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Win‘nié:s Rabbit Goes Hunting

/

HE Rabbit residing in Win's rabbit huteh was
given to boasting a trifle too much., And

Win overheard him, one cold, frosty morn, remark

. to his children, in accents of scorn, “A Hunter, my

dears, is a pestilent beast. He ought to be killea,
or suppressed at the least. Why, youngsters, in
times when your futher was free, he bagged two
a day, or possibly three. Roast hunter for break-
tast, cold hunter next day, made meat bills quite
low for your daddy to pay. So don't talk to me of
hunters and such. 'l show them their place if
they come near this hutech!”  He put on his eoat,
as the morning was fair, and nipped out to draw
in a breath of fresh air. He had taken only a
bit of a run, whoy what should he sce hut a man
with a guh. e cried, “Gracious me ! and quickly

tuened il e impeesparotd dore ood arto e
troils Aswas et owr BRabbit. The hunter raisod
gun, was pomgee b choot, when Winoie eried,

SHun! That rabbit = mine! | won't have him
shot!"  The hunrer begeed pardon amd =iad he
would not

Dut old M. Rabbit kept loping ke
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mad. His children were saying, “Why, where ie
our Dad? And what was that noise, like sodi.t
corks popping. that made us feel trembly l.l.'!d set
us all hopping?”  Said poor Mrs. Rabbit, “Com¢
in. children dear. With father at hand Lhere.lr
nothing to fear. He'll kill all the hunters, were
certain of that.’ But her heart it beat loudly &
rat-a-tat-tat. She kept them all quiet and said
not to worry, and just then there happened a ter-
rible flurry. In dashed Mr. Rabbit and shut the
door tight, and bolted it also. He was such a
sight! His feet were all burrs gnd his coat was
all torn. Hig ears madly twitched and his temper
was worn, as his children found ouf, when one ot
them eried, *Oh, father, that must be a hunter we
spied.  We thought that we'd have him for
luncheon, with rice. To leave him behind was
not very nice.” But their mother said, “Hush!
or I'll put you to bed We'll have for our luncheon
some carrots instead. That hunter, I'm sure, was
skinny and tough, and h's dog was most certainly
horridly rough. Your father’s example 1 hope
vou'll all follow. When a hunter appears, just
make for your hollow. The rabbit who sees one
and then runs away, can fight all he likes on the

following day.”

Two Doys

There wous o liny med Blims
(A fianny vame, 1 Enow)
And overybody Hked (st .h,||-
W herever might go
I'hoere waes another b named Nwaore
(Y os, Thi nme s Tunny G,
And nobiody could hear that chinp
Wharever he muyght do

Yoau see, the fact s ench boy's nema
Deseribes hie faee guite well,
And if you read them buckward,
Il have to moare to tell, 3

~Larviys Wells



