the bankdAinwvas there he used to teach him fishing,
and there young Portly caught his first fish, ofiebhhe was so very proud. The child loved the
spot, and Otter thinks that if he came wanderingklfieom wherever he is—if he IS anywhere by
this time, poor little chap—he might make for tloedf he was so fond of; or if he came across it
he'd remember it well, and stop there and playhqges. So Otter goes there every night and
watches—on the chance, you know, just on the chance




They were silent for a time, both thinking of trearse thing—the lonely, heart-sore animal,
crouched by the ford, watching and waiting, thegloight through—on the chance.

'‘Well, well," said the Rat presently, 'l supposeomght to be thinking about turning in.' But he
never offered to move.

'Rat," said the Mole, 'l simply can't go and turnand go to sleep, and DO nothing, even though
there doesn't seem to be anything to be done. 9&t'the boat out, and paddle up stream. The
moon will be up in an hour or so, and then we sglarch as well as we can—anyhow, it will be
better than going to bed and doing NOTHING.'

‘Just what | was thinking myself," said the R#s hot the sort of night for bed anyhow; and
daybreak is not so very far off, and then we ma¥ pip some news of him from early risers as
we go along.'

They got the boat out, and the Rat took the sgadiddling with caution. Out in midstream, there
was a clear, narrow track that faintly reflected shy; but wherever shadows fell on the water
from bank, bush, or tree, they were as solid tapflearance as the banks themselves, and the
Mole had to steer with judgment accordingly. Dankl @eserted as it was, the night was full of
small noises, song and chatter and rustling, teltihthe busy little population who were up and
about, plying their trades and vocations throughrtight till sunshine should fall on them at last
and send them off to their well-earned repose.Waker's own noises, too, were more apparent
than by day, its gurglings and 'cloops' more unetqzband near at hand; and constantly they
started at what seemed a sudden clear call froactaral articulate voice.

The line of the horizon was clear and hard agdivessky, and in one particular quarter it
showed black against a silvery climbing phospharese that grew and grew. At last, over the
rim of the waiting earth the moon lifted with slamajesty till it swung clear of the horizon and
rode off, free of moorings; and once more they hdgasee surfaces—meadows wide-spread,
and quiet gardens, and the river itself from bankank, all softly disclosed, all washed clean of
mystery and terror, all radiant again as by daywth a difference that was tremendous. Their
old haunts greeted them again in other raimerif,they had slipped away and put on this pure
new apparel and come quietly back, smiling as ggyy waited to see if they would be
recognised again under it.

Fastening their boat to a willow, the friends lashdethis silent, silver kingdom, and patiently
explored the hedges, the hollow trees, the ruraradstheir little culverts, the ditches and dry
water-ways. Embarking again and crossing over, Whaked their way up the stream in this
manner, while the moon, serene and detached oualelss sky, did what she could, though so
far off, to help them in their quest; till her hazame and she sank earthwards reluctantly, and
left them, and mystery once more held field andriv

Then a change began slowly to declare itself. Tdrezbn became clearer, field and tree came
more into sight, and somehow with a different lothle mystery began to drop away from them.

A bird piped suddenly, and was still; and a ligredze sprang up and set the reeds and bulrushes
rustling. Rat, who was in the stern of the boatevilole sculled, sat up suddenly and listened




with a passionate intentness. Mole, who with gestiiekes was just keeping the boat moving
while he scanned the banks with care, looked atvittm curiosity.

'It's gone!" sighed the Rat, sinking back in hestsgain. 'So beautiful and strange and new. Since
it was to end so soon, | almost wish | had nevardhé. For it has roused a longing in me that is
pain, and nothing seems worth while but just tar tieat sound once more and go on listening to
it for ever. No! There it is again!" he cried, alence more. Entranced, he was silent for a long
space, spellbound.

'‘Now it passes on and | begin to lose it,' he paggently. 'O Mole! the beauty of it! The merry
bubble and joy, the thin, clear, happy call of dmtant piping! Such music | never dreamed of,
and the call in it is stronger even than the missgweet! Row on, Mole, row! For the music and
the call must be for us.’

The Mole, greatly wondering, obeyed. 'l hear najhnmyself,” he said, 'but the wind playing in
the reeds and rushes and osiers.’

The Rat never answered, if indeed he heard. Rapisported, trembling, he was possessed in all
his senses by this new divine thing that caughtiggelpless soul and swung and dandled it, a
powerless but happy infant in a strong sustainiagg

In silence Mole rowed steadily, and soon they ctoreepoint where the river divided, a long
backwater branching off to one side. With a sliglavement of his head Rat, who had long

dropped the rudder-lines, directed the rower te thle backwater. The creeping tide of light
gained and gained, and now they could see the cofdhe flowers that gemmed the water's
edge.

‘Clearer and nearer still,’ cried the Rat joyoudlypw you must surely hear it! Ah—at last—I see
you do!'

Breathless and transfixed the Mole stopped rowstha liquid run of that glad piping broke on
him like a wave, caught him up, and possessed kignly1 He saw the tears on his comrade's
cheeks, and bowed his head and understood. Farca fpey hung there, brushed by the purple
loose-strife that fringed the bank; then the clegyerious summons that marched hand-in-hand
with the intoxicating melody imposed its will on Mo and mechanically he bent to his oars
again. And the light grew steadily stronger, butimds sang as they were wont to do at the
approach of dawn; and but for the heavenly musmas marvellously still.

On either side of them, as they glided onwardsrittlemeadow-grass seemed that morning of a
freshness and a greenness unsurpassable. Newvirelyatbticed the roses so vivid, the willow-
herb so riotous, the meadow-sweet so odorous andgiag. Then the murmur of the
approaching weir began to hold the air, and th#yafeonsciousness that they were nearing the
end, whatever it might be, that surely awaitedrtbepedition.

A wide half-circle of foam and glinting lights astiining shoulders of green water, the great
weir closed the backwater from bank to bank, tredlll the quiet surface with twirling eddies




and floating foam-streaks, and deadened all otends with its solemn and soothing rumble. In
midmost of the stream, embraced in the weir's shenmg arm-spread, a small island lay
anchored, fringed close with willow and silver irand alder. Reserved, shy, but full of
significance, it hid whatever it might hold behiadeil, keeping it till the hour should come,
and, with the hour, those who were called and ahose

Slowly, but with no doubt or hesitation whatevergdan something of a solemn expectancy, the
two animals passed through the broken tumultuousrveead moored their boat at the flowery
margin of the island. In silence they landed, anshed through the blossom and scented
herbage and undergrowth that led up to the levaimgt, till they stood on a little lawn of a
marvellous green, set round with Nature's own adtieees—crab-apple, wild cherry, and sloe.

‘This is the place of my song-dream, the placerhbsic played to me," whispered the Rat, as if
in a trance. 'Here, in this holy place, here ifwhgre, surely we shall find Him!'

Then suddenly the Mole felt a great Awe fall upam han awe that turned his muscles to water,
bowed his head, and rooted his feet to the grolimeas no panic terror—indeed he felt
wonderfully at peace and happy—»but it was an awegimote and held him and, without seeing,
he knew it could only mean that some august Presenas very, very near. With difficulty he
turned to look for his friend and saw him at hdescowed, stricken, and trembling violently.
And still there was utter silence in the populoud4haunted branches around them; and still the
light grew and grew.

Perhaps he would never have dared to raise his leyethat, though the piping was now hushed,
the call and the summons seemed still dominanirapdrious. He might not refuse, were Death
himself waiting to strike him instantly, once hedHaoked with mortal eye on things rightly kept
hidden. Trembling he obeyed, and raised his huiméel; and then, in that utter clearness of the
imminent dawn, while Nature, flushed with fullnegsncredible colour, seemed to hold her
breath for the event, he looked in the very eyab®fFriend and Helper; saw the backward
sweep of the curved horns, gleaming in the growlagight; saw the stern, hooked nose
between the kindly eyes that were looking downt@mt humourously, while the bearded mouth
broke into a half-smile at the corners; saw thplig muscles on the arm that lay across the
broad chest, the long supple hand still holdingpthe-pipes only just fallen away from the

parted lips; saw the splendid curves of the shdiggys disposed in majestic ease on the sward;
saw, last of all, nestling between his very hoogéseping soundly in entire peace and
contentment, the little, round, podgy, childishnfoof the baby otter. All this he saw, for one
moment breathless and intense, vivid on the morskygand still, as he looked, he lived; and
still, as he lived, he wondered.

'Rat!" he found breath to whisper, shaking. 'Ara gfraid?’

‘Afraid?' murmured the Rat, his eyes shining witlitterable love. 'Afraid! Of HIM? O, never,
never! And yet—and yet—O, Mole, | am afraid!’

Then the two animals, crouching to the earth, bothed heads and did worship.




Sudden and magnificent, the sun's broad goldenstiewed itself over the horizon facing them;
and the first rays, shooting across the level wateadows, took the animals full in the eyes and
dazzled them. When they were able to look once ntleeVision had vanished, and the air was
full of the carol of birds that hailed the dawn.

As they stared blankly in dumb misery deepeninthayg slowly realised all they had seen and
all they had lost, a capricious little breeze, dlagaip from the surface of the water, tossed the
aspens, shook the dewy roses and blew lightly aneksingly in their faces; and with its soft
touch came instant oblivion. For this is the lasttlyift that the kindly demi-god is careful to
bestow on those to whom he has revealed himséiiin helping: the gift of forgetfulness. Lest
the awful remembrance should remain and grow, &edsbadow mirth and pleasure, and the
great haunting memory should spoil all the afteedi of little animals helped out of difficulties,
in order that they should be happy and lightheaakedefore.

Mole rubbed his eyes and stared at Rat, who wadsrig@bout him in a puzzled sort of way. 'l
beg your pardon; what did you say, Rat?' he asked.

'l think 1 was only remarking,' said Rat slowlydt this was the right sort of place, and that here
if anywhere, we should find him. And look! Why, teéhe is, the little fellow!" And with a cry of
delight he ran towards the slumbering Portly.

But Mole stood still a moment, held in thought. éxee wakened suddenly from a beautiful
dream, who struggles to recall it, and can re-gaptothing but a dim sense of the beauty of it,
the beauty! Till that, too, fades away in its tuand the dreamer bitterly accepts the hard, cold
waking and all its penalties; so Mole, after stluggwith his memory for a brief space, shook
his head sadly and followed the Rat.

Portly woke up with a joyous squeak, and wrigglethypleasure at the sight of his father's
friends, who had played with him so often in pastd In a moment, however, his face grew
blank, and he fell to hunting round in a circlelwieading whine. As a child that has fallen
happily asleep in its nurse's arms, and wakestbitself alone and laid in a strange place, and
searches corners and cupboards, and runs fromtworom, despair growing silently in its
heart, even so Portly searched the island andlssdrdogged and unwearying, till at last the
black moment came for giving it up, and sitting aoand crying bitterly.

The Mole ran quickly to comfort the little animakit Rat, lingering, looked long and doubtfully
at certain hoof-marks deep in the sward.

'Some—qgreat—animal—has been here," he murmuredyséowl thoughtfully; and stood
musing, musing; his mind strangely stirred.

'‘Come along, Rat!" called the Mole. 'Think of p&@ter, waiting up there by the ford!
Portly had soon been comforted by the promisetcdat—a jaunt on the river in Mr. Rat's real

boat; and the two animals conducted him to the vgasede, placed him securely between them
in the bottom of the boat, and paddled off downlithekwater. The sun was fully up by now, and




hot on them, birds sang lustily and without resit;eand flowers smiled and nodded from either
bank, but somehow—so thought the animals—with ¢éésehness and blaze of colour than they
seemed to remember seeing quite recently somewhbes~wondered where.

The main river reached again, they turned the $batid upstream, towards the point where they
knew their friend was keeping his lonely vigil. &key drew near the familiar ford, the Mole
took the boat in to the bank, and they lifted Bootht and set him on his legs on the tow-path,
gave him his marching orders and a friendly farépa&t on the back, and shoved out into mid-
stream. They watched the little animal as he watldleng the path contentedly and with
importance; watched him till they saw his muzzlddenly lift and his waddle break into a
clumsy amble as he quickened his pace with shhihes and wriggles of recognition. Looking
up the river, they could see Otter start up, temskrigid, from out of the shallows where he
crouched in dumb patience, and could hear his atnaze joyous bark as he bounded up
through the osiers on to the path. Then the Moithy a/strong pull on one oar, swung the boat
round and let the full stream bear them down agdiither it would, their quest now happily
ended.

'l feel strangely tired, Rat,' said the Mole, leanwearily over his oars as the boat drifted. 'It's
being up all night, you'll say, perhaps; but thatthing. We do as much half the nights of the
week, at this time of the year. No; | feel asliiald been through something very exciting and
rather terrible, and it was just over; and yet mglparticular has happened.’

'Or something very surprising and splendid and tiehumurmured the Rat, leaning back and
closing his eyes. 'l feel just as you do, Mole;@yrdead tired, though not body tired. It's lucky
we've got the stream with us, to take us homet itgolly to feel the sun again, soaking into
one's bones! And hark to the wind playing in theds'

'It's like music—far away music," said the Mole douy drowsily.

'So | was thinking," murmured the Rat, dreamful Emdjuid. '‘Dance-music—the lilting sort that
runs on without a stop—but with words in it, too—p#sses into words and out of them again—I
catch them at intervals—then it is dance-music anoee, and then nothing but the reeds’ soft
thin whispering.’

You hear better than I,' said the Mole sadlyatmot catch the words.’

‘Let me try and give you them,' said the Rat spfilg eyes still closed. 'Now it is turning into
words again—faint but clear—Lest the awe shouldldwand turn your frolic to fret—You

shall look on my power at the helping hour—But tlyen shall forget! Now the reeds take it
up—forget, forget, they sigh, and it dies away mustle and a whisper. Then the voice returns—

'Lest limbs be reddened and rent—I spring thetinapis set—As | loose the snare you may
glimpse me there—For surely you shall forget! Raaner, Mole, nearer to the reeds! It is hard
to catch, and grows each minute fainter.




'Helper and healer, | cheer—Small waifs in the wand wet—Strays | find in it, wounds | bind
in it—Bidding them all forget! Nearer, Mole, nedrBlo, it is no good; the song has died away
into reed-talk.’

'‘But what do the words mean?' asked the wonderiolg M

‘That | do not know," said the Rat simply. 'l pak8em on to you as they reached me. Ah! now
they return again, and this time full and clearisTime, at last, it is the real, the unmistakable
thing, simple—passionate—perfect——

'Well, let's have it, then," said the Mole, afteriad waited patiently for a few minutes, half-
dozing in the hot sun.

But no answer came. He looked, and understoodldres. With a smile of much happiness on
his face, and something of a listening look sitilgkering there, the weary Rat was fast asleep.

VIIl. TOAD'S ADVENTURES

When Toad found himself immured in a dank and mosaungeon, and knew that all the grim
darkness of a medieval fortress lay between himtla@auter world of sunshine and well-
metalled high roads where he had lately been spyhasporting himself as if he had bought up
every road in England, he flung himself at fulldgéim on the floor, and shed bitter tears, and
abandoned himself to dark despair. 'This is theafreverything' (he said), ‘at least it is the end
of the career of Toad, which is the same thingpihyeular and handsome Toad, the rich and
hospitable Toad, the Toad so free and carelesdgemahair! How can | hope to be ever set at
large again' (he said), 'who have been imprisongdsily for stealing so handsome a motor-car
in such an audacious manner, and for such luridraadinative cheek, bestowed upon such a
number of fat, red-faced policemen!" (Here his sdiisked him.) 'Stupid animal that | was' (he
said), 'now | must languish in this dungeon, tdbple who were proud to say they knew me,
have forgotten the very name of Toad! O wise olddga!" (he said), 'O clever, intelligent Rat
and sensible Mole! What sound judgments, what avkedge of men and matters you possess!
O unhappy and forsaken Toad!" With lamentation$ siscthese he passed his days and nights
for several weeks, refusing his meals or interntedight refreshments, though the grim and
ancient gaoler, knowing that Toad's pockets wetélined, frequently pointed out that many
comforts, and indeed luxuries, could by arrangerbergent in—at a price—from outside.

Now the gaoler had a daughter, a pleasant wencly@wdthearted, who assisted her father in
the lighter duties of his post. She was particyléohd of animals, and, besides her canary,
whose cage hung on a nail in the massive wall@kt#ep by day, to the great annoyance of
prisoners who relished an after-dinner nap, andshasuded in an antimacassar on the parlour
table at night, she kept several piebald mice amsidess revolving squirrel. This kind-hearted
girl, pitying the misery of Toad, said to her fatlome day, 'Father! | can't bear to see that poor




beast so unhappy, and getting so thin! You let meihe managing of him. You know how
fond of animals | am. I'll make him eat from my daand sit up, and do all sorts of things.'

Her father replied that she could do what she likétl him. He was tired of Toad, and his sulks
and his airs and his meanness. So that day sheowérar errand of mercy, and knocked at the
door of Toad's cell.

'‘Now, cheer up, Toad,' she said, coaxingly, onrerge'and sit up and dry your eyes and be a
sensible animal. And do try and eat a bit of dinse&re, I've brought you some of mine, hot from
the oven!

It was bubble-and-squeak, between two plates, tarfcaigrance filled the narrow cell. The
penetrating smell of cabbage reached the nosead @s he lay prostrate in his misery on the
floor, and gave him the idea for a moment that gesHife was not such a blank and desperate
thing as he had imagined. But still he wailed, kioted with his legs, and refused to be
comforted. So the wise girl retired for the timat,lof course, a good deal of the smell of hot
cabbage remained behind, as it will do, and Toatly&en his sobs, sniffed and reflected, and
gradually began to think new and inspiring thougbtshivalry, and poetry, and deeds still to be
done; of broad meadows, and cattle browsing in thheked by sun and wind; of kitchen-
gardens, and straight herb-borders, and warm sragpd beset by bees; and of the comforting
clink of dishes set down on the table at Toad Hait] the scrape of chair-legs on the floor as
every one pulled himself close up to his work. alveof the narrow cell took a rosy tinge; he
began to think of his friends, and how they woulcety be able to do something; of lawyers,
and how they would have enjoyed his case, and amass he had been not to get in a few; and
lastly, he thought of his own great clevernessrasdurce, and all that he was capable of if he
only gave his great mind to it; and the cure wasoak complete.

When the girl returned, some hours later, sheaguaitray, with a cup of fragrant tea steaming
on it; and a plate piled up with very hot buttetedst, cut thick, very brown on both sides, with
the butter running through the holes in it in grgaitden drops, like honey from the honeycomb.
The smell of that buttered toast simply talked ¢ad, and with no uncertain voice; talked of
warm kitchens, of breakfasts on bright frosty mogsi, of cosy parlour firesides on winter
evenings, when one's ramble was over and slipgestdvere propped on the fender; of the
purring of contented cats, and the twitter of sfeegnaries. Toad sat up on end once more, dried
his eyes, sipped his tea and munched his toass@rdbegan talking freely about himself, and
the house he lived in, and his doings there, andihgportant he was, and what a lot his friends
thought of him.

The gaoler's daughter saw that the topic was daimgas much good as the tea, as indeed it was,
and encouraged him to go on.

"Tell me about Toad Hall," said she. 'It soundsubaa.'
‘'Toad Hall," said the Toad proudly, 'is an eligibdf-contained gentleman's residence very

unique; dating in part from the fourteenth centimyt replete with every modern convenience.
Up-to-date sanitation. Five minutes from churchstpaffice, and golf-links, Suitable for——




'Bless the animal,’ said the girl, laughing, 'l devant to TAKE it. Tell me something REAL
about it. But first wait till | fetch you some motea and toast.’

She tripped away, and presently returned with shfteayful; and Toad, pitching into the toast
with avidity, his spirits quite restored to thesual level, told her about the boathouse, and the
fish-pond, and the old walled kitchen-garden; anolud the pig-styes, and the stables, and the
pigeon-house, and the hen-house; and about thg dadl the wash-house, and the china-
cupboards, and the linen-presses (she liked thaspecially); and about the banqueting-hall,
and the fun they had there when the other animaie wathered round the table and Toad was at
his best, singing songs, telling stories, carryngyenerally. Then she wanted to know about his
animal-friends, and was very interested in all &d to tell her about them and how they lived,
and what they did to pass their time. Of course,dtl not say she was fond of animals as PETS,
because she had the sense to see that Toad woetktirbmely offended. When she said good
night, having filled his water-jug and shaken up $traw for him, Toad was very much the same
sanguine, self-satisfied animal that he had beaidofHe sang a little song or two, of the sort he
used to sing at his dinner-parties, curled himsplin the straw, and had an excellent night's rest
and the pleasantest of dreams.

They had many interesting talks together, aftet, dmthe dreary days went on; and the gaoler's
daughter grew very sorry for Toad, and thoughtgteat shame that a poor little animal should
be locked up in prison for what seemed to her g trevial offence. Toad, of course, in his
vanity, thought that her interest in him proceefteth a growing tenderness; and he could not
help half-regretting that the social gulf betweleerh was so very wide, for she was a comely
lass, and evidently admired him very much.

One morning the girl was very thoughtful, and angdeat random, and did not seem to Toad to
be paying proper attention to his witty sayings apdrkling comments.

‘Toad,' she said presently, 'just listen, pleakave an aunt who is a washerwoman.'

‘There, there,' said Toad, graciously and affahlyer mind; think no more aboutlithave
several aunts who OUGHT to be washerwomen.'

'Do be quiet a minute, Toad,' said the girl. "Yalk too much, that's your chief fault, and I'm
trying to think, and you hurt my head. As | saithave an aunt who is a washerwoman; she does
the washing for all the prisoners in this castle—tyeo keep any paying business of that sort in
the family, you understand. She takes out the wgsbin Monday morning, and brings it in on
Friday evening. This is a Thursday. Now, this isatvbiccurs to me: you're very rich—at least
you're always telling me so—and she's very podevApounds wouldn't make any difference to
you, and it would mean a lot to her. Now, | thihkhe were properly approached—squared, |
believe is the word you animals use—you could ctorome arrangement by which she would
let you have her dress and bonnet and so on, andoudd escape from the castle as the official
washerwoman. You're very alike in many respects-tiquaarly about the figure.'

'We're NOT,' said the Toad in a huff. 'l have ayaegant figure—for what | am.’




'So has my aunt,’ replied the girl, ‘for what SKHEBut have it your own way. You horrid, proud,
ungrateful animal, when I'm sorry for you, andiyto help you!

'Yes, yes, that's all right; thank you very muctided,' said the Toad hurriedly. 'But look here!
you wouldn't surely have Mr. Toad of Toad Hall, ggpabout the country disguised as a
washerwoman!'

‘Then you can stop here as a Toad,' replied thevgir much spirit. 'l suppose you want to go
off in a coach-and-four!

Honest Toad was always ready to admit himself @wmhong. "You are a good, kind, clever girl,
he said, 'and | am indeed a proud and a stupid toadduce me to your worthy aunt, if you will
be so kind, and | have no doubt that the exceléht and | will be able to arrange terms
satisfactory to both parties.’

Next evening the girl ushered her aunt into Toee€llls bearing his week's washing pinned up in
a towel. The old lady had been prepared beforefaritie interview, and the sight of certain
gold sovereigns that Toad had thoughtfully placedhe table in full view practically completed
the matter and left little further to discuss. éurn for his cash, Toad received a cotton print
gown, an apron, a shawl, and a rusty black bornhetpnly stipulation the old lady made being
that she should be gagged and bound and dumpedid@worner. By this not very convincing
artifice, she explained, aided by picturesquedittivhich she could supply herself, she hoped to
retain her situation, in spite of the suspiciougespance of things.

Toad was delighted with the suggestion. It wouldl@e him to leave the prison in some style,
and with his reputation for being a desperate argydrous fellow untarnished; and he readily
helped the gaoler's daughter to make her aunt apgeauch as possible the victim of
circumstances over which she had no control.

'‘Now it's your turn, Toad," said the girl. 'Také thfat coat and waistcoat of yours; you're fat
enough as itis.'

Shaking with laughter, she proceeded to ‘hook-amdfem into the cotton print gown, arranged
the shawl with a professional fold, and tied thiengs of the rusty bonnet under his chin.

'You're the very image of her,' she giggled, 'ditysure you never looked half so respectable in
all your life before. Now, good-bye, Toad, and gdweck. Go straight down the way you came
up; and if any one says anything to you, as thepaily will, being but men, you can chaff back
a bit, of course, but remember you're a widow wongaiite alone in the world, with a character
to lose.'

With a quaking heart, but as firm a footstep asdidd command, Toad set forth cautiously on
what seemed to be a most hare-brained and hazanddesgtaking; but he was soon agreeably
surprised to find how easy everything was maddiior, and a little humbled at the thought that
both his popularity, and the sex that seemed tin@st, were really another's. The
washerwoman's squat figure in its familiar cottoimtpseemed a passport for every barred door




and grim gateway; even when he hesitated, unceataia the right turning to take, he found
himself helped out of his difficulty by the wardsrthe next gate, anxious to be off to his tea,
summoning him to come along sharp and not keepaaiting there all night. The chaff and the
humourous sallies to which he was subjected, am¢htoh, of course, he had to provide prompt
and effective reply, formed, indeed, his chief damépr Toad was an animal with a strong sense
of his own dignity, and the chaff was mostly (heught) poor and clumsy, and the humour of
the sallies entirely lacking. However, he keptteisiper, though with great difficulty, suited his
retorts to his company and his supposed charatdrdid his best not to overstep the limits of
good taste.

It seemed hours before he crossed the last codriygected the pressing invitations from the
last guardroom, and dodged the outspread arm®dash warder, pleading with simulated
passion for just one farewell embrace. But athasheard the wicket-gate in the great outer door
click behind him, felt the fresh air of the outeontd upon his anxious brow, and knew that he
was free!

Dizzy with the easy success of his daring explatywalked quickly towards the lights of the
town, not knowing in the least what he should dethenly quite certain of one thing, that he
must remove himself as quickly as possible fromnighbourhood where the lady he was
forced to represent was so well-known and so poputdharacter.

As he walked along, considering, his attention easght by some red and green lights a little
way off, to one side of the town, and the sounthefpuffing and snorting of engines and the
banging of shunted trucks fell on his ear. 'Aha!ttought, 'this is a piece of luck! A railway
station is the thing | want most in the whole waatdhis moment; and what's more, | needn't go
through the town to get it, and shan't have to sughis humiliating character by repartees
which, though thoroughly effective, do not assist's sense of self-respect.’

He made his way to the station accordingly, coesiudt time-table, and found that a train, bound
more or less in the direction of his home, wastdugtart in half-an-hour. 'More luck!" said Toad,
his spirits rising rapidly, and went off to the kawy-office to buy his ticket.

He gave the name of the station that he knew taoelbeest to the village of which Toad Hall was
the principal feature, and mechanically put higérs, in search of the necessary money, where
his waistcoat pocket should have been. But heredtten gown, which had nobly stood by him
so far, and which he had basely forgotten, inteedeand frustrated his efforts. In a sort of
nightmare he struggled with the strange uncanmgtthat seemed to hold his hands, turn all
muscular strivings to water, and laugh at himfadl time; while other travellers, forming up in a
line behind, waited with impatience, making suggest of more or less value and comments of
more or less stringency and point. At last—somehdw-rever rightly understood how—he
burst the barriers, attained the goal, arrivedtatre all waistcoat pockets are eternally situated,
and found—not only no money, but no pocket to hipldnd no waistcoat to hold the pocket!

To his horror he recollected that he had left lwatat and waistcoat behind him in his cell, and
with them his pocket-book, money, keys, watch, imes¢ pencil-case—all that makes life worth
living, all that distinguishes the many-pocketedaal, the lord of creation, from the inferior




one-pocketed or no-pocketed productions that hdgmabout permissively, unequipped for the
real contest.

In his misery he made one desperate effort to ¢aeyhing off, and, with a return to his fine old
manner—a blend of the Squire and the College Donsald 'Look here! | find I've left my
purse behind. Just give me that ticket, will youd dll send the money on to-morrow? I'm well-
known in these parts.'

The clerk stared at him and the rusty black boanmabment, and then laughed. 'l should think
you were pretty well known in these parts,' he sdigiou've tried this game on often. Here,
stand away from the window, please, madam; youlrstrocting the other passengers!

An old gentleman who had been prodding him in thekldor some moments here thrust him
away, and, what was worse, addressed him as héswoman, which angered Toad more than
anything that had occurred that evening.

Baffled and full of despair, he wandered blindlywhothe platform where the train was standing,
and tears trickled down each side of his noseak hard, he thought, to be within sight of safety
and almost of home, and to be baulked by the wiaatfew wretched shillings and by the
pettifogging mistrustfulness of paid officials. Yesoon his escape would be discovered, the
hunt would be up, he would be caught, reviled, émhdith chains, dragged back again to prison
and bread-and-water and straw; his guards andtmshalould be doubled; and O, what sarcastic
remarks the girl would make! What was to be done?uMds not swift of foot; his figure was
unfortunately recognisable. Could he not squeedeihe seat of a carriage? He had seen this
method adopted by schoolboys, when the journey-smnpnevided by thoughtful parents had
been diverted to other and better ends. As he peddke found himself opposite the engine,
which was being oiled, wiped, and generally ca@$seits affectionate driver, a burly man with
an oil-can in one hand and a lump of cotton-wasthe other.

'Hullo, mother!" said the engine-driver, 'what's thouble? You don't look particularly cheerful.'

'O, sir!" said Toad, crying afresh, 'l am a poohappy washerwoman, and I've lost all my
money, and can't pay for a ticket, and | must getd to-night somehow, and whatever | am to
do | don't know. O dear, O dear!

‘That's a bad business, indeed,' said the enginerdeflectively. 'Lost your money—and can't
get home—and got some kids, too, waiting for yalarde say?’

'‘Any amount of 'em,’ sobbed Toad. 'And they'll bedry—and playing with matches—and
upsetting lamps, the little innocents!—and quaimglland going on generally. O dear, O dear!

'‘Well, I'll tell you what I'll do,’ said the goodhgine-driver. 'You're a washerwoman to your
trade, says you. Very well, that's that. And I'meaigine-driver, as you well may see, and there's
no denying it's terribly dirty work. Uses up a paowé shirts, it does, till my missus is fair tired

of washing of 'em. If you'll wash a few shirts foe when you get home, and send 'em along, I'll




give you a ride on my engine. It's against the Camyfs regulations, but we're not so very
particular in these out-of-the-way parts.’

The Toad's misery turned into rapture as he eagermbled up into the cab of the engine. Of
course, he had never washed a shirt in his lifé,cauldn't if he tried and, anyhow, he wasn't
going to begin; but he thought: 'When | get safeyne to Toad Hall, and have money again,
and pockets to put it in, | will send the engine+dr enough to pay for quite a quantity of
washing, and that will be the same thing, or bétter

The guard waved his welcome flag, the engine-dnwastled in cheerful response, and the train
moved out of the station. As the speed increasadlftee Toad could see on either side of him
real fields, and trees, and hedges, and cows, arsé all flying past him, and as he thought
how every minute was bringing him nearer to Toadl,ldad sympathetic friends, and money to
chink in his pocket, and a soft bed to sleep iul, good things to eat, and praise and admiration
at the recital of his adventures and his surpasdagrness, he began to skip up and down and
shout and sing snatches of song, to the greatiaktoant of the engine-driver, who had come
across washerwomen before, at long intervals, euemone at all like this.

They had covered many and many a mile, and Toadikeady considering what he would have
for supper as soon as he got home, when he ndtie¢the engine-driver, with a puzzled
expression on his face, was leaning over the ditleecengine and listening hard. Then he saw
him climb on to the coals and gaze out over theofdpe train; then he returned and said to
Toad: 'lt's very strange; we're the last train ragnn this direction to-night, yet | could be swor
that | heard another following us!

Toad ceased his frivolous antics at once. He begaee and depressed, and a dull pain in the
lower part of his spine, communicating itself ts kégs, made him want to sit down and try
desperately not to think of all the possibilities.

By this time the moon was shining brightly, and émgine-driver, steadying himself on the coal,
could command a view of the line behind them ftorey distance.

Presently he called out, 'l can see it clearly nibwd an engine, on our rails, coming along at a
great pace! It looks as if we were being pursued!

The miserable Toad, crouching in the coal-dustdthard to think of something to do, with
dismal want of success.

‘They are gaining on us fast!' cried the engingedriAnd the engine is crowded with the
gueerest lot of people! Men like ancient warderayiwg halberds; policemen in their helmets,
waving truncheons; and shabbily dressed men irhatst; obvious and unmistakable plain-
clothes detectives even at this distance, wavinglvers and walking-sticks; all waving, and all
shouting the same thing—"Stop, stop, stop!"

Then Toad fell on his knees among the coals amingghis clasped paws in supplication, cried,
'‘Save me, only save me, dear kind Mr. Engine-dyiaed | will confess everything! | am not the




simple washerwoman | seem to be! | have no childraiting for me, innocent or otherwise! |

am a toad—the well-known and popular Mr. Toad,raléa proprietor; | have just escaped, by
my great daring and cleverness, from a loathsomegehn into which my enemies had flung me;
and if those fellows on that engine recapture ingilli be chains and bread-and-water and straw
and misery once more for poor, unhappy, innoceadTo

The engine-driver looked down upon him very steralyd said, 'Now tell the truth; what were
you put in prison for?"

'It was nothing very much,’ said poor Toad, cologrileeply. 'l only borrowed a motorcar while
the owners were at lunch; they had no need oftli@time. | didn't mean to steal it, really; but
people—especially magistrates—take such harsh veéwsoughtless and high-spirited actions.'

The engine-driver looked very grave and said,dt that you have been indeed a wicked toad,
and by rights | ought to give you up to offendestice. But you are evidently in sore trouble and
distress, so | will not desert you. | don't holdhwinotor-cars, for one thing; and | don't hold with
being ordered about by policemen when I'm on my engine, for another. And the sight of an
animal in tears always makes me feel queer antesnied. So cheer up, Toad! I'll do my best,
and we may beat them yet!"

They piled on more coals, shovelling furiously; thmace roared, the sparks flew, the engine
leapt and swung but still their pursuers slowlyngadi. The engine-driver, with a sigh, wiped his
brow with a handful of cotton-waste, and said, dfraid it's no good, Toad. You see, they are
running light, and they have the better engine.r&sgust one thing left for us to do, and it's
your only chance, so attend very carefully to wihtatl you. A short way ahead of us is a long
tunnel, and on the other side of that the line ga#isrough a thick wood. Now, | will put on all
the speed | can while we are running through theey but the other fellows will slow down a
bit, naturally, for fear of an accident. When we #hrough, | will shut off steam and put on
brakes as hard as | can, and the moment it'ssale $0 you must jump and hide in the wood,
before they get through the tunnel and see youn Tiell go full speed ahead again, and they
can chase me if they like, for as long as they, léqel as far as they like. Now mind and be ready
to jump when | tell you!'

They piled on more coals, and the train shot iheotunnel, and the engine rushed and roared
and rattled, till at last they shot out at the otlved into fresh air and the peaceful moonlightl an
saw the wood lying dark and helpful upon eitheesfithe line. The driver shut off steam and
put on brakes, the Toad got down on the step, anldeatrain slowed down to almost a walking
pace he heard the driver call out, 'Now, jump!

Toad jumped, rolled down a short embankment, pi¢cketself up unhurt, scrambled into the
wood and hid.

Peeping out, he saw his train get up speed agdinliisappear at a great pace. Then out of the
tunnel burst the pursuing engine, roaring and Whgsther motley crew waving their various
weapons and shouting, 'Stop! stop! stop!" When thene past, the Toad had a hearty laugh—for
the first time since he was thrown into prison.




But he soon stopped laughing when he came to cemnttidt it was now very late and dark and
cold, and he was in an unknown wood, with no maa&y no chance of supper, and still far
from friends and home; and the dead silence ofyeiwerg, after the roar and rattle of the train,
was something of a shock. He dared not leave thkesiof the trees, so he struck into the wood,
with the idea of leaving the railway as far as gaesbehind him.

After so many weeks within walls, he found the wetdnge and unfriendly and inclined, he
thought, to make fun of him. Night-jars, soundihgit mechanical rattle, made him think that
the wood was full of searching warders, closingmrhim. An owl, swooping noiselessly
towards him, brushed his shoulder with its wingkmg him jump with the horrid certainty that
it was a hand; then flitted off, moth-like, lauggiits low ho! ho! ho; which Toad thought in very
poor taste. Once he met a fox, who stopped, lobkadup and down in a sarcastic sort of way,
and said, 'Hullo, washerwoman! Half a pair of soakd a pillow-case short this week! Mind it
doesn't occur again!" and swaggered off, sniggefingd looked about for a stone to throw at
him, but could not succeed in finding one, whickea him more than anything. At last, cold,
hungry, and tired out, he sought the shelter aflboW tree, where with branches and dead
leaves he made himself as comfortable a bed asuid, @and slept soundly till the morning.

IX. WAYFARERS ALL

The Water Rat was restless, and he did not exletyw why. To all appearance the summer's
pomp was still at fullest height, and althoughtia tilled acres green had given way to gold,
though rowans were reddening, and the woods westeediahere and there with a tawny
fierceness, yet light and warmth and colour weitepsesent in undiminished measure, clean of
any chilly premonitions of the passing year. Bt tonstant chorus of the orchards and hedges
had shrunk to a casual evensong from a few yet anegperformers; the robin was beginning
to assert himself once more; and there was a tgalithe air of change and departure. The
cuckoo, of course, had long been silent; but manogheer feathered friend, for months a part of
the familiar landscape and its small society, wassimg too and it seemed that the ranks thinned
steadily day by day. Rat, ever observant of allggsthmovement, saw that it was taking daily a
southing tendency; and even as he lay in bed at higgthought he could make out, passing in
the darkness overhead, the beat and quiver of iematinions, obedient to the peremptory call.

Nature's Grand Hotel has its Season, like the stl#es the guests one by one pack, pay, and
depart, and the seats at the table-d'hote shriilllyi at each succeeding meal; as suites of
rooms are closed, carpets taken up, and waitetsas&y; those boarders who are staying on, en
pension, until the next year's full re-opening,raatrhelp being somewhat affected by all these
flittings and farewells, this eager discussion laihg, routes, and fresh quarters, this daily
shrinkage in the stream of comradeship. One gedsttled, depressed, and inclined to be
guerulous. Why this craving for change? Why noy sta quietly here, like us, and be jolly? You
don't know this hotel out of the season, and whiatwe have among ourselves, we fellows who
remain and see the whole interesting year outvédly true, no doubt the others always reply; we




guite envy you—and some other year perhaps—buhmstwe have engagements—and there's
the bus at the door—our time is up! So they depath a smile and a nod, and we miss them,
and feel resentful. The Rat was a self-sufficing ebanimal, rooted to the land, and, whoever
went, he stayed; still, he could not help noticivizgat was in the air, and feeling some of its
influence in his bones.

It was difficult to settle down to anything seribyswith all this flitting going on. Leaving the
water-side, where rushes stood thick and tallstream that was becoming sluggish and low, he
wandered country-wards, crossed a field or twoastyrage already looking dusty and parched,
and thrust into the great sea of wheat, yellow,ywawnd murmurous, full of quiet motion and
small whisperings. Here he often loved to wandenugh the forest of stiff strong stalks that
carried their own golden sky away over his headkyalsat was always dancing, shimmering,
softly talking; or swaying strongly to the passwignd and recovering itself with a toss and a
merry laugh. Here, too, he had many small frieadsyciety complete in itself, leading full and
busy lives, but always with a spare moment to gossid exchange news with a visitor. Today,
however, though they were civil enough, the fieladterand harvest-mice seemed preoccupied.
Many were digging and tunnelling busily; othersthgsied together in small groups, examined
plans and drawings of small flats, stated to béralel® and compact, and situated conveniently
near the Stores. Some were hauling out dusty tranisdress-baskets, others were already
elbow-deep packing their belongings; while everywghales and bundles of wheat, oats, barley,
beech-mast and nuts, lay about ready for transport.

'Here's old Ratty!" they cried as soon as theylsaw '‘Come and bear a hand, Rat, and don't
stand about idle!"

'What sort of games are you up to?' said the \Ré¢severely. "You know it isn't time to be
thinking of winter quarters yet, by a long way!"

'O yes, we know that," explained a field-mouseeratiihamefacedly; 'but it's always as well to be
in good time, isn't it? We really MUST get all theniture and baggage and stores moved out of
this before those horrid machines begin clickingnebthe fields; and then, you know, the best
flats get picked up so quickly nowadays, and if's@late you have to put up with ANYTHING;
and they want such a lot of doing up, too, befbey/te fit to move into. Of course, we're early,
we know that; but we're only just making a start.’

'O, bother STARTS,' said the Rat. 'lt's a splenldig. Come for a row, or a stroll along the
hedges, or a picnic in the woods, or something.’

'Well, | THINK not TO-DAY, thank you,' replied thigeld-mouse hurriedly. 'Perhaps some
OTHER day—when we've more TIME——

The Rat, with a snort of contempt, swung rounddptgpped over a hat-box, and fell, with
undignified remarks.




'If people would be more careful,’ said a field-re@uather stiffly, ‘and look where they're going,
people wouldn't hurt themselves—and forget theneseIMind that hold-all, Rat! You'd better
sit down somewhere. In an hour or two we may beenfree to attend to you.'

"You won't be "free" as you call it much this safeChristmas, | can see that,' retorted the Rat
grumpily, as he picked his way out of the field.

He returned somewhat despondently to his rivemagdis faithful, steady-going old river,
which never packed up, flitted, or went into windgrarters.

In the osiers which fringed the bank he spied dlewasitting. Presently it was joined by
another, and then by a third; and the birds, ficgetestlessly on their bough, talked together
earnestly and low.

'‘What, ALREADY,' said the Rat, strolling up to theWhat's the hurry? | call it simply
ridiculous.’

'O, we're not off yet, if that's what you meanglied the first swallow. 'We're only making plans
and arranging things. Talking it over, you know—wiwute we're taking this year, and where
we'll stop, and so on. That's half the fun!

'Fun?’ said the Rat; 'now that's just what | donterstand. If you've GOT to leave this pleasant
place, and your friends who will miss you, and ysoug homes that you've just settled into,
why, when the hour strikes I've no doubt you'llgavely, and face all the trouble and
discomfort and change and newness, and make béfiat/gou're not very unhappy. But to want
to talk about it, or even think about it, till yoeally need——-

'‘No, you don't understand, naturally," said thesdcswallow. 'First, we feel it stirring within us,
a sweet unrest; then back come the recollectioasgrone, like homing pigeons. They flutter
through our dreams at night, they fly with us im atheelings and circlings by day. We hunger
to inquire of each other, to compare notes andrassurselves that it was all really true, as one
by one the scents and sounds and names of longtfengplaces come gradually back and
beckon to us.'

'‘Couldn’t you stop on for just this year?' suggese Water Rat, wistfully. 'We'll all do our best
to make you feel at home. You've no idea what goods we have here, while you are far
away.'

'l tried "stopping on" one year," said the thirdalaw. 'l had grown so fond of the place that
when the time came | hung back and let the otheengwithout me. For a few weeks it was all
well enough, but afterwards, O the weary lengtthefnights! The shivering, sunless days! The
air so clammy and chill, and not an insect in a &¢ it! No, it was no good; my courage broke
down, and one cold, stormy night | took wing, flgiwell inland on account of the strong

easterly gales. It was snowing hard as | beat tirdbe passes of the great mountains, and | had
a stiff fight to win through; but never shall | gt the blissful feeling of the hot sun again on my
back as | sped down to the lakes that lay so bhdeptacid below me, and the taste of my first




fat insect! The past was like a bad dream; theréuvas all happy holiday as | moved
southwards week by week, easily, lazily, lingerasglong as | dared, but always heeding the
call! No, I had had my warning; never again diflihk of disobedience.’

'‘Ah, yes, the call of the South, of the South!ttered the other two dreamily. 'lts songs its hues,
its radiant air! O, do you remember—and, forgetting the Rat, they slid into passienat
reminiscence, while he listened fascinated, andh&sst burned within him. In himself, too, he
knew that it was vibrating at last, that chord &rtb dormant and unsuspected. The mere chatter
of these southern-bound birds, their pale and skband reports, had yet power to awaken this
wild new sensation and thrill him through and thgbwvith it; what would one moment of the

real thing work in him—one passionate touch ofrérd southern sun, one waft of the authentic
odor? With closed eyes he dared to dream a moméull abandonment, and when he looked
again the river seemed steely and chill, the gfedths grey and lightless. Then his loyal heart
seemed to cry out on his weaker self for its treagh

'Why do you ever come back, then, at all?' he del@diof the swallows jealously. 'What do you
find to attract you in this poor drab little cowfr

'‘And do you think," said the first swallow, ‘thaetother call is not for us too, in its due season?
The call of lush meadow-grass, wet orchards, warsect-haunted ponds, of browsing cattle, of
haymaking, and all the farm-buildings clusteringrd the House of the perfect Eaves?

'Do you suppose,’ asked the second one, that goth@ronly living thing that craves with a
hungry longing to hear the cuckoo's note again?'

'In due time," said the third, ‘we shall be honsince more for quiet water-lilies swaying on
the surface of an English stream. But to-day @t #eems pale and thin and very far away. Just
now our blood dances to other music.’

They fell a-twittering among themselves once marg] this time their intoxicating babble was
of violet seas, tawny sands, and lizard-hauntedswal

Restlessly the Rat wandered off once more, clintbedlope that rose gently from the north
bank of the river, and lay looking out towards gjneat ring of Downs that barred his vision
further southwards—his simple horizon hitherto, Misuntains of the Moon, his limit behind
which lay nothing he had cared to see or to knawvddy, to him gazing South with a new-born
need stirring in his heart, the clear sky overrtlaig low outline seemed to pulsate with
promise; to-day, the unseen was everything, th@ownk the only real fact of life. On this side
of the hills was now the real blank, on the otlagrthe crowded and coloured panorama that his
inner eye was seeing so clearly. What seas layrukygyeen, leaping, and crested! What sun-
bathed coasts, along which the white villas gléteagainst the olive woods! What quiet
harbours, thronged with gallant shipping boundpiample islands of wine and spice, islands set
low in languorous waters!

He rose and descended river-wards once more; ti@rged his mind and sought the side of the
dusty lane. There, lying half-buried in the thickol under-hedge tangle that bordered it, he




could muse on the metalled road and all the worglvenrld that it led to; on all the wayfarers,
too, that might have trodden it, and the fortunss adventures they had gone to seek or found
unseeking—out there, beyond—beyond!

Footsteps fell on his ear, and the figure of ora Walked somewhat wearily came into view;
and he saw that it was a Rat, and a very dustydmewayfarer, as he reached him, saluted with
a gesture of courtesy that had something foreigmiib—hesitated a moment—then with a
pleasant smile turned from the track and sat doyvhidside in the cool herbage. He seemed
tired, and the Rat let him rest unquestioned, wtdading something of what was in his
thoughts; knowing, too, the value all animals ditattimes to mere silent companionship, when
the weary muscles slacken and the mind marks time.

The wayfarer was lean and keen-featured, and soatdwawed at the shoulders; his paws were
thin and long, his eyes much wrinkled at the casnand he wore small gold ear rings in his
neatly-set well-shaped ears. His knitted jersey efasfaded blue, his breeches, patched and
stained, were based on a blue foundation, andhedl §elongings that he carried were tied up in
a blue cotton handkerchief.

When he had rested awhile the stranger sighedfeghtife air, and looked about him.

‘That was clover, that warm whiff on the breeze,rémarked; 'and those are cows we hear
cropping the grass behind us and blowing softlykeen mouthfuls. There is a sound of distant
reapers, and yonder rises a blue line of cottagikeragainst the woodland. The river runs
somewhere close by, for | hear the call of a moorhed | see by your build that you're a
freshwater mariner. Everything seems asleep, angopeg on all the time. It is a goodly life that
you lead, friend; no doubt the best in the worlénly you are strong enough to lead it"

'Yes, it's THE life, the only life, to live," respded the Water Rat dreamily, and without his usual
whole-hearted conviction.

'l did not say exactly that,’ replied the strancgutiously; 'but no doubt it's the best. I've trigd
and | know. And because I've just tried it—six mianof it—and know it's the best, here am |,
footsore and hungry, tramping away from it, trangpsouthward, following the old call, back to
the old life, THE life which is mine and which wilbt let me go.’

'Is this, then, yet another of them?' mused the'Ratl where have you just come from?' he
asked. He hardly dared to ask where he was bountdseemed to know the answer only too
well.

‘Nice little farm,’ replied the wayfarer, brieflyJpalong in that direction'—he nodded
northwards. ‘Never mind about it. | had everythilmguld want—everything | had any right to
expect of life, and more; and here | am! Glad tinbeee all the same, though, glad to be here! So
many miles further on the road, so many hours méanay heart's desire!'




His shining eyes held fast to the horizon, anddssred to be listening for some sound that was
wanting from that inland acreage, vocal as it wih the cheerful music of pasturage and
farmyard.

'You are not one of US,' said the Water Rat, 'marayfarmer; nor even, | should judge, of this
country.'

'Right,’ replied the stranger. 'I'm a seafaringlram, and the port | originally hail from is
Constantinople, though I'm a sort of a foreignerdhtoo, in a manner of speaking. You will
have heard of Constantinople, friend? A fair catgd an ancient and glorious one. And you may
have heard, too, of Sigurd, King of Norway, and Hesailed thither with sixty ships, and how
he and his men rode up through streets all canapigaeir honour with purple and gold; and
how the Emperor and Empress came down and banquétedim on board his ship. When
Sigurd returned home, many of his Northmen remabetdnd and entered the Emperor's body-
guard, and my ancestor, a Norwegian born, staybmte¢oo, with the ships that Sigurd gave the
Emperor. Seafarers we have ever been, and no wasl&ar me, the city of my birth is no more
my home than any pleasant port between there andaihdon River. | know them all, and they
know me. Set me down on any of their quays or furess, and | am home again.'

'l suppose you go great voyages,' said the WatewRagrowing interest. 'Months and months
out of sight of land, and provisions running shartd allowanced as to water, and your mind
communing with the mighty ocean, and all that sbthing?'

'‘By no means,' said the Sea Rat frankly. 'Sucfea$ you describe would not suit me at all. I'm
in the coasting trade, and rarely out of sightaoid. It's the jolly times on shore that appeal to
me, as much as any seafaring. O, those southgoorsgalhe smell of them, the riding-lights at
night, the glamour!

"Well, perhaps you have chosen the better wayl 'thai Water Rat, but rather doubtfully. Tell

me something of your coasting, then, if you haweirad to, and what sort of harvest an animal of
spirit might hope to bring home from it to warm haster days with gallant memories by the
fireside; for my life, | confess to you, feels t@no-day somewhat narrow and circumscribed.’

'My last voyage,' began the Sea Rat, 'that lande@vwentually in this country, bound with high
hopes for my inland farm, will serve as a good eplanof any of them, and, indeed, as an
epitome of my highly-coloured life. Family troub)ess usual, began it. The domestic storm-cone
was hoisted, and | shipped myself on board a straaling vessel bound from Constantinople, by
classic seas whose every wave throbs with a deathdemory, to the Grecian Islands and the
Levant. Those were golden days and balmy nightahbhout of harbour all the time—old

friends everywhere—sleeping in some cool templeimred cistern during the heat of the day—
feasting and song after sundown, under great sétiig a velvet sky! Thence we turned and
coasted up the Adriatic, its shores swimming iraamosphere of amber, rose, and aquamarine;
we lay in wide land-locked harbours, we roamedugtoancient and noble cities, until at last
one morning, as the sun rose royally behind usoge into Venice down a path of gold. O,
Venice is a fine city, wherein a rat can wanddriatease and take his pleasure! Or, when weary
of wandering, can sit at the edge of the Grand Canaght, feasting with his friends, when the




air is full of music and the sky full of stars, atfn lights flash and shimmer on the polished steel
prows of the swaying gondolas, packed so that yoldowalk across the canal on them from
side to side! And then the food—do you like shshift Well, well, we won't linger over that

now.'

He was silent for a time; and the Water Rat, siteatand enthralled, floated on dream-canals
and heard a phantom song pealing high between eapgrey wave-lapped walls.

'‘Southwards we sailed again at last,’ continued&tgeeRat, ‘coasting down the Italian shore, till
finally we made Palermo, and there | quitted féwreg, happy spell on shore. | never stick too
long to one ship; one gets narrow-minded and pregald Besides, Sicily is one of my happy
hunting-grounds. | know everybody there, and tivays just suit me. | spent many jolly weeks
in the island, staying with friends up country. WiHegrew restless again | took advantage of a
ship that was trading to Sardinia and Corsica;\arg glad | was to feel the fresh breeze and the
sea-spray in my face once more.’

'‘But isn't it very hot and stuffy, down in the—hpldhink you call it?' asked the Water Rat.

The seafarer looked at him with the suspicion gork. 'I'm an old hand,' he remarked with
much simplicity. 'The captain's cabin's good enciagime.’

'It's a hard life, by all accounts," murmured tteg, Runk in deep thought.
'For the crew it is,’ replied the seafarer gravabain with the ghost of a wink.

'From Corsica,' he went on, 'l made use of a sfapwas taking wine to the mainland. We made
Alassio in the evening, lay to, hauled up our wiasks, and hove them overboard, tied one to
the other by a long line. Then the crew took tolibats and rowed shorewards, singing as they
went, and drawing after them the long bobbing psem® of casks, like a mile of porpoises. On
the sands they had horses waiting, which draggedakks up the steep street of the little town
with a fine rush and clatter and scramble. Whenrdbkecask was in, we went and refreshed and
rested, and sat late into the night, drinking wvaitit friends, and next morning | took to the great
olive-woods for a spell and a rest. For now | hadadwith islands for the time, and ports and
shipping were plentiful; so I led a lazy life amathg peasants, lying and watching them work,
or stretched high on the hillside with the blue Mewdlanean far below me. And so at length, by
easy stages, and partly on foot, partly by seMdwseilles, and the meeting of old shipmates,
and the visiting of great ocean-bound vesselsfeagting once more. Talk of shell-fish! Why,
sometimes | dream of the shell-fish of Marseilsd wake up crying!

‘That reminds me," said the polite Water Rat; lyappened to mention that you were hungry,
and | ought to have spoken earlier. Of course,witiistop and take your midday meal with me?
My hole is close by; it is some time past noon, yowl are very welcome to whatever there is.'

'‘Now | call that kind and brotherly of you," saltetSea Rat. 'l was indeed hungry when | sat
down, and ever since | inadvertently happened totime shell-fish, my pangs have been
extreme. But couldn't you fetch it along out herafh none too fond of going under hatches,




unless I'm obliged to; and then, while we eat,ulddell you more concerning my voyages and
the pleasant life | lead—at least, it is very padago me, and by your attention | judge it
commends itself to you; whereas if we go indoors & hundred to one that | shall presently fall
asleep.’

‘That is indeed an excellent suggestion,' said¥haeer Rat, and hurried off home. There he got
out the luncheon-basket and packed a simple nrealhich, remembering the stranger's origin
and preferences, he took care to include a yakohgf French bread, a sausage out of which the
garlic sang, some cheese which lay down and caiedia long-necked straw-covered flask
wherein lay bottled sunshine shed and garneredm8duthern slopes. Thus laden, he returned
with all speed, and blushed for pleasure at these&dnan's commendations of his taste and
judgment, as together they unpacked the baskedbahdut the contents on the grass by the
roadside.

The Sea Rat, as soon as his hunger was somewhbagasds continued the history of his latest
voyage, conducting his simple hearer from portdd pf Spain, landing him at Lisbon, Oporto,
and Bordeaux, introducing him to the pleasant harbof Cornwall and Devon, and so up the
Channel to that final quayside, where, landingraft@ds long contrary, storm-driven and
weather-beaten, he had caught the first magicés laimd heraldings of another Spring, and, fired
by these, had sped on a long tramp inland, huragrihe experiment of life on some quiet
farmstead, very far from the weary beating of aggy. s

Spell-bound and quivering with excitement, the W&tat followed the Adventurer league by
league, over stormy bays, through crowded roadsiemtoss harbour bars on a racing tide, up
winding rivers that hid their busy little towns mia sudden turn; and left him with a regretful
sigh planted at his dull inland farm, about whiehdesired to hear nothing.

By this time their meal was over, and the Seafaefreshed and strengthened, his voice more
vibrant, his eye lit with a brightness that seemadght from some far-away sea-beacon, filled
his glass with the red and glowing vintage of toeit§, and, leaning towards the Water Rat,
compelled his gaze and held him, body and soulleWta talked. Those eyes were of the
changing foam-streaked grey-green of leaping Nantkeas; in the glass shone a hot ruby that
seemed the very heart of the South, beating forvinm had courage to respond to its pulsation.
The twin lights, the shifting grey and the steatlfad, mastered the Water Rat and held him
bound, fascinated, powerless. The quiet world dettheir rays receded far away and ceased to
be. And the talk, the wonderful talk flowed on—oawit speech entirely, or did it pass at times
into song—chanty of the sailors weighing the dmgpanchor, sonorous hum of the shrouds in a
tearing North-Easter, ballad of the fisherman haghis nets at sundown against an apricot sky,
chords of guitar and mandoline from gondola or ga®Did it change into the cry of the wind,
plaintive at first, angrily shrill as it freshenetsing to a tearing whistle, sinking to a musical
trickle of air from the leech of the bellying saAll these sounds the spell-bound listener seemed
to hear, and with them the hungry complaint ofghlis and the sea-mews, the soft thunder of
the breaking wave, the cry of the protesting sl@nBlck into speech again it passed, and with
beating heart he was following the adventuresadzen seaports, the fights, the escapes, the
rallies, the comradeships, the gallant undertakioghe searched islands for treasure, fished in
still lagoons and dozed day-long on warm white s@fdleep-sea fishings he heard tell, and




mighty silver gatherings of the mile-long net; afislen perils, noise of breakers on a moonless
night, or the tall bows of the great liner takigape overhead through the fog; of the merry
home-coming, the headland rounded, the harboutsligbened out; the groups seen dimly on the
guay, the cheery hail, the splash of the hawsertrtidge up the steep little street towards the
comforting glow of red-curtained windows.

Lastly, in his waking dream it seemed to him tiat Adventurer had risen to his feet, but was
still speaking, still holding him fast with his sgeey eyes.

'‘And now,' he was softly saying, 'l take to thed@gain, holding on southwestwards for many a
long and dusty day; till at last | reach the ligiey sea town | know so well, that clings along
one steep side of the harbour. There through daskwhys you look down flights of stone steps,
overhung by great pink tufts of valerian and endimg patch of sparkling blue water. The little
boats that lie tethered to the rings and stanchobtize old sea-wall are gaily painted as those |
clambered in and out of in my own childhood; thienga leap on the flood tide, schools of
mackerel flash and play past quay-sides and foreshand by the windows the great vessels
glide, night and day, up to their moorings or fadhthe open sea. There, sooner or later, the
ships of all seafaring nations arrive; and ther@&sadestined hour, the ship of my choice will let
go its anchor. | shall take my time, | shall taand bide, till at last the right one lies waitirgy f

me, warped out into midstream, loaded low, her lppitvpointing down harbour. | shall slip on
board, by boat or along hawser; and then one mgidnshall wake to the song and tramp of the
sailors, the clink of the capstan, and the rattldhe anchor-chain coming merrily in. We shall
break out the jib and the foresail, the white heus®the harbour side will glide slowly past us
as she gathers steering-way, and the voyage widd hagun! As she forges towards the headland
she will clothe herself with canvas; and then, ooggside, the sounding slap of great green seas
as she heels to the wind, pointing South!

'‘And you, you will come too, young brother; for tti@ys pass, and never return, and the South
still waits for you. Take the Adventure, heed th#,mow ere the irrevocable moment passes!
'Tis but a banging of the door behind you, a bitimae step forward, and you are out of the old
life and into the new! Then some day, some day lwemce, jog home here if you will, when the
cup has been drained and the play has been playddit down by your quiet river with a store
of goodly memories for company. You can easily tale me on the road, for you are young,
and | am ageing and go softly. | will linger, amdk back; and at last | will surely see you
coming, eager and light-hearted, with all the Sontyour face!

The voice died away and ceased as an insect'srtimpet dwindles swiftly into silence; and the
Water Rat, paralysed and staring, saw at last biigtant speck on the white surface of the road.

Mechanically he rose and proceeded to repack tiehkon-basket, carefully and without haste.
Mechanically he returned home, gathered togetliewamall necessaries and special treasures
he was fond of, and put them in a satchel; actiitly sfow deliberation, moving about the room
like a sleep-walker; listening ever with partedsliple swung the satchel over his shoulder,
carefully selected a stout stick for his wayfariagd with no haste, but with no hesitation at all,
he stepped across the threshold just as the Mplesapd at the door.




'Why, where are you off to, Ratty?' asked the Molgreat surprise, grasping him by the arm.

'‘Going South, with the rest of them," murmuredRa¢ in a dreamy monotone, never looking at
him. 'Seawards first and then on shipboard, artd see shores that are calling me!

He pressed resolutely forward, still without habigt, with dogged fixity of purpose; but the
Mole, now thoroughly alarmed, placed himself imtrof him, and looking into his eyes saw that
they were glazed and set and turned a streakedtftithg grey—not his friend's eyes, but the
eyes of some other animal! Grappling with him sglgrhe dragged him inside, threw him down,
and held him.

The Rat struggled desperately for a few moments tlaen his strength seemed suddenly to
leave him, and he lay still and exhausted, witlsetbeyes, trembling. Presently the Mole
assisted him to rise and placed him in a chairrevhe sat collapsed and shrunken into himself,
his body shaken by a violent shivering, passingne into an hysterical fit of dry sobbing. Mole
made the door fast, threw the satchel into a drandrlocked it, and sat down quietly on the
table by his friend, waiting for the strange se&ztor pass. Gradually the Rat sank into a troubled
doze, broken by starts and confused murmuringsiong$ strange and wild and foreign to the
unenlightened Mole; and from that he passed irteep slumber.

Very anxious in mind, the Mole left him for a tiraad busied himself with household matters;
and it was getting dark when he returned to theopaand found the Rat where he had left him,
wide awake indeed, but listless, silent, and degedtle took one hasty glance at his eyes; found
them, to his great gratification, clear and daréd arown again as before; and then sat down and
tried to cheer him up and help him to relate wteat happened to him.

Poor Ratty did his best, by degrees, to explaimggi but how could he put into cold words what
had mostly been suggestion? How recall, for anttemefit, the haunting sea voices that had
sung to him, how reproduce at second-hand the nedgiee Seafarer's hundred reminiscences?
Even to himself, now the spell was broken and thengur gone, he found it difficult to account
for what had seemed, some hours ago, the inevigadalenly thing. It is not surprising, then,
that he failed to convey to the Mole any clear idewhat he had been through that day.

To the Mole this much was plain: the fit, or attalckd passed away, and had left him sane again,
though shaken and cast down by the reaction. Baemed to have lost all interest for the time
in the things that went to make up his daily lde,well as in all pleasant forecastings of the
altered days and doings that the changing seassisuvaly bringing.

Casually, then, and with seeming indifference,Ntode turned his talk to the harvest that was
being gathered in, the towering wagons and theirshg teams, the growing ricks, and the
large moon rising over bare acres dotted with sbeade talked of the reddening apples around,
of the browning nuts, of jams and preserves andligtédling of cordials; till by easy stages such
as these he reached midwinter, its hearty joystarshug home life, and then he became simply
lyrical.




By degrees the Rat began to sit up and to joiRlisidull eye brightened, and he lost some of his
listening air.

Presently the tactful Mole slipped away and retdwéh a pencil and a few half-sheets of
paper, which he placed on the table at his frieakbsw.

'It's quite a long time since you did any poetng,'remarked. "You might have a try at it this
evening, instead of—well, brooding over things saach I've an idea that you'll feel a lot better
when you've got something jotted down—if it's ojulgt the rhymes.’

The Rat pushed the paper away from him wearilythfeidiscreet Mole took occasion to leave
the room, and when he peeped in again some tirae tae Rat was absorbed and deaf to the
world; alternately scribbling and sucking the tdfhis pencil. It is true that he sucked a good
deal more than he scribbled; but it was joy toNwde to know that the cure had at least begun.

X. THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF TOAD

The front door of the hollow tree faced eastwasds]oad was called at an early hour; partly by
the bright sunlight streaming in on him, partlythg exceeding coldness of his toes, which made
him dream that he was at home in bed in his ownl$@me room with the Tudor window, on a
cold winter's night, and his bedclothes had gotgupmbling and protesting they couldn't stand
the cold any longer, and had run downstairs tkitohen fire to warm themselves; and he had
followed, on bare feet, along miles and miles gfstone-paved passages, arguing and
beseeching them to be reasonable. He would prolhaviy been aroused much earlier, had he
not slept for some weeks on straw over stone flaigg,almost forgotten the friendly feeling of
thick blankets pulled well up round the chin.

Sitting up, he rubbed his eyes first and his complg toes next, wondered for a moment where
he was, looking round for familiar stone wall aittld barred window; then, with a leap of the
heart, remembered everything—his escape, his flightpursuit; remembered, first and best
thing of all, that he was free!

Free! The word and the thought alone were wortl bfankets. He was warm from end to end
as he thought of the jolly world outside, waitirggerly for him to make his triumphal entrance,
ready to serve him and play up to him, anxiousep him and to keep him company, as it
always had been in days of old before misfortutieufeon him. He shook himself and combed
the dry leaves out of his hair with his fingersgahis toilet complete, marched forth into the
comfortable morning sun, cold but confident, huniguy hopeful, all nervous terrors of yesterday
dispelled by rest and sleep and frank and heageninshine.

He had the world all to himself, that early summmarning. The dewy woodland, as he threaded
it, was solitary and still: the green fields thatseeded the trees were his own to do as he liked




with; the road itself, when he reached it, in tloakliness that was everywhere, seemed, like a
stray dog, to be looking anxiously for company. d,daowever, was looking for something that
could talk, and tell him clearly which way he ougihgo. It is all very well, when you have a
light heart, and a clear conscience, and monewum gocket, and nobody scouring the country
for you to drag you off to prison again, to follavihere the road beckons and points, not caring
whither. The practical Toad cared very much indead, he could have kicked the road for its
helpless silence when every minute was of impogdadim.

The reserved rustic road was presently joined slyydittle brother in the shape of a canal,
which took its hand and ambled along by its sidedrfect confidence, but with the same
tongue-tied, uncommunicative attitude towards sfeas. 'Bother them!" said Toad to himself.
'‘But, anyhow, one thing's clear. They must botledraing FROM somewhere, and going TO
somewhere. You can't get over that. Toad, my yhe marched on patiently by the water's
edge.

Round a bend in the canal came plodding a solitarge, stooping forward as if in anxious
thought. From rope traces attached to his coltet@ted a long line, taut, but dipping with his
stride, the further part of it dripping pearly dsogoad let the horse pass, and stood waiting for
what the fates were sending him.

With a pleasant swirl of quiet water at its bluntabthe barge slid up alongside of him, its gaily
painted gunwale level with the towing-path, itsesotcupant a big stout woman wearing a linen
sun-bonnet, one brawny arm laid along the tiller.

‘A nice morning, ma'am!' she remarked to Toad hasdsew up level with him.

'l dare say it is, ma'am!' responded Toad politatyhe walked along the tow-path abreast of her.
'l dare it IS a nice morning to them that's nosane trouble, like what | am. Here's my married
daughter, she sends off to me post-haste to commertat once; so off | comes, not knowing

what may be happening or going to happen, butrfgdahe worst, as you will understand,

ma'am, if you're a mother, too. And I've left myslmess to look after itself—I'm in the washing
and laundering line, you must know, ma'am—andI&itemy young children to look after
themselves, and a more mischievous and troublesetred young imps doesn't exist, ma'am;
and I've lost all my money, and lost my way, andoasvhat may be happening to my married
daughter, why, I don't like to think of it, ma'am!

'Where might your married daughter be living, m&aasked the barge-woman.

'She lives near to the river, ma'am,’ replied Td@kbse to a fine house called Toad Hall, that's
somewheres hereabouts in these parts. Perhapsayphbawe heard of it.'

‘Toad Hall? Why, I'm going that way myself,' repligne barge-woman. 'This canal joins the
river some miles further on, a little above ToadlHand then it's an easy walk. You come along
in the barge with me, and I'll give you a lift.’




She steered the barge close to the bank, and Withdnany humble and grateful
acknowledgments, stepped lightly on board and @andvith great satisfaction. 'Toad's luck
again!' thought he. 'l always come out on top!

'So you're in the washing business, ma'am?' saiddhge-woman politely, as they glided along.
'‘And a very good business you've got too, | daye ifém not making too free in saying so.'

'Finest business in the whole country,’ said Toaly.dAll the gentry come to me—wouldn't go
to any one else if they were paid, they know mwelb. You see, | understand my work
thoroughly, and attend to it all myself. Washirrgning, clear-starching, making up gents' fine
shirts for evening wear—everything's done undermomg eye!'

'‘But surely you don't DO all that work yourself, 'ara?’ asked the barge-woman respectfully.

'O, | have girls,’ said Toad lightly: 'twenty gids thereabouts, always at work. But you know
what GIRLS are, ma'am! Nasty little hussies, thatiatl call 'em!

'So do |, too," said the barge-woman with greattiresss. 'But | dare say you set yours to rights,
the idle trollops! And are you very fond of washig

'l love it,' said Toad. 'l simply dote on it. Nex&r happy as when I've got both arms in the wash-
tub. But, then, it comes so easy to me! No troablall! A real pleasure, | assure you, ma‘am!'

'What a bit of luck, meeting you!" observed thegeawoman, thoughtfully. 'A regular piece of
good fortune for both of us!

'Why, what do you mean?' asked Toad, nervously.

'Well, look at me, now,' replied the barge-womaiiké washing, too, just the same as you do;
and for that matter, whether I like it or not | leayot to do all my own, naturally, moving about
as | do. Now my husband, he's such a fellow farkehg his work and leaving the barge to me,
that never a moment do | get for seeing to my offaira. By rights he ought to be here now,
either steering or attending to the horse, thoughily the horse has sense enough to attend to
himself. Instead of which, he's gone off with tlegdto see if they can't pick up a rabbit for
dinner somewhere. Says he'll catch me up at theloek Well, that's as may be—I don't trust
him, once he gets off with that dog, who's worsathe is. But meantime, how am | to get on
with my washing?'

'O, never mind about the washing," said Toad, iktd the subject. "Try and fix your mind on
that rabbit. A nice fat young rabbit, I'll be bour@bt any onions?’

'l can't fix my mind on anything but my washingidthe barge-woman, 'and | wonder you can
be talking of rabbits, with such a joyful prospbefore you. There's a heap of things of mine
that you'll find in a corner of the cabin. If ydytist take one or two of the most necessary sort—
| won't venture to describe them to a lady like yiout you'll recognise them at a glance—and
put them through the wash-tub as we go along, Whyge a pleasure to you, as you rightly say,




and a real help to me. You'll find a tub handy, aodp, and a kettle on the stove, and a bucket to
haul up water from the canal with. Then | shall\wngu're enjoying yourself, instead of sitting
here idle, looking at the scenery and yawning yaad off.’

'Here, you let me steer!" said Toad, now thoroud@tgihtened, ‘and then you can get on with
your washing your own way. | might spoil your thingr not do 'em as you like. I'm more used
to gentlemen's things myself. It's my special line.

'Let you steer?’ replied the barge-woman, laugHhihthkes some practice to steer a barge
properly. Besides, it's dull work, and | want youoe happy. No, you shall do the washing you
are so fond of, and I'll stick to the steering thahderstand. Don't try and deprive me of the
pleasure of giving you a treat!"

Toad was fairly cornered. He looked for escapevlag and that, saw that he was too far from
the bank for a flying leap, and sullenly resignadgelf to his fate. 'If it comes to that," he
thought in desperation, 'l suppose any fool can WAS

He fetched tub, soap, and other necessaries frerathin, selected a few garments at random,
tried to recollect what he had seen in casual glaticrough laundry windows, and set to.

A long half-hour passed, and every minute of it Ja@&d getting crosser and crosser. Nothing
that he could do to the things seemed to please tredo them good. He tried coaxing, he tried
slapping, he tried punching; they smiled back at but of the tub unconverted, happy in their
original sin. Once or twice he looked nervouslyrivis shoulder at the barge-woman, but she
appeared to be gazing out in front of her, absonbéer steering. His back ached badly, and he
noticed with dismay that his paws were beginningdball crinkly. Now Toad was very proud

of his paws. He muttered under his breath wordssthauld never pass the lips of either
washerwomen or Toads; and lost the soap, for ttetlfi time.

A burst of laughter made him straighten himself brak round. The barge-woman was leaning
back and laughing unrestrainedly, till the tearsadawn her cheeks.

'I've been watching you all the time,' she gasfledought you must be a humbug all along,
from the conceited way you talked. Pretty washeraomyou are! Never washed so much as a
dish-clout in your life, I'll lay"

Toad's temper which had been simmering vicioushys@one time, now fairly boiled over, and he
lost all control of himself.

"You common, low, FAT barge-woman!" he shoutedndgou dare to talk to your betters like
that! Washerwoman indeed! | would have you to ktloat | am a Toad, a very well-known,
respected, distinguished Toad! | may be under aftatcloud at present, but | will NOT be
laughed at by a bargewoman!




The woman moved nearer to him and peered unddohiset keenly and closely. 'Why, so you
are!' she cried. 'Well, | never! A horrid, nastyawly Toad! And in my nice clean barge, too!
Now that is a thing that | will NOT have.'

She relinquished the tiller for a moment. One bmtlad arm shot out and caught Toad by a
fore-leg, while the other-gripped him fast by adileg. Then the world turned suddenly upside
down, the barge seemed to flit lightly across the the wind whistled in his ears, and Toad
found himself flying through the air, revolving iidly as he went.

The water, when he eventually reached it with aIsplash, proved quite cold enough for his
taste, though its chill was not sufficient to que proud spirit, or slake the heat of his furious
temper. He rose to the surface spluttering, anchviteehad wiped the duck-weed out of his eyes
the first thing he saw was the fat barge-womanilupkack at him over the stern of the
retreating barge and laughing; and he vowed, a®hghed and choked, to be even with her.

He struck out for the shore, but the cotton goweatly impeded his efforts, and when at length
he touched land he found it hard to climb up teepgtank unassisted. He had to take a minute
or two's rest to recover his breath; then, gatlgehis wet skirts well over his arms, he started to
run after the barge as fast as his legs would damy wild with indignation, thirsting for
revenge.

The barge-woman was still laughing when he dreweugl with her. 'Put yourself through your
mangle, washerwoman,' she called out, 'and irom fgme and crimp it, and you'll pass for quite
a decent-looking Toad!

Toad never paused to reply. Solid revenge was idatanted, not cheap, windy, verbal
triumphs, though he had a thing or two in his ntimat he would have liked to say. He saw what
he wanted ahead of him. Running swiftly on he aaithe horse, unfastened the towrope and
cast off, jumped lightly on the horse's back, arged it to a gallop by kicking it vigorously in

the sides. He steered for the open country, abangldime tow-path, and swinging his steed
down a rutty lane. Once he looked back, and satiliesbarge had run aground on the other
side of the canal, and the barge-woman was gesticglwildly and shouting, 'Stop, stop, stop!
'I've heard that song before," said Toad, laughasdje continued to spur his steed onward in its
wild career.

The barge-horse was not capable of any very sestaffort, and its gallop soon subsided into a
trot, and its trot into an easy walk; but Toad \wage contented with this, knowing that he, at
any rate, was moving, and the barge was not. Hejhae recovered his temper, now that he had
done something he thought really clever; and hesagsfied to jog along quietly in the sun,
steering his horse along by-ways and bridle-pathd,trying to forget how very long it was

since he had had a square meal, till the canabbad left very far behind him.

He had travelled some miles, his horse and hehamndas feeling drowsy in the hot sunshine,
when the horse stopped, lowered his head, and lhegabble the grass; and Toad, waking up,
just saved himself from falling off by an efforteHooked about him and found he was on a wide
common, dotted with patches of gorse and bramblarass he could see. Near him stood a




dingy gipsy caravan, and beside it a man was gittma bucket turned upside down, very busy
smoking and staring into the wide world. A firesticks was burning near by, and over the fire
hung an iron pot, and out of that pot came forthldimgs and gurglings, and a vague suggestive
steaminess. Also smells—warm, rich, and varied lsmdhat twined and twisted and wreathed
themselves at last into one complete, voluptuoedept smell that seemed like the very soul of
Nature taking form and appearing to her childremmya Goddess, a mother of solace and
comfort. Toad now knew well that he had not beatiydwungry before. What he had felt earlier
in the day had been a mere trifling qualm. This thasreal thing at last, and no mistake; and it
would have to be dealt with speedily, too, or theozild be trouble for somebody or something.
He looked the gipsy over carefully, wondering vdgwehether it would be easier to fight him or
cajole him. So there he sat, and sniffed and shitied looked at the gipsy; and the gipsy sat and
smoked, and looked at him.

Presently the gipsy took his pipe out of his manld remarked in a careless way, 'Want to sell
that there horse of yours?'

Toad was completely taken aback. He did not knaw gipsies were very fond of horse-dealing,
and never missed an opportunity, and he had nlectetl that caravans were always on the
move and took a deal of drawing. It had not ocalitoeehim to turn the horse into cash, but the
gipsy's suggestion seemed to smooth the way towlaedsvo things he wanted so badly—ready
money, and a solid breakfast.

'What?' he said, 'me sell this beautiful young @afmine? O, no; it's out of the question. Who's
going to take the washing home to my customersyeveek? Besides, I'm too fond of him, and
he simply dotes on me."

‘Try and love a donkey,' suggested the gipsy. 'Soeople do.’

'You don't seem to see,' continued Toad, 'thaffiteshorse of mine is a cut above you
altogether. He's a blood horse, he is, partlytihetpart you see, of course—another part. And
he's been a Prize Hackney, too, in his time—that thva time before you knew him, but you can
still tell it on him at a glance, if you understaauaything about horses. No, it's not to be thought
of for a moment. All the same, how much might yeudsposed to offer me for this beautiful
young horse of mine?"

The gipsy looked the horse over, and then he lodloed over with equal care, and looked at the
horse again. 'Shillin' a leg," he said briefly, &mched away, continuing to smoke and try to stare
the wide world out of countenance.

‘A shilling a leg?' cried Toad. 'If you please, ushtake a little time to work that out, and sest ju
what it comes to.'

He climbed down off his horse, and left it to graaed sat down by the gipsy, and did sums on
his fingers, and at last he said, 'A shilling &?&ghy, that comes to exactly four shillings, and no
more. O, no; | could not think of accepting fouillghgs for this beautiful young horse of mine.’




'Well," said the gipsy, 'I'll tell you what | widlo. I'll make it five shillings, and that's threeda
sixpence more than the animal's worth. And thaysast word.'

Then Toad sat and pondered long and deeply. Farasehungry and quite penniless, and still
some way—he knew not how far—from home, and enemight still be looking for him. To
one in such a situation, five shillings may veryva@pear a large sum of money. On the other
hand, it did not seem very much to get for a hdBsg then, again, the horse hadn't cost him
anything; so whatever he got was all clear préfitlast he said firmly, 'Look here, gipsy! | tell
you what we will do; and this is MY last word. Yehall hand me over six shillings and
sixpence, cash down; and further, in addition ttegrgou shall give me as much breakfast as |
can possibly eat, at one sitting of course, othat iron pot of yours that keeps sending forth
such delicious and exciting smells. In return, Il wiake over to you my spirited young horse,
with all the beautiful harness and trappings tihatan him, freely thrown in. If that's not good
enough for you, say so, and I'll be getting omdw a man near here who's wanted this horse of
mine for years.'

The gipsy grumbled frightfully, and declared if ¢ a few more deals of that sort he'd be
ruined. But in the end he lugged a dirty canvasd#gf the depths of his trouser pocket, and
counted out six shillings and sixpence into Topdw. Then he disappeared into the caravan for
an instant, and returned with a large iron plai @aknife, fork, and spoon. He tilted up the pot,
and a glorious stream of hot rich stew gurgled thplate. It was, indeed, the most beautiful
stew in the world, being made of partridges, anegghnts, and chickens, and hares, and rabbits,
and pea-hens, and guinea-fowls, and one or twa tthmegs. Toad took the plate on his lap,
almost crying, and stuffed, and stuffed, and stiyféend kept asking for more, and the gipsy
never grudged it him. He thought that he had nea&n so good a breakfast in all his life.

When Toad had taken as much stew on board as bghhbe could possibly hold, he got up and
said good-bye to the gipsy, and took an affectenatewell of the horse; and the gipsy, who
knew the riverside well, gave him directions whieay to go, and he set forth on his travels
again in the best possible spirits. He was, indaeabry different Toad from the animal of an
hour ago. The sun was shining brightly, his weth@s were quite dry again, he had money in
his pocket once more, he was nearing home andifiand safety, and, most and best of all, he
had had a substantial meal, hot and nourishingfelhdig, and strong, and careless, and self-
confident.

As he tramped along gaily, he thought of his adwest and escapes, and how when things
seemed at their worst he had always managed tafimaly out; and his pride and conceit began
to swell within him. 'Ho, ho!" he said to himseff he marched along with his chin in the air,
'what a clever Toad | am! There is surely no anietplal to me for cleverness in the whole
world! My enemies shut me up in prison, encirclgdbntries, watched night and day by
warders; | walk out through them all, by sheerigbdoupled with courage. They pursue me
with engines, and policemen, and revolvers; | snggingers at them, and vanish, laughing, into
space. | am, unfortunately, thrown into a canaalwyoman fat of body and very evil-minded.
What of it? | swim ashore, | seize her horse, ¢ rdf in triumph, and | sell the horse for a whole
pocketful of money and an excellent breakfast! lktd,| am The Toad, the handsome, the
popular, the successful Toad!" He got so puffeaviip conceit that he made up a song as he




walked in praise of himself, and sang it at thedbhis voice, though there was no one to hear it
but him. It was perhaps the most conceited songatimyaanimal ever composed.

‘The world has held great Heroes,
As history-books have showed,;

But never a name to go down to fame
Compared with that of Toad!

‘The clever men at Oxford
Know all that there is to be knowed.

But they none of them know one half as mu ch
As intelligent Mr. Toad!

'The animals sat in the Ark and cried,
Their tears in torrents flowed.

Who was it said, "There's land ahead?"
Encouraging Mr. Toad!

‘The army all saluted
As they marched along the road.
Was it the King? Or Kitchener?
No. It was Mr. Toad.

‘The Queen and her Ladies-in-waiting
Sat at the window and sewed.

She cried, "Look! who's that handsone man?"
They answered, "Mr. Toad."

There was a great deal more of the same sortpbudreadfully conceited to be written down.
These are some of the milder verses.

He sang as he walked, and he walked as he sangpantbre inflated every minute. But his
pride was shortly to have a severe fall.

After some miles of country lanes he reached thh hnad, and as he turned into it and glanced
along its white length, he saw approaching himexkphat turned into a dot and then into a
blob, and then into something very familiar; angbable note of warning, only too well known,
fell on his delighted ear.

‘This is something like!" said the excited ToadhisTis real life again, this is once more the great
world from which | have been missed so long! | Wil them, my brothers of the wheel, and
pitch them a yarn, of the sort that has been soessful hitherto; and they will give me a lift, of
course, and then | will talk to them some more;, gahaps, with luck, it may even end in my
driving up to Toad Hall in a motor-car! That wikklone in the eye for Badger!

He stepped confidently out into the road to haal tiotor-car, which came along at an easy pace,
slowing down as it neared the lane; when suddemlgdtame very pale, his heart turned to
water, his knees shook and yielded under him, adblubled up and collapsed with a sickening
pain in his interior. And well he might, the unhgmmimal; for the approaching car was the very
one he had stolen out of the yard of the Red LioteHon that fatal day when all his troubles




began! And the people in it were the very same leclop had sat and watched at luncheon in the
coffee-room!

He sank down in a shabby, miserable heap in theb marmuring to himself in his despair, 'It's
all up! It's all over now! Chains and policemen iag®rison again! Dry bread and water again!
O, what a fool | have been! What did | want to gotsing about the country for, singing
conceited songs, and hailing people in broad daerigh road, instead of hiding till nightfall
and slipping home quietly by back ways! O haplesadr O ill-fated animal!

The terrible motor-car drew slowly nearer and neaileat last he heard it stop just short of him.
Two gentlemen got out and walked round the trengitieap of crumpled misery lying in the
road, and one of them said, 'O dear! this is vad} 8lere is a poor old thing—a washerwoman
apparently—who has fainted in the road! Perhapsssbeercome by the heat, poor creature; or
possibly she has not had any food to-day. Letfukdr into the car and take her to the nearest
village, where doubtless she has friends."

They tenderly lifted Toad into the motor-car andgged him up with soft cushions, and
proceeded on their way.

When Toad heard them talk in so kind and sympatlzetvay, and knew that he was not
recognised, his courage began to revive, and h#oaly opened first one eye and then the
other.

'‘Look!" said one of the gentlemen, 'she is betteady. The fresh air is doing her good. How do
you feel now, ma'am?’

‘Thank you kindly, Sir," said Toad in a feeble \&it'm feeling a great deal better!" 'That's right
said the gentleman. 'Now keep quite still, and yvatall, don't try to talk.’

'l won't,’ said Toad. 'l was only thinking, if | ght sit on the front seat there, beside the driver,
where | could get the fresh air full in my faceshlould soon be all right again.’

'What a very sensible woman! said the gentlen@incourse you shall." So they carefully helped
Toad into the front seat beside the driver, anthey went again.

Toad was almost himself again by now. He sat ugkdd about him, and tried to beat down the
tremors, the yearnings, the old cravings that ugsand beset him and took possession of him
entirely.

'It is fate!" he said to himself. 'Why strive? wétyuggle?' and he turned to the driver at his side.
'Please, Sir," he said, 'l wish you would kindHyrtee try and drive the car for a little. I've been

watching you carefully, and it looks so easy anthseresting, and | should like to be able to tell
my friends that once | had driven a motor-car!'




The driver laughed at the proposal, so heartily tth@ gentleman inquired what the matter was.
When he heard, he said, to Toad's delight, 'Brenadam! | like your spirit. Let her have a try,
and look after her. She won't do any harm.’

Toad eagerly scrambled into the seat vacated bgritaer, took the steering-wheel in his hands,
listened with affected humility to the instructiogisen him, and set the car in motion, but very
slowly and carefully at first, for he was deterndrte be prudent.

The gentlemen behind clapped their hands and aggdaand Toad heard them saying, '‘How
well she does it! Fancy a washerwoman driving aasawrell as that, the first time!'

Toad went a little faster; then faster still, andtér.

He heard the gentlemen call out warningly, 'Be fedyevasherwoman!" And this annoyed him,
and he began to lose his head.

The driver tried to interfere, but he pinned hinwtdan his seat with one elbow, and put on full
speed. The rush of air in his face, the hum oktigines, and the light jump of the car beneath
him intoxicated his weak brain. 'Washerwoman, inidldee shouted recklessly. 'Ho! ho! | am the
Toad, the motor-car snatcher, the prison-breakerTbad who always escapes! Sit still, and you
shall know what driving really is, for you are lmethands of the famous, the skilful, the entirely
fearless Toad!

With a cry of horror the whole party rose and flithgmselves on him. 'Seize him!" they cried,
'seize the Toad, the wicked animal who stole outomecar! Bind him, chain him, drag him to
the nearest police-station! Down with the despesatkdangerous Toad!

Alas! they should have thought, they ought to Hasen more prudent, they should have
remembered to stop the motor-car somehow befoggnglany pranks of that sort. With a half-
turn of the wheel the Toad sent the car crashirmutyh the low hedge that ran along the
roadside. One mighty bound, a violent shock, aedatheels of the car were churning up the
thick mud of a horse-pond.

Toad found himself flying through the air with teong upward rush and delicate curve of a
swallow. He liked the motion, and was just begigrtim wonder whether it would go on until he
developed wings and turned into a Toad-bird, wheetahded on his back with a thump, in the
soft rich grass of a meadow. Sitting up, he cousd gee the motor-car in the pond, nearly
submerged; the gentlemen and the driver, encumlbgréaeir long coats, were floundering
helplessly in the water.

He picked himself up rapidly, and set off runnirgags country as hard as he could, scrambling
through hedges, jumping ditches, pounding acreddd till he was breathless and weary, and
had to settle down into an easy walk. When he badvered his breath somewhat, and was able
to think calmly, he began to giggle, and from gigglhe took to laughing, and he laughed till he
had to sit down under a hedge. 'Ho, ho!" he criedg¢stasies of self-admiration, "Toad again!
Toad, as usual, comes out on the top! Who wag ithgan to give him a lift? Who managed to




get on the front seat for the sake of fresh airb\Wrsuaded them into letting him see if he
could drive? Who landed them all in a horse-pondid\&scaped, flying gaily and unscathed
through the air, leaving the narrow-minded, grudgimmid excursionists in the mud where they
should rightly be? Why, Toad, of course; cleverd,ageat Toad, GOOD Toad"

Then he burst into song again, and chanted witiftegblivoice—

"The motor-car went Poop-poop-poop,
As it raced along the road.

Who was it steered it into a pond?
Ingenious Mr. Toad!

O, how clever | am! How clever, how clever, howwelev——

A slight noise at a distance behind him made him kis head and look. O horror! O misery! O
despair!

About two fields off, a chauffeur in his leatheiitges and two large rural policemen were
visible, running towards him as hard as they cgald

Poor Toad sprang to his feet and pelted away afameart in his mouth. O, my!" he gasped, as
he panted along, 'what an ASS | am! What a CONCBIaRd heedless ass! Swaggering again!
Shouting and singing songs again! Sitting still gadsing again! O my! O my! O my!"'

He glanced back, and saw to his dismay that theg ga&ining on him. On he ran desperately,
but kept looking back, and saw that they still gdiisteadily. He did his best, but he was a fat
animal, and his legs were short, and still theygdi He could hear them close behind him now.
Ceasing to heed where he was going, he strugglddiraily and wildly, looking back over his
shoulder at the now triumphant enemy, when suddéelgarth failed under his feet, he grasped
at the air, and, splash! he found himself head ewes in deep water, rapid water, water that bore
him along with a force he could not contend withgl &ae knew that in his blind panic he had run
straight into the river!

He rose to the surface and tried to grasp the raedshe rushes that grew along the water's edge
close under the bank, but the stream was so sthatgt tore them out of his hands. 'O my!"
gasped poor Toad, 'if ever | steal a motor-carrddbever | sing another conceited song'—then
down he went, and came up breathless and splgté?nesently he saw that he was approaching
a big dark hole in the bank, just above his head,as the stream bore him past he reached up
with a paw and caught hold of the edge and heldban slowly and with difficulty he drew
himself up out of the water, till at last he wasedlo rest his elbows on the edge of the hole.
There he remained for some minutes, puffing andipgrfor he was quite exhausted.

As he sighed and blew and stared before him irea#rk hole, some bright small thing shone
and twinkled in its depths, moving towards him.igpproached, a face grew up gradually
around it, and it was a familiar face!




Brown and small, with whiskers.
Grave and round, with neat ears and silky hair.

It was the Water Rat!

XI. 'LIKE SUMMER TEMPESTS CAME HIS TEARS'

The Rat put out a neat little brown paw, grippe@d &@rmly by the scruff of the neck, and gave
a great hoist and a pull; and the water-logged Toaaxe up slowly but surely over the edge of
the hole, till at last he stood safe and sountiénhiall, streaked with mud and weed to be sure,
and with the water streaming off him, but happy higth-spirited as of old, now that he found
himself once more in the house of a friend, andydags and evasions were over, and he could
lay aside a disguise that was unworthy of his pmsiand wanted such a lot of living up to.

'O, Ratty!" he cried. 'I've been through such tisiese | saw you last, you can't think! Such
trials, such sufferings, and all so nobly borneéitisuch escapes, such disguises such
subterfuges, and all so cleverly planned and acaoig! Been in prison—got out of it, of course!
Been thrown into a canal—swam ashore! Stole a hesséd him for a large sum of money!
Humbugged everybody—made 'em all do exactly wkedrited! Oh, | AM a smart Toad, and no
mistake! What do you think my last exploit was?thadd on till | tell you——

‘Toad," said the Water Rat, gravely and firmlyu'gm off upstairs at once, and take off that old
cotton rag that looks as if it might formerly haweonged to some washerwoman, and clean
yourself thoroughly, and put on some of my clotteesl try and come down looking like a
gentleman if you CAN; for a more shabby, bedraggiisteputable-looking object than you are
| never set eyes on in my whole life! Now, stop ggexring and arguing, and be off! I'll have
something to say to you later!

Toad was at first inclined to stop and do somerglback at him. He had had enough of being
ordered about when he was in prison, and here lveathing being begun all over again,
apparently; and by a Rat, too! However, he cauigitt ®f himself in the looking-glass over the
hat-stand, with the rusty black bonnet perchedstdiiover one eye, and he changed his mind
and went very quickly and humbly upstairs to thé<Rdressing-room. There he had a thorough
wash and brush-up, changed his clothes, and stwadlbng time before the glass,
contemplating himself with pride and pleasure, #miaking what utter idiots all the people must
have been to have ever mistaken him for one mofoeatwasherwoman.

By the time he came down again luncheon was otathle, and very glad Toad was to see it, for
he had been through some trying experiences antakad much hard exercise since the
excellent breakfast provided for him by the gipashile they ate Toad told the Rat all his
adventures, dwelling chiefly on his own cleverness] presence of mind in emergencies, and




cunning in tight places; and rather making out ttehad been having a gay and highly-coloured
experience. But the more he talked and boastedntne grave and silent the Rat became.

When at last Toad had talked himself to a standdtére was silence for a while; and then the
Rat said, 'Now, Toady, | don't want to give yourpaifter all you've been through already; but,
seriously, don't you see what an awful ass youdembnaking of yourself? On your own
admission you have been handcuffed, imprisoned/estachased, terrified out of your life,
insulted, jeered at, and ignominiously flung irtte tvater—by a woman, too! Where's the
amusement in that? Where does the fun come in7al\lb@cause you must needs go and steal a
motor-car. You know that you've never had anythingtrouble from motor-cars from the
moment you first set eyes on one. But if you WIild_rhixed up with them—as you generally
are, five minutes after you've started—why STEA&nt? Be a cripple, if you think it's exciting;
be a bankrupt, for a change, if you've set yourdhoin it: but why choose to be a convict? When
are you going to be sensible, and think of yowerfds, and try and be a credit to them? Do you
suppose it's any pleasure to me, for instanceg&o &animals saying, as | go about, that I'm the
chap that keeps company with gaol-birds?'

Now, it was a very comforting point in Toad's claea that he was a thoroughly good-hearted
animal and never minded being jawed by those whe Wis real friends. And even when most
set upon a thing, he was always able to see tlez stthe of the question. So although, while the
Rat was talking so seriously, he kept saying toselfrmutinously, ‘But it WAS fun, though!
Awful fun! and making strange suppressed noissslénhim, k-i-ck-ck-ck, and poop-p-p, and
other sounds resembling stifled snorts, or the mygeof soda-water bottles, yet when the Rat
had quite finished, he heaved a deep sigh and\saig nicely and humbly, 'Quite right, Ratty!
How SOUND you always are! Yes, I've been a condestd ass, | can quite see that; but now
I'm going to be a good Toad, and not do it any mAssfor motor-cars, I've not been at all so
keen about them since my last ducking in that rofgrours. The fact is, while | was hanging on
to the edge of your hole and getting my breattad & sudden idea—a really brilliant idea—
connected with motor-boats—there, there! don't takso, old chap, and stamp, and upset
things; it was only an idea, and we won't talk amyre about it now. We'll have our coffee,
AND a smoke, and a quiet chat, and then I'm gaingroll quietly down to Toad Hall, and get
into clothes of my own, and set things going ageirthe old lines. I've had enough of
adventures. | shall lead a quiet, steady, resplecli#d, pottering about my property, and
improving it, and doing a little landscape gardegram times. There will always be a bit of dinner
for my friends when they come to see me; and Il $e@lp a pony-chaise to jog about the country
in, just as | used to in the good old days, befaet restless, and wanted to DO things.'

‘Stroll quietly down to Toad Hall?' cried the Rgiteatly excited. 'What are you talking about?
Do you mean to say you haven't HEARD?"

'Heard what?' said Toad, turning rather pale. 'GdRatty! Quick! Don't spare me! What haven't
| heard?'

'Do you mean to tell me," shouted the Rat, thumpiitly his little fist upon the table, 'that you've
heard nothing about the Stoats and Weasels?"




What, the Wild Wooders?' cried Toad, tremblingwery limb. 'No, not a word! What have they
been doing?"

'—And how they've been and taken Toad Hall?' coetinthe Rat.

Toad leaned his elbows on the table, and his anini®paws; and a large tear welled up in each
of his eyes, overflowed and splashed on the tgibig! plop!

'‘Go on, Ratty," he murmured presently; 'tell me&tle worst is over. | am an animal again. | can
bear it.'

'When you—got—into that—that—trouble of yours,'cstie Rat, slowly and impressively; 'l
mean, when you—disappeared from society for a tower that misunderstanding about a—a
machine, you know—'

Toad merely nodded.

'Well, it was a good deal talked about down heatumrally,’ continued the Rat, 'not only along
the river-side, but even in the Wild Wood. Animadsk sides, as always happens. The River-
bankers stuck up for you, and said you had beamiat@isly treated, and there was no justice to
be had in the land nowadays. But the Wild Wood atsmsaid hard things, and served you right,
and it was time this sort of thing was stopped. &l got very cocky, and went about saying
you were done for this time! You would never conaelbagain, never, never!'

Toad nodded once more, keeping silence.

‘That's the sort of little beasts they are," thevigant on. 'But Mole and Badger, they stuck out,
through thick and thin, that you would come backiagoon, somehow. They didn't know
exactly how, but somehow!'

Toad began to sit up in his chair again, and talsmiittle.

‘They argued from history," continued the Rat. {T&&d that no criminal laws had ever been
known to prevail against cheek and plausibilitylrsas yours, combined with the power of a
long purse. So they arranged to move their things iToad Hall, and sleep there, and keep it
aired, and have it all ready for you when you tdrop. They didn't guess what was going to
happen, of course; still, they had their suspicioinghe Wild Wood animals. Now | come to the
most painful and tragic part of my story. One daidght—it was a VERY dark night, and

blowing hard, too, and raining simply cats and degdand of weasels, armed to the teeth, crept
silently up the carriage-drive to the front entrn8imultaneously, a body of desperate ferrets,
advancing through the kitchen-garden, possesseastiees of the backyard and offices; while a
company of skirmishing stoats who stuck at notlnogupied the conservatory and the billiard-
room, and held the French windows opening on tdaive.

‘The Mole and the Badger were sitting by the firé¢he smoking-room, telling stories and
suspecting nothing, for it wasn't a night for anynaals to be out in, when those bloodthirsty




villains broke down the doors and rushed in up@mtlirom every side. They made the best fight
they could, but what was the good? They were undyared taken by surprise, and what can two
animals do against hundreds? They took and beat slegerely with sticks, those two poor
faithful creatures, and turned them out into thiel @md the wet, with many insulting and
uncalled-for remarks!'

Here the unfeeling Toad broke into a snigger, &ed pulled himself together and tried to look
particularly solemn.

'‘And the Wild Wooders have been living in Toad Halér since,’ continued the Rat; 'and going
on simply anyhow! Lying in bed half the day, anéditfast at all hours, and the place in such a
mess (I'm told) it's not fit to be seen! Eating ygwub, and drinking your drink, and making bad
jokes about you, and singing vulgar songs, abouti-algout prisons and magistrates, and
policemen; horrid personal songs, with no humouhem. And they're telling the tradespeople
and everybody that they've come to stay for good.’

'O, have they!" said Toad getting up and seizisgick. 'I'll jolly soon see about that!

'It's no good, Toad!" called the Rat after him.uYobetter come back and sit down; you'll only
get into trouble.'

But the Toad was off, and there was no holding temmarched rapidly down the road, his
stick over his shoulder, fuming and muttering tm&elf in his anger, till he got near his front
gate, when suddenly there popped up from behing@dhegs a long yellow ferret with a gun.

'Who comes there?' said the ferret sharply.

'Stuff and nonsense!’ said Toad, very angrily. Ydmayou mean by talking like that to me?
Come out of that at once, or I'll——

The ferret said never a word, but he brought hisuto his shoulder. Toad prudently dropped
flat in the road, and BANG! a bullet whistled oves head.

The startled Toad scrambled to his feet and scasdpsf down the road as hard as he could;
and as he ran he heard the ferret laughing and btinad thin little laughs taking it up and
carrying on the sound.

He went back, very crestfallen, and told the W&at.

'What did | tell you?' said the Rat. 'It's no godbey've got sentries posted, and they are all
armed. You must just wait.'

Still, Toad was not inclined to give in all at on&» he got out the boat, and set off rowing up
the river to where the garden front of Toad Hatheadown to the waterside.




Arriving within sight of his old home, he rested lis oars and surveyed the land cautiously. All
seemed very peaceful and deserted and quiet. He the whole front of Toad Hall,

glowing in the evening sunshine, the pigeons setthy twos and threes along the straight line of
the roof; the garden, a blaze of flowers; the ctbek led up to the boat-house, the little wooden
bridge that crossed it; all tranquil, uninhabitagparently waiting for his return. He would try

the boat-house first, he thought. Very warily hegiad up to the mouth of the creek, and was
just passing under the bridge, when ... CRASH!

A great stone, dropped from above, smashed thrtheghottom of the boat. It filled and sank,
and Toad found himself struggling in deep wateloKking up, he saw two stoats leaning over the
parapet of the bridge and watching him with gréaeég'lt will be your head next time, Toady!"
they called out to him. The indignant Toad swarshore, while the stoats laughed and laughed,
supporting each other, and laughed again, till thearly had two fits—that is, one fit each, of
course.

The Toad retraced his weary way on foot, and relhte disappointing experiences to the Water
Rat once more.

'‘Well, WHAT did | tell you?' said the Rat very csbg 'And, now, look here! See what you've
been and done! Lost me my boat that | was so fdnithat's what you've done! And simply
ruined that nice suit of clothes that | lent yowaRy, Toad, of all the trying animals—I wonder
you manage to keep any friends at all""

The Toad saw at once how wrongly and foolishly &é acted. He admitted his errors and
wrong-headedness and made a full apology to Rab$arg his boat and spoiling his clothes.
And he wound up by saying, with that frank selfreader which always disarmed his friend's
criticism and won them back to his side, 'Rattgeé that | have been a headstrong and a wilful
Toad! Henceforth, believe me, | will be humble aatbmissive, and will take no action without
your kind advice and full approval!

'If that is really so,' said the good-natured Ratady appeased, 'then my advice to you is,
considering the lateness of the hour, to sit domshtzave your supper, which will be on the table
in a minute, and be very patient. For | am convihitgt we can do nothing until we have seen
the Mole and the Badger, and heard their latessnand held conference and taken their advice
in this difficult matter.'

'Oh, ah, yes, of course, the Mole and the Badggid' Toad, lightly. 'What's become of them, the
dear fellows? | had forgotten all about them.’

'Well may you ask!" said the Rat reproachfully. l&lyou were riding about the country in
expensive motor-cars, and galloping proudly on tHborses, and breakfasting on the fat of the
land, those two poor devoted animals have beenicgnopit in the open, in every sort of
weather, living very rough by day and lying veryddy night; watching over your house,
patrolling your boundaries, keeping a constant@yéhe stoats and the weasels, scheming and
planning and contriving how to get your propertglo#or you. You don't deserve to have such




true and loyal friends, Toad, you don't, reallynfgoday, when it's too late, you'll be sorry you
didn't value them more while you had them?!

'I'm an ungrateful beast, | know,' sobbed Toadddmg bitter tears. 'Let me go out and find
them, out into the cold, dark night, and sharerthaidships, and try and prove by—Held on a
bit! Surely | heard the chink of dishes on a tr@ypper's here at last, hooray! Come on, Ratty!

The Rat remembered that poor Toad had been ompfase for a considerable time, and that
large allowances had therefore to be made. Hevielliohim to the table accordingly, and
hospitably encouraged him in his gallant effortsni@ke up for past privations.

They had just finished their meal and resumed #r@n-chairs, when there came a heavy knock
at the door.

Toad was nervous, but the Rat, nodding mystericaishym, went straight up to the door and
opened it, and in walked Mr. Badger.

He had all the appearance of one who for some siigdd been kept away from home and all its
little comforts and conveniences. His shoes weweia with mud, and he was looking very
rough and touzled; but then he had never beenyasvmeart man, the Badger, at the best of times.
He came solemnly up to Toad, shook him by the @ed,said, 'Welcome home, Toad! Alas!
what am | saying? Home, indeed! This is a poor hoomaing. Unhappy Toad!" Then he turned
his back on him, sat down to the table, drew haralp, and helped himself to a large slice of
cold pie.

Toad was quite alarmed at this very serious anteptmus style of greeting; but the Rat
whispered to him, 'Never mind; don't take any regtend don't say anything to him just yet. He's
always rather low and despondent when he's wahtsgictuals. In half an hour's time he'll be
quite a different animal.’

So they waited in silence, and presently there camogher and a lighter knock. The Rat, with a
nod to Toad, went to the door and ushered in thieMery shabby and unwashed, with bits of
hay and straw sticking in his fur.

'Hooray! Here's old Toad!" cried the Mole, his flb@aming. 'Fancy having you back again!" And
he began to dance round him. 'We never dreamt yaudaurn up so soon! Why, you must have
managed to escape, you clever, ingenious, inteliigead!

The Rat, alarmed, pulled him by the elbow; butaswoo late. Toad was puffing and swelling
already.

‘Clever? O, no! he said. 'I'm not really clevexc@ding to my friends. I've only broken out of
the strongest prison in England, that's all! Angtaeed a railway train and escaped on it, that's
all' And disguised myself and gone about the cquntrmbugging everybody, that's all' O, no!
I'm a stupid ass, | am! I'll tell you one or twora little adventures, Mole, and you shall judge
for yourself!'




'‘Well, well," said the Mole, moving towards the paptable; 'supposing you talk while | eat. Not
a bite since breakfast! O my! O my!" And he sat damd helped himself liberally to cold beef
and pickles.

Toad straddled on the hearth-rug, thrust his paevhis trouser-pocket and pulled out a handful
of silver. 'Look at that!" he cried, displaying'That's not so bad, is it, for a few minutes' viork
And how do you think | done it, Mole? Horse-dealifipat's how | done it!"

'‘Go on, Toad, said the Mole, immensely interested.

‘'Toad, do be quiet, please!" said the Rat. 'Andtdmu egg him on, Mole, when you know what
he is; but please tell us as soon as possible tivbaiosition is, and what's best to be done, now
that Toad is back at last.’

'The position's about as bad as it can be,’ regiedole grumpily; 'and as for what's to be
done, why, blest if | know! The Badger and | haeei round and round the place, by night and
by day; always the same thing. Sentries postedrevere, guns poked out at us, stones thrown
at us; always an animal on the look-out, and whexy see us, my! how they do laugh! That's
what annoys me most!'

'It's a very difficult situation,’ said the Ratfleeting deeply. 'But | think | see now, in the tep
of my mind, what Toad really ought to do. | willltgou. He ought to——

'‘No, he oughtn't!" shouted the Mole, with his mofutlh ‘Nothing of the sort! You don't
understand. What he ought to do is, he ought to——

'Well, | shan't do it, anyway!" cried Toad, gettiexcited. 'I'm not going to be ordered about by
you fellows! It's my house we're talking about, alka@ow exactly what to do, and I'll tell you.
I'm going to——

By this time they were all three talking at ondeth& top of their voices, and the noise was
simply deafening, when a thin, dry voice made ftsebrd, saying, 'Be quiet at once, all of you!'
and instantly every one was silent.

It was the Badger, who, having finished his piaj tianed round in his chair and was looking at
them severely. When he saw that he had securadattention, and that they were evidently
waiting for him to address them, he turned badkéotable again and reached out for the cheese.
And so great was the respect commanded by the gadilities of that admirable animal, that not
another word was uttered until he had quite finishis repast and brushed the crumbs from his
knees. The Toad fidgeted a good deal, but the &dttim firmly down.

When the Badger had quite done, he got up fronsdas and stood before the fireplace,
reflecting deeply. At last he spoke.




‘Toad!" he said severely. "You bad, troublesontie i&nimal! Aren't you ashamed of yourself?
What do you think your father, my old friend, wotrdve said if he had been here to-night, and
had known of all your goings on?’

Toad, who was on the sofa by this time, with hgslap, rolled over on his face, shaken by sobs
of contrition.

‘There, there!" went on the Badger, more kindlgvér mind. Stop crying. We're going to let
bygones be bygones, and try and turn over a ndwBeawhat the Mole says is quite true. The
stoats are on guard, at every point, and they rttakbest sentinels in the world. It's quite
useless to think of attacking the place. They'cestoong for us.'

‘Then it's all over,’" sobbed the Toad, crying it® sofa cushions. 'l shall go and enlist for a
soldier, and never see my dear Toad Hall any more!'

'‘Come, cheer up, Toady!" said the Badger. 'Thererare ways of getting back a place than
taking it by storm. | haven't said my last word.yétw I'm going to tell you a great secret.’

Toad sat up slowly and dried his eyes. Secretsahachmense attraction for him, because he
never could keep one, and he enjoyed the sortlwdllowed thrill he experienced when he went
and told another animal, after having faithfullpprised not to.

‘There—is—an—underground—passage,’ said the Banhgeressively, 'that leads from the
river-bank, quite near here, right up into the nedof Toad Hall.'

'O, nonsense! Badger,' said Toad, rather airilgu'Ye been listening to some of the yarns they
spin in the public-houses about here. | know ewael of Toad Hall, inside and out. Nothing of
the sort, | do assure you!

'My young friend,' said the Badger, with great s#yg'your father, who was a worthy animal—

a lot worthier than some others | know—was a paldicfriend of mine, and told me a great deal
he wouldn't have dreamt of telling you. He discedethat passage—he didn't make it, of course;
that was done hundreds of years before he ever tahve there—and he repaired it and
cleaned it out, because he thought it might comes&ful some day, in case of trouble or danger;
and he showed it to me. "Don't let my son know aliiguhe said. "He's a good boy, but very
light and volatile in character, and simply canhold his tongue. If he's ever in a real fix, and it
would be of use to him, you may tell him about $keret passage; but not before.™

The other animals looked hard at Toad to see howdudd take it. Toad was inclined to be
sulky at first; but he brightened up immediateile Ithe good fellow he was.

'‘Well, well," he said; 'perhaps | am a bit of &éal A popular fellow such as | am—my friends
get round me—we chaff, we sparkle, we tell wittyrigs—and somehow my tongue gets
wagging. | have the gift of conversation. I've béad | ought to have a salon, whatever that
may be. Never mind. Go on, Badger. How's this ggssayours going to help us?’




'I've found out a thing or two lately,' continudxd tBadger. 'l got Otter to disguise himself as a
sweep and call at the back-door with brushes oieshoulder, asking for a job. There's going to
be a big banquet to-morrow night. It's somebodythday—the Chief Weasel's, | believe—and
all the weasels will be gathered together in tmengdj-hall, eating and drinking and laughing and
carrying on, suspecting nothing. No guns, no swandssticks, no arms of any sort whatever!'

'‘But the sentinels will be posted as usual,’ reedtke Rat.

'Exactly,’ said the Badger; 'that is my point. Themasels will trust entirely to their excellent
sentinels. And that is where the passage comddat.very useful tunnel leads right up under
the butler's pantry, next to the dining-hall"

'‘Aha! that squeaky board in the butler's pantid S oad. 'Now | understand it"
'We shall creep out quietly into the butler's pgntt cried the Mole.

'—with our pistols and swords and sticks—' shoukedRat.

'—and rush in upon them,' said the Badger.

'—and whack 'em, and whack 'em, and whack 'en@tidhie Toad in ecstasy, running round and
round the room, and jumping over the chairs.

'Very well, then,' said the Badger, resuming hisalislry manner, 'our plan is settled, and there's
nothing more for you to argue and squabble abaytaSit's getting very late, all of you go right
off to bed at once. We will make all the necessargngements in the course of the morning to-
morrow.’

Toad, of course, went off to bed dutifully with tresst—he knew better than to refuse—though
he was feeling much too excited to sleep. But ltkheal a long day, with many events crowded
into it; and sheets and blankets were very frieallgg comforting things, after plain straw, and
not too much of it, spread on the stone floor dfaughty cell; and his head had not been many
seconds on his pillow before he was snoring happisturally, he dreamt a good deal; about
roads that ran away from him just when he wantedhtrand canals that chased him and caught
him, and a barge that sailed into the banquetirigahth his week's washing, just as he was
giving a dinner-party; and he was alone in theetquassage, pushing onwards, but it twisted and
turned round and shook itself, and sat up on its get somehow, at the last, he found himself
back in Toad Hall, safe and triumphant, with adl friends gathered round about him, earnestly
assuring him that he really was a clever Toad.

He slept till a late hour next morning, and by tinee he got down he found that the other
animals had finished their breakfast some timereefbhe Mole had slipped off somewhere by
himself, without telling any one where he was gdmgrhe Badger sat in the arm-chair, reading
the paper, and not concerning himself in the sighbout what was going to happen that very
evening. The Rat, on the other hand, was runningddhe room busily, with his arms full of
weapons of every kind, distributing them in foutléi heaps on the floor, and saying excitedly




under his breath, as he ran, 'Here's-a-sword-Rat, here's-a-sword-for-the Mole, here's-a-
sword-for-the-Toad, here's-a-sword-for-the-Baddte's-a-pistol-for-the-Rat, here's-a-pistol-
for-the-Mole, here's-a-pistol-for-the-Toad, her@'pistol-for-the-Badger!" And so on, in a
regular, rhythmical way, while the four little heagradually grew and grew.

‘That's all very well, Rat," said the Badger prégetooking at the busy little animal over the
edge of his newspaper; 'I'm not blaming you. Bst |at us once get past the stoats, with those
detestable guns of theirs, and | assure you wétslhiant any swords or pistols. We four, with
our sticks, once we're inside the dining-hall, wivg, shall clear the floor of all the lot of them in
five minutes. I'd have done the whole thing by nifysmly | didn't want to deprive you fellows
of the fun!'

'It's as well to be on the safe side,' said ther&#ctively, polishing a pistol-barrel on his sle
and looking along it.

The Toad, having finished his breakfast, pickeggbout stick and swung it vigorously,
belabouring imaginary animals. 'I'll learn 'em teat my house!" he cried. 'I'll learn 'em, I'll iea
‘em!’

'‘Don't say "learn 'em," Toad," said the Rat, gyestiiocked. 'It's not good English.’

'What are you always nagging at Toad for?' inquiredBadger, rather peevishly. 'What's the
matter with his English? It's the same what | ugseti, and if it's good enough for me, it ought
to be good enough for you!

'I'm very sorry," said the Rat humbly. 'Only | THINt ought to be "teach 'em," not "learn ‘em.

'‘But we don't WANT to teach 'em,’' replied the Badg&'e want to LEARN 'em—Iearn 'em,
learn 'em! And what's more, we're going to DOdg't

'Oh, very well, have it your own way," said the R#& was getting rather muddled about it
himself, and presently he retired into a corneresgte could be heard muttering, 'Learn 'em,
teach 'em, teach 'em, learn 'em!" till the Badgke him rather sharply to leave off.

Presently the Mole came tumbling into the roomgenmtly very pleased with himself. 'I've been
having such fun!" he began at once; 'I've beennggedt rise out of the stoats!

'l hope you've been very careful, Mole?' said theahxiously.

'l should hope so, too," said the Mole confideritlgot the idea when | went into the kitchen, to
see about Toad's breakfast being kept hot for hfound that old washerwoman-dress that he
came home in yesterday, hanging on a towel-horedthe fire. So | put it on, and the bonnet
as well, and the shawl, and off | went to Toad Hadlbold as you please. The sentries were on
the look-out, of course, with their guns and tl&ho comes there?" and all the rest of their
nonsense. "Good morning, gentlemen!" says I, vespectful. "Want any washing done to-
day?"




‘They looked at me very proud and stiff and haughiy said, "Go away, washerwoman! We
don't do any washing on duty.” "Or any other tims&ys |. Ho, ho, ho! Wasn't | FUNNY,
Toad?'

'Poor, frivolous animal!’ said Toad, very loftilyhe fact is, he felt exceedingly jealous of Mole
for what he had just done. It was exactly what loelld have liked to have done himself, if only
he had thought of it first, and hadn't gone andslept himself.

'Some of the stoats turned quite pink," contintredMole, 'and the Sergeant in charge, he said to
me, very short, he said, "Now run away, my good &oymun away! Don't keep my men idling
and talking on their posts.” "Run away?" saystlwon't be me that'll be running away, in a very
short time from now!™

'O MOLY, how could you?' said the Rat, dismayed.
The Badger laid down his paper.

'l could see them pricking up their ears and logkaheach other," went on the Mole; 'and the
Sergeant said to them, "Never mind HER; she doksaotv what she's talking about.™

"O! don't I?™ said I. "Well, let me tell you thi My daughter, she washes for Mr. Badger, and
that'll show you whether | know what I'm talkingoaih; and YOU'LL know pretty soon, too! A
hundred bloodthirsty badgers, armed with rifleg, gwing to attack Toad Hall this very night, by
way of the paddock. Six boatloads of Rats, withgiésand cutlasses, will come up the river and
effect a landing in the garden; while a picked botifoads, known at the Die-hards, or the
Death-or-Glory Toads, will storm the orchard andgaverything before them, yelling for
vengeance. There won't be much left of you to wihglihe time they've done with you, unless
you clear out while you have the chance!" Themlaaay, and when | was out of sight | hid;

and presently | came creeping back along the ditchtook a peep at them through the hedge.
They were all as nervous and flustered as couldumsing all ways at once, and falling over
each other, and every one giving orders to everyletse and not listening; and the Sergeant
kept sending off parties of stoats to distant pafthe grounds, and then sending other fellows to
fetch 'em back again; and | heard them saying¢b ether, "That's just like the weasels; they're
to stop comfortably in the banqueting-hall, andéheasting and toasts and songs and all sorts of
fun, while we must stay on guard in the cold areldark, and in the end be cut to pieces by
bloodthirsty Badgers!™

'Oh, you silly ass, Mole!' cried Toad, "You've beard spoilt everything!

'Mole," said the Badger, in his dry, quiet wayélceive you have more sense in your little finger
than some other animals have in the whole of flaeipodies. You have managed excellently,
and | begin to have great hopes of you. Good MGleVver Mole!'

The Toad was simply wild with jealousy, more espkgias he couldn't make out for the life of
him what the Mole had done that was so particuleldyer; but, fortunately for him, before he
could show temper or expose himself to the Badgarsasm, the bell rang for luncheon.




It was a simple but sustaining meal—bacon and bbeass, and a macaroni pudding; and when
they had quite done, the Badger settled himsedfamt arm-chair, and said, 'Well, we've got our
work cut out for us to-night, and it will probalthe pretty late before we're quite through with it;
so I'm just going to take forty winks, while |1 caAnd he drew a handkerchief over his face and
was soon snoring.

The anxious and laborious Rat at once resumed@pmamtions, and started running between his
four little heaps, muttering, 'Here's-a-belt-foetRat, here's-a-belt-for-the Mole, here's-a-belt-
for-the-Toad, here's-a-belt-for-the-Badger!" anaspwith every fresh accoutrement he
produced, to which there seemed really no endhesd/Mole drew his arm through Toad's, led
him out into the open air, shoved him into a wickleair, and made him tell him all his
adventures from beginning to end, which Toad wag o willing to do. The Mole was a good
listener, and Toad, with no one to check his statémor to criticise in an unfriendly spirit,
rather let himself go. Indeed, much that he rel&eldnged more properly to the category of
what-might-have-happened-had-I-only-thought-ofatime-instead-of ten-minutes-afterwards.
Those are always the best and the raciest advenamd why should they not be truly ours, as
much as the somewhat inadequate things that reaihe off?

Xll. THE RETURN OF ULYSSES

When it began to grow dark, the Rat, with an aiexditement and mystery, summoned them
back into the parlour, stood each of them up alimegsf his little heap, and proceeded to dress
them up for the coming expedition. He was very estrand thoroughgoing about it, and the
affair took quite a long time. First, there wasedt o go round each animal, and then a sword to
be stuck into each belt, and then a cutlass oottier side to balance it. Then a pair of pistols, a
policeman's truncheon, several sets of handcudfagsandages and sticking-plaster, and a flask
and a sandwich-case. The Badger laughed good-hestigiand said, 'All right, Ratty! It amuses
you and it doesn't hurt me. I'm going to do aklyot to do with this here stick.' But the Rat only
said, 'PLEASE, Badger. You know | shouldn't likeuyto blame me afterwards and say | had
forgotten ANYTHING!

When all was quite ready, the Badger took a dartela in one paw, grasped his great stick with
the other, and said, 'Now then, follow me! Molestircos I'm very pleased with him; Rat next;
Toad last. And look here, Toady! Don't you chastiemuch as usual, or you'll be sent back, as
sure as fate!'

The Toad was so anxious not to be left out thabbk up the inferior position assigned to him
without a murmur, and the animals set off. The Badegd them along by the river for a little
way, and then suddenly swung himself over the @algea hole in the river-bank, a little above
the water. The Mole and the Rat followed silenghyjnging themselves successfully into the
hole as they had seen the Badger do; but whemié ¢a Toad's turn, of course he managed to
slip and fall into the water with a loud splash ansljueal of alarm. He was hauled out by his




friends, rubbed down and wrung out hastily, congdyiand set on his legs; but the Badger was
seriously angry, and told him that the very nextetihe made a fool of himself he would most
certainly be left behind.

So at last they were in the secret passage, araithieg-out expedition had really begun!

It was cold, and dark, and damp, and low, and mgramd poor Toad began to shiver, partly
from dread of what might be before him, partly hessahe was wet through. The lantern was far
ahead, and he could not help lagging behind a iittthe darkness. Then he heard the Rat call
out warningly, 'COME on, Toad!" and a terror seihed of being left behind, alone in the
darkness, and he ‘came on' with such a rush thap$et the Rat into the Mole and the Mole into
the Badger, and for a moment all was confusion. Bégger thought they were being attacked
from behind, and, as there was no room to uselaatia cutlass, drew a pistol, and was on the
point of putting a bullet into Toad. When he found what had really happened he was very
angry indeed, and said, 'Now this time that tiresdmad SHALL be left behind!

But Toad whimpered, and the other two promisedttiey would be answerable for his good
conduct, and at last the Badger was pacified, hagtocession moved on; only this time the Rat
brought up the rear, with a firm grip on the sheuldf Toad.

So they groped and shuffled along, with their g@aicked up and their paws on their pistols, till
at last the Badger said, 'We ought by now to b&ypnrearly under the Hall.'

Then suddenly they heard, far away as it mighebd, yet apparently nearly over their heads, a
confused murmur of sound, as if people were shgwid cheering and stamping on the floor
and hammering on tables. The Toad's nervous teatiorsturned, but the Badger only remarked
placidly, They ARE going it, the Weasels!

The passage now began to slope upwards; they gmopeard a little further, and then the noise
broke out again, quite distinct this time, and vanse above them. 'Ooo-ray-ooray-oo-ray-
ooray!' they heard, and the stamping of little f@ethe floor, and the clinking of glasses asdlittl
fists pounded on the table. 'WHAT a time they'reil@' said the Badger. ‘Come on!" They
hurried along the passage till it came to a fulpstand they found themselves standing under the
trap-door that led up into the butler's pantry.

Such a tremendous noise was going on in the bangedll that there was little danger of their
being overheard. The Badger said, ‘'Now, boyspgkther!" and the four of them put their
shoulders to the trap-door and heaved it back.tigigach other up, they found themselves
standing in the pantry, with only a door betweesnihand the banqueting-hall, where their
unconscious enemies were carousing.

The noise, as they emerged from the passage, ma$ysieafening. At last, as the cheering and
hammering slowly subsided, a voice could be madeaying, 'Well, | do not propose to detain
you much longer'—(great applause)—'but before umes my seat'—(renewed cheering)—'I
should like to say one word about our kind host, Mrad. We all know Toad!'—(great
laughter)—'GOOD Toad, MODEST Toad, HONEST Toadirigks of merriment).
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'Only just let me get at him!" muttered Toad, gngdhis teeth.
'Hold hard a minute!" said the Badger, restrairiimg with difficulty. 'Get ready, all of you!

'—Let me sing you a little song," went on the volaeghich | have composed on the subject of
Toad'—(prolonged applause).

Then the Chief Weasel—for it was he—began in alsgheaky voice—

"Toad he went a-pleasuring
Gaily down the street—'

The Badger drew himself up, took a firm grip of kick with both paws, glanced round at his
comrades, and cried—

‘The hour is come! Follow me!
And flung the door open wide.

My!
What a squealing and a squeaking and a screedhatgthe air!

Well might the terrified weasels dive under thdealand spring madly up at the windows! Well
might the ferrets rush wildly for the fireplace aget hopelessly jammed in the chimney! Well
might tables and chairs be upset, and glass and ti@ sent crashing on the floor, in the panic of
that terrible moment when the four Heroes strodathully into the room! The mighty Badger,
his whiskers bristling, his great cudgel whistlthgough the air; Mole, black and grim,
brandishing his stick and shouting his awful way;CA Mole! A Mole!" Rat; desperate and
determined, his belt bulging with weapons of ewegg and every variety; Toad, frenzied with
excitement and injured pride, swollen to twice dnidinary size, leaping into the air and emitting
Toad-whoops that chilled them to the marrow! 'Thadvent a-pleasuring!" he yelled. 'I'LL
pleasure 'em!" and he went straight for the Chieb¥¢l. They were but four in all, but to the
panic-stricken weasels the hall seemed full of ntrons animals, grey, black, brown and yellow,
whooping and flourishing enormous cudgels; and tireke and fled with squeals of terror and
dismay, this way and that, through the windowsthgchimney, anywhere to get out of reach of
those terrible sticks.

The affair was soon over. Up and down, the whatgtle of the hall, strode the four Friends,
whacking with their sticks at every head that shabwgelf; and in five minutes the room was
cleared. Through the broken windows the shriekemwified weasels escaping across the lawn
were borne faintly to their ears; on the floor fagstrate some dozen or so of the enemy, on
whom the Mole was busily engaged in fitting handé&ufhe Badger, resting from his labours,
leant on his stick and wiped his honest brow.
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'Mole,' he said," 'you're the best of fellows! Judtalong outside and look after those stoat-
sentries of yours, and see what they're doing.dfvelea that, thanks to you, we shan't have
much trouble from them to-night!'

The Mole vanished promptly through a window; anel Badger bade the other two set a table on
its legs again, pick up knives and forks and plates glasses from the debris on the floor, and
see if they could find materials for a supper.anvsome grub, | do,' he said, in that rather
common way he had of speaking. 'Stir your stumpsad] and look lively! We've got your house
back for you, and you don't offer us so much asnalwich.' Toad felt rather hurt that the Badger
didn't say pleasant things to him, as he had td/tble, and tell him what a fine fellow he was,
and how splendidly he had fought; for he was ragiagticularly pleased with himself and the
way he had gone for the Chief Weasel and sent lyimgfacross the table with one blow of his
stick. But he bustled about, and so did the Rat,saon they found some guava jelly in a glass
dish, and a cold chicken, a tongue that had hdomediy touched, some trifle, and quite a lot of
lobster salad; and in the pantry they came upces&diful of French rolls and any quantity of
cheese, butter, and celery. They were just abosit ttown when the Mole clambered in through
the window, chuckling, with an armful of rifles.

'It's all over," he reported. 'From what | can makg as soon as the stoats, who were very
nervous and jumpy already, heard the shrieks amgehs and the uproar inside the hall, some
of them threw down their rifles and fled. The othetood fast for a bit, but when the weasels
came rushing out upon them they thought they weteaped; and the stoats grappled with the
weasels, and the weasels fought to get away, aydvitestled and wriggled and punched each
other, and rolled over and over, till most of 'estiad into the river! They've all disappeared by
now, one way or another; and I've got their rifiés.that's all right!"

'Excellent and deserving animal!’ said the Badigisrmouth full of chicken and trifle. 'Now,
there's just one more thing | want you to do, Mblefore you sit down to your supper along of
us; and | wouldn't trouble you only | know | cangt you to see a thing done, and | wish | could
say the same of every one | know. I'd send Rak Mvasn't a poet. | want you to take those
fellows on the floor there upstairs with you, aravé some bedrooms cleaned out and tidied up
and made really comfortable. See that they sweePERIthe beds, and put clean sheets and
pillow-cases on, and turn down one corner of thleddethes, just as you know it ought to be
done; and have a can of hot water, and clean toaetsfresh cakes of soap, put in each room.
And then you can give them a licking a-piece, & #ny satisfaction to you, and put them out by
the back-door, and we shan't see any more of THEMhcy. And then come along and have
some of this cold tongue. It's first rate. I'm vetgased with you, Mole!'

The goodnatured Mole picked up a stick, formedphisoners up in a line on the floor, gave
them the order 'Quick march!" and led his squadmfthe upper floor. After a time, he appeared
again, smiling, and said that every room was readg,as clean as a new pin. 'And | didn't have
to lick them, either," he added. 'l thought, oniliele, they had had licking enough for one
night, and the weasels, when | put the point tonthguite agreed with me, and said they
wouldn't think of troubling me. They were very pienit, and said they were extremely sorry for
what they had done, but it was all the fault of @eef Weasel and the stoats, and if ever they
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could do anything for us at any time to make uphae only got to mention it. So | gave them a
roll a-piece, and let them out at the back, andhadf ran, as hard as they could!

Then the Mole pulled his chair up to the table, pitched into the cold tongue; and Toad, like
the gentleman he was, put all his jealousy from, land said heartily, 'Thank you kindly, dear
Mole, for all your pains and trouble tonight, arsgpecially for your cleverness this morning!'
The Badger was pleased at that, and said, 'Thelespy brave Toad!" So they finished their
supper in great joy and contentment, and presegtilyed to rest between clean sheets, safe in
Toad's ancestral home, won back by matchless yatonsummate strategy, and a proper
handling of sticks.

The following morning, Toad, who had overslept hethas usual, came down to breakfast
disgracefully late, and found on the table a certpiantity of egg-shells, some fragments of cold
and leathery toast, a coffee-pot three-fourths gngstd really very little else; which did not tend
to improve his temper, considering that, afteriaias his own house. Through the French
windows of the breakfast-room he could see the Mal#the Water Rat sitting in wicker-chairs
out on the lawn, evidently telling each other sisyiroaring with laughter and kicking their short
legs up in the air. The Badger, who was in an anaircand deep in the morning paper, merely
looked up and nodded when Toad entered the roomT @ad knew his man, so he sat down and
made the best breakfast he could, merely obsetwihgnself that he would get square with the
others sooner or later. When he had nearly finistrtedBadger looked up and remarked rather
shortly: 'I'm sorry, Toad, but I'm afraid there'’seavy morning's work in front of you. You see,
we really ought to have a Banquet at once, to calelthis affair. It's expected of you—in fact,
it's the rule.'

'O, all right!" said the Toad, readily. 'Anythingydblige. Though why on earth you should want
to have a Banquet in the morning | cannot undegstBat you know | do not live to please
myself, but merely to find out what my friends wgemd then try and arrange it for 'em, you dear
old Badger!'

'Don't pretend to be stupider than you really aeplied the Badger, crossly; ‘and don't chuckle
and splutter in your coffee while you're talkings not manners. What | mean is, the Banquet
will be at night, of course, but the invitationdMiave to be written and got off at once, and
you've got to write 'em. Now, sit down at that &ablthere's stacks of letter-paper on it, with
"Toad Hall" at the top in blue and gold—and writeitations to all our friends, and if you stick
to it we shall get them out before luncheon. Ahdl bear a hand, too; and take my share of the
burden. I'LL order the Banquet.'

'‘What!" cried Toad, dismayed. 'Me stop indoors anite a lot of rotten letters on a jolly morning
like this, when | want to go around my propertyd &et everything and everybody to rights, and
swagger about and enjoy myself! Certainly not'dd—I'll see you—Stop a minute, though!
Why, of course, dear Badger! What is my pleasureoarenience compared with that of others!
You wish it done, and it shall be done. Go, Badgeter the Banquet, order what you like; then
join our young friends outside in their innocenttimi oblivious of me and my cares and toils. |
sacrifice this fair morning on the altar of dutydamendship!
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The Badger looked at him very suspiciously, butd®&ank, open countenance made it

difficult to suggest any unworthy motive in thisacige of attitude. He quitted the room,
accordingly, in the direction of the kitchen, arsdsaon as the door had closed behind him, Toad
hurried to the writing-table. A fine idea had oaeat to him while he was talking. He WOULD
write the invitations; and he would take care tantien the leading part he had taken in the fight,
and how he had laid the Chief Weasel flat; and belavhint at his adventures, and what a career
of triumph he had to tell about; and on the flyflea would set out a sort of a programme of
entertainment for the evening—something like tashe sketched it out in his head:—

SPEECH. ... BY TOAD.
(There will be other speeches by TOAD during thengvg.)
ADDRESS. .. BY TOAD

SYNOPSIS—Our Prison System—the Waterways of Old&y—Horse-dealing, and how to
deal—Property, its rights and its duties—Back ® lthnd—A Typical English Squire.

SONG. ... BY TOAD. (Composed by himself.) OTHERKPOSITIONS. BY TOAD
will be sung in the course of the evening by theCOMPOSER.

The idea pleased him mightily, and he worked vemdtand got all the letters finished by noon,
at which hour it was reported to him that there wasnall and rather bedraggled weasel at the
door, inquiring timidly whether he could be of assrvice to the gentlemen. Toad swaggered out
and found it was one of the prisoners of the previevening, very respectful and anxious to
please. He patted him on the head, shoved the dwhdhvitations into his paw, and told him to
cut along quick and deliver them as fast as hed;@uld if he liked to come back again in the
evening, perhaps there might be a shilling for romagain, perhaps there mightn't; and the poor
weasel seemed really quite grateful, and hurriéeadgerly to do his mission.

When the other animals came back to luncheon, vaisterous and breezy after a morning on
the river, the Mole, whose conscience had beerkipgdcim, looked doubtfully at Toad,
expecting to find him sulky or depressed. Insté@dwas so uppish and inflated that the Mole
began to suspect something; while the Rat and #ug® exchanged significant glances.

As soon as the meal was over, Toad thrust his p@ep into his trouser-pockets, remarked
casually, 'Well, look after yourselves, you felldwsk for anything you want!" and was
swaggering off in the direction of the garden, vehlee wanted to think out an idea or two for his
coming speeches, when the Rat caught him by the arm

Toad rather suspected what he was after, and dliddst to get away; but when the Badger took
him firmly by the other arm he began to see thatghme was up. The two animals conducted
him between them into the small smoking-room theneed out of the entrance-hall, shut the
door, and put him into a chair. Then they both gtimofront of him, while Toad sat silent and
regarded them with much suspicion and ill-humour.
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'‘Now, look here, Toad,' said the Rat. 'lt's abbig Banquet, and very sorry | am to have to speak
to you like this. But we want you to understancadig once and for all, that there are going to

be no speeches and no songs. Try and grasp thiaddcin this occasion we're not arguing with
you; we're just telling you.'

Toad saw that he was trapped. They understoodthey,saw through him, they had got ahead
of him. His pleasant dream was shattered.

'Mayn't | sing them just one LITTLE song?' he pledgbiteously.

'No, not ONE little song,’ replied the Rat firmtiappugh his heart bled as he noticed the
trembling lip of the poor disappointed Toad. 'fitsgood, Toady; you know well that your songs
are all conceit and boasting and vanity; and ypeeshes are all self-praise and—and—well,
and gross exaggeration and—and——

'‘And gas,’ put in the Badger, in his common way.

'It's for your own good, Toady,' went on the Rdau know you MUST turn over a new leaf
sooner or later, and now seems a splendid timegmba sort of turning-point in your career.
Please don't think that saying all this doesn't m& more than it hurts you.'

Toad remained a long while plunged in thought.ast he raised his head, and the traces of
strong emotion were visible on his features. "Yauehconquered, my friends,' he said in broken
accents. 'lt was, to be sure, but a small thingltaaked—merely leave to blossom and expand
for yet one more evening, to let myself go and tleatumultuous applause that always seems to
me—somehow—to bring out my best qualities. Howeyeu, are right, | know, and | am wrong.
Hence forth | will be a very different Toad. Mydnds, you shall never have occasion to blush
for me again. But, O dear, O dear, this is a havddd/

And, pressing his handkerchief to his face, hetledtroom, with faltering footsteps.

'‘Badger,’ said the Rat,feel like a brute; | wonder what YOU feel like?'

'O, | know, | know,' said the Badger gloomily. 'Bbe thing had to be done. This good fellow
has got to live here, and hold his own, and bea&sg. Would you have him a common
laughing-stock, mocked and jeered at by stoatsnaaels?’

'Of course not,’ said the Rat. 'And, talking of sads, it's lucky we came upon that little weasel,
just as he was setting out with Toad's invitatidrsispected something from what you told me,

and had a look at one or two; they were simplyrdisgful. | confiscated the lot, and the good
Mole is now sitting in the blue boudoir, filling ypain, simple invitation cards."'

At last the hour for the banquet began to draw,reeat Toad, who on leaving the others had
retired to his bedroom, was still sitting there lameholy and thoughtful. His brow resting on his
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paw, he pondered long and deeply. Gradually histemance cleared, and he began to smile
long, slow smiles. Then he took to giggling in & s$elf-conscious manner. At last he got up,
locked the door, drew the curtains across the wusgaollected all the chairs in the room and
arranged them in a semicircle, and took up histjposin front of them, swelling visibly. Then
he bowed, coughed twice, and, letting himself gt wplifted voice he sang, to the enraptured
audience that his imagination so clearly saw.

TOAD'S LAST LITTLE SONG!

The Toad—came—home!

There was panic in the parlours and howling in th e halls,
There was crying in the cow-sheds and shrieking i n the stalls,
When the Toad—came—home!

When the Toad—came—home!
There was smashing in of window and crashing in o f door,
There was chivvying of weasels that fainted on th e floor,
When the Toad—came—home!

Bang! go the drums!

The trumpeters are tooting and the soldiers are s aluting,

And the cannon they are shooting and the motor-ca rs are hooting,
As the—Hero—comes!

Shout—Hoo-ray!

And let each one of the crowd try and shout it ve ry loud,
In honour of an animal of whom you're justly prou d,

For it's Toad's—great—day!

He sang this very loud, with great unction and egpion; and when he had done, he sang it all
over again.

Then he heaved a deep sigh; a long, long, long sigh

Then he dipped his hairbrush in the water-jug,qehhts hair in the middle, and plastered it
down very straight and sleek on each side of las;fand, unlocking the door, went quietly
down the stairs to greet his guests, who he knest imeiassembling in the drawing-room.

All the animals cheered when he entered, and crdwalend to congratulate him and say nice
things about his courage, and his cleverness, aftghting qualities; but Toad only smiled
faintly, and murmured, 'Not at all'" Or, sometimfs,a change, 'On the contrary!" Otter, who
was standing on the hearthrug, describing to anradyreircle of friends exactly how he would
have managed things had he been there, came fowitard shout, threw his arm round Toad's
neck, and tried to take him round the room in tpinal progress; but Toad, in a mild way, was
rather snubby to him, remarking gently, as he djaged himself, 'Badger's was the mastermind,;
the Mole and the Water Rat bore the brunt of tgbting; | merely served in the ranks and did
little or nothing.' The animals were evidently plezzand taken aback by this unexpected
attitude of his; and Toad felt, as he moved frora guest to the other, making his modest
responses, that he was an object of absorbingesitey every one.
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The Badger had ordered everything of the besttlamtbanquet was a great success. There was
much talking and laughter and chaff among the alsintat through it all Toad, who of course
was in the chair, looked down his nose and murmpleasant nothings to the animals on either
side of him. At intervals he stole a glance atBlaelger and the Rat, and always when he looked
they were staring at each other with their mouheng and this gave him the greatest
satisfaction. Some of the younger and livelier algnas the evening wore on, got whispering to
each other that things were not so amusing asubeg to be in the good old days; and there
were some knockings on the table and cries of M8pdech! Speech from Toad! Song! Mr.
Toad's song!" But Toad only shook his head gerdiged one paw in mild protest, and, by
pressing delicacies on his guests, by topical statd] and by earnest inquiries after members of
their families not yet old enough to appear atadcinctions, managed to convey to them that
this dinner was being run on strictly conventiolivas.

He was indeed an altered Toad!

After this climax, the four animals continued tadetheir lives, so rudely broken in upon by civil
war, in great joy and contentment, undisturbedusther risings or invasions. Toad, after due
consultation with his friends, selected a handsgoié chain and locket set with pearls, which
he dispatched to the gaoler's daughter with arléttd even the Badger admitted to be modest,
grateful, and appreciative; and the engine-drivehjs turn, was properly thanked and
compensated for all his pains and trouble. Undeersecompulsion from the Badger, even the
barge-woman was, with some trouble, sought outl@dalue of her horse discreetly made
good to her; though Toad kicked terribly at thiglding himself to be an instrument of Fate, sent
to punish fat women with mottled arms who coultilita real gentleman when they saw one.
The amount involved, it was true, was not very leagbme, the gipsy's valuation being admitted
by local assessors to be approximately correct.

Sometimes, in the course of long summer evenihgsfriends would take a stroll together in the
Wild Wood, now successfully tamed so far as theyeve®ncerned; and it was pleasing to see
how respectfully they were greeted by the inhalétaaind how the mother-weasels would bring
their young ones to the mouths of their holes, sad pointing, 'Look, baby! There goes the
great Mr. Toad! And that's the gallant Water Ragrable fighter, walking along o' him! And
yonder comes the famous Mr. Mole, of whom you gerohave heard your father tell!" But
when their infants were fractious and quite beyomtrol, they would quiet them by telling

how, if they didn't hush them and not fret thene, trrible grey Badger would up and get them.
This was a base libel on Badger, who, though hedcitle about Society, was rather fond of
children; but it never failed to have its full etfe
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