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INTRODUCTION

Jeffrey Moussaieff Masson

Before The Wind in the Willows, there were animal fables, such as Aesop’s, which Kenneth Grahame much loved and wrote an introduction to. There were also animal stories, including Beatrix potter’s Peter Rabbit—in fact, Grahame had given his son pet rabbits named Peter and Benjie in that book’s honor. But there had never been an animal novel.

The Wind in the Willows is the first animal novel ever written. The point of view is pure anthropomorphism, blatantly, obviously, and charmingly so: “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.” What child would ever exclaim, “Preposterous!” as the London critics did?

Imagine accusing a child of anthropomorphism because she is telling herself a story about animals who talk. Perhaps there really was a time when parents and educators would reprimand a child with: “Animals don’t talk. Nor do they think. Nor do they feel. So stop all this foolishness!” Back in 1908 when The Wind in the Willows was first published, a witless reviewer in The Times Literary Supplement complained that “as a contribution to natural history the work is negligible” (as if that were Kenneth Grahame’s purpose) and that a water rat would “never use a boat to navigate a stream.”1

Children, of course, never made such a criticism, either in the past or now. This is not, I think, because children are more sophisticated literary critics than the reviewer in the Times; it is rather that children use their imaginations to form intense and somewhat mysterious bonds with animals that most adults consider beneath their dignity to ponder—rats, badgers, toads, and others—and are not generally thought of as cuddly “pets.”

Would the Wind in the Willows have attained the immortal status it now enjoys if the book had been identical in every way except one: instead of animals its characters were people? The answer is obvious. The animals are somehow integral to the enduring charm of the book. How can we explain this? I think part of the answer lies in the value of anthropomorphism. Far from being a problem to be solved or, even worse, a sin to be avoided, anthropomorphism is and always has been embraced by children the world over. In every tradition I know, animals are present in children’s stories with attributes that the authors, and the children, know perfectly well those animals do not possess.

In other words, children recognize the value of extending one’s imagination right into the life of a creature of another species. Children know that we can enter the inner world of another animal, or indeed even another person, only if we are willing to suspend disbelief, to employ our empathy, our sympathy, and above all, our imagination. This is valuable for reading literature, for writing it, and even for conducting scientific research, as we have belatedly begun to recognize. Call that anthropomorphism if you will; it is a position animal scientists are only recently coming to hold.

A more modern critic might attack Grahame for the sin of “sentimentalism,” since what Grahame achieves is to capture some of the feelings children have when around real animals, and then project them successfully into this fantasy of perfect peace, harmony, comfort, and safety. His world is infused with not just animal activity but also animal feelings, unusual for the time and even for now.

The animals in The Wind in the Willows speak to children more directly than they do to adults because of this instant ability children have to suspend judgment and disbelief. There are no parents in any of Kenneth Grahame’s writings, perhaps because he lost his mother when he was six years old and was abandoned shortly thereafter by his father. Parents are not to be trusted; indeed, humans are not. Grahame did not choose animals by accident. Animals and places would not disappoint. Critics have noted that it is safest, in Grahame’s world, to invest emotions in places, especially home. Rat, Mole, Toad, and Kenneth Grahame himself are moved by a nostalgic longing to return to or recover their homes. Three times in The Wind in the Willows Grahame describes a particular home, and especially notes such qualities as cozy warmth, comfort, and safety from predation by humans and other animals.

Of course, it’s peculiar that the animals in the book are all male, single, and have no family ties or obligations of any kind. Sexuality does not exist in this world (as indeed it barely did for Grahame). This was deliberate on Grahame’s part. In a letter of October 10, 1908, to President Theodore Roosevelt, who had expressed his love of the book, Grahame told him, “[The Wind in the Willows’s] qualities, if any, are mostly negative—i.e.—no problems, no sex, no second meaning.”2

Some adults, especially writers for children, did understand and admire what Grahame had achieved. Since its first publication in 1908, The Wind in the Willows has had an average annual sale of over a hundred thousand copies. Grahame created a book that speaks to children and adults about a time of lost innocence (when humans and animals communicated), about a Golden Age (when humans and animals meant each other no harm), and about a pastoral dream (where humans and animals lived in intimate contact). You might think of the animals as symbols, as archetypes even, but they are also most carefully observed, such that the critic Guy Pocock could note, “For all its frank anthropomorphism, the story shows an extraordinary insight into the feelings and doings of little wild animals.”3 It may not be the real world, but it is a real world, and an enchanting one, that Grahame has brought to life for countless generations. And yes, adults enjoy the book, but I would wager that it would never have endured had it not cast a magic spell over children.

We can see the influence of The Wind in the Willows in Winnie-the-Pooh (1926; A. A. Milne was a great fan, and wrote the play Toad of Toad Hall, based on The Wind in the Willows, the opening of which Grahame and his wife attended); but also Tolkien’s The Hobbit (1937), E. B. White’s Charlotte’s Web (1952), Randall Jarrell’s The Animal Family (1965), and Richard Adams’s Watership Down (1972). Indeed, it is hard to imagine the movie Babe without The Wind in the Willows.

Grahame was never to feel as deeply as he did when he was a young child. Perhaps being abandoned by his father sharpened his senses and his emotional receptivity, or perhaps, quite simply, we all feel most deeply then. In his youth, Grahame was closest, in literal and in figurative terms, to animals. He recognized this: “The queer thing is, I can remember everything I felt then, the part of my brain I used from four till about seven can never have altered.”4 This was the time he was happy in a way that he believed only an animal who lives in the present could be happy. Grahame had a horror of anticipating a future, perhaps because his idea of happiness lay in the past: “Et in Arcadia ego,—I certainly did once inhabit Arcady,” he once famously exclaimed.5

The animals in The Wind in the Willows don’t have to work for a living. Grahame is no doubt re-creating a traditional English social hierarchy here (though who, one wonders, cleans the houses—char mice?). These class distinctions were very important to the author, as Peter Green has emphasized in his biography.6 But perhaps Grahame recognized the fact that all animals are free of economic burdens. The only way in which a wild animal “works” for a living is in finding food, which we have always mistakenly assumed occupied the vast majority of every animal’s time; in fact, leisure and play have become increasingly recognized as essential to the well-being of all living creatures. Grahame’s animals, however, have all the luxuries of country life, just as Grahame himself kept his own home filled with children’s toys.

One direct comment about animals by Grahame supplies just about everything we need to understand The Wind in the Willows:


As for animals, I wrote about the most familiar and domestic in The Wind in the Willows because I felt a duty to them as a friend. Every animal, by instinct, lives according to his nature. Thereby he lives wisely, and betters the tradition of mankind. No animal is ever tempted to belie his nature. No animal, in other words, knows how to tell a lie. Every animal is honest. Every animal is straightforward. Every animal is true—and is, therefore, according to his nature, both beautiful and good. I like most of my friends among the animals more than I like most of my friends among mankind.7



I do not mean to suggest that Kenneth Grahame was an animal rights advocate. He clearly was not (look at the lavish, meat-based meals in the novel, including rabbit, pheasant, chicken, and partridge stew!). There is only once a brief special pleading for the suffering of small animals caught in snare and trap, in the strange chapter—the least liked (considered far too mystical in a pantheistic and even sentimental way) by many readers and critics—“The Piper at the Gates of Dawn.” This chapter, about the god Pan, has a verse that reads: “Lest Limbs be reddened and rent—I spring the trap that is set.”

In 1924, in his mid-sixties, Grahame returned from southern Italy, where he had gone in 1922 (in time to witness Mussolini’s march on Rome), to buy a riverside home in Pangbourne, a village in the Thames Valley, the very place where he had set The Wind in the Willows, back in 1908. It was here that E. H. Shepard visited him with a project for new illustrations (when Shepard illustrated the book in 1931, a year before Grahame’s death, the book was in its thirty-eighth edition). Grahame told him: “I love these little people, be kind to them.” He showed another visitor the home of a water rat and astonished him by saying: “He’s quite a friend of mine.”

Until very recently people would sneer at such transparent projections of human values such as love and friendship onto animals. Today, however, there is nothing odd in ascribing personhood to an animal. In fact, some of the finest legal and philosophical minds of our time are busily engaged in determining just to what extent we can do so, and if we do, what are the implications.8 Of course, this is different from using imaginary animals in a story, but in some respects Grahame was anticipating later developments.

Although many people had been thinking along similar lines, it was the philosopher Tom Regan, the leading intellectual light of the animal rights movement, who argued most forcefully and persuasively that each animal is the subject of a life, that is, each has a biography and an interest in seeing to it that this life goes well, though more often than not, this does not occur.9 It goes badly for them when their lives are not understood or ignored or belittled, and it goes well for them when they are loved. Grahame’s little comments, then—considered the product of an aging writer’s whimsy—are better seen as prescient profundity. He was simply ahead of his time in his views.

I am not arguing that The Wind in the Willows is a realistic portrait of animals. You will not learn anything about the real lives of rats or moles or badgers or toads. Even Beatrix Potter’s Peter Rabbit stole vegetables, like a respectable real rabbit, and not cars, as does Toad. But if you read this book to a child (the best approach in most critics’ opinion), you are likely to instill reverence for these very real animals in the mind of that child, and this is Grahame’s admirable achievement.10

Grahame did, in fact, love animals, and when he was being realistic as opposed to creative, he recognized qualities in them that were very different from those he and other “fabulists” put to them (or rather, qualities that he would be hard put to attribute generally to humans). In his introduction to a translation of Aesop’s fables, he states boldly (and correctly, in my opinion) that “the moment [animals] were really studied [they] were seen to be so modest, so mutually helpful, so entirely free from vanity, uncomplaining, and determined to make the best of everything; and, finally, such adepts in the art of minding their own business, that it was evident a self-respecting humanity would not stand the real truth for a moment.” Hence fables! This has a very modern ring to it.11

Because it is so easy to identify with them, it has been argued by more than one author that all the animals in The Wind in the Willows are reflections of the consciousness of Kenneth Grahame, what he wanted to be, and what he did not want to be. The book was published when Grahame was almost fifty. He had been a bachelor until 1899, when he finally married at the age of forty (Elspeth was thirty-eight), and had a child, Alistair (“Mouse”), a year later. The boy was born blind in one eye, with only partial vision in the other, and Grahame was never to speak of his son’s visual impairment (whether from reticence or because he recognized that the child was burdened by his mother’s unrealistic expectations, we do not know). When Alistair was six, Grahame moved from Kensington to a home in Cookham Dene, the village of his youth and the heart of the Thames backwaters, the very place where he had watched and observed the animals he was now incorporating into stories for Alistair. He loved the downs of Berkshire. He had rabbits for his son, and a large black pig. He wanted to re-create for Alistair the Arcadia he had known as a child, complete with animals and, this time, hopefully, genuine human love. When Alistair died in 1920 (a suicide), Grahame retreated into solitude and silence and never published anything of significance again (there had been no more books after The Wind in the Willows, and only a few articles between 1908 and 1920), but his place in the world of children’s literature was assured forever. No child who reads The Wind the Willows can ever look with disdain at toads or rats again. That is also an achievement.

––

JEFFREY MOUSSAIEFF MASSON has written more than twenty books, including The Nine Emotional Lives of Cats, Dogs Never Lie About Love, When Elephants Weep (with Susan McCarthy), and, most recently, the anthropomorphic fable The Cat Who Came in from the Cold. A longtime resident of Berkeley, California, he now lives in New Zealand with his wife and two sons.

NOTES

1. Quoted in Alison Prince, Kenneth Grahame: An Innocent in the Wild Wood (London: Allison & Busby, 1994), p. 237. The second part of the quotation comes from the introduction by Brian Sibley to The Classic Edition of The Wind in the Willows with the original illustrations by E.H. Shepard (London: Methuen, 1998). In his outstanding book, Beyond the Wild Wood: The World of Kenneth Grahame (New York, Facts on File, 1983), Peter Green reproduces the actual review (p. 157) from October 22, 1908. He adds the T.P.’s Weekly astonishingly irrelevant comment that there were numerous incidents “which (I am sorry to say) will win no credence from the very best authorities on biology.” Alas, this was typical of the lack of understanding the book met at its first publication.

2. In a letter to Theodore Roosevelt (quoted by Peter Green in his biography, Kenneth Grahame: A Biography [New York: The World Publishing Company, 1959], p. 274), Grahame declared: “Its qualities, if any, are mostly negative—i.e.—no problems, no sex, no second meaning—it is only an expression of the very simplest joys of life as lived by the simplest beings.…”

3. Quoted by Peter Green in his biography, p. 173.

4. Quoted in Jackie Wullschlager, Inventing Wonderland: The Lives of Lewis Carroll, Edward Lear, J.M. Barrie, Kenneth Grahame and A.A. Milne. Revised and updated edition (London: Methuen, 2001), p. 152.

5. Ibid.

6. See, too, Green’s comment on p. 170 of Beyond the Wild Wood, where he speaks of “one of the unspoken motifs running through The Wind in the Willows, where nobody who matters is married, or needs to work, and where the summum bonum is loyalty, with creature comforts a close second: an apologia, in fact, for the country bachelor’s life.” Grahame was married, but unhappily.

7. Quoted in Peter Hunt, The Wind in the Willows: A Fragmented Arcadia (N.Y.: Twayne Publishers, 1994), p. 51.

8. See Cass R. Sunstein and Martha C. Nussbaum, Animal Rights: Current Debates and New Directions (N.Y.: Oxford University Press, 2004).

9. See his most recent book, Empty Cages: Facing the Challenge of Animal Rights (N.Y.: Rowman & Littlefield, 2004). I wrote a Foreword to this book, the best introduction to animal rights I have read.

10. Quoted in Peter Green’s biography, p. 274.

11. Quoted in Peter Green’s biography, p. 276.
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The preceding page is a facsimile of the title page of the first American illustrated edition of 1913.


I
THE RIVER BANK

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.

“Hold up!” said an elderly rabbit at the gap. “Sixpence for the privilege of passing by the private road!” He was bowled over in an instant by the impatient and contemptuous Mole, who trotted along the side of the hedge chaffing the other rabbits as they peeped hurriedly from their holes to see what the row was about. “Onion-sauce! Onion-sauce!” he remarked jeeringly, and was gone before they could think of a thoroughly satisfactory reply. Then they all started grumbling at each other. “How stupid you are! Why didn’t you tell him—” “Well, why didn’t you say—” “You might have reminded him—” and so on, in the usual way; but, of course, it was then much too late, as is always the case.

It all seemed too good to be true. Hither and thither through the meadows he rambled busily, along the hedgerows, across the copses, finding everywhere birds building, flowers budding, leaves thrusting—everything happy, and progressive, and occupied. And instead of having an uneasy conscience pricking him and whispering “whitewash!” he somehow could only feel how jolly it was to be the only idle dog among all these busy citizens. After all, the best part of a holiday is perhaps not so much to be resting yourself, as to see all the other fellows busy working.

He thought his happiness was complete when, as he meandered aimlessly along, suddenly he stood by the edge of a full-fed river. Never in his life had he seen a river before—this sleek, sinuous, full-bodied animal, chasing and chuckling, gripping things with a gurgle and leaving them with a laugh, to fling itself on fresh playmates that shook themselves free, and were caught and held again. All was a-shake and a-shiver—glints and gleams and sparkles, rustle and swirl, chatter and bubble. The Mole was bewitched, entranced, fascinated. By the side of the river he trotted as one trots, when very small, by the side of a man who holds one spellbound by exciting stories; and when tired at last, he sat on the bank, while the river still chattered on to him, a babbling procession of the best stories in the world, sent 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 river, a dark hole in the bank opposite, just above the water’s edge, caught his eye, and dreamily he fell to considering what a nice, snug dwelling-place it would make for an animal with few wants and fond of a bijou riverside residence, above flood level and remote from noise and dust. As he gazed, something bright and small seemed to twinkle down in the heart of it, vanished, then twinkled once more like a tiny star. But it could hardly be a star in such an unlikely situation; and it was too glittering and small for a glow-worm. Then, as he looked, it winked at him, and so declared itself to be an eye; and a small face began gradually to grow up round it, like a frame round a picture.

A brown little face, with whiskers.

A grave round face, with the same twinkle in its eye that 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 other cautiously.

“Hullo, Mole!” said the Water Rat.

“Hullo, Rat!” said the Mole.

“Would you like to come over?” enquired the Rat presently.

“Oh, it’s all very well to talk,” said the Mole rather pettishly, he being new to a river and riverside life and its ways.

The Rat said nothing, but stooped and unfastened a rope and hauled on it; then lightly stepped into a little boat which the Mole had not observed. It was painted blue outside and white within, and was just the size for two animals; and the Mole’s whole 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. Then he held up his forepaw as the Mole stepped gingerly down. “Lean on that!” he said. “Now then, step lively!” and the Mole to his surprise and rapture found himself actually seated in the stern of a real boat.

“This has been a wonderful day!” said he, as the Rat shoved off and took to the sculls again. “Do you know, I’ve never been in a boat before in all my life.”

“What?” cried the Rat, openmouthed: “Never been in a—you never—well I—what have you been doing, then?”

“Is it so nice as all that?” asked the Mole shyly, though he was quite prepared to believe it as he leant back in his seat and surveyed the cushions, the oars, the rowlocks, and all the fascinating fittings, and felt the boat sway lightly under him.

[image: ]

It was the Water Rat.
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“Nice? It’s the only thing,” said the Water Rat solemnly as he leant forward for his stroke. “Believe me, my young friend, there is nothing—absolutely nothing—half so much worth doing as simply messing about in boats. Simply messing,” he 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 tilt. The dreamer, the joyous oarsman, lay on his back at the bottom of the boat, his heels in the air.

“—about in boats—or with boats,” the Rat went on composedly, picking himself up with a pleasant laugh. “In or out of ’em, it doesn’t matter. Nothing seems really to matter, that’s the charm of it. Whether you get away, or whether you don’t; whether you arrive at your destination or whether you reach somewhere else, or whether you never get anywhere at all, you’re always busy, and you never do anything in particular; and when you’ve done it there’s always something else to do, and you can do it if you like, but you’d much better not. Look here! If you’ve really nothing else on hand this morning, supposing we drop down the river together, and have a long day of it?”

The Mole waggled his toes from sheer happiness, spread his chest with a sigh of full contentment, and leant back blissfully into the soft cushions. “What a day I’m having!” he said. “Let us start at once!”

“Hold hard a minute, then!” said the Rat. He looped the painter through a ring in his landing-stage, climbed up into his hole above, and after a short interval reappeared staggering under a fat wicker luncheon-basket.

“Shove that under your feet,” he observed to the Mole, as 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 with curiosity.

“There’s cold chicken inside it,” replied the Rat briefly: “cold tongu​ecoldh​amcold​beefp​ickled​gherki​nssala​dfren​chroll​scres​ssand wichespo​ttedme​atging​erbee​rlemon​adesod​awater—”

“O stop, stop!” cried the Mole in ecstasies. “This is too much!”

“Do you really think so?” enquired the Rat seriously. “It’s only what I always take on these little excursions; and the other animals are always telling me that I’m a mean beast and cut it very fine!”

The Mole never heard a word he was saying. Absorbed in the new life he was entering upon, intoxicated with the sparkle, the ripple, the scents and the sounds and the sunlight, he trailed a paw in the water and dreamed long waking dreams. The Water Rat, like the good little fellow he was, sculled steadily on and forbore to disturb him.

“I like your clothes awfully, old chap,” he remarked after some half an hour or so had passed. “I’m going to get a black velvet smoking-suit myself some day, as soon as I can afford it.”

“I beg your pardon,” said the Mole, pulling himself together with an effort. “You must think me very rude; but all this is so new to me. So—this—is—a—River!”

“The River,” corrected the Rat.

“And you really live by the river? What a jolly life!”

“By it and with it and on it and in it,” said the Rat. “It’s brother and sister to me, and aunts, and company, and food and drink, and (naturally) washing. It’s my world, and I don’t want any other. What it hasn’t got is not worth having, and what it doesn’t know is not worth knowing. Lord! the times we’ve had together! Whether in winter or summer, spring or autumn, it’s always got its fun and its excitements. When the floods are on in February, and my cellars and basement are brimming with drink that’s no good to me, and the brown water runs by my best bedroom window; or again when it all drops away and shows patches of mud that smells like plum-cake, and the rushes and weed clog the channels, and I can potter about dry shod over most of the bed of it and find fresh food to eat, and things careless people have dropped out of boats!”

“But isn’t it a bit dull at times?” the Mole ventured to ask. “Just you and the river, and no one else to pass a word with?”

“No one else to—well, I mustn’t be hard on you,” said the Rat with forbearance. “You’re new to it, and of course you don’t know. The bank is so crowded nowadays that many people are moving away altogether. O no, it isn’t what it used to be, at all. Otters, kingfishers, dabchicks, moorhens, all of them about all day long and always wanting you to do something—as if a fellow had no business of his own to attend to!”

“What lies over there?” asked the Mole, waving a paw towards a background of woodland that darkly framed the water-meadows on one side of the river.

“That? O, that’s just the Wild Wood,” said the Rat shortly. “We don’t go there very much, we river-bankers.”

“Aren’t they—aren’t they very nice people in there?” said the Mole a trifle nervously.

“W-e-ll,” replied the Rat, “let me see. The squirrels are all right. And the rabbits—some of ’em, but rabbits are a mixed lot. And then there’s Badger, of course. He lives right in the heart of it; wouldn’t live anywhere else, either, if you paid him to do it. Dear old Badger! Nobody interferes with him. They’d better not,” he added significantly.

“Why, who should interfere with him?” asked the Mole.

“Well, of course—there—are others,” explained the Rat in a hesitating sort of way. “Weasels—and stoats—and foxes—and so on. They’re all right in a way—I’m very good friends with them—pass the time of day when we meet, and all that—but they break out sometimes, there’s no denying it, and then—well, you can’t really trust them, and that’s the fact.”

The Mole knew well that it is quite against animal-etiquette 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; “where it’s all blue and dim, and one sees what may be hills or perhaps they mayn’t, and something like the smoke of towns, or is it only cloud-drift?”

“Beyond the Wild Wood comes the Wide World,” said the Rat. “And that’s something that doesn’t matter, either to you or me. I’ve never been there, and I’m never going, nor you either, if you’ve got any sense at all. Don’t ever refer to it again, please. Now then! Here’s our backwater at last, where we’re going to lunch.”

Leaving the main stream, they now passed into what seemed at first sight like a little landlocked lake. Green turf sloped down to either edge, brown snaky tree-roots gleamed below the surface of the quiet water, while ahead of them the silvery shoulder and foamy tumble of a weir, arm-in-arm with a restless dripping mill-wheel, that held up in its turn a grey-gabled mill-house, filled the air with a soothing murmur of sound, dull and smothery, yet with little clear voices speaking up cheerfully out of it at intervals. It was so very beautiful 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, made her fast, helped the still awkward Mole safely ashore, and swung out the luncheon-basket. The Mole begged as a favour to be allowed to unpack it all by himself; and the Rat was very pleased to indulge him, and to sprawl at full length on the
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