THE TALE OF BENJAMIN BUNNY By Beatrix Potter

ITTLE Benjamin said that it
was not possible to get back
up the pear-tree with a load of
vegetables. He led the way boldly
towards the other end of the
garden. They went along a little
walk on planks, under a sunny,
red brick wall.
The mice sat on their doorsteps

cracking cherry-stones; they
winked at Peter Rabbit and little
Benjamin Bunny.

RESENTLY Peter let the
pocket-handkerchief go

again.
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