'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 == L
| at this time of year anyhow, and he’ll be coming along some day, if you'll s
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 l
" 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.
In the winter time the Rat slept a great deal, retiring early and rising late.

During his short day he sometimes scribbled poetry or did other small

domestic jobs about the house; and, of course, there were always animals |

dropping in for a chat, and consequently there was a good deal of story- |
telling and comparing notes on the past summer and all its doings. ;

Such a rich chapter it had been, when one came to look back on it all! |
With illustrations so numerous and so very highly coloured! The pageant |~ |
of the river bank had marched steadily along, unfolding itself in scene-

pictures that succeeded each other in stately procession.




