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The Mole had been working very hard all the morning,
spring-cleaning his little home. First with brooms, then with
dusters; then on ladders and steps and chairs, with a brush
and a pail of whitewash; till he had dust in his throat and
eyes, and splashes of whitewash all over his black fur, and an
aching back and weary arms. Spring was moving in the air
above and in the earth below and around him, penetrating
even his dark and lowly little house with its spirit of divine
discontent and longing. It was small wonder, then, that he
suddenly flung down his brush on the floor, said “Bother!”
and “O blow!” and also “Hang spring-cleaning!” and bolted
out of the house without even waiting to put on his coat.
Something up above was calling him imperiously, and he
made for the steep little tunnel which answered in his case to
the gravelled carriage-drive owned by animals whose
residences are nearer to the sun and air. So he scraped and
scratched and scrabbled and scrooged and then he scrooged
again and scrabbled and scratched and scraped, working
busily with his little paws and muttering to himself, “Up we
go! Up we go!” till at last, pop! his snout came out into the
sunlight, and he found himself rolling in the warm grass of a
great meadow.

“This is fine!” he said to himself. “This is better than
whitewashing!” The sunshine struck hot on his fur, soft
breezes caressed his heated brow, and after the seclusion of
the cellarage he had lived in so long the carol of happy birds
fell on his dulled hearing almost like a shout. Jumping off all
his four legs at once, in the joy of living and the delight of
spring without its cleaning, he pursued his way across the
meadow till he reached the hedge on the further side.

When they got home, the Rat made a bright fire in the
parlour, and planted the Mole in an arm-chair in front of it,
having fetched down a dressing-gown and slippers for him,
and told him river stories till supper-time. Very thrilling
stories they were, too, to an earth-dwelling animal like Mole.
Stories about weirs, and sudden floods, and leaping pike, and
steamers that flung hard bottles—at least bottles were
certainly flung, and from steamers, so presumably by them;
and about herons, and how particular they were whom they
spoke to; and about adventures down drains, and
night-fishings with Otter, or excursions far a-field with
Badger. Supper was a most cheerful meal; but very shortly
afterwards a terribly sleepy Mole had to be escorted upstairs
by his considerate host, to the best bedroom, where he soon
laid his head on his pillow in great peace and contentment,
knowing that his new-found friend the River was lapping the
sill of his window.

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

“Ratty,” said the Mole suddenly, one bright summer
morning, “if you please, I want to ask you a favour.”

The Rat was sitting on the river bank, singing a little song.
He had just composed it himself, so he was very taken up
with it, and would not pay proper attention to Mole or
anything else. Since early morning he had been swimming in
the river, in company with his friends the ducks. And when
the ducks stood on their heads suddenly, as ducks will, he
would dive down and tickle their necks, just under where
their chins would be if ducks had chins, till they were forced
to come to the surface again in a hurry, spluttering and angry
and shaking their feathers at him, for it is impossible to say
quite all you feel when your head is under water. At last they
implored him to go away and attend to his own affairs and
leave them to mind theirs. So the Rat went away, and sat on
the river bank in the sun, and made up a song about them,
which he called

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!

“I don’t know that I think so very much of that little song,
Rat,” observed the Mole cautiously. He was no poet himself
and didn’t care who knew it; and he had a candid nature.

“Nor don’t the ducks neither,” replied the Rat cheerfully.
“They say, ‘Why can’t fellows be allowed to do what they
like when they like and as they like, instead of other fellows
sitting on banks and watching them all the time and making
remarks and poetry and things about them? What nonsense it
all is!’ That’s what the ducks say.”

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

The following evening the Mole, who had risen late and
taken things very easy all day, was sitting on the bank
fishing, when the Rat, who had been looking up his friends
and gossiping, came strolling along to find him. “Heard the
news?” he said. “There’s nothing else being talked about, all
along the river bank. Toad went up to Town by an early train
this morning. And he has ordered a large and very expensive
motor-car.”

The Mole had long wanted to make the acquaintance of the
Badger. He seemed, by all accounts, to be such an important
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personage and, though rarely visible, to make his unseen
influence felt by everybody about the place. But whenever
the Mole mentioned his wish to the Water Rat he always
found himself put off. “It’s all right,” the Rat would say.
“Badger’ll turn up some day or other—he’s always turning
up—and then I’ll introduce you. The best of fellows! But you
must not only take him as you find him, but when you find
him.”

“He wouldn’t come,” replied the Rat simply. “Badger hates
Society, and invitations, and dinner, and all that sort of
thing.”

“O, I’m sure he wouldn’t like that at all,” said the Rat, quite
alarmed. “He’s so very shy, he’d be sure to be offended. I’ve
never even ventured to call on him at his own home myself,
though I know him so well. Besides, we can’t. It’s quite out
of the question, because he lives in the very middle of the
Wild Wood.”

“Well, supposing he does,” said the Mole. “You told me the
Wild Wood was all right, you know.”

“O, I know, I know, so it is,” replied the Rat evasively. “But I
think we won’t go there just now. Not just yet. It’s a long
way, and he wouldn’t be at home 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 Badger never
came along, and every day brought its amusements, and it
was not till summer was long over, and cold and frost and
miry ways kept them much indoors, and the swollen river
raced past outside their windows with a speed that mocked at
boating of any sort or kind, that he found his thoughts
dwelling again with much persistence on the solitary grey
Badger, who lived his own life by himself, in his hole in the
middle of the Wild Wood.

The Mole fell backwards on the snow from sheer surprise and
delight. “Rat!” he cried in penitence, “you’re a wonder! A
real wonder, that’s what you are. I see it all now! You argued
it out, step by step, in that wise head of yours, from the very
moment that I fell and cut my shin, and you looked at the cut,
and at once your majestic mind said to itself, ‘Door-scraper!’
And then you turned to and found the very door-scraper that
done it! Did you stop there? No. Some people would have
been quite satisfied; but not you. Your intellect went on
working. ‘Let me only just find a door-mat,’ says you to
yourself, ‘and my theory is proved!’ And of course you found
your door-mat. You’re so clever, I believe you could find
anything you liked. ‘Now,’ says you, ‘that door exists, as
plain as if I saw it. There’s nothing else remains to be done
but to find it!’ Well, I’ve read about that sort of thing in
books, but I’ve never come across it before in real life. You
ought to go where you’ll be properly appreciated. You’re
simply wasted here, among us fellows. If I only had your
head, Ratty——”

“But as you haven’t,” interrupted the Rat, rather unkindly, “I
suppose you’re going to sit on the snow all night and talk?
Get up at once and hang on to that bell-pull you see there,
and ring hard, as hard as you can, while I hammer!”

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

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

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

“Now, the very next time this happens,” said a gruff and
suspicious voice, “I shall be exceedingly angry. Who is it this
time, disturbing people on such a night? Speak up!”

“Oh, Badger,” cried the Rat, “let us in, please. It’s me, Rat,
and my friend Mole, and we’ve lost our way in the snow.”

“What, Ratty, my dear little man!” exclaimed the Badger, in
quite a different voice. “Come along in, both of you, at once.
Why, you must be perished. Well I never! Lost in the snow!
And in the Wild Wood, too, and at this time of night! But
come in with you.”

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

The Badger, who wore a long dressing-gown, and whose
slippers were indeed very down at heel, carried a flat
candlestick in his paw and had probably been on his way to
bed when their summons sounded. He looked kindly down
on them and patted both their heads. “This is not the sort of
night for small animals to be out,” he said paternally. “I’m
afraid you’ve been up to some of your pranks again, Ratty.
But come along; come into the kitchen. There’s a first-rate
fire there, and supper and everything.”

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

As he hurried along, eagerly anticipating the moment when
he would be at home again among the things he knew and
liked, the Mole saw clearly that he was an animal of tilled
field and hedge-row, linked to the ploughed furrow, the
frequented pasture, the lane of evening lingerings, the
cultivated garden-plot. For others the asperities, the stubborn
endurance, or the clash of actual conflict, that went with
Nature in the rough; he must be wise, must keep to the
pleasant places in which his lines were laid and which held
adventure enough, in their way, to last for a lifetime.

The sheep ran huddling together against the hurdles, blowing
out thin nostrils and stamping with delicate fore-feet, their
heads thrown back and a light steam rising from the crowded
sheep-pen into the frosty air, as the two animals hastened by
in high spirits, with much chatter and laughter. They were
returning across country after a long day’s outing with Otter,
hunting and exploring on the wide uplands where certain
streams tributary to their own River had their first small
beginnings; and the shades of the short winter day were
closing in on them, and they had still some distance to go.
Plodding at random across the plough, they had heard the
sheep and had made for them; and now, leading from the
sheep-pen, they found a beaten track that made walking a
lighter business, and responded, moreover, to that small
inquiring something which all animals carry inside them,
saying unmistakably, “Yes, quite right; this leads home!”

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

“Oh, never mind!” said the Rat. “At this season of the year
they’re all safe indoors by this time, sitting round the fire;
men, women, and children, dogs and cats and all. We shall
slip through all right, without any bother or unpleasantness,
and we can have a look at them through their windows if you
like, and see what they’re doing.”

The weary Mole also was glad to turn in without delay, and
soon had his head on his pillow, in great joy and
contentment. But ere he closed his eyes he let them wander
round his old room, mellow in the glow of the firelight that
played or rested on familiar and friendly things which had
long been unconsciously a part of him, and now smilingly
received him back, without rancour. He was now in just the

frame of mind that the tactful Rat had quietly worked to bring
about in him. He saw clearly how plain and simple—how
narrow, even—it all was; but clearly, too, how much it all
meant to him, and the special value of some such anchorage
in one’s existence. He did not at all want to abandon the new
life and its splendid spaces, to turn his back on sun and air
and all they offered him and creep home and stay there; the
upper world was all too strong, it called to him still, even
down there, and he knew he must return to the larger stage.
But it was good to think he had this to come back to; this
place which was all his own, these things which were so glad
to see him again and could always be counted upon for the
same simple welcome.

It was a bright morning in the early part of summer; the river
had resumed its wonted banks and its accustomed pace, and a
hot sun seemed to be pulling everything green and bushy and
spiky up out of the earth towards him, as if by strings. The
Mole and the Water Rat had been up since dawn, very busy
on matters connected with boats and the opening of the
boating season; painting and varnishing, mending paddles,
repairing cushions, hunting for missing boat-hooks, and so
on; and were finishing breakfast in their little parlour and
eagerly discussing their plans for the day, when a heavy
knock sounded at the door.

“Bother!” said the Rat, all over egg. “See who it is, Mole,
like a good chap, since you’ve finished.”

The Mole went to attend the summons, and the Rat heard him
utter a cry of surprise. Then he flung the parlour door open,
and announced with much importance, “Mr. Badger!”

This was a wonderful thing, indeed, that the Badger should
pay a formal call on them, or indeed on anybody. He
generally had to be caught, if you wanted him badly, as he
slipped quietly along a hedgerow of an early morning or a
late evening, or else 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 stood looking
at the two animals with an expression full of seriousness. The
Rat let his egg-spoon fall on the table-cloth, and sat
open-mouthed.

“Whose hour, you should rather say,” replied the Badger.
“Why, Toad’s hour! The hour of Toad! I said I would take
him in hand as soon as the winter was well over, and I’m
going to take him in hand to-day!”

Then the brutal minions of the law fell upon the hapless
Toad; loaded him with chains, and dragged him from the
Court House, shrieking, praying, protesting; across the
marketplace, where the playful populace, always as severe
upon detected crime as they are sympathetic and helpful
when one is merely “wanted,” assailed him with jeers,
carrots, and popular catch-words; past hooting school
children, their innocent faces lit up with the pleasure they
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ever derive from the sight of a gentleman in difficulties;
across the hollow-sounding drawbridge, below the spiky
portcullis, under the frowning archway of the grim old castle,
whose ancient towers soared high overhead; past guardrooms
full of grinning soldiery off duty, past sentries who coughed
in a horrid, sarcastic way, because that is as much as a sentry
on his post dare do to show his contempt and abhorrence of
crime; up time-worn winding stairs, past men-at-arms in
casquet and corselet of steel, darting threatening looks
through their vizards; across courtyards, where mastiffs
strained at their leash and pawed the air to get at him; past
ancient warders, their halberds leant against the wall, dozing
over a pasty and a flagon of brown ale; on and on, past the
rack-chamber and the thumbscrew-room, past the turning that
led to the private scaffold, till they reached the door of the
grimmest dungeon that lay in the heart of the innermost keep.
There at last they paused, where an ancient gaoler sat
fingering a bunch of mighty keys.

“Oddsbodikins!” said the sergeant of police, taking off his
helmet and wiping his forehead. “Rouse thee, old loon, and
take over from us this vile Toad, a criminal of deepest guilt
and matchless artfulness and resource. Watch and ward him
with all thy skill; and mark thee well, greybeard, should
aught untoward befall, thy old head shall answer for his—and
a murrain on both of them!”

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

The Willow-Wren was twittering his thin little song, hidden
himself in the dark selvedge of the river bank. Though it was
past ten o’clock at night, the sky still clung to and retained
some lingering skirts of light from the departed day; and the
sullen heats of the torrid afternoon broke up and rolled away
at the dispersing touch of the cool fingers of the short
midsummer night. Mole lay stretched on the bank, still
panting from the stress of the fierce day that had been
cloudless from dawn to late sunset, and waited for his friend
to return. He had been on the river with some companions,
leaving the Water Rat free to keep a engagement of long
standing with Otter; and he had come back to find the house
dark and deserted, and no sign of Rat, who was doubtless
keeping it up late with his old comrade. It was still too hot to
think of staying indoors, so he lay on some cool dock-leaves,
and thought over the past day and its doings, and how very
good they all had been.

The Rat’s light footfall was presently heard approaching over
the parched grass. “O, the blessed coolness!” he said, and sat
down, gazing thoughtfully into the river, silent and
pre-occupied.

“Simply had to,” said the Rat. “They wouldn’t hear of my
going before. You know how kind they always are. And they
made things as jolly for me as ever they could, right up to the
moment I left. But I felt a brute all the time, as it was clear to
me they were very unhappy, though they tried to hide it.
Mole, I’m afraid they’re in trouble. Little Portly is missing
again; and you know what a lot his father thinks of him,
though he never says much about it.”

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

“Helper and healer, I cheer—Small waifs in the woodland
wet—Strays I find in it, wounds I bind in it—Bidding them
all forget! Nearer, Mole, nearer! No, it is no good; the song
has died away into reed-talk.”

“That I do not know,” said the Rat simply. “I passed them on
to you as they reached me. Ah! now they return again, and
this time full and clear! This time, at last, it is the real, the
unmistakable thing, simple—passionate—perfect——”

“Well, let’s have it, then,” said the Mole, after he had waited
patiently for a few minutes, half-dozing in the hot sun.

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

When Toad found himself immured in a dank and noisome
dungeon, and knew that all the grim darkness of a medieval
fortress lay between him and the outer world of sunshine and
well-metalled high roads where he had lately been so happy,
disporting himself as if he had bought up every road in
England, he flung himself at full length on the floor, and shed
bitter tears, and abandoned himself to dark despair. “This is
the end of everything” (he said), “at least it is the end of the
career of Toad, which is the same thing; the popular and
handsome Toad, the rich and hospitable Toad, the Toad so
free and careless and debonair! How can I hope to be ever set
at large again” (he said), “who have been imprisoned so
justly for stealing so handsome a motor-car in such an
audacious manner, and for such lurid and imaginative cheek,
bestowed upon such a number of fat, red-faced policemen!”
(Here his sobs choked him.) “Stupid animal that I was” (he
said), “now I must languish in this dungeon, till people who
were proud to say they knew me, have forgotten the very
name of Toad! O wise old Badger!” (he said), “O clever,
intelligent Rat and sensible Mole! What sound judgments,
what a knowledge of men and matters you possess! O
unhappy and forsaken Toad!” With lamentations such as
these he passed his days and nights for several weeks,
refusing his meals or intermediate light refreshments, though
the grim and ancient gaoler, knowing that Toad’s pockets
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were well lined, frequently pointed out that many comforts,
and indeed luxuries, could by arrangement be sent in—at a
price—from outside.

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

The Water Rat was restless, and he did not exactly know
why. To all appearance the summer’s pomp was still at
fullest height, and although in the tilled acres green had given
way to gold, though rowans were reddening, and the woods
were dashed here and there with a tawny fierceness, yet light
and warmth and colour were still present in undiminished
measure, clean of any chilly premonitions of the passing
year. But the constant chorus of the orchards and hedges had
shrunk to a casual evensong from a few yet unwearied
performers; the robin was beginning to assert himself once
more; and there was a feeling in the air of change and
departure. The cuckoo, of course, had long been silent; but
many another feathered friend, for months a part of the
familiar landscape and its small society, was missing too and
it seemed that the ranks thinned steadily day by day. Rat,
ever observant of all winged movement, saw that it was
taking daily a southing tendency; and even as he lay in bed at
night he thought he could make out, passing in the darkness
overhead, the beat and quiver of impatient pinions, obedient
to the peremptory call.

Nature’s Grand Hotel has its Season, like the others. As the
guests one by one pack, pay, and depart, and the seats at the
table-d’hôte shrink pitifully at each succeeding meal; as
suites of rooms are closed, carpets taken up, and waiters sent
away; those boarders who are staying on, en pension, until
the next year’s full re-opening, cannot help being somewhat
affected by all these flittings and farewells, this eager
discussion of plans, routes, and fresh quarters, this daily
shrinkage in the stream of comradeship. One gets unsettled,
depressed, and inclined to be querulous. Why this craving for
change? Why not stay on quietly here, like us, and be jolly?
You don’t know this hotel out of the season, and what fun we

have among ourselves, we fellows who remain and see the
whole interesting year out. All very true, no doubt the others
always reply; we quite envy you—and some other year
perhaps—but just now we have engagements—and there’s
the bus at the door—our time is up! So they depart, with a
smile and a nod, and we miss them, and feel resentful. The
Rat was a self-sufficing sort of animal, rooted to the land,
and, whoever went, he stayed; still, he could not help
noticing what was in the air, and feeling some of its influence
in his bones.

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

Presently the tactful Mole slipped away and returned with a
pencil and a few half-sheets of paper, which he placed on the
table at his friend’s elbow.

“It’s quite a long time since you did any poetry,” he
remarked. “You might have a try at it this evening, instead
of—well, brooding over things so much. I’ve an idea that
you’ll feel a lot better when you’ve got something jotted
down—if it’s only just the rhymes.”

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

The front door of the hollow tree faced eastwards, so Toad
was called at an early hour; partly by the bright sunlight
streaming in on him, partly by the exceeding coldness of his
toes, which made him dream that he was at home in bed in
his own handsome room with the Tudor window, on a cold
winter’s night, and his bedclothes had got up, grumbling and
protesting they couldn’t stand the cold any longer, and had
run downstairs to the kitchen fire to warm themselves; and he
had followed, on bare feet, along miles and miles of icy
stone-paved passages, arguing and beseeching them to be
reasonable. He would probably have been aroused much
earlier, had he not slept for some weeks on straw over stone
flags, and almost forgotten the friendly feeling of thick
blankets pulled well up round the chin.

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

Free! The word and the thought alone were worth fifty
blankets. He was warm from end to end as he thought of the
jolly world outside, waiting eagerly for him to make his
triumphal entrance, ready to serve him and play up to him,
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anxious to help him and to keep him company, as it always
had been in days of old before misfortune fell upon him. He
shook himself and combed the dry leaves out of his hair with
his fingers; and, his toilet complete, marched forth into the
comfortable morning sun, cold but confident, hungry but
hopeful, all nervous terrors of yesterday dispelled by rest and
sleep and frank and heartening sunshine.

Sometimes, in the course of long summer evenings, the
friends would take a stroll together in the Wild Wood, now
successfully tamed so far as they were concerned; and it was
pleasing to see how respectfully they were greeted by the
inhabitants, and how the mother-weasels would bring their
young ones to the mouths of their holes, and say, pointing,
“Look, baby! There goes the great Mr. Toad! And that’s the
gallant Water Rat, a terrible fighter, walking along o’ him!
And yonder comes the famous Mr. Mole, of whom you so
often have heard your father tell!” But when their infants
were fractious and quite beyond control, they would quiet
them by telling how, if they didn’t hush them and not fret
them, the terrible grey Badger would up and get them. This
was a base libel on Badger, who, though he cared little about
Society, was rather fond of children; but it never failed to
have its full effect.
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