THE TALE OF BENJAMIN BUNNY By Beatrix Potter

T length there was a pitter-
patter, pitter-patter, and
some bits of mortar fell from the
wall above.
The cat looked up and saw old
Mr. Benjamin Bunny prancing

along the top of the wall of the
upper terrace.

He was smoking a pipe of
rabbit-tobacco, and had a little
switch in his hand.

He was looking for his son.

OLD Mr. Bunny had no
opinion whatever of cats.

He took a tremendous jump
off the top of the wall on to the
top of the cat, and cuffed it off
the basket, and kicked it into
the greenhouse, scratching off a
handful of fur.

The cat was too much surprised
to scratch back.
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