L@vereading H h&!m{

Helping you choose books for children

@.. @ *E: ¢*—_-§' ‘-.'.-_

opening exiract from

The Wind in the
Willows

written by

Kenneth Grahame
illustrated by

Inga Moore

published by
Walker Books

All text is copyright of the author and illustrator

PlZOSG Pr‘imL off and read at your leisure.



The Maole liad been rhlr.[.'m-_- hard all th marning

THE WIND IN
THE WILLOWS

¥ "ﬁ-l..._-.-.l
Whitten by

KENNETH GRAHAME

st

Abridped and illustrated by

INGA MOORE

k:

WALKER BOOQKS



ot i
..).'T.Il_f'l ¥

. iE IIIIJ"'-

The River Bank

Fhe Mole had been working hard all the moming, spring-
cleaning his lietle home. First with brooms, then with
dusters: then on ladders and steps and chairs, with a brush
and a pail of whitewash; tll 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 carth below, around even his dark and
lowly little house, and suddenly he Aung down his brush, sand
“Bother! and “O blow!" and also “Hang spring-cleaning!™
and bolted out of the house without even walting to put on
his coat. Making for the steep tunnel which answered 1n his
to the gravelled drive owned by ammals whose resi-
dences are nearer to the sun and air, he scraped and
seratched and serabbled and u‘rl'ul!_l_n:i,L then he ‘nl.'n.ul'l..::'l.l
again and scrabbled and scraped, muttenng, “Up we go! Up

we go!” ull at last ...
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of 4 great meadow,

“This 1s fine,” he sud to himselfl “This 1 better
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Jumping off all his four legs at once, in the joy of living and
spnng without s cleaning, he pumsued lus way across the
meadow till he reached the further side.

He rambled busily along the hedgerows, across copses, finding
everywhere birds butlding, flowers budding, leaves thrusting.

As he meandered aimlesly along, suddenly he stood by the
edge of a full-fed niver. Never in his life had he seen a river
before. All was a-shake and a-shiver - gleams and sparkles,
chatter and bubble. The Male was bewitched, Dy 1ts side he
trotted spellbound; and when ured ar last, he sat on the bank.

As he sat and looked across to the bank opposite, a dark hole
Just above the water's flll.’,.i: n.'.lLI!.[I‘]I! his eye and dreamily he fell
{E l"il'flﬂl-ll.'l'llu.'. what a snug dwelling-place it would make for
an ammal with few wanes and fond of bijou nverside
residence, when something bnght and small seemed o twinkle
down in the heart of it like a tiny star. But it could hardly be
a star. Then, as he looked, it winked at him, and so declared
itself to be an eye; and a small face began gradually o grow up
round it, like a frame round a picture

A brown face with whiskers.

A grave round face, with a twinkle in its eye

small neat ears and thick silky hair

It was the Water Rar!

“"Hullo, Mole!™ said the Woater Hart.

“Hullo, Rat!™ said the Mole

“Would vou like to come over?” inguired the Rat presently,

10




