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 dreami-
ly 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, some-

thing bright and small seemed to twinkle down in the heart of it, van-

ished, 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 PHMHM nerhs
itself to be an eye; and a small face began gradually to grow up round

it, like a frame round a picture.
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A brown little face, with whiskers.

A grave round face, with the same twinkle in its eye that had first S oI5
attracted his notice.
Small neat ears and thick silky hair. Cl i Nt Tl
It was the Water Rat! ackiona

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, | 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."



