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CHAPTER I: Reddy Fox Br�ngs
Granny News

   Pray who is there who would refuse
   To bearer be of happy news?
      —Old Granny Fox.

Snow covered the Green Meadows and the Green Forest, and �ce
bound the Sm�l�ng Pool and the Laugh�ng Brook. Reddy and Granny
Fox were hungry most of the t�me. It was not easy to f�nd enough to
eat these days, and so they spent nearly every m�nute they were
awake �n hunt�ng. Somet�mes they hunted together, but usually one
went one way, and the other went another way so as to have a
greater chance of f�nd�ng someth�ng. If e�ther found enough for two,
the one f�nd�ng �t took the food back to the�r home �f �t could be
carr�ed. If not, the other was told where to f�nd �t.

For several days they had had very l�ttle �ndeed to eat, and they
were so hungry that they were w�ll�ng to take almost any chance to
get a good meal. For two n�ghts they had v�s�ted Farmer Brown's
henhouse, hop�ng that they would be able to f�nd a way �ns�de. But
the b�dd�es had been securely locked up, and try as they would, they
couldn't f�nd a way �n.

“It's of no use,” sa�d Granny, as they started back home after the
second try, “to hope to get one of those hens at n�ght. If we are go�ng
to get any at all, we w�ll have to do �t �n broad dayl�ght. It can be
done, for I have done �t before, but I don't l�ke the �dea. We are l�kely
to be seen, and that means that Bowser the Hound w�ll be set to
hunt�ng us.”

“Pooh!” excla�med Reddy. “What of �t? It's easy enough to fool
h�m.”

“You th�nk so, do you?” snapped Granny. “I never yet saw a young
Fox who d�dn't th�nk he knew all there �s to know, and you're just l�ke
the rest. When you've l�ved as long as I have you w�ll have learned
not to be qu�te so sure of your own op�n�ons. I grant you that when



there �s no snow on the ground, any Fox w�th a reasonable amount
of Fox sense �n h�s head can fool Bowser, but w�th snow everywhere
�t �s a very d�fferent matter. If Bowser once takes �t �nto h�s head to
follow your tra�l these days, you w�ll have to be smarter than I th�nk
you are to fool h�m. The only way you w�ll be able to get away from
h�m w�ll be by go�ng �nto a hole �n the ground, and when you do that
you w�ll have g�ven away a secret that w�ll mean we w�ll never have
any peace at all. We w�ll never know when Farmer Brown's boy w�ll
take �t �nto h�s head to smoke us out. I've seen �t done. No, S�r, we
are not go�ng to try for one of those hens �n the dayt�me unless we
are starv�ng.”

“I'm starv�ng now,” wh�ned Reddy.
“No such th�ng!” Granny snapped. “I've been w�thout food longer

than th�s many a t�me. Have you been over to the B�g R�ver lately?”
“No,” repl�ed Reddy. “What's the use? It's frozen over. There �sn't

anyth�ng there.”
“Perhaps not,” repl�ed Granny, “but I learned a long t�me ago that �t

�s a poor plan to overlook any chance. There �s a place �n the B�g
R�ver wh�ch never freezes because the water runs too sw�ftly to
freeze, and I've found more than one meal washed ashore there.
You go over there now wh�le I see what I can f�nd �n the Green
Forest. If ne�ther of us f�nds anyth�ng, �t w�ll be t�me enough to th�nk
about Farmer Brown's hens to-morrow.”

Much aga�nst h�s w�ll Reddy obeyed. “It �sn't the least b�t of use,”
he grumbled, as he trotted towards the B�g R�ver. “There won't be
anyth�ng there. It �s just a waste of t�me.”

Late that afternoon he came hurry�ng back, and Granny knew by
the way that he cocked h�s ears and carr�ed h�s ta�l that he had news
of some k�nd. “Well, what �s �t?” she demanded.

“I found a dead f�sh that had been washed ashore,” repl�ed Reddy.
“It wasn't b�g enough for two, so I ate �t.”

“Anyth�ng else?” asked Granny.
“No-o,” repl�ed Reddy slowly; “that �s, noth�ng that w�ll do us any

good. Quacker the W�ld Duck was sw�mm�ng about out �n the open



water, but though I watched and watched he never once came
ashore.”

“Ha!” excla�med Granny. “That �s good news. I th�nk we'll go Duck
hunt�ng.”



CHAPTER II: Granny And Reddy Fox
Go Hunt�ng

   When you're in doubt what course is right,
   The thing to do is just sit tight.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Jolly, round, br�ght Mr. Sun had just got well started on h�s da�ly
cl�mb up �n the blue, blue sky that morn�ng when he sp�ed two f�gures
trott�ng across the snow-covered Green Meadows, one beh�nd the
other. They were trott�ng along qu�te as �f they had made up the�r
m�nds just where they were go�ng. They had. You see they were
Granny and Reddy Fox, and they were bound for the B�g R�ver at the
place where the water ran too sw�ftly to freeze. The day before
Reddy had d�scovered Quacker the W�ld Duck sw�mm�ng about
there, and now they were on the�r way to try to catch h�m.

Granny led the way and Reddy meekly followed her. To tell the
truth, Reddy hadn't the least �dea that they would have a chance to
catch Quacker, because Quacker kept out �n the water where he was
as safe from them as �f they were a thousand m�les away. The only
reason that Reddy had w�ll�ngly started w�th Granny was the hope
that he m�ght f�nd a dead f�sh washed up on the shore as he had the
day before.

“Granny certa�nly �s grow�ng fool�sh �n her old age,” thought Reddy,
as he trotted along beh�nd her. “I told her that Quacker never once
came ashore all the t�me I watched yesterday. I don't bel�eve he ever
comes ashore, and �f she knows anyth�ng at all she ought to know
that she can't catch h�m out there �n the water. Granny used to be
smart enough when she was young, I guess, but she certa�nly �s
los�ng her m�nd now. It's a p�ty, a great p�ty. I can just �mag�ne how
Quacker w�ll laugh at her. I have to laugh myself.”

He d�d laugh, but you may be sure he took great pa�ns that Granny
should not see h�m laugh�ng. Whenever she looked around he was
as sober as could be. In fact, he appeared to be qu�te as eager as �f



he felt sure they would catch Quacker. Now old Granny Fox �s very
w�se �n the ways of the Great World, and �f Reddy could have known
what was go�ng on �n her m�nd as she led the way to the B�g R�ver,
he m�ght not have felt qu�te so sure of h�s own smartness. Granny
was do�ng some qu�et laugh�ng herself.

“He th�nks I'm old and fool�sh and don't know what I'm about, the
young scamp!” thought she. “He th�nks he has learned all there �s to
learn. It �sn't the least use �n the world to try to tell h�m anyth�ng.
When young folks feel the way he does, �t �s a waste of t�me to talk to
them. He has got to be shown. There �s noth�ng l�ke exper�ence to
take the conce�t out of these youngsters.”

Now conce�t �s the feel�ng that you know more than any one else.
Perhaps you do. Then aga�n, perhaps you don't. So somet�mes �t �s
best not to be too sure of your own op�n�on. Reddy was sure. He
trotted along beh�nd old Granny Fox and planned smart th�ngs to say
to her when she found that there wasn't a chance to catch Quacker
the Duck. I am afra�d, very much afra�d, that Reddy was plann�ng to
be saucy. People who th�nk themselves smart are qu�te apt to be
saucy.

Presently they came to the bank of the B�g R�ver. Old Granny Fox
told Reddy to s�t st�ll wh�le she crept up beh�nd some bushes where
she could peek out over the B�g R�ver. He gr�nned as he watched
her. He was st�ll gr�nn�ng when she t�ptoed back. He expected to see
her face long w�th d�sappo�ntment. Instead she looked very much
pleased.

“Quacker �s there,” sa�d she, “and I th�nk he w�ll make us a very
good d�nner. Creep up beh�nd those bushes and see for yourself,
then come back here and tell me what you th�nk we'd better do to get
h�m.”

So Reddy stole up beh�nd the bushes, and th�s t�me �t was Granny
who gr�nned as she watched. As he crept along, Reddy wondered �f
�t could be that for once Quacker had come ashore. Granny seemed
so sure they could catch h�m that th�s must be the case. But when he
peeped through the hushes, there was Quacker way out �n the
m�ddle of the open water just where he had been the day before.





CHAPTER III: Reddy Is Sure Granny
Has Lost Her Senses

   Perhaps 'tis just as well that we
   Can't see ourselves as others see.
     —Old Granny Fox.

“Just as I thought,” muttered Reddy Fox as he peeped through the
bushes on the bank of the B�g R�ver and saw Quacker sw�mm�ng
about �n the water where �t ran too sw�ftly to freeze. “We've got just
as much chance of catch�ng h�m as I have of jump�ng over the moon.
That's what I'll tell Granny.”

He crept back carefully so as not to be seen by Quacker, and
when he had reached the place where Granny was wa�t�ng for h�m,
h�s face wore a very �mpudent look.

“Well,” sa�d Granny Fox, “what shall we do to catch h�m?”
“Learn to sw�m l�ke a f�sh and fly l�ke a b�rd,” repl�ed Reddy �n such

a saucy tone that Granny had hard work to keep from box�ng h�s
ears.

“You mean that you th�nk he can't be caught?” sa�d she qu�etly.
“I don't th�nk anyth�ng about �t; I know he can't!” snapped Reddy.

“Not by us, anyway,” he added.
“I suppose you wouldn't even try?” retorted Granny.
“I'm old enough to know when I'm wast�ng my t�me,” repl�ed Reddy

w�th a toss of h�s head.
“In other words you th�nk I'm a s�lly old Fox who has lost her

senses,” sa�d Granny sharply.
“No-o. I d�dn't say that,” protested Reddy, look�ng very

uncomfortable.
“But you th�nk �t,” declared Granny. “Now look here, Mr. Smarty,

you do just as I tell you. You creep back there where you can watch



Quacker and all that happens, and m�nd that you keep out of h�s
s�ght. Now go.”

Reddy went. There was noth�ng else to do. He d�dn't dare d�sobey.
Granny watched unt�l Reddy had read�ed h�s h�d�ng-place. Then
what do you th�nk she d�d? Why, she walked r�ght out on the l�ttle
beach just below Reddy and �n pla�n s�ght of Quacker! Yes, S�r, that
�s what she d�d!

Then began such a queer performance that �t �s no wonder that
Reddy was sure Granny had lost her senses. She rolled over and
over. She chased her ta�l round and round unt�l �t made Reddy d�zzy
to watch her. She jumped up �n the a�r. She raced back and forth.
She played w�th a b�t of st�ck. And all the t�me she d�dn't pay the
least attent�on to Quacker the Duck.

Reddy stared and stared. Whatever had come over Granny? She
was crazy. Yes, S�r, that must be the matter. It must be that she had
gone w�thout food so long that she had gone crazy. Poor Granny!
She was �n her second ch�ldhood. Reddy could remember how he
had done such th�ngs when he was very young, just by way of
show�ng how f�ne he felt. But for a grown-up Fox to do such th�ngs
was und�gn�f�ed, to say the least. You know Reddy th�nks a great
deal of d�gn�ty. It was worse than und�gn�f�ed; �t was pos�t�vely
d�sgraceful. He d�d hope that none of h�s ne�ghbors would happen
along and see Granny cutt�ng up so. He never would hear the end of
�t �f they d�d.

Over and over rolled Granny, and around and around she chased
her ta�l. The snow flew up �n a cloud. And all the t�me she made no
sound. Reddy was just try�ng to dec�de whether to go off and leave
her unt�l she had rega�ned her common sense, or to go out and try to
stop her, when he happened to look out �n the open water where
Quacker was. Quacker was s�tt�ng up as stra�ght as he could. In fact,
he had h�s w�ngs ra�sed to help h�m s�t up on h�s ta�l, the better to
see what old Granny Fox was do�ng.

“As I l�ve,” muttered Reddy, “I bel�eve that fellow �s nearer than he
was!”

Reddy crouched lower than ever, and �nstead of watch�ng Granny
he watched Quacker the Duck.





CHAPTER IV: Quacker The Duck
Grows Cur�ous

   The most curious thing in the world is curiosity.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Old Granny Fox never sa�d a truer th�ng than that. It �s cur�ous,
very cur�ous, how somet�mes cur�os�ty w�ll get the best of even the
w�sest and most sens�ble of people. Even Old Granny Fox herself
has been known to be led �nto trouble by �t. We expect �t of Peter
Rabb�t, but Peter �sn't a b�t more cur�ous than some others of whom
we do not expect �t.

Now Quacker the W�ld Duck �s the last one �n the world you would
expect to be led �nto trouble by cur�os�ty. Quacker had spent the
summer �n the Far North w�th Honker the Goose. In fact, he had
been born there. He had started for the far away Southland at the
same t�me Honker had, but when he reached the B�g R�ver he had
found plenty to eat and had dec�ded to stay unt�l he had to move on.
The B�g R�ver had frozen over everywhere except �n th�s one place
where the water was too sw�ft to freeze, and there Quacker had
rema�ned. You see, he was a good d�ver and on the bottom of the
r�ver he found plenty to eat. No one could get at h�m out there,
unless �t were Roughleg the Hawk, and �f Roughleg d�d happen
along, all he had to do was to d�ve and come up far away to laugh
and make fun of Roughleg. The water couldn't get through h�s o�ly
feathers, and so he d�dn't m�nd how cold �t was.

Now �n h�s home �n the Far North there were so many dangers that
Quacker had early learned to be always on the watch and to take the
best of care of h�mself. On h�s way down to the B�g R�ver he had
been hunted by men w�th terr�ble guns, and he had learned all about
them. In fact, he felt qu�te able to keep out of harm's way. He rather
pr�ded h�mself that there was no one smart enough to catch h�m.

I suspect he thought he knew all there was to know. In th�s respect
he was a good deal l�ke Reddy Fox h�mself. That was because he



was young. It �s the way w�th young Ducks and Foxes and w�th some
other youngsters I know.

When Quacker f�rst saw Granny Fox on the l�ttle beach, he fl�rted
h�s absurd l�ttle ta�l and sm�led as he thought how she must w�sh she
could catch h�m. But so far as he could see, Granny d�dn't once look
at h�m.

“She doesn't know I'm out here at all,” thought Quacker. Then
suddenly he sat up very stra�ght and looked w�th all h�s m�ght. What
under the sun was the matter w�th that Fox? She was act�ng as �f she
had suddenly lost her senses.

Over and over she rolled. Around and around she spun. She
turned somersaults. She lay on her back and k�cked her heels �n the
a�r. Never �n h�s l�fe had he known any one to act l�ke that. There
must be someth�ng the matter w�th her.

Quacker began to get exc�ted. He couldn't keep h�s eyes off Old
Granny Fox. He began to sw�m nearer. He wanted to see better. He
qu�te forgot she was a Fox. She moved so fast that she was just a
queer red spot on the beach. Whatever she was do�ng was very
cur�ous and very exc�t�ng. He swam nearer and nearer. The
exc�tement was catch�ng. He began to sw�m �n c�rcles h�mself. All the
t�me he drew nearer and nearer to the shore. He d�dn't have the
least b�t of fear. He was just cur�ous. He wanted to see better.

All the t�me Granny was cutt�ng up her ant�cs, she was watch�ng
Quacker, though he d�dn't suspect �t. As he swam nearer and nearer
to the shore, Granny rolled and tumbled farther and farther back. At
last Quacker was close to the shore. If he kept on, he would be r�ght
on the land �n a few m�nutes. And all the t�me he stared and stared.
No thought of danger entered h�s head. You see, there was no room
because �t was so f�lled w�th cur�os�ty.

“In a m�nute more I'll have h�m,” thought Granny, and wh�rled faster
than ever. And just then someth�ng happened.



CHAPTER V: Reddy Fox Is Afra�d To
Go Home

   Yes, Sir, a chicken track is good to see, but
   it often puts nothing but water in my mouth.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Reddy Fox thought of that say�ng many t�mes as he hunted
through the Green Forest that n�ght, afra�d to go home. You see, he
had almost d�ned on Quacker the Duck over at the B�g R�ver that day
and then hadn't, and �t was all h�s own fault. That was why he was
afra�d to go home. From h�s h�d�ng-place on the bank he had
watched Quacker sw�m �n and �n unt�l he was almost on the shore
where old Granny Fox was wh�rl�ng and roll�ng and tumbl�ng about
as �f she had ent�rely lost her senses. Indeed, Reddy had been qu�te
sure that she had when she began. It wasn't unt�l he saw that
cur�os�ty was draw�ng Quacker r�ght �n so that �n a m�nute or two
Granny would be able to catch h�m, that he understood that Granny
was anyth�ng but crazy, and really was teach�ng h�m a new tr�ck as
well as try�ng to catch a d�nner.

When he real�zed th�s, he should have been ashamed of h�mself
for doubt�ng the smartness of Granny and for th�nk�ng that he knew
all there was to know. But he was too much exc�ted for any such
thoughts. Nearer and nearer to the shore came Quacker, h�s eyes
f�xed on the red, wh�rl�ng form of Granny. Reddy's own eyes gleamed
w�th exc�tement. Would Quacker keep on r�ght up to the shore?
Nearer and nearer and nearer he came. Reddy squ�rmed uneas�ly.
He couldn't see as well as he wanted to. The bushes beh�nd wh�ch
he was ly�ng were �n h�s way. He wanted to see Granny make that
jump wh�ch would mean a d�nner for both.

Forgett�ng what Granny had charged h�m, Reddy eagerly ra�sed
h�s head to look over the edge of the bank. Now �t just happened that
at that very m�nute Quacker chanced to look that way. H�s qu�ck eyes
caught the movement of Reddy's head and �n an �nstant all h�s



cur�os�ty van�shed. That sharp face peer�ng at h�m over the edge of
the bank could mean but one th�ng—danger! It was all a tr�ck! He
saw through �t now. L�ke a flash he turned. There was the wh�stle of
st�ff w�ngs beat�ng the a�r and the patter of feet str�k�ng the water as
he got under way. Then he flew out to the safety of the open water.
Granny sprang, but she was just too late and succeeded �n do�ng no
more than wet her feet.

Of course, Granny d�dn't know what had fr�ghtened Quacker, not
at f�rst, anyway. But she had her susp�c�ons. She turned and looked
up at the place where Reddy had been h�d�ng. She couldn't see h�m.
Then she bounded up the bank. There was no Reddy there, but far
away across the snow-covered Green Meadows was a red spot
grow�ng smaller and smaller. Reddy was runn�ng away. Then she
knew. At f�rst Granny was very angry. You know �t �s a dreadful th�ng
to be hungry and have a good d�nner d�sappear just as �t �s almost
w�th�n reach.

“I'll teach that young scamp a lesson he won't soon forget when I
get home,” she muttered, as she watched h�m. Then she went back
to the edge of the B�g R�ver and there she found a dead f�sh wh�ch
had been washed ashore. It was a very good f�sh, and when she had
eaten �t Granny felt better.

“Anyway,” thought she, “I have taught h�m a new tr�ck and one he
�s n't l�kely to forget. He knows now that Granny st�ll knows a few
tr�cks that he doesn't, and next t�me he won't feel so sure he knows �t
all. I guess �t was worth wh�le even �f I d�dn't catch Quacker. My, but
he would have tasted good!” Granny smacked her l�ps and started
for home.

But Reddy, w�th a gu�lty consc�ence, was afra�d to go home. And
so, m�serable and hungry, he hunted through the Green Forest all
the long n�ght and w�shed and w�shed that he had heeded what old
Granny Fox had told h�m.



CHAPTER VI: Old Granny Fox Is
Caught Napp�ng

   The wisest folks will make mistakes, but
   if they are truly wise they will profit from them.
     —Old Granny Fox.

There �s a say�ng among the l�ttle people of the Green Forest and
the Green Meadows wh�ch runs someth�ng l�ke th�s:
   “You must your eyes wide open keep
   To catch Old Granny Fox asleep.”

Of course th�s means that Old Granny Fox �s so smart, so clever,
so keenly on the watch at all t�mes, that he must be very smart
�ndeed who fools her or gets ahead of her. Reddy Fox �s smart, very
smart. But Reddy �sn't nearly as smart as Old Granny Fox. You see,
he hasn't l�ved nearly as long, so of course there �s much knowledge
of many th�ngs stored away �n Granny's head of wh�ch Reddy knows
l�ttle.

But once �n a wh�le even the smartest people are caught napp�ng.
Yes, S�r, that does happen. They w�ll be careless somet�mes. It was
just so w�th Old Granny Fox. W�th all her smartness and cleverness
and w�sdom she grew careless, and all the smartness and
cleverness and w�sdom �n the world �s useless �f the possessor
becomes careless.

You see, Old Granny Fox had become so used to th�nk�ng that she
was smarter than any one else, unless �t was Old Man Coyote, that
she actually bel�eved that no one was smart enough ever to surpr�se
her. Yes, S�r, she actually bel�eved that. Now, you know when a
person reaches the po�nt of th�nk�ng that no one else �n all the Great
World �s qu�te so smart, that person �s l�ke Peter Rabb�t when he
made ready one w�nter day to jump out on the smooth �ce of the
Sm�l�ng Pool,—gett�ng ready for a fall. It was th�s way w�th Old
Granny Fox.



Because she had l�ved near Farmer Brown's so long and had
been hunted so often by Farmer Brown's boy and by Bowser the
Hound, she had got the �dea �n her head that no matter what she d�d
they would not be able to catch her. So at last she grew careless.
Yes, S�r, she grew careless. And that �s someth�ng no Fox or
anybody else can afford to do.

Now on the edge of the Green Forest was a warm, sunny knoll,
wh�ch, as you know, �s a sort of l�ttle h�ll. It overlooked the Green
Meadows and was qu�te the most pleasant and comfortable place for
a sun-nap that ever was. At least, that �s what Old Granny Fox
thought. She took sun-naps there very often. It was her favor�te
rest�ng place. When Bowser the Hound had found her tra�l and had
chased her unt�l she was t�red of runn�ng and had had qu�te all the
exerc�se she needed or wanted, she would play one of her clever
tr�cks by wh�ch to make Bowser lose her tra�l. Then she would hurry
stra�ght to that knoll to rest and gr�n at her own smartness.

It happened that she d�d th�s one day when there was fresh snow
on the ground. Of course, every t�me she put a foot down she left a
pr�nt �n the snow. And where she curled up �n the sun she left the
pr�nt of her body. They were very pla�n to see, were these pr�nts, and
Farmer Brown's boy saw them.

He had been tramp�ng through the Green Forest late �n the
afternoon and just by chance happened across Granny's footpr�nts.
Just for fun he followed them and so came to the sunny knoll.
Granny had left some t�me before, but of course she couldn't take
the pr�nt of her body w�th her. That rema�ned �n the snow, and
Farmer Brown's boy saw �t and knew �nstantly what �t meant. He
gr�nned, and could Granny Fox have seen that gr�n, she would have
been uncomfortable. You see, he knew that he had found the place
where Granny was �n the hab�t of tak�ng a sun-nap.

“So,” sa�d he, “th�s �s the place where you rest, Old Mrs. Fox, after
runn�ng Bowser almost off h�s feet. I th�nk we w�ll g�ve you a surpr�se
one of these days. Yes, �ndeed, I th�nk we w�ll g�ve you a surpr�se.
You have fooled us many t�mes, and now �t �s our turn.”

The next day Farmer Brown's boy shouldered h�s terr�ble gun and
sent Bowser the Hound to hunt for the tra�l of Old Granny Fox. It



wasn't long before Bowser's great vo�ce told all the Great World that
he had found Granny's tracks. Farmer Brown's boy gr�nned just as
he had the day before. Then w�th h�s terr�ble gun he went over to the
Green Forest and h�d under some p�ne boughs r�ght on the edge of
that sunny knoll.

He wa�ted pat�ently a long, long t�me. He heard Bowser's great
vo�ce grow�ng more and more exc�ted as he followed Old Granny
Fox. By and by Bowser stopped bay�ng and began to yelp
�mpat�ently. Farmer Brown's boy knew exactly what that meant. It
meant that Granny had played one of her smart tr�cks and Bowser
had lost her tra�l.

A few m�nutes later out of the Green Forest came Old Granny Fox,
and she was gr�nn�ng, for once more she had fooled Bowser the
Hound and now could take a nap �n peace. St�ll gr�nn�ng, she turned
around two or three t�mes to make herself comfortable and then, w�th
a s�gh of contentment, curled up for a sun-nap, and �n a few m�nutes
was asleep. And just a l�ttle way off beh�nd the p�ne boughs sat
Farmer Brown's boy hold�ng h�s terr�ble gun and gr�nn�ng. At last he
had caught Old Granny Fox napp�ng.



CHAPTER VII: Granny Fox Has A Bad
Dream

   Nothing ever simply happens;
    Bear that point in mind.
   If you look long and hard enough
    A cause you'll always find.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Old Granny Fox was dream�ng. Yes, S�r, she was dream�ng. There
she lay, curled up on the sunny l�ttle knoll on the edge of the Green
Forest, fast asleep and dream�ng. It was a very pleasant and very
comfortable place �ndeed. You see, jolly, round, br�ght Mr. Sun
poured h�s warmest rays r�ght down there from the blue, blue sky.
When Old Granny Fox was t�red, she often sl�pped over there for a
short nap and sun-bath even �n w�nter. She was qu�te sure that no
one knew anyth�ng about �t. It was one of her secrets.

Th�s morn�ng Old Granny Fox was very t�red, unusually so. In the
f�rst place she had been out hunt�ng all n�ght. Then, before she could
reach home, Bowser the Hound had found her tracks and started to
follow them. Of course, �t wouldn't have done to go home then. It
wouldn't have done at all. Bowser would have followed her stra�ght
there and so found out where she l�ved. So she had led Bowser far
away across the Green Meadows and through the Green Forest and
f�nally played one of her smart tr�cks wh�ch had so m�xed her tracks
that Bowser could no longer follow them. Wh�le he had sn�ffed and
snuffed and snuffed and sn�ffed w�th that wonderful nose of h�s,
try�ng to f�nd out where she had gone, Old Granny Fox had trotted
stra�ght to the sunny knoll and there curled up to rest. R�ght away
she fell asleep.

Now Old Granny Fox, l�ke most of the other l�ttle people of the
Green Forest and the Green Meadows, sleeps w�th her ears w�de
open. Her eyes may be closed, but not her ears. Those are always
on guard, even when she �s asleep, and at the least sound open fly
her eyes, and she �s ready to run. If �t were not for the way her sharp



ears keep guard, she wouldn't dare take naps �n the open r�ght �n
broad dayl�ght. If you ever want to catch a Fox asleep, you mustn't
make the teen�est, ween�est no�se. Just remember that.

Now Old Granny Fox had no sooner closed her eyes than she
began to dream. At f�rst �t was a very pleasant dream, the
pleasantest dream a Fox can have. It was of a ch�cken d�nner, all the
ch�cken she could eat. Granny certa�nly enjoyed that dream. It made
her smack her l�ps qu�te as �f �t were a real and not a dream d�nner
she was enjoy�ng.

But presently the dream changed and became a bad dream. Yes,
�ndeed, �t became a bad dream. It was as bad as at f�rst �t had been
good. It seemed to Granny that Bowser the Hound had become very
smart, smarter than she had ever known h�m to be before. Do what
she would, she couldn't fool h�m. Not one of all the tr�cks she knew,
and she knew a great many, fooled h�m at all. They d�dn't puzzle h�m
long enough for her to get her breath.

Bowser kept gett�ng nearer and nearer and nearer, all �n the
dream, you know, unt�l �t seemed as �f h�s great vo�ce sounded r�ght
at her very heels. She was so t�red that �t seemed to her that she
couldn't run another step. It was a very, very real dream. You know
dreams somet�mes do seem very real �ndeed. Th�s was the way �t
was w�th the bad dream of Old Granny Fox. It seemed to her that
she could feel the breath of Bowser the Hound and that h�s great
jaws were just go�ng to close on her and shake her to death.

“Oh! Oh!” cr�ed Granny and waked herself up. Her eyes flew open.
Then she gave a great s�gh of rel�ef as she real�zed that her terr�ble
fr�ght was only a bad dream and that she was curled up r�ght on the
dear, fam�l�ar, old, sunny knoll and not runn�ng for her l�fe at all.

Old Granny Fox sm�led to th�nk what a fr�ght she had had and
then,—well, she d�dn't know whether she was really awake or st�ll
dream�ng! No, S�r, she d�dn't. For a full m�nute she couldn't be sure
whether what she saw was real or part of that dreadful dream. You
see, she was star�ng �nto the face of Farmer Brown's boy and the
muzzle of h�s dreadful gun!

For just a few seconds she d�dn't move. She couldn't. She was too
fr�ghtened to move. Then she knew what she saw was real and not a



dream at all. There wasn't the least b�t of doubt about �t. That was
Farmer Brown's boy, and that was h�s dreadful gun! All �n a flash she
knew that Farmer Brown's boy must have been h�d�ng beh�nd those
p�ne boughs.

Poor Old Granny Fox! For once �n her l�fe she had been caught
napp�ng. She hadn't the least hope �n the world. Farmer Brown's boy
had only to f�re that dreadful gun, and that would be the end of her.
She knew �t.



CHAPTER VIII: What Farmer Brown's
Boy D�d

   In time of danger heed this rule:
   Think hard and fast, but pray keep cool.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Poor Old Granny Fox! She had thought that she had been �n t�ght
places before, but never, never had she been �n such a t�ght place as
th�s. There stood Farmer Brown's boy look�ng along the barrel of h�s
dreadful gun stra�ght at her, and only such a short d�stance, such a
very short d�stance away! It wasn't the least b�t of use to run. Granny
knew that. That dreadful gun would go “bang!” and that would be the
end of her.

For a few seconds she stared at Farmer Brown's boy, too
fr�ghtened to move or even th�nk. Then she began to wonder why
that dreadful gun d�dn't go off. What was Farmer Brown's boy wa�t�ng
for? She got to her feet. She was sure that the f�rst step would be her
last, yet she couldn't stay there.

How could Fanner Brown's boy do such a dreadful th�ng?
Somehow, h�s freckled face d�dn't look cruel. He was even beg�nn�ng
to gr�n. That must be because he had caught her napp�ng and knew
that th�s t�me she couldn't poss�bly get away from h�m as she had so
many t�mes before. “Oh!” sobbed Old Granny Fox under her breath.

And r�ght at that very �nstant Farmer Brown's boy d�d someth�ng.
What do you th�nk �t was? No, he d�dn't shoot her. He d�dn't f�re h�s
dreadful gun. What do you th�nk he d�d do? Why, he threw a
snowball at Old Granny Fox and shouted “Boo!” That �s what he d�d
and all he d�d, except to laugh as Granny gave a great leap and then
made those black legs of hers fly as never before.

Every �nstant Granny expected to hear that dreadful gun, and �t
seemed as �f her heart would burst w�th fr�ght as she ran, th�nk�ng
each jump would be the last one. But the dreadful gun d�dn't bang,
and after a l�ttle, when she felt she was safe, she turned to look back



over her shoulder. Farmer Brown's boy was stand�ng r�ght where she
had last seen h�m, and he was laugh�ng harder than ever. Yes, S�r,
he was laugh�ng, and though Old Granny Fox d�dn't th�nk so at the
t�me, h�s laugh was good to hear, for �t was good-natured and merry
and all that an honest laugh should be.

“Go �t, Granny! Go �t!” shouted Farmer Brown's boy. “And the next
t�me you are tempted to steal my ch�ckens, just remember that I
caught you napp�ng and let you off when I m�ght have shot you. Just
remember that and leave my ch�ckens alone.”

Now �t happened that Tommy T�t the Ch�ckadee had seen all that
had happened, and he fa�rly bubbled over w�th joy. “Dee, dee, dee,
Ch�ckadee! It �s just as I have always sa�d—Farmer Brown's boy �sn't
bad. He'd be fr�ends w�th every one �f every one would let h�m,” he
cr�ed.

“Maybe, maybe,” grumbled Sammy Jay, who also had seen all that
had happened. “But he's altogether too smart for me to trust. Oh,
my! oh, my! What news th�s w�ll be to tell! Old Granny Fox w�ll never
hear the end of �t. If ever aga�n she boasts of how smart she �s, all
we w�ll have to do w�ll be to rem�nd her of the t�me Farmer Brown's
boy caught her napp�ng. Ho! ho! ho! I must hurry along and f�nd my
cous�n, Blacky the Crow. Th�s w�ll t�ckle h�m half to death.”

As for Old Granny Fox, she feared Farmer Brown's boy more than
ever, not because of what he had done to her but because of what
he had not done. You see, noth�ng could make her bel�eve that he
wanted to be her fr�end. She thought he had let her get away just to
show her that he was smarter than she. Instead of thankfulness,
hate and fear f�lled Granny's heart. You know—
   People who themselves do ill
   For others seldom have good will.



CHAPTER IX: Reddy Fox Hears About
Granny Fox

   Though you may think another wrong
    And be quite positive you're right,
   Don't let your temper get away;
    And try at least to be polite.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Sammy Jay hurr�ed through the Green Forest, chuckl�ng as he
flew. Sammy was br�mm�ng over w�th the news he had to tell,—how
Old Granny Fox had been caught napp�ng by Farmer Brown's boy.
Sammy wouldn't have bel�eved �t �f any one had told h�m. No, S�r, he
wouldn't. But he had seen �t w�th h�s own eyes, and �t t�ckled h�m
almost to p�eces to th�nk that Old Granny Fox, whom everybody
thought so sly and clever and smart, had been caught actually
asleep by the very one of whom she was most afra�d, but at whom
she always had turned up her nose.

Presently Sammy sp�ed Reddy Fox trott�ng along the Lone L�ttle
Path. Reddy was forever boast�ng of how smart Granny Fox was. He
had boasted of �t so much that everybody was s�ck of hear�ng h�m.
When he saw Reddy trott�ng along the Lone L�ttle Path, Sammy
chuckled harder than ever. He h�d �n a th�ck hemlock-tree and as
Reddy passed he shouted:
“Had I such a stupid old Granny
    As some folks who think they are smart,
  I never would boast of my Granny,
    But live by myself quite apart!”

Reddy looked up angr�ly. He couldn't see Sammy Jay, but he knew
Sammy's vo�ce. There �s no m�stak�ng that. Everybody knows the
vo�ce of Sammy Jay. Of course �t was fool�sh, very fool�sh of Reddy
to be angry, and st�ll more fool�sh to show that he was angry. Had he
stopped a m�nute to th�nk, he would have known that Sammy was
say�ng such a mean, provok�ng th�ng just to make h�m angry, and
that the angr�er he became the better pleased Sammy Jay would be.



But l�ke a great many people, Reddy allowed h�s temper to get the
better of h�s common sense.

“Who says Granny Fox �s stup�d?” he snarled.
“I do,” repl�ed Sammy Jay promptly. “I say she �s stup�d.”
“She �s smarter than anybody else �n all the Green Forest and on

all the Green Meadows. She �s smarter than anybody else �n all the
Great World,” boasted Reddy, and he really bel�eved �t.

“She �sn't smart enough to fool Farmer Brown's boy,” taunted
Sammy.

“What's that? Who says so? Has anyth�ng happened to Granny
Fox?” Reddy forgot h�s anger �n a sudden great fear. Could Granny
have been shot by Farmer Brown's boy?

“Noth�ng much, only Farmer Brown's boy caught her napp�ng �n
broad dayl�ght,” repl�ed Sammy, and chuckled so that Reddy heard
h�m.

“I don't bel�eve �t!” snapped Reddy. “I don't bel�eve a word of �t!
Nobody ever yet caught Old Granny Fox napp�ng, and nobody ever
w�ll.”

“I don't care whether you bel�eve �t or not; �t's so, for I saw h�m,”
retorted Sammy Jay.

“You—you—you—” began Reddy Fox.
“Go ask Tommy T�t the Ch�ckadee �f �t �sn't true. He saw h�m too,”

�nterrupted Sammy Jay.
“Dee, dee, dee, Ch�ckadee! It's so, and Farmer Brown's boy only

threw a snowball at her and let her run away w�thout shoot�ng at her,”
declared a new vo�ce. There sat Tommy T�t h�mself.

Reddy d�dn't know what to th�nk or say. He just couldn't bel�eve �t,
yet he had never known Tommy T�t to tell an untruth. Sammy Jay
alone he wouldn't have bel�eved. Then Tommy T�t and Sammy Jay
told Reddy all about what they had seen, how Farmer Brown's boy
had surpr�sed Old Granny Fox and then allowed her to go unharmed.
Reddy had to bel�eve �t. If Tommy T�t sa�d �t was so, �t must be so.
Reddy Fox started off to hunt up Old Granny Fox and ask her about



�t. But a sudden thought popped �nto h�s red head, and he changed
h�s m�nd.

“I won't say a th�ng about �t unt�l some t�me when Granny scolds
me for be�ng careless,” muttered Reddy, w�th a sly gr�n. “Then I'll see
what she has to say. I guess she won't scold me so much after th�s.”

Reddy gr�nned more than ever, wh�ch wasn't a b�t n�ce of h�m.
Instead of be�ng sorry that Old Granny Fox had had such a fr�ght, he
was plann�ng how he would get even w�th her when she should scold
h�m for h�s own carelessness.



CHAPTER X: Reddy Fox Is Impudent



   A saucy tongue is dangerous to possess;
   Be sure some day 't will get you in a mess.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Reddy Fox �s headstrong and, l�ke most headstrong people, �s
g�ven to th�nk�ng that h�s way �s the best way just because �t �s h�s
way. He �s smart, �s Reddy Fox. Yes, �ndeed, Reddy Fox �s very, very
smart. He has to be �n order to l�ve. But a great deal of what he
knows he learned from Old Granny Fox. The very best tr�cks he
knows she taught h�m. She began teach�ng h�m when he was so l�ttle
that he tumbled over h�s own feet. It was she who taught h�m how to
hunt, that �t �s better never to steal ch�ckens near home but to go a
long way off for them, and how to fool Bowser the Hound.

It was Granny who taught Reddy how to use h�s l�ttle black nose to
follow the tracks of careless young Rabb�ts, and how to catch
Meadow M�ce under the snow. In fact, there �s l�ttle Reddy knows
wh�ch he d�dn't learn from w�se, shrewd Old Granny Fox.

But as he grew b�gger and b�gger, unt�l he was qu�te as b�g as
Granny herself, he forgot what he owed to her. He grew to have a
very good op�n�on of h�mself and to feel that he knew just about all
there was to know. So somet�mes when he had done fool�sh or
careless th�ngs and Granny had scolded h�m, tell�ng h�m he was b�g
enough and old enough to know better, he would sulk and go off
mutter�ng to h�mself. But he never qu�te dared to be openly
d�srespectful to Granny, and th�s, of course, was qu�te as �t should
have been.

“If only I could catch Granny do�ng someth�ng fool�sh or careless,”
he would say to h�mself. But he never could, and he had begun to
th�nk that he never would. But now at last Granny, clever Old Granny
Fox, had been careless! She had allowed Farmer Brown's boy to
catch her napp�ng! Reddy d�d w�sh he had been there to see �t
h�mself. But anyway, he had been told about �t, and he made up h�s
m�nd that the next t�me Granny sa�d anyth�ng sharp to h�m about h�s
carelessness he would have someth�ng to say back. Yes, S�r, Reddy
Fox was del�berately plann�ng to answer back, wh�ch, as you know,
�s always d�srespectful to one's elders.

At last the chance came. Reddy d�d a th�ng no truly w�se Fox ever
w�ll do. He went two n�ghts �n success�on to the same henhouse, and



the second t�me he barely escaped be�ng shot. Old Granny Fox
found out about �t. How she found out Reddy doesn't know to th�s
day, but f�nd out she d�d, and she gave h�m such a scold�ng as even
her sharp tongue had seldom g�ven h�m.

“You are the stup�dest Fox I ever heard of,” scolded Granny.
“I'm no more stup�d than you are!” retorted Reddy �n the most

�mpudent way.
“What's that?” demanded Granny. “What's that you sa�d?”
“I sa�d I'm no more stup�d than you are, and what �s more, I hope

I'm not so stup�d. I know better than to take a nap �n broad dayl�ght
r�ght under the very nose of Farmer Brown's boy.” Reddy gr�nned �n
the most �mpudent way as he sa�d th�s.

Granny's eyes snapped. Then th�ngs happened. Reddy was cuffed
th�s way and cuffed that way and cuffed the other way unt�l �t seemed
to h�m that the a�r was full of black paws, every one of wh�ch landed
on h�s head or face w�th a st�ng that made h�m wh�mper and put h�s
ta�l between h�s legs, and f�nally howl.

“There!” cr�ed Granny, when at last she had to stop because she
was qu�te out of breath. “Perhaps that w�ll teach you to be respectful
to your elders. I was careless and stup�d, and I am perfectly ready to
adm�t �t, because �t has taught me a lesson. W�sdom often �s ga�ned
through m�stakes, but never when one �s not w�ll�ng to adm�t the
m�stakes. No Fox l�ves long who makes the same m�stake tw�ce. And
those who are �mpudent to the�r elders come to no good end. I've got
a fat goose h�dden away for d�nner, but you w�ll get none of �t.”

“I—I w�sh I'd never heard of Granny's m�stake,” wh�ned Reddy to
h�mself as he crept d�nnerless to bed.

“You ought to w�sh that you hadn't been �mpudent,” wh�spered a
small vo�ce down �ns�de h�m.



CHAPTER XI: After The Storm
   The joys and the sunshine that make us glad;
   The worries and troubles that makes us sad
   Must come to an end; so why complain
   Of too little sun or too much rain?
     —Old Granny Fox.

The th�ng to do �s to make the most of the sunsh�ne wh�le �t lasts,
and when �t ra�ns to look forward to the corn�ng of the sun aga�n,
know�ng that con�c �t surely w�ll. A dreadful storm was keep�ng the
l�ttle people of the Green Forest, the Green Meadows, and the Old
Orchard pr�soners �n the�r own homes or �n such places of shelter as
they had been able to f�nd.

But �t couldn't last forever, and they knew �t. Know�ng th�s was all
that kept some of them al�ve.

You see, they were starv�ng. Yes, S�r, they were starv�ng. You and
I would be very hungry, very hungry �ndeed, �f we had to go w�thout
food for two whole days, but �f we were snug and warm �t wouldn't do
us any real harm. W�th the l�ttle w�ld fr�ends, espec�ally the l�ttle
feathered folks, �t �s a very d�fferent matter. You see, they are
naturally so act�ve that they have to f�ll the�r stomachs very often �n
order to supply the�r l�ttle bod�es w�th heat and energy. So when the�r
food supply �s wholly cut off, they starve or else freeze to death �n a
very short t�me. A great many l�ttle l�ves are ended th�s way �n every
long, hard w�nter storm.

It was late �n the afternoon of the second day when rough Brother
North W�nd dec�ded that he had shown h�s strength and f�erceness
long enough, and rumbl�ng and grumbl�ng ret�red from the Green
Meadows and the Green Forest, blow�ng the snow clouds away w�th
h�m. For just a l�ttle wh�le before �t was t�me for h�m to go to bed
beh�nd the Purple H�lls, jolly, round, red Mr. Sun sm�led down on the
wh�te land, and never was h�s sm�le more welcome. Out from the�r
shelters hurr�ed all the l�ttle pr�soners, for they must make the most
of the short t�me before the com�ng of the cold n�ght.



L�ttle Tommy T�t the Ch�ckadee was so weak that he could hardly
fly, and he shook w�th ch�lls. He made stra�ght for the apple-tree
where Farmer Brown's boy always keeps a p�ece of suet t�ed to a
branch for Tommy and h�s fr�ends. Drummer the Woodpecker was
there before h�m. Now �t �s one of the laws of pol�teness among the
feathered folk that when one �s eat�ng from a p�ece of suet a
newcomer shall awa�t h�s turn.

“Dee, dee, dee!” sa�d Tommy T�t fa�ntly but cheerfully, for he
couldn't be other than cheery �f he tr�ed. “Dee, dee, dee! That looks
good to me.”

“It �s good,” mumbled Drummer, peck�ng away at the suet greed�ly.
“Come on, Tommy T�t. Don't wa�t for me, for I won't be through for a
long t�me. I'm nearly starved, and I guess you must be.”

“I am,” confessed Tommy, as he flew over bes�de Drummer.
“Thank you ever so much for not mak�ng me wa�t.”

“Don't ment�on �t,” repl�ed Drummer, w�th h�s mouth full. “Th�s �s no
t�me for pol�teness. Here comes Yank Yank the Nuthatch. I guess
there �s room for h�m too.”

Yank Yank was promptly �nv�ted to jo�n them and d�d so after
apolog�z�ng for seem�ng so greedy.

“If I couldn't get my stomach full before n�ght, I certa�nly should
freeze to death before morn�ng,” sa�d he. “What a bless�ng �t �s to
have all th�s good food wa�t�ng for us. If I had to hunt for my usual
food on the trees, I certa�nly should have to g�ve up and d�e. It took
all my strength to get over here. My, I feel l�ke a new b�rd already!
Here comes Sammy Jay. I wonder �f he w�ll try to dr�ve us away as
he usually does.”

Sammy d�d noth�ng of the k�nd. He was very meek and most
pol�te. “Can you make room for a starv�ng fellow to get a b�te?” he
asked. “I wouldn't ask �t but that I couldn't last another n�ght w�thout
food.”

“Dee, dee, dee! Always room for one more,” repl�ed Tommy T�t,
crowd�ng over to g�ve Sammy room. “Wasn't that a dreadful storm?”

“Worst I ever knew,” mumbled Sammy. “I wonder �f I ever w�ll be
warm aga�n.”



Unt�l the�r stomachs were full, not another word was sa�d.
Meanwh�le Chatterer the Red Squ�rrel had d�scovered that the storm
was over. As he floundered through the snow to another apple-tree
he saw Tommy T�t and h�s fr�ends, and �n h�s heart he rejo�ced that
they had found food wa�t�ng for them. H�s own troubles were at an
end, for �n the tree he was headed for was a store of corn.



CHAPTER XII: Granny And Reddy Fox
Hunt In Va�n

   Old Mother Nature's plans for good
   Quite often are not understood.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Tommy T�t and Drummer the Woodpecker and Yank Yank the
Nuthatch and Sammy Jay and Chatterer the Red Squ�rrel were not
the only ones who were out and about as soon as the great storm
ended. Oh, my, no! No, �ndeed! Everybody who was not sleep�ng the
w�nter away, or who had not a store of food r�ght at hand, was out.
But not all were so fortunate as Tommy T�t and h�s fr�ends �n f�nd�ng
a good meal.

Peter Rabb�t and Mrs. Peter came out of the hole �n the heart of
the dear Old Br�ar-patch, where they had managed to keep
comfortably warm, and at once began to f�ll the�r stomachs w�th bark
from young trees and tender t�ps of tw�gs. It was very coarse food,
but �t would take away that empty feel�ng. Mrs. Grouse burst out of
the snow and hurr�ed to get a meal before dark. She had no t�me to
be part�cular, and so she ate spruce buds. They were very b�tter and
not much to her l�k�ng, but she was too hungry, and n�ght was too
near for her to be fussy. She was thankful to have that much.

Granny Fox and Reddy were out too. They d�dn't need to hurry
because, as you know, they could hunt all n�ght, but they were so
hungry that they just had to be look�ng for someth�ng to eat. They
knew, of course, that everybody else would be out, and they hoped
that some of these l�ttle people would be so weak that they could
eas�ly be caught. That seems l�ke a dreadful hope, doesn't �t? But
one of the f�rst laws of Old Mother Nature �s self-preservat�on. That
means to save your own l�fe f�rst. So perhaps Granny and Reddy are
not to be blamed for hop�ng that some of the�r ne�ghbors m�ght be
caught eas�ly because of the great storm. They were very hungry
�ndeed, and they could not eat bark l�ke Peter Rabb�t, or buds l�ke



Mrs. Grouse, or seeds l�ke Wh�tefoot the Woodmouse. The�r teeth
and stomachs are not made for such food.

It was hard go�ng for Granny and Reddy Fox. The snow was soft
and deep �n many places, and they had to keep pretty close to those
places where rough Brother North W�nd had blown away enough of
the snow to make walk�ng fa�rly easy. They soon found that the�r
hope that they would f�nd some of the�r ne�ghbors too weak to
escape was qu�te �n va�n. When jolly, round, red Mr. Sun dropped
clown beh�nd the Purple H�lls to go to bed, the�r stomachs were qu�te
as empty as when they had started out.

“We'll go down to the Old Br�ar-patch. I don't bel�eve �t w�ll be of
much use, but you never can tell unt�l you try. Peter Rabb�t may take
�t �nto h�s s�lly head to come outs�de,” sa�d Granny, lead�ng the way.

When they reached the dear Old Br�ar-patch they found that Peter
was not outs�de. In fact, peer�ng between the brambles and bushes,
they could see h�s l�ttle brown form bobb�ng about as he hunted for
tender bark. He had already made l�ttle paths along wh�ch he could
hop eas�ly. Peter saw them almost as soon as they saw h�m.

“Hard t�mes these,” sa�d Peter pleasantly. “I hope your stomachs
are not as empty as m�ne.” He pulled a str�p of bark from a young
tree and began to chew �t. Th�s was more than Reddy could stand.
To see Peter eat�ng wh�le h�s own stomach was just one great b�g
ache from empt�ness was too much.

“I'm go�ng �n there and catch h�m, or dr�ve h�m out where you can
catch h�m, �f I tear my coat all to p�eces!” snarled Reddy.

Peter stopped chew�ng and sat up. “Come r�ght along, Reddy.
Come r�ght along �f you want to, but I would adv�se you to save your
sk�n and your coat,” sa�d he.

Reddy's only reply was a snarl as he pushed h�s way under the
brambles. He yelped as they tore h�s coat and scratched h�s face,
but he kept on. Now Peter's paths were very cunn�ngly made. He
had cut them through the very th�ckest of the br�ars just b�g enough
for h�mself and Mrs. Peter to hop along comfortably. But Reddy �s so
much b�gger that he had to force h�s way through and �n places crawl
flat on h�s stomach, wh�ch was very slow work, to say noth�ng of the
pa�nful scratches from the br�ars. It was no trouble at all for Peter to



keep out of h�s way, and before long Reddy gave up. W�thout a word
Granny Fox led the way to the Green Forest. They would try to f�nd
where Mrs. Grouse was sleep�ng under the snow. But though they
hunted all n�ght, they fa�led to f�nd her, for she w�sely had gone to
bed �n a spruce-tree.



CHAPTER XIII: Granny Fox Adm�ts
Grow�ng Old

   Who will not admit he is older each day
   fools no one but himself.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Old Granny Fox �s a spry old lady for her age. If you don't bel�eve
�t just try to catch her. But spry as she �s, she �sn't as spry as she
used to be. No, S�r, Granny Fox �sn't as spry as she used to be. The
truth �s, Granny �s gett�ng old. She never would adm�t �t, and Reddy
never had real�zed �t unt�l the day after the great storm. All that n�ght
they had hunted �n va�n for someth�ng to eat and at dayl�ght had
crept �nto the�r house to rest awh�le before start�ng on another hunt.
They had ne�ther the strength nor the courage to search any longer
then. Wad�ng through snow �s very hard work at best and very
t�resome, but when your stomach has been empty for so long that
you almost beg�n to wonder what food tastes l�ke, �t becomes harder
work st�ll. You see, �t �s food that makes strength, and lack of food
takes away strength.

Th�s was why Granny and Reddy Fox just HAD to rest. Hungry as
they were, they HAD to g�ve up for awh�le. Reddy flung h�mself
down, and �f ever there was a d�scouraged young Fox he was that
one. “I w�sh I were dead,” he moaned.

“Tut, tut, tut!” sa�d Granny Fox sharply. “That's no way for a young
Fox to talk! I'm ashamed of you. I am �ndeed.” Then she added more
k�ndly: “I know just how you feel. Just try to forget your empty
stomach and rest awh�le. We have had a t�resome, d�sappo�nt�ng,
d�scourag�ng n�ght, but when you are rested th�ngs w�ll not look qu�te
so bad. You know the old say�ng:
'Never a road so long is there
   But it reaches a turn at last;
  Never a cloud that gathers swift But
   disappears as fast.'



You th�nk you couldn't poss�bly feel any worse than you do r�ght
now, but you could. Many a t�me I have had to go hungry longer than
th�s. After we have rested awh�le we w�ll go over to the Old Pasture.
Perhaps we w�ll have better luck there.”

So Reddy tr�ed to forget the empt�ness of h�s stomach and actually
had a nap, for he was very, very t�red. When he awoke he felt better.

“Well, Granny,” sa�d he, “let's start for the Old Pasture. The snow
has crusted over, and we won't f�nd �t such hard go�ng as �t was last
n�ght.”

Granny arose and followed Reddy out to the doorstep. She walked
st�ffly. The truth �s, she ached �n every one of her old bones. At least,
that �s the way �t seemed to her. She looked towards the Old
Pasture. It seemed very far away. She s�ghed wear�ly. “I don't bel�eve
I'll go, Reddy,” sa�d she. “You run along and luck go w�th you.”

Reddy turned and stared at Granny susp�c�ously. You know h�s �s a
very susp�c�ous nature. Could �t be that Granny had some secret
plan of her own to get a meal and wanted to get r�d of h�m?

“What's the matter w�th you?” he demanded roughly. “It was you
who proposed go�ng over to the Old Pasture.”

Granny sm�led. It was a sad sort of sm�le. She �s wonderfully sharp
and smart, �s Granny Fox, and she knew what was �n Reddy's m�nd
as well as �f he had told her.

“Old bones don't rest and recover as qu�ckly as young bones, and
I just don't feel equal to go�ng over there now,” sa�d she. “The truth
�s, Reddy, I am grow�ng old. I am go�ng to stay r�ght here and rest.
Perhaps then I'll feel able to go hunt�ng to-n�ght. You trot along now,
and �f you get more than a stomachful, just remember old Granny
and br�ng her a b�te.”

There was someth�ng �n the way Granny spoke that told Reddy
she was speak�ng the truth. It was the very f�rst t�me she ever had
adm�tted that she was grow�ng old and was no longer the equal of
any Fox. Never before had he not�ced how gray she had grown.
Reddy felt a feel�ng of shame creep over h�m,—shame that he had
suspected Granny of play�ng a sharp tr�ck. And th�s l�ttle feel�ng of
shame was followed �nstantly by a splend�d thought. He would go out



and f�nd food of some k�nd, and he would br�ng �t stra�ght back to
Granny. He had been taken care of by Granny when he was l�ttle,
and now he would repay Granny for all she had done for h�m by
tak�ng care of her �n her old age.

“Go back �n the house and l�e down, Granny,” sa�d he k�ndly. “I am
go�ng to get someth�ng, and whatever �t may be you shall have your
share.” W�th th�s he trotted off towards the Old Pasture and
somehow he d�dn't m�nd the ache �n h�s stomach as he had before.



CHAPTER XIV: Three Va�n And
Fool�sh W�shes

   There's nothing so foolishly silly and vain
   As to wish for a thing you can never attain.
     —Old Granny Fox.

We all know that, yet most of us are just fool�sh enough to make
such a w�sh now and then. I guess you have done �t. I know I have.
Peter Rabb�t has done �t often and then laughed at h�mself
afterwards. I suspect that even shrewd, clever old Granny Fox has
been gu�lty of �t more than once. So �t �s not surpr�s�ng that Reddy
Fox, terr�bly hungry as he was, should do a l�ttle fool�sh w�sh�ng.

When he left home to go to the Old Pasture, �n the hope that he
would be able to f�nd someth�ng to eat there, he started off bravely. It
was cold, very cold �ndeed, but h�s fur coat kept h�m warm as long as
he was mov�ng. The Green Meadows were gl�sten�ng wh�te w�th
snow. All the world, at least all that part of �t w�th wh�ch Reddy was
acqua�nted, was wh�te. It was beaut�ful, very beaut�ful, as m�ll�ons of
sparkles flashed �n the sun. But Reddy had no thought for beauty;
the only thought he had room for was to get someth�ng to put �n the
empty stomachs of h�mself and Granny Fox.

Jack Frost had hardened the snow so that Reddy no longer had to
wade through �t. He could run on the crust now w�thout break�ng
through. Th�s made �t much eas�er, so he trotted along sw�ftly. He
had �ntended to go stra�ght to the Old Pasture, but there suddenly
popped �nto h�s head a memory of the shelter down �n a far corner of
the Old Orchard wh�ch Farmer Brown's boy had bu�lt for Bob Wh�te.
Probably the Bob Wh�te fam�ly were there now, and he m�ght
surpr�se them. He would go there f�rst.

Reddy stopped and looked carefully to make sure that Farmer
Brown's boy and Bowser the Hound were nowhere �n s�ght. Then he
ran sw�ftly towards the Old Orchard. Just as he entered �t he heard a
merry vo�ce just over h�s head: “Dee, dee, dee, dee!” Reddy stopped



and looked up. There was Tommy T�t the Ch�ckadee cl�ng�ng t�ghtly
to a b�g p�ece of fresh suet t�ed fast to a branch of a tree, and Tommy
was stuff�ng h�mself. Reddy sat down r�ght underneath that suet and
looked up long�ngly. The s�ght of �t made h�s mouth water so that �t
was almost more than he could stand. He jumped once. He jumped
tw�ce. He jumped three t�mes. But all h�s jump�ng was �n va�n. That
suet was beyond h�s reach. There was no poss�ble way of reach�ng �t
save by fly�ng or cl�mb�ng. Reddy's tongue hung out of h�s mouth
w�th long�ng.

“I w�sh I could cl�mb,” sa�d Reddy.
But he couldn't cl�mb, and all the w�sh�ng �n the world wouldn't

enable h�m to, as he very well knew. So after a l�ttle he started on. As
he drew near the far corner of the Old Orchard, he saw Bob Wh�te
and Mrs. Bob and all the young Bobs p�ck�ng up gra�n wh�ch Farmer
Brown's boy had scattered for them just �n front of the shelter he had
bu�lt for them. Reddy crouched down and very slowly, an �nch at a
t�me, he crept forward, h�s eyes sh�n�ng w�th eagerness. Just as he
was almost w�th�n spr�ng�ng d�stance, Bob Wh�te gave a s�gnal, and
away flew the Bob Wh�tes to the safety of a hemlock-tree on the
edge of the Green Forest.

Tears of rage and d�sappo�ntment welled up �n Reddy's eyes. “I
w�sh I could fly,” he muttered, as he watched the brown b�rds
d�sappear �n the b�g hemlock-tree.

Th�s was qu�te as fool�sh a w�sh as the other, so Reddy trotted on
and dec�ded to go down past the Sm�l�ng Pool. When he got there he
found �t, as he expected, frozen over. But just where the Laugh�ng
Brook jo�ns �t there was a l�ttle place where there was open water.
B�lly M�nk was on the �ce at �ts edge, and just as Reddy got there
B�lly d�ved �n. A m�nute later he cl�mbed out w�th a f�sh �n h�s mouth.

“G�ve me a b�te,” begged Reddy.
“Catch your own f�sh,” retorted B�lly M�nk. “I have to work hard

enough for what I get as �t �s.”
Reddy was afra�d to go out on the �ce where B�lly was, and so he

sat and watched h�m eat that f�ne f�sh. Then B�lly d�ved �nto the water
aga�n and d�sappeared. Reddy wa�ted a long t�me, but B�lly d�d not



return. “I w�sh I could d�ve,” gulped Reddy, th�nk�ng of the f�ne f�sh
somewhere under the �ce.

And th�s w�sh was qu�te as fool�sh as the other w�shes.
CHAPTER XV: Reddy Fights A Battle

     'T is not the foes that are without
     But those that are within
     That give us battles that we find
     The hardest are to win.
       —Old Granny Fox

After the last of h�s three fool�sh w�shes, Reddy Fox left the
Sm�l�ng Pool and headed stra�ght for the Old Pasture for wh�ch he
had started �n the f�rst place. He w�shed now that he had gone
stra�ght there. Then he wouldn't have seen the suet t�ed out of reach
to the branch of a tree �n the Old Orchard; he wouldn't have seen the
Bob Wh�tes fly away to safety just as he felt almost sure of catch�ng
one; he wouldn't have seen B�lly M�nk br�ng a f�ne f�sh out of the
water and eat �t r�ght before h�m. It �s bad enough to be starv�ng w�th
no food �n s�ght, but to be as hungry as Reddy Fox was and to see
food just out of reach, to smell �t, and not be able to get �t �s,—well, �t
�s more than most folks can stand pat�ently.

So Reddy Fox was grumbl�ng to h�mself as he hurr�ed to the Old
Pasture and h�s heart was very b�tter. It seemed to h�m that
everyth�ng was aga�nst h�m. H�s ne�ghbors had food, but he had
none, not so much as a crumb. It was unfa�r. Old Mother Nature was
unjust. If he could cl�mb he could get food. If he could fly he could
get food. If he could d�ve he could get food. But he could ne�ther
cl�mb, fly, nor d�ve. He d�dn't stop to th�nk that Old Mother Nature had
g�ven h�m some of the sharpest w�ts �n all the Green Forest or on all
the Green Meadows; that she had g�ven h�m a wonderful nose; that
she had g�ven h�m the keenest of ears; that she had g�ven h�m speed
excelled by few. He forgot these th�ngs and was so busy th�nk�ng
b�tterly of the th�ngs he d�dn't have that he forgot to use h�s w�ts and
nose and ears when he reached the Old Pasture. The result was that
he trotted r�ght past Old Jed Thumper, the b�g gray Rabb�t, who was
s�tt�ng beh�nd a l�ttle bush hold�ng h�s breath. The m�nute Old Jed
saw that Reddy was safely past, he started for h�s bull-br�ar castle as
fast as he could.



It was not unt�l then that Reddy d�scovered h�m. Of course, Reddy
started after h�m, and th�s t�me he made good use of h�s speed. But
he was too late. Old Jed Thumper reached h�s castle w�th Reddy two
jumps beh�nd h�m. Reddy knew now that there was no chance to
catch Old Jed that day, and for a few m�nutes he felt more b�tter than
ever. Then all �n a flash Reddy Fox became the shrewd, clever fellow
that he really �s. he gr�nned.

“It's of no use to try to f�ll an empty stomach on w�shes,” sa�d he.
“If I had come stra�ght here and m�nded my own bus�ness, I'd have

caught old Jed Thumper. Now I'm go�ng to get some food and I'm not
go�ng home unt�l I do.”

Very w�sely Reddy put all unpleasant thoughts out of h�s head and
settled down to us�ng h�s w�ts and h�s eyes and h�s ears and h�s nose
for all they were worth, as Old Mother Nature had �ntended he
should.

All through the Old Pasture he hunted, tak�ng care not to m�ss a
s�ngle place where there was the least chance of f�nd�ng food. But �t
was all �n va�n. Reddy gulped down h�s d�sappo�ntment.

“Now for the B�g R�ver,” sa�d he, and started off bravely.
When he reached the edge of the B�g R�ver, he hurr�ed along the

bank unt�l he reached a place where the water seldom freezes. As
he had hoped, he found that �t was not frozen now. It looked so black
and cold that �t made h�m sh�ver just to see �t. Back and forth w�th h�s
nose to the ground he ran. Suddenly he stopped and sn�ffed. Then
he sn�ffed aga�n. Then he followed h�s nose stra�ght to the very edge
of the B�g R�ver. There, float�ng �n the black water, was a dead f�sh!
By wad�ng �n he could get �t.

Reddy sh�vered at the touch of the cold water, but what were wet
feet compared w�th such an empty stomach as h�s? In a m�nute he
had that f�sh and was back on the shore. It wasn't a very b�g f�sh, but
�t would stop the ache �n h�s stomach unt�l he could get someth�ng
more. W�th a s�gh of pure happ�ness he sank h�s teeth �nto �t and
then—well, then he remembered poor Old Granny Fox. Reddy
swallowed a mouthful and tr�ed to forget Granny. But he couldn't. He
swallowed another mouthful. Poor old Granny was back there at
home as hungry as he was and too st�ff and t�red to hunt. Reddy



choked. Then he began a battle w�th h�mself. H�s stomach
demanded that f�sh. If he ate �t, no one would be the w�ser. But
Granny needed �t even more than he d�d. For a long t�me Reddy
fought w�th h�mself. In the end he p�cked up the f�sh and started for
home.



CHAPTER XVI: Reddy Is Made Truly
Happy

   It's what you do for others,
   Not what they do for you,
   That makes you feel so happy
   All through and through and through.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Reddy Fox ran all the way home from the B�g R�ver just as fast as
he could go. In h�s mouth he carr�ed the f�sh he had found and from
wh�ch he had taken just two b�tes. You remember he had had a
battle w�th h�mself over that f�sh, and now he was runn�ng away from
h�mself. That sounds funny, doesn't �t? But �t was true. Yes, S�r,
Reddy Fox was runn�ng away from h�mself. He was afra�d that �f he
d�dn't get home to Old Granny Fox w�th that f�sh very soon, he would
eat every last b�t of �t h�mself. So he was runn�ng h�s very hardest so
as to get there before th�s could happen. So really he was runn�ng
away from h�mself, from h�s self�sh self.

Old Granny Fox was on the doorstep watch�ng for h�m, and he
saw just how her hungry old eyes br�ghtened when she saw h�m and
what he had.

“I've brought you someth�ng to eat, Granny,” he panted, as he la�d
the f�sh at her feet. He was qu�te out of breath w�th runn�ng. “It �sn't
much, but �t �s someth�ng. It �s all I could f�nd for you.”

Granny looked at the f�sh and then she looked sharply at Reddy,
and �nto those keen yellow eyes of hers crept a soft, tender look,
such a look as you would never have bel�eved they could have held.

“What have YOU had to eat?” asked Granny softly.
Reddy turned h�s head that Granny m�ght not see h�s face. “Oh,

I've had someth�ng,” sa�d he, try�ng to speak l�ghtly. It was true; he
had had two b�tes from that f�sh.

Now you know just how shrewd and smart and w�se Granny Fox
�s. Reddy d�dn't fool her just the least l�ttle b�t. She took two small



b�tes from the f�sh.
“Now,” sa�d she, “we'll d�v�de �t,” and she b�t �n two parts what

rema�ned. In a tw�nkl�ng she had gulped down the smallest part, for
you know she was very, very hungry. “That �s your share,” sa�d she,
as she pushed what rema�ned over to Reddy.

Reddy tr�ed to refuse �t. “I brought �t all for you,” sa�d he. “I know
you d�d, Reddy,” repl�ed Granny, and �t seemed to Reddy that he
never had known her vo�ce to sound so gentle. “You brought �t to me
when all you had had was the two l�ttle b�tes you had taken from �t.
You can't fool me, Reddy Fox. There wasn't one good meal for e�ther
of us �n that f�sh, but there was enough to g�ve us both a l�ttle hope
and keep us from starv�ng. Now you m�nd what I say and eat your
share.” Granny sa�d th�s last very sternly.

Reddy looked at Granny, and then he bolted down that l�ttle p�ece
of f�sh w�thout another word.

“That's better,” sa�d Granny. “We w�ll feel better, both of us. Now
that I've someth�ng �n my stomach, I feel two years younger. Before
you came, I d�dn't feel as �f I should ever be able to go on another
hunt. If you hadn't brought someth�ng, I—I'm afra�d I couldn't have
lasted much longer. By another day you probably wouldn't have had
old Granny to th�nk of. You may not know �t, but I know that you
saved my l�fe, Reddy. I had reached a po�nt where I just had to have
a l�ttle food. You know there are t�mes when a very l�ttle food �s of
more good than a lot of food could be later. Th�s was one of those
t�mes.”

Never �n all h�s l�fe had Reddy Fox felt so truly happy. He was st�ll
hungry,—very, very hungry. But he gave �t no thought. He had saved
Granny Fox, good old Granny who had taught h�m all he knew. And
he knew that Granny knew how he had had to f�ght w�th h�mself to do
�t. Reddy was happy through and through w�th the great happ�ness
that comes from hav�ng done someth�ng for some one else.

“It was noth�ng,” he muttered.
“It was a very great deal,” repl�ed Granny. And then she changed

the subject. “How would you l�ke to eat a d�nner of Bowser the
Hound's?” she asked.





CHAPTER XVII: Granny Fox Prom�ses
Reddy Bowser's D�nner

   To give her children what each needs
   To get the most from life he can,
   To work and play and live his best,
   Is wise Old Mother Nature's plan.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Old Granny Fox asked Reddy how he would l�ke to eat a d�nner of
Bowser the Hound's, Reddy looked at her sharply to see �f she were
jok�ng or really meant what she sa�d. Granny looked so sober and so
much �n earnest that Reddy dec�ded she couldn't be jok�ng, even
though �t d�d sound that way.

“I certa�nly would l�ke �t, Granny. Yes, �ndeed, I certa�nly would l�ke
�t,” sa�d he. “You—you don't suppose he w�ll g�ve us one, do you?”

Granny chuckled. “No, Reddy,” sa�d she. “Bowser �sn't so
generous as all that, espec�ally to Foxes. He �sn't go�ng to g�ve us
that d�nner; we are go�ng to take �t away from h�m. Yes, S�r, we just
naturally are go�ng to take �t away from, h�m.”

Reddy d�dn't for the l�fe of h�m see how �t could be poss�ble to take
a d�nner away from Bowser the Hound. That seemed to h�m almost
as �mposs�ble as �t was for h�m to cl�mb or fly or d�ve. But he had
great fa�th �n Granny's cleverness. He remembered how she had so
nearly caught Quacker the Duck. He knew that all the t�me he had
been away try�ng to f�nd someth�ng for them to eat, old Granny Fox
had been do�ng more than just rest her t�red old bones. He knew that
not for one s�ngle m�nute had her sharp w�ts been �dle. He knew that
all that t�me she had been study�ng and study�ng to f�nd some way by
wh�ch they could get someth�ng to eat. So great was h�s fa�th �n
Granny just then that �f she had told h�m she would get h�m a sl�ce of
the moon he would have bel�eved her.

“If you say we can take a d�nner away from Bowser the Hound, I
suppose we can,” sa�d Reddy, “though I don't see how. But �f we can,



let's do �t r�ght away. I'm hungry enough to dare almost anyth�ng for
the sake of someth�ng to put �n my stomach. It �s so empty that l�ttle
b�t of f�sh we d�v�ded �s shak�ng around as �f �t were lost. Grac�ous, I
could eat a m�ll�on f�sh the s�ze of that one! Have you thought of
Fanner Brown's hens, Granny?”

“Of course, Reddy! Of course! What a s�lly quest�on!” repl�ed
Granny. “We may have to come to them yet.”

“I w�sh I was at them r�ght now,” �nterrupted Reddy w�th a s�gh.
“But you know what I have told you,” went on Granny. “The surest

way of gett�ng �nto trouble �s to steal hens. I'm not feel�ng qu�te up to
be�ng chased by Bowser the Hound just now, and �f we came r�ght
home we would g�ve away the secret of where we l�ve and m�ght be
smoked out, and that would be the end of us. Bes�des, those hens
w�ll be hard to get th�s weather, because they w�ll stay �n the�r house,
and there �s no way for us to get �n there unless we walk r�ght �n, �n
broad dayl�ght, and that would never do. It w�ll be a great deal better
to take Bowser's d�nner away from h�m. In the f�rst place, �f we are
careful, no one but Bowser w�ll know about �t, and as long as he �s
cha�ned up, we w�ll have noth�ng to worry about from h�m. Bes�des,
we w�ll enjoy gett�ng even w�th h�m for the t�mes he has spo�led our
chances of catch�ng a fat ch�cken and for the way he has hunted us.
Most dec�dedly �t w�ll be better and safer to try for Bowser's d�nner
than to try for one of those hens.”

“Just as you say, Granny; just as you say,” returned Reddy. “You
know best. But how under the sun we can do �t beats me.”

“It �s very s�mple,” repl�ed Granny, “very s�mple �ndeed. Most th�ngs
are s�mple enough when you f�nd out how to do them. Ne�ther of us
could do �t alone, but together we can do �t w�thout the least b�t of
r�sk. L�sten.”

Granny went close to Reddy and wh�spered to h�m, although there
wasn't a soul w�th�n hear�ng. A slow gr�n spread over Reddy's face
as he l�stened. When she had f�n�shed, he laughed r�ght out.

“Granny, you are a wonder!” he excla�med adm�r�ngly. “I never
should have thought of that. Of course we can do �t. My, won't
Bowser be surpr�sed! And how mad he'll be! Come on, let's be
start�ng!”



“All r�ght,” sa�d Granny, and the two started towards Farmer
Brown's.



CHAPTER XVIII: Why Bowser The
Hound D�dn't Eat H�s D�nner

   The thing you've puzzled most about
   Is simple once you've found it out.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Bowser The Hound dearly loves to hunt just for the pleasure of the
chase. It �sn't so much the des�re to k�ll as �t �s the pleasure of us�ng
that wonderful nose of h�s and the exc�tement of try�ng to catch some
one, espec�ally Granny or Reddy Fox. Farmer Brown's boy had put
away h�s dreadful gun because he no longer wanted to k�ll the l�ttle
people of the Green Forest and the Green Meadows, but rather to
make them h�s fr�ends. Bowser had m�ssed the exc�t�ng hunts he
used to enjoy so much w�th Farmer Brown's boy. So Bowser had
formed the hab�t of sl�pp�ng away alone for a hunt every once �n a
wh�le. When Farmer Brown's boy d�scovered th�s, he got a cha�n and
cha�ned Bowser to h�s l�ttle house to keep h�m from runn�ng away
and hunt�ng on the sly.

Of course Bowser wasn't kept cha�ned all the t�me. Oh, my, no!
When h�s master was about, where he could keep an eye on
Bowser, he would let h�m go free. But whenever he was go�ng away
and d�dn't want to take Bowser w�th h�m, he would cha�n Bowser up.
Now Bowser always had one good b�g meal a day. To be sure, he
had scraps or a bone now and then bes�des, but once a day he had
one good b�g meal served to h�m �n a large t�n pan. If he happened to
be cha�ned, �t was brought out to h�m. If not, �t was g�ven to h�m just
outs�de the k�tchen door.

Granny Fox knew all about th�s. Sly old Granny makes �t her
bus�ness to know the affa�rs of other people around her because
there �s no tell�ng when such knowledge may be of use to her. So
Granny had watched Bowser the Hound when he and h�s master
had no �dea at all that she was anywhere about, and she had found
out h�s ways, the usual hour for h�s d�nner and just how far that cha�n



would allow h�m to go. It was such th�ngs wh�ch she had stored away
�n that shrewd old head of hers that made her so sure she and
Reddy could take Bowser's d�nner away from h�m. It was just about
Bowser's d�nner-t�me when Granny and Reddy trotted across the
snow-covered f�elds and crept beh�nd the barn unt�l they could peep
around the corner. No one was �n s�ght, not even Bowser, who was
�ns�de h�s warm l�ttle house at the end of the long shed back of
Farmer Brown's house. Granny saw that he was cha�ned and a sly
gr�n crept over her face.

“You stay r�ght here and watch unt�l h�s d�nner �s brought out to
h�m,” sa�d she to Reddy. “As soon as whoever br�ngs �t has gone
back to the house you walk r�ght out where Bowser w�ll see you. At
the s�ght of you, he'll forget all about h�s d�nner. S�t r�ght down where
he can see you and stay there unt�l you see that I have got that
d�nner, or unt�l you hear somebody com�ng, for you know Bowser w�ll
make a great racket. Then sl�p around back of the barn and jo�n me
back of that shed.”

So Reddy sat down to watch, and Granny left h�m. By and by Mrs.
Brown came out of the house w�th a pan full of good th�ngs. She put
�t down �n front of Bowser's l�ttle house and called to h�m. Then she
turned and hurr�ed back, for �t was very cold. Bowser came out of h�s
l�ttle house, yawned and stretched laz�ly.

It was t�me for Reddy to do h�s part. Out he walked and sat down
r�ght �n front of Bowser and gr�nned at h�m. Bowser stared for a
m�nute as �f he doubted h�s own eyes. Such �mpudence! Bowser
growled. Then w�th a yelp he sprang towards Reddy.

Now the cha�n that held h�m was long, but Reddy had taken care
not to get too near, and of course Bowser couldn't reach h�m. He
tugged w�th all h�s m�ght and yelped and barked frant�cally, but
Reddy just sat there and gr�nned �n the most provok�ng manner. It
was great fun to tease Bowser th�s way.

Meanwh�le old Granny Fox had stolen out from around the corner
of the shed beh�nd Bowser. Gett�ng hold of the edge of the pan w�th
her teeth she pulled �t back w�th her around the corner and out of
s�ght. If she made any no�se, Bowser d�dn't hear �t. He was mak�ng
too much no�se h�mself and was too exc�ted. Presently Reddy heard



the sound of an open�ng door. Mrs. Brown was com�ng to see what
all the fuss was about. L�ke a flash Reddy darted beh�nd the barn,
and all Mrs. Brown saw was Bowser tugg�ng at h�s cha�n as he
wh�ned and yelped exc�tedly.

“I guess he must have seen a stray cat or someth�ng,” sa�d Mrs.
Brown and went back �n the house. Bowser cont�nued to wh�ne and
tug at h�s cha�n for a few m�nutes. Then he gave �t up and, growl�ng
deep �n h�s throat, turned to eat h�s d�nner. But there wasn't any
d�nner! It had d�sappeared, pan and all! Bowser couldn't understand
�t at all.

Back of the shed Granny and Reddy Fox l�cked that pan clean;
l�cked �t unt�l �t was pol�shed. Then, w�th l�ttle s�ghs of sat�sfact�on,
and every once �n a wh�le a chuckle, they trotted happ�ly home.



CHAPTER XIX: Old Man Coyote Does
A L�ttle Th�nk�ng

   Investigate and for yourself find out
   Those things which most you want to know about.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Never �n all h�s l�fe had Reddy Fox enjoyed a d�nner more than
that one he and Granny had stolen from Bowser the Hound. Of
course �t would have tasted del�c�ous anyway, because they were so
dreadfully hungry, but to Reddy �t tasted better st�ll because �t had
been �ntended for Bowser. Bowser has hunted Reddy so often that
Reddy has no love for h�m at all, and �t t�ckled h�m almost to death to
th�nk that they had taken h�s d�nner from almost under h�s nose.

W�th that good d�nner �n the�r stomachs, Reddy and Granny Fox
felt so much better that the Great World no longer seemed such a
cold and cruel place. Funny how d�fferently th�ngs look when your
stomach �s full from the way those same th�ngs look when �t �s empty.
Best of all they knew they could play the same sharp tr�ck aga�n and
steal another d�nner from Bowser �f need be. It �s a comfort�ng
feel�ng, a very comfort�ng feel�ng, to know for a certa�nty where you
can get another meal. It �s a feel�ng that Granny and Reddy Fox and
many other l�ttle people of the Green Meadows and the Green Forest
seldom have �n w�nter. As a rule, when they have eaten one meal,
they haven't the least �dea where the next one �s com�ng from. How
would you l�ke to l�ve that way?

The very next day Granny and Reddy went up to Farmer Brown's
at Bowser's d�nner hour. But th�s t�me Farmer Brown's boy was at
work near the barn, and Bowser was not cha�ned. Granny and
Reddy stole away as s�lently as they had come. On the day follow�ng
they found Bowser cha�ned and stole another d�nner from h�m; then
they went away laugh�ng unt�l the�r s�des ached as they heard
Bowser's wh�nes of surpr�se and d�sappo�ntment when he
d�scovered that h�s d�nner had van�shed. They knew by the sound of



h�s vo�ce that he hadn't the least �dea what had become of that
d�nner.

Now there was some one else roam�ng over the snow-covered
meadows and through the Green Forest and the Old Pasture these
days w�th a stomach so lean and empty that he couldn't th�nk of
anyth�ng else. It was Old Man Coyote. You know he �s very clever, �s
Old Man Coyote, and he managed to f�nd enough food of one k�nd
and another to keep h�m al�ve, but never enough to g�ve h�m that
comfortable feel�ng of a full stomach. Wh�le he wasn't actually
starv�ng, he was always hungry. So he spent all the t�me when he
wasn't sleep�ng �n hunt�ng for someth�ng to eat.

Of course he often ran across the tracks of Granny and Reddy
Fox, and once �n a wh�le he would meet them. It struck Old Man
Coyote that they d�dn't seem as th�n as he was. That set h�m to
th�nk�ng. Ne�ther of them was a smarter hunter than he. In fact, he
pr�ded h�mself on be�ng smarter than e�ther of them. Yet when he
met them, they seemed to be �n the best of sp�r�ts and not at all
worr�ed because food was so scarce. Why? There must be a reason.
They must be gett�ng food of wh�ch he knew noth�ng.

“I'll just keep an eye on them,” muttered Old Man Coyote.
So very slyly and cleverly Old Man Coyote followed Granny and

Reddy Fox, tak�ng the greatest care that they should not suspect that
he was do�ng �t. All one n�ght he followed them through the Green
Forest and over the Green Meadows, and when at last he saw them
go home, appear�ng not at all worr�ed because they had caught
noth�ng, he trotted off to h�s own home to do some more th�nk�ng.

“They are gett�ng food somewhere, that �s sure,” he muttered, as
he scratched f�rst one ear and then the other. Somehow he could
th�nk better when he was scratch�ng h�s ears. “If they don't get �t �n
the n�ght, and they certa�nly d�dn't get anyth�ng th�s n�ght, they must
get �t �n the dayt�me. I've done cons�derable hunt�ng myself �n the
dayt�me, and I haven't once met them �n the Green Forest or seen
them on the Green Meadows or up �n the Old Pasture. I wonder �f
they are steal�ng Farmer Brown's hens and haven't been found out
yet. I've kept away from there myself, but �f they can steal hens and
not be caught, I certa�nly can. There never was a Fox yet smart



enough to do a th�ng that a Coyote cannot do �f he tr�es. I th�nk I'll
sl�p up where I can watch Farmer Brown's and see what �s go�ng on
up there. Yes, S�r, that's what I'll do.”

W�th th�s, Old Man Coyote gr�nned and then curled h�mself up for a
short nap, for he was t�red.





CHAPTER XX: A Tw�ce Stolen D�nner
   No one ever is so smart that some one else
   may not prove to be smarter still.
     —Old Granny Fox.

L�sten and you shall hear all about three rogues. Two were �n red
and were Granny and Reddy Fox. And one was �n gray and was Old
Man Coyote. They were the slyest, smartest rogues on all the Green
Meadows or �n all the Green Forest. All three had started out to steal
the same d�nner, but the funny part �s they d�dn't �ntend to steal �t
from the same person. And st�ll funn�er �s �t that one of them d�dn't
even know where that d�nner was or what k�nd of a d�nner �t would
be.

True to h�s resolve to know what Granny and Reddy Fox were
gett�ng to eat, and where they were gett�ng �t, Old Man Coyote h�d
where he could see what was go�ng on about Farmer Brown's, for �t
was there he felt sure that Granny and Reddy were gett�ng food. He
had wa�ted only a l�ttle wh�le when along came Granny and Reddy
Fox past the place where Old Man Coyote was h�d�ng. They d�dn't
see h�m. Of course not. He took care that they should have no
chance. But anyway, they were not th�nk�ng of h�m. The�r thoughts
were all of that d�nner they �ntended to have, and the smart tr�ck by
wh�ch they would get �t.

So w�th the�r thoughts all on that d�nner they sl�pped up beh�nd the
barn and prepared to work the tr�ck wh�ch had been so successful
before. Old Man Coyote crept after them. He saw Reddy Fox l�e
down where he could peep around the corner of the barn to watch
Bowser the Hound and to see that no one else was about. He saw
Granny leave Reddy there and hurry away. Old Man Coyote's w�ts
worked fast.

“I can't be �n two places at once,” thought he, “so I can't watch
both Granny and Reddy. As I can watch but one, wh�ch one shall �t
be? Granny, of course. Granny �s the smartest of the two, and



whatever they are up to, she �s at the bottom of �t. Granny �s the one
to follow.”

So, l�ke a gray shadow, crafty Old Man Coyote stole after Granny
Fox and saw her h�de beh�nd the corner of the shed at the end of
wh�ch was the l�ttle house of Bowser the Hound. He crept as near as
he dared and then lay flat down beh�nd a l�ttle bunch of dead grass
close to the shed. For some t�me noth�ng happened, and Old Man
Coyote was puzzled. Every once �n a wh�le Granny Fox would look
beh�nd and all about to be sure that no danger was near, but she
d�dn't see Old Man Coyote. After what seemed to h�m a long t�me, he
heard a door open on the other s�de of the shed. It was Mrs. Brown
carry�ng Bowser's d�nner out to h�m. Of course, Old Man Coyote
d�dn't know th�s. He knew by the sounds that some one had come
out of the house, and �t made h�m nervous. He d�dn't l�ke be�ng so
close to Farmer Brown's house �n broad dayl�ght. But he kept h�s
eyes on Granny Fox, and he saw her ears pr�ck up �n a way that he
knew meant that those sounds were just what she had been wa�t�ng
for.

“If she �sn't afra�d, I don't need to be,” thought he craft�ly. After a
few m�nutes he heard a door close and knew that whoever had come
out had gone back �nto the house. Almost at once Bowser the Hound
began to yelp and wh�ne. Sw�ftly Granny Fox d�sappeared around
the corner of the shed. Just as sw�ftly Old Man Coyote ran forward
and peeped around the corner. There was Bowser the Hound
tugg�ng at h�s cha�n, and just beyond h�s reach was Reddy Fox,
gr�nn�ng �n the most provok�ng manner. And there was Granny Fox,
back�ng and dragg�ng after her Bowser's d�nner. In a flash Old Man
Coyote understood the plan, and he almost chuckled aloud at the
cleverness of �t. Then he hast�ly backed beh�nd the shed and wa�ted.
In a m�nute Granny Fox appeared, dragg�ng Bowser's d�nner. She
was so �ntent on gett�ng that d�nner that she almost backed �nto Old
Man Coyote w�thout suspect�ng that he was anywhere about.

“Thank you, Granny. You needn't bother about �t any longer; I'll
take �t now,” growled Old Man Coyote �n Granny's ear.

Granny let go of that d�nner as �f �t burned her tongue, and w�th a
fr�ghtened l�ttle yelp leaped to one s�de. A m�nute later Reddy came



rac�ng around from beh�nd the barn eager for h�s share. What he
saw was Old Man Coyote bolt�ng down that tw�ce-stolen d�nner wh�le
Granny Fox fa�rly danced w�th rage.



CHAPTER XXI: Granny And Reddy
Talk Th�ngs Over.

   You'll find as on through life you go
   The thing you want may prove to be
   The very thing you shouldn't have.
   Then seeming loss is gain, you see.
     —Old Granny Fox.

If ever two folks were mad away through, those two were Granny
and Reddy Fox as they watched Old Man Coyote gobble up the
d�nner they had so cleverly stolen from Bowser the Hound. It was
bad enough to lose the d�nner, but �t was worse to see some one
else eat �t after they had worked so hard to get �t. “Robber!” snarled
Granny. Old Man Coyote stopped eat�ng long enough to gr�n.

“Th�ef! Sneak! Coward!” snarled Reddy. Once more Old Man
Coyote gr�nned. When that d�nner had d�sappeared down h�s throat
to the last and smallest crumb, he l�cked h�s chops and turned to
Granny and Reddy.

“I'm very much obl�ged for that d�nner,” sa�d he pleasantly, h�s eyes
tw�nkl�ng w�th m�sch�ef. “It was the best d�nner I have had for a long
t�me. Allow me to say that that tr�ck of yours was as smart a tr�ck as
ever I have seen. It was qu�te worthy of a Coyote. You are a very
clever old lady, Granny Fox. Now I hear some one com�ng, and I
would suggest that �t w�ll be better for all concerned �f we are not
seen about here.”

He darted off beh�nd the barn l�ke a gray streak, and Granny and
Reddy followed, for �t was true that some one was com�ng. You see
Bowser the Hound had d�scovered that someth�ng was go�ng on
around the corner of the shed, and he made such a racket that Mrs.
Brown had come out of the house to see what �t was all about. By
the t�me she got around there, all she saw was the empty pan wh�ch
had held Bowser's d�nner. She was puzzled. How that pan could be
where �t was she couldn't understand, and Bowser couldn't tell her,



although he tr�ed h�s very best. She had been puzzled about that pan
two or three t�mes before.

Old Man Coyote lost no t�me �n gett�ng back home, for he never
felt easy near the home of man �n broad dayl�ght. Granny and Reddy
Fox went home too, and there was hate �n the�r hearts,—hate for Old
Man Coyote. But once they reached home, Old Granny Fox stopped
growl�ng, and presently she began to chuckle.

“What are you laugh�ng at?” demanded Reddy.
“At the way Old Man Coyote stole that d�nner from us,” repl�ed

Granny.
“I hate h�m! He's a sneak�ng robber!” snapped Reddy.
“Tut, tut, Reddy! Tut, tut!” retorted Granny. “Be fa�r-m�nded. We

stole that d�nner from Bowser the Hound, and Old Man Coyote stole
�t from us. I guess he �s no worse than we are, when you come to
th�nk �t over. Now �s he?”

“I—I—well, I don't suppose he �s, when you put �t that way,” Reddy
adm�tted grudg�ngly.

“And he was smart, very smart, to outw�t two such clever people
as we are,” cont�nued Granny. “You w�ll have to agree to that.”

“Y-e-s,” sa�d Reddy slowly. “He was smart enough, but—”
“There �sn't any but, Reddy,” �nterrupted Granny. “You know the

law of the Green Meadows and the Green Forest. It �s everybody for
h�mself, and anyth�ng belongs to one who has the w�t or the strength
to take �t. We had the w�t to take that d�nner from Bowser the Hound,
and Old Man Coyote had the w�t to take �t from us and the strength
to keep �t. It was all fa�r enough, and you know there �sn't the least
use �n cry�ng over sp�lled m�lk, as the say�ng �s. We s�mply have got
to be smart enough not to let h�m fool us aga�n. I guess we won't get
any more of Bowser's d�nners for a wh�le. We've got to th�nk of some
other way of f�ll�ng our stomachs when the hunt�ng �s poor. I th�nk �f I
could have just one of those fat hens of Farmer Brown's, �t would put
new strength �nto my old bones. All summer I warned you to keep
away from that henyard, but the t�me has come now when I th�nk we
m�ght try for a couple of those hens.”



Reddy pr�cked up h�s ears at the ment�on of fat hens. “I th�nk so
too,” sa�d he. “When shall we try for one?”

“To-morrow morn�ng,” repl�ed Granny. “Now don't bother me wh�le I
th�nk out a plan.”



CHAPTER XXII: Granny Fox Plans To
Get A Fat Hen

   Full half success for Fox or Man
   Is won by working out a plan.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Granny Fox knows th�s. No one knows �t better. Whatever she
does �s f�rst carefully planned �n her w�se old head. So now after she
had dec�ded that she and Reddy would try for one of Farmer Brown's
fat hens, she lay down to th�nk out a plan to get that fat hen. No one
knew better than she how fool�sh �t would be to go over to that
henyard and just trust to luck for a chance to catch one of those
b�dd�es. Of course, they m�ght be lucky and get a hen that way, but
then aga�n they m�ght be unlucky and get �n a peck of trouble.

“You see,” sa�d she to Reddy, “we must not only plan how to get
that fat hen, but we must also plan how to get away w�th �t safely. If
only there was some way of gett�ng �n that henhouse at n�ght, there
would be no trouble at all. I don't suppose there �s the least chance
of that.”

“Not the least chance �n the world,” repl�ed Reddy. “There �sn't a
hole anywhere b�g enough for even Shadow the Weasel to get
through, and Farmer Brown's boy �s very careful to lock the door
every n�ght.”

“There's a l�ttle hole that the hens go �n and out of dur�ng the day,
wh�ch �s b�g enough for one of us to sl�p through, I bel�eve,” sa�d
Granny thoughtfully.

“Sure! But �t's always closed at n�ght,” snapped Reddy. “Bes�des,
to get to that or the door e�ther, you have got to get �ns�de the
henyard, and there's a gate to that wh�ch we can't open.”

“People are somet�mes careless,—even you, Reddy,” sa�d Granny.
Reddy squ�rmed uneas�ly, for he had been �n trouble many t�mes

through carelessness. “Well, what of �t?” he demanded a wee b�t



crossly.
“Noth�ng much, only �f that hen-yard gate should happen to be left

open, and �f Farmer Brown's boy should happen to forget to close
that l�ttle hole that the hens go through, and �f we happened to be
around at just that t�me—”

“Too many �fs to get a d�nner w�th,” �nterrupted Reddy.
“Perhaps,” repl�ed Granny m�ldly, “but I've not�ced that �t �s the one

who has an eye open for all the l�ttle �fs �n l�fe that fares the best.
Now I've kept an eye on that henyard, and I've not�ced that very
often Farmer Brown's boy doesn't close the henyard gate at n�ght. I
suppose he th�nks that �f the henhouse door �s locked, the gate
doesn't matter. Any one who �s careless about one th�ng, �s l�kely to
be careless about another. Somet�me he may forget to close that
hole. I told you that we would try for one of those hens to-morrow
morn�ng, but the more I th�nk about �t, the more I th�nk �t w�ll be w�ser
to v�s�t that henhouse a few n�ghts before we run the r�sk of try�ng to
catch a hen �n broad dayl�ght. In fact, I am pretty sure I can make
Farmer Brown's boy forget to close that gate.”

“How?” demanded Reddy eagerly.
Granny gr�nned. “I'll try �t f�rst and tell you afterwards,” sa�d she. “I

bel�eve Farmer Brown's boy closes the henhouse up just before jolly,
round, red Mr. Sun goes to bed beh�nd the Purple H�lls, doesn't he?”

Reddy nodded. Many t�mes from a safe h�d�ng-place he had
hungr�ly watched Farmer Brown's boy shut the b�dd�es up. It was
always just before the Black Shadows began to creep out from the�r
h�d�ng-places.

“I thought so,” sa�d Granny. The truth �s, she KNEW so. There was
noth�ng about that henhouse and what went on there that Granny
d�dn't know qu�te as well as Reddy. “You stay r�ght here th�s
afternoon unt�l I return. I'll see what I can do.”

“Let me go along,” begged Reddy.
“No,” repl�ed Granny �n such a dec�ded tone that Reddy knew �t

would be of no use to tease. “Somet�mes two can do what one
cannot do alone, and somet�mes one can do what two m�ght spo�l.
Now we may as well take a nap unt�l �t �s t�me for Mr. Sun to go to



bed. Just you leave �t to your old Granny to take care of the f�rst of
those �fs. For the other one we'll have to trust to luck, but you know
we are lucky somet�mes.”

W�th th�s Granny curled up for a nap, and hav�ng noth�ng better to
do, Reddy followed her example.



CHAPTER XXIII: Farmer Brown's Boy
Forgets To Close The Gate

   How easy 't is to just forget
   Until, alas, it is too late.
   The most methodical of folks
   Sometimes forget to shut the gate.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Farmer Brown's Boy �s not usually the forgetful k�nd. He �s pretty
good about not forgett�ng. But Farmer Brown's boy �sn't perfect by
any means. He does forget somet�mes, and he �s careless
somet�mes. He would be a funny k�nd of boy otherw�se. But take �t
day �n and day out, he �s pretty thoughtful and careful.

The care of the hens �s one of Farmer Brown's boy's dut�es. It �s
one of those dut�es wh�ch most of the t�me �s a pleasure. He l�kes the
b�dd�es, and he l�kes to take care of them. Every morn�ng one of the
f�rst th�ngs he does �s to feed them and open the henhouse so that
they can run �n the henyard �f they want to. Every n�ght he goes out
just before dark, collects the eggs and locks the henhouse so that no
harm can come to the b�dd�es wh�le they are asleep on the�r roosts.
After the b�g snowstorm he had shovelled a place �n the henyard
where the hens could come out and exerc�se and get a sun-bath
when they wanted to, and �n the very warmest part of the clay they
would do th�s. Always �n the dayt�me he took the greatest care to see
that the henyard gate was fastened, for no one knew better than he
how bold Granny and Reddy Fox can be when they are very hungry,
and �n w�nter they are very apt to be very hungry most of the t�me.
So he d�dn't �ntend to g�ve them a chance to sl�p �nto that henyard
wh�le the b�dd�es were out, or to g�ve the b�dd�es a chance to stray
outs�de where they m�ght be st�ll more eas�ly caught.

But at n�ght he somet�mes left that gate open, as Granny Fox had
found out. You see, he thought �t d�dn't matter because the hens
were locked �n the�r warm house and so were safe, anyway.



It was just at dusk of the afternoon of the day when Granny and
Reddy Fox had talked over a plan to get one of those fat hens that
Farmer Brown's boy collected the eggs and saw to �t that the b�dd�es
had gone to roost for the n�ght. He had just started to close the l�ttle
sl�d�ng door across the hole through wh�ch the hens went �n and out
�n the dayt�me when Bowser the Hound began to make a great
racket, as �f terr�bly exc�ted about someth�ng.

Farmer Brown's boy gave the l�ttle sl�d�ng door a hasty push,
p�cked up h�s basket of eggs, locked the henhouse door and hurr�ed
out through the gate w�thout stopp�ng to close �t. You see, he was �n
a hurry to f�nd out what Bowser was mak�ng such a fuss about.
Bowser was yelp�ng and wh�n�ng and tugg�ng at h�s cha�n, and �t was
pla�n to see that he was terr�bly eager to be set free.

“What �s �t, Bowser, old boy? D�d you see someth�ng?” asked
Farmer Brown's boy as he patted Bowser on the head. “I can't let
you go, you know, because you probably would go off hunt�ng all
n�ght and come home �n the morn�ng all t�red out and w�th sore feet.
Whatever �t was, I guess you've scared �t out of a year's growth, old
fellow, so we'll let �t go at that.”

Bowser st�ll tugged at h�s cha�n and wh�ned, but after a l�ttle he
qu�eted down. H�s master looked around beh�nd the barn to see �f he
could see what had so st�rred up Bowser, but noth�ng was to be
seen, and he returned, patted Bowser once more, and went �nto the
house, never once g�v�ng that open henyard gate another thought.

Half an hour later old Granny Fox jo�ned Reddy Fox, who was
wa�t�ng on the doorstep of the�r home. “It �s all r�ght, Reddy; that gate
�s open,” sa�d she.

“How d�d you do �t, Granny?” asked Reddy eagerly.
“Eas�ly enough,” repl�ed Granny. “I let Bowser get a gl�mpse of me

just as h�s master was lock�ng up the henhouse. Bowser made a
great fuss, and of course, Farmer Brown's boy hurr�ed out to see
what �t was all about. He was �n too much of a hurry to close that
gate, and afterwards he forgot all about �t or else he thought �t d�dn't
matter. Of course, I d�dn't let h�m get so much as a gl�mpse of me.”

“Of course,” sa�d Reddy.





CHAPTER XXIV: A M�dn�ght V�s�t
   By those who win 't is well agreed
   He'll try and try who would succeed.
     —Old Granny Fox.

It seemed to Reddy Fox as �f t�me never had dragged so slowly as
�t d�d th�s part�cular n�ght wh�le he and Granny Fox wa�ted unt�l
Granny thought �t safe to v�s�t Farmer Brown's henhouse and see �f
by any chance there was a way of gett�ng �nto �t. Reddy tr�ed not to
hope too much. Granny had found a way to get the gate to the
henyard left open, but th�s would do them no good unless there was
some way of gett�ng �nto the house, and th�s he very much doubted.
But �f there was a way he wanted to know �t, and he was �mpat�ent to
start.

But Granny was �n no hurry. Not that she wasn't just as hungry for
a fat hen as was Reddy, but she was too w�se and clever and
altogether too sly to run any r�sks.

“There �s noth�ng ga�ned by be�ng �n too much of a hurry, Reddy,”
sa�d she, “and often a great deal �s lost �n that way. A fat hen w�ll
taste just as good a l�ttle later as �t would now, and �t w�ll be fool�sh to
go up to Farmer Brown's unt�l we are sure that everybody up there �s
asleep. But to ease your m�nd, I'll tell you what we w�ll do; we'll go
where we can see Farmer Brown's house and watch unt�l the last
l�ght w�nks out.”

So they trotted to a po�nt where they could see Farmer Brown's
house, and there they sat down to watch. It seemed to Reddy that
those l�ghts never would w�nk out. But at last they d�d.

“Come on, Granny!” he cr�ed, jump�ng to h�s feet.
“Not yet, Reddy. Not yet,” repl�ed Granny. “We've got to g�ve folks

t�me to get sound asleep. If we should get �nto that henhouse, those
hens m�ght make a racket, and �f anyth�ng l�ke that �s go�ng to
happen, we want to be sure that Farmer Brown and Farmer Brown's
boy are asleep.”



Th�s was sound adv�ce, and Reddy knew �t. So w�th a groan he
once more threw h�mself down on the snow to wa�t. At last Granny
arose, stretched, and looked up at the tw�nkl�ng stars. “Come on,”
sa�d she and led the way.

Up back of the barn and around �t they stole l�ke two shadows and
qu�te as no�selessly as shadows. They heard Bowser the Hound
s�gh�ng �n h�s sleep �n h�s snug l�ttle house, and gr�nned at each
other. S�lently they stole over to the henyard. The gate was open,
just as Granny had told Reddy �t would be. Across the henyard they
trotted sw�ftly, stra�ght to where more than once �n the dayt�me they
had seen the hens come out of the house through a l�ttle hole. It was
closed. Reddy had expected �t would be. St�ll, he was dreadfully
d�sappo�nted. He gave �t merely a glance.

“I knew �t wouldn't be any use,” sa�d he w�th a half wh�ne.
But Granny pa�d no attent�on to h�m. She went close to the hole

and pushed gently aga�nst the l�ttle door that closed �t. It d�dn't move.
Then she not�ced that at one edge there was a t�ny crack. She tr�ed
to push her nose through, but the crack was too narrow. Then she
tr�ed a paw. A claw caught on the edge of the door, and �t moved
ever so l�ttle. Then Granny knew that the l�ttle door wasn't fastened.
Granny stretched herself flat on the ground and went to work, f�rst
w�th one paw, then w�th the other. By and by she caught her claws �n
�t just r�ght aga�n, and �t moved a wee b�t more. No, most certa�nly
that door wasn't fastened, and that crack was a l�ttle w�der.

“What are you wast�ng your t�me there for?” demanded Reddy
crossly. “We'd better be off hunt�ng �f we would have anyth�ng to eat
th�s n�ght.”

Granny sa�d noth�ng but kept on work�ng. She had d�scovered that
th�s was a sl�d�ng door. Presently the crack was w�de enough for her
to get her nose �n. Then she pushed and tw�sted her head th�s way
and that. The l�ttle door slowly sl�d back, and when Reddy turned to
speak to her aga�n, for he had had h�s back to her, she was nowhere
to be seen. Reddy just gaped and gaped fool�shly. There was no
Granny Fox, but there was a black hole where she had been
work�ng, and from �t came the most del�c�ous smell,—the smell of fat
hens! It seemed to Reddy that h�s stomach fa�rly flopped over w�th



long�ng. He rubbed h�s eyes to be sure that he was awake. Then �n a
tw�nkl�ng he was �ns�de that hole h�mself.

“Sh-h-h, be st�ll!” wh�spered Old Granny Fox.



CHAPTER XXV: A D�nner For Two
   Dark deeds are done in the stilly night,
   And who shall say if they're wrong or right?
     —Old Granny Fox.

It all depends on how you look at th�ngs. Of course, Granny and
Reddy Fox had no bus�ness to be �n Farmer Brown's henhouse �n
the m�ddle of the n�ght, or at any other t�me, for that matter. That �s,
they had no bus�ness to be there, as Farmer Brown would look at the
matter. He would have called them two red th�eves. Perhaps that �s
just what they were. But look�ng at the matter as they d�d, I am not
so sure about �t. To Granny and Reddy Fox those hens were s�mply
b�g, rather stup�d b�rds, splend�d eat�ng �f they could be caught, and
bound to be eaten by somebody. The fact that they were �n Farmer
Brown's henhouse d�dn't make them h�s any more than the fact that
Mrs. Grouse was �n a part of the Green Forest owned by Farmer
Brown made her h�s.

You see, among the l�ttle meadow and forest people there �s no
such th�ng as property r�ghts, except�ng �n the matter of storehouses,
and because these hens were al�ve, �t d�dn't occur to Granny and
Reddy that the henhouse was a sort of storehouse. It would have
made no d�fference �f �t had. Among the l�ttle people �t �s cons�dered
qu�te r�ght to help yourself from another's storehouse �f you are smart
enough to f�nd �t and really need the food.

Bes�des, Reddy and Granny knew that Fanner Brown and h�s boy
would eat some of those hens themselves, and they d�dn't beg�n to
need them as Reddy and Granny d�d. So as they looked at the
matter, there was noth�ng wrong �n be�ng �n that henhouse �n the
m�ddle of the n�ght. They were there s�mply because they needed
food very, very much, and food was there.

They stared up at the roosts where the b�dd�es were huddled
together, fast asleep. They were too h�gh up to be reached from the
floor even when Reddy and Granny stood on the�r h�nd legs and
stretched as far as they could.



“We've got to wake them up and scare them so that some of the
s�lly th�ngs w�ll fly down where we can catch them,” sa�d Reddy,
l�ck�ng h�s l�ps hungr�ly.

“That won't do at all!” snapped Granny. “They would make a great
racket and waken Bowser the Hound, and he would waken h�s
master, and that �s just what we mustn't do �f we hope to ever get �n
here aga�n. I thought you had more sense, Reddy.”

Reddy looked a l�ttle shamefaced. “Well, �f we don't do that, how
are we go�ng to get them? We can't fly,” he grumbled.

“You stay r�ght here where you are,” snapped Granny, “and take
care that you don't make a sound.”

Then Granny jumped l�ghtly to a l�ttle shelf that ran along �n front of
the nest�ng boxes. From th�s she could reach the lower roost on
wh�ch four fat hens were asleep. Very gently she pushed her head �n
between two of these and crowded them apart. Sleep�ly they
protested and moved along a l�ttle. Granny cont�nued to crowd them.
At last one of them stretched out her head to see who was crowd�ng
so. L�ke a flash Granny se�zed that head, and b�ddy never knew what
had wakened her, nor d�d she have a chance to waken the others.

Dropp�ng th�s hen at Reddy's feet, Granny crowded another unt�l
she d�d the same th�ng, and just the same th�ng happened once
more. Then Granny jumped l�ghtly down, p�cked up one of the hens
by the neck, slung the body over her shoulder, and told Reddy to do
the same w�th the other and start for home.

“Aren't you go�ng to get any more wh�le we have the chance?”
grumbled Reddy.

“Enough �s enough,” retorted Granny. “We've got a d�nner for two,
and so far no one �s any the w�ser. Perhaps these two won't be
m�ssed, and we'll have a chance to get some more another n�ght.
Now come on.”

Th�s was pla�n common sense, and Reddy knew �t, so w�thout
another word he followed old Granny Fox out by the way they had
entered, and then home to the best d�nner he had had for a long long
t�me.





CHAPTER XXVI: Farmer Brown's Boy
Sets A Trap

   The trouble is that troubles are,
   More frequently than not,
   Brought on by naught but carelessness;
   By some one who forgot.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Granny Fox had hoped that those two hens she and Reddy had
stolen from Farmer Brown's henhouse would not be m�ssed, but they
were. They were m�ssed the very f�rst th�ng the next morn�ng when
Farmer Brown's boy went to feed the b�dd�es. He d�scovered r�ght
away that the l�ttle sl�d�ng door wh�ch should have closed the
open�ng through wh�ch the hens went �n and out of the house was
open, and then he remembered that he had left the henyard gate
open the n�ght before. Carefully Farmer Brown's boy exam�ned the
hole w�th the sl�d�ng door.

“Ha!” sa�d he presently, and held up two red ha�rs wh�ch he had
found on the edge of the door. “Ha! I thought as much. I was
careless last n�ght and d�dn't fasten th�s door, and I left the gate
open. Reddy Fox has been here, and now I know what has become
of those two hens. I suppose �t serves me r�ght for my carelessness,
and I suppose �f the truth were known, those hens were of more real
good to h�m than they ever could have been to me, because the poor
fellow must be hav�ng pretty hard work to get a l�v�ng these hard
w�nter days. St�ll, I can't have h�m steal�ng any more. That would
never do at all. If I shut them up every n�ght and am not careless, he
can't get them. But acc�dents w�ll happen, and I m�ght do just as I d�d
last n�ght—th�nk I had locked up when I hadn't. I don't l�ke to set a
trap for Reddy, but I must teach the rascal a lesson. If I don't, he w�ll
get so bold that those ch�ckens won't be safe even �n broad
dayl�ght.”

Now at just that very t�me over �n the�r home, Granny and Reddy
Fox were talk�ng over plans for the future, and shrewd old Granny



was po�nt�ng out to Reddy how necessary �t was that they should
keep away from that henyard for some t�me. “We've had a good
d�nner, a splend�d d�nner, and �f we are smart enough we may be
able to get more good d�nners where th�s one came from,” sa�d she.
“But we certa�nly won't �f we are too greedy.”

“But I don't bel�eve Farmer Brown's boy has m�ssed those two
ch�ckens, and I don't see any reason at all why we shouldn't go back
there to-n�ght and get two more �f he �s stup�d enough to leave that
gate and l�ttle door open,” wh�ned Reddy.

“Maybe he hasn't m�ssed those two, but �f we should take two
more he certa�nly would m�ss them, and he would guess what had
become of them, and that m�ght get us �nto no end of trouble,”
snapped Granny. “We are not starv�ng now, and the best th�ng for us
to do �s to keep away from that henhouse unt�l we can't get anyth�ng
to eat anywhere else, Now you m�nd what I tell you, Reddy, and don't
you dare go near there.”

Reddy prom�sed, and so �t came about that Farmer Brown's boy
hunted up a trap all for noth�ng so far as Reddy and Granny were
concerned. Very carefully he bound str�ps of cloth around the jaws of
the trap, for he couldn't bear to th�nk of those cruel jaws cutt�ng �nto
the leg of Reddy, should he happen to get caught. You see, Farmer
Brown's boy d�dn't �ntend to k�ll Reddy �f he should catch h�m, but to
make h�m a pr�soner for a wh�le and so keep h�m out of m�sch�ef.
That n�ght he h�d the trap very cunn�ngly just �ns�de the henhouse
where any one creep�ng through that l�ttle hole made for the hens to
go �n and out would be sure to step �n �t. Then he purposely left the
l�ttle sl�d�ng door open part way as �f �t had been forgotten, and he
also left the henyard gate open just as he had done the n�ght before.

“There now, Master Reddy,” sa�d he, talk�ng to h�mself, “I rather
th�nk that you are go�ng to get �nto trouble before morn�ng.”

And doubtless Reddy would have done just that th�ng but for the
w�sdom of sly old Granny.



CHAPTER XXVII: Pr�ckly Porky Takes
A Sun Bath

   Danger comes when least expected;
   'T is often near when not expected.
     —Old Granny Fox.

The long hard w�nter had passed, and Spr�ng had come. Pr�ckly
Porky the Porcup�ne came down from a tall poplar-tree and slowly
stretched h�mself. He was t�red of eat�ng. He was t�red of sw�ng�ng �n
the tree-top.

“I bel�eve I'll have a sun-bath,” sa�d Pr�ckly Porky, and laz�ly walked
toward the edge of the Green Forest �n search of a place where the
sun lay warm and br�ght.

Now Pr�ckly Porky's stomach was very, very full. He was fat and
naturally lazy, so when he came to the doorstep of an old house just
on the edge of the Green Forest he sat down to rest. It was sunny
and warm there, and the longer he sat the less l�ke mov�ng he felt.
He looked about h�m w�th h�s dull eyes and grunted to h�mself.

“It's a deserted house. Nobody l�ves here, and I guess nobody'll
care �f I take a nap r�ght here on the doorstep,” sa�d Pr�ckly Porky to
h�mself. “And I don't care �f they do,” he added, for Pr�ckly Porky the
Porcup�ne was afra�d of nobody and noth�ng.

So Pr�ckly Porky made h�mself as comfortable as poss�ble,
yawned once or tw�ce, tr�ed to w�nk at jolly, round, red Mr. Sun, who
was w�nk�ng and sm�l�ng down at h�m and then fell fast asleep r�ght
on the doorstep of the old house.

Now the old house had been deserted. No one had l�ved �n �t for a
long, long t�me, a very long t�me �ndeed. But �t happened that, the
n�ght before, old Granny Fox and Reddy Fox had had to move out of
the�r n�ce home on the edge of the Green Meadows because Farmer
Brown's boy had found �t. Reddy was very st�ff and sore, for he had
been shot by a hunter. He was so sore he could hardly walk, and



could not go very far. So old Granny Fox had led h�m to the old
deserted house and put h�m to bed �n that.

“No one w�ll th�nk of look�ng for us here, for every one knows that
no one l�ves here,” sa�d old Granny Fox, as she made Reddy as
comfortable as poss�ble.

As soon as �t was dayl�ght, Granny Fox sl�pped out to watch for
Farmer Brown's boy, for she felt sure that he would come back to the
house they had left, and sure enough he d�d. He brought a spade
and dug the house open, and all the t�me old Granny Fox was
watch�ng h�m from beh�nd a fence corner and laugh�ng to th�nk that
she had been smart enough to move �n the n�ght.

But Reddy Fox d�dn't know anyth�ng about th�s. He was so t�red
that he slept and slept and slept. It was the m�ddle of the morn�ng
when f�nally he awoke. He yawned and stretched, and when he
stretched he groaned because he was so st�ff and sore. Then he
hobbled up toward the doorway to see �f old Granny Fox had left any
breakfast outs�de for h�m.

It was dark, very dark. Reddy was puzzled. Could �t be that he had
gotten up before dayl�ght—that he hadn't slept as long as he
thought? Perhaps he had slept the whole day through, and �t was
n�ght aga�n. My, how hungry he was!

“I hope Granny has caught a f�ne, fat ch�cken for me,” thought
Reddy, and h�s mouth watered.

Just then he ran bump �nto someth�ng. “Wow!” screamed Reddy
Fox, and clapped both hands to h�s nose. Someth�ng was st�ck�ng
�nto �t. It was one of the sharp l�ttle spears that Pr�ckly Porky h�des �n
h�s coat. Reddy Fox knew then why the old house was so dark.
Pr�ckly Porky was block�ng up the doorway.



CHAPTER XXVIII: Pr�ckly Porky
Enjoys H�mself

   A boasting tongue, as sure as fate,
   Will trip its owner soon or late.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Pr�ckly Porky the Porcup�ne was enjoy�ng h�mself. There was no
doubt about that. He was stretched across the doorway of that old
house, the very house �n wh�ch old Granny Fox had been born.
When he had la�n down on the doorstep for a nap and sun-bath, he
had thought that the old house was st�ll deserted. Then he had fallen
asleep, only to be wakened by Reddy Fox, who bad been asleep �n
the old house and who couldn't get out because Pr�ckly Porky was �n
the way.

Now Pr�ckly Porky does not love Reddy Fox, and the more Reddy
begged and scolded and called h�m names, the more Pr�ckly Porky
chuckled. It was such a good joke to th�nk that he had trapped
Reddy Fox, and he made up h�s m�nd that he would keep Reddy �n
there a long t�me just to tease h�m and make h�m uncomfortable. You
see Pr�ckly Porky remembered how often Reddy Fox played mean
tr�cks on l�ttle meadow and forest folks who are smaller and weaker
than h�mself.

“It w�ll do h�m good. It certa�nly w�ll do h�m good,” sa�d Pr�ckly
Porky, and rattled the thousand l�ttle spears h�dden �n h�s long coat,
for he knew that the very sound of them would make Reddy Fox
sh�ver w�th fr�ght.

Suddenly Pr�ckly Porky pr�cked up h�s funny l�ttle short ears. He
heard the deep vo�ce of Bowser the Hound, and �t was com�ng
nearer and nearer. Pr�ckly Porky chuckled aga�n.

“I guess Mr. Bowser �s go�ng to have a surpr�se; I certa�nly th�nk he
�s,” sa�d Pr�ckly Porky as he made all the thousand l�ttle spears stand
out from h�s long coat t�ll he looked l�ke a funny great chestnut burr.



Bowser the Hound d�d have a surpr�se. He was hunt�ng Reddy
Fox, and he almost ran �nto Pr�ckly Porky before he saw h�m. The
very s�ght of those thousand l�ttle spears sent l�ttle cold ch�lls chas�ng
each other down Bowser's backbone clear to the t�p of h�s ta�l, for he
remembered how he had gotten some of them �n h�s l�ps and mouth
once upon a t�me, and how �t had hurt to have them pulled out. Ever
s�nce then he had had the greatest respect for Pr�ckly Porky.

“Wow!” yelped Bowser the Hound, stopp�ng short. “I beg your
pardon, Pr�ckly Porky, I beg your pardon, I d�dn't know you were
tak�ng a nap here.”

All the t�me Bowser the Hound was back�ng away as fast as he
could. Then he turned around, put h�s ta�l between h�s legs and
actually ran away.

Slowly Pr�ckly Porky unrolled, and h�s l�ttle eyes tw�nkled as he
watched Bowser the Hound run away.
“Bowser's very big and strong;
   His voice is deep; his legs are long;
  His bark scares some almost to death.
   But as for me he wastes his breath;
  I just roll up and shake my spears
   And Bowser is the one who fears.”

So sa�d Pr�ckly Porky, and laughed aloud. Just then he heard a
l�ght footstep and turned to see who was com�ng. It was old Granny
Fox. She had seen Bowser run away, and now she was anx�ous to
f�nd out �f Reddy Fox were safe.

“Good morn�ng,” sa�d Granny Fox, tak�ng care not to come too
near.

“Good morn�ng,” repl�ed Pr�ckly Porky, h�d�ng a sm�le.
“I'm very t�red and would l�ke to go �ns�de my house; had you just

as soon move?” asked Granny Fox.
“Oh!” excla�med Pr�ckly Porky, “�s th�s your house? I thought you

l�ved over on the Green Meadows.”
“I d�d, but I've moved. Please let me �n,” repl�ed Granny Fox.
“Certa�nly, certa�nly. Don't m�nd me, Granny Fox. Step r�ght over

me,” sa�d Pr�ckly Porky, and sm�led once more, and at the same t�me
rattled h�s l�ttle spears.

Instead of stepp�ng over h�m, Granny Fox backed away.





CHAPTER XXIX: The New Home In
The Old Pasture

   Who keeps a watch upon his toes
   Need never fear he'll bump his nose.
     —Old Granny Fox.

Now there �s noth�ng l�ke be�ng shut �n alone �n the dark to make
one th�nk. A vo�ce �ns�de of Reddy began to wh�sper to h�m. “If you
hadn't tr�ed to be smart and show off you wouldn't have brought all
th�s trouble on yourself and Old Granny Fox,” sa�d the vo�ce.

“I know �t,” repl�ed Reddy r�ght out loud, forgett�ng that �t was only
a small vo�ce �ns�de of h�m.

“What do you know?” asked Pr�ckly Porky. He was st�ll keep�ng
Reddy �n and Granny out and he had overheard what Reddy sa�d.

“It �s none of your bus�ness!” snapped Reddy.
Reddy could hear Pr�ckly Porky chuckle. Then Pr�ckly Porky

repeated as �f to h�mself �n a queer cracked vo�ce the follow�ng:
“Rudeness never, never pays,
  Nor is there gain in saucy ways.
  It's always best to be polite
  And ne'er give way to ugly spite.
  If that's the way you feel inside
  You'd better all such feelings hide;
  For he must smile who hopes to win,
  And he who loses best will grin.”

Reddy pretended that he hadn't heard. Pr�ckly Porky cont�nued to
chuckle for a wh�le and f�nally Reddy fell asleep. When he awoke �t
was to f�nd that Pr�ckly Porky had left and old Granny Fox had
brought h�m someth�ng to eat.

Just as soon as Reddy Fox was able to travel he and Granny had
moved to the Old Pasture. The Old Pasture �s very d�fferent from the
Green Meadows or the Green Forest. Yes, �ndeed, �t �s very, very
d�fferent. Reddy Fox thought so. And Reddy d�dn't l�ke the change,—
not a b�t. All about were great rocks, and around and over them grew
bushes and young trees and bull-br�ars w�th long ugly thorns, and



blackberry and raspberry canes that seemed to have a m�ll�on l�ttle
hooked hands, reach�ng to catch �n and tear h�s red coat and to
scratch h�s face and hands. There were l�ttle open places where
w�ld-eyed young cattle fed on the short grass. They had made many
l�ttle paths all cr�sscross among the bushes, and when you tr�ed to
follow one of these paths you never could tell where you were
com�ng out.

No, Reddy Fox d�d not l�ke the Old Pasture at all. There was no
long, soft green grass to l�e down �n. And �t was lonesome up there.
He m�ssed the l�ttle people of the Green Meadows and the Green
Forest. There was no one to bully and tease. And �t was such a long,
long way from Farmer Brown's henyard that old Granny Fox wouldn't
even try to br�ng h�m a fat hen. At least, that's what she told Reddy.

The truth �s, w�se old Granny Fox knew that the very best th�ng
she could do was to stay away from Farmer Brown's for a long t�me.
She knew that Reddy couldn't go down there, because he was st�ll
too lame and sore to travel such a long way, and she hoped that by
the t�me Reddy was well enough to go, he would have learned better
than to do such a fool�sh th�ng as to try to show off by steal�ng a
ch�cken �n broad dayl�ght, as he had when he brought all th�s trouble
on them.

Down on the Green Meadows, the home of Granny and Reddy
Fox had been on a l�ttle knoll, wh�ch you know �s a l�ttle low h�ll, r�ght
where they could s�t on the�r doorstep and look all over the Green
Meadows. It had been very, very beaut�ful down there. They had
made lovely l�ttle paths through the tall green meadow grass, and the
buttercups and da�s�es had grown close up to the�r very doorstep.
But up here �n the Old Pasture Granny Fox had chosen the th�ckest
clump of bushes and young trees she could f�nd, and �n the m�ddle
was a great p�le of rocks. Way �n among these rocks Granny Fox had
dug the�r new house. It was r�ght down under the rocks. Even �n the
m�ddle of the day jolly, round, red Mr. Sun could hardly f�nd �t w�th a
few of h�s long, br�ght beams. All the rest of the t�me �t was dark and
gloomy there.

No, Reddy Fox d�dn't l�ke h�s new home at all, but when he sa�d so
old Granny Fox boxed h�s ears.



“It's your own fault that we've got to l�ve here now,” sa�d she. “It's
the only place where we are safe. Farmer Brown's boy never w�ll f�nd
th�s home, and even �f he d�d he couldn't d�g �nto �t as he d�d �nto our
old home on the Green Meadows. Here we are, and here we've got
to stay, all because a fool�sh l�ttle Fox thought h�mself smarter than
anybody else and tr�ed to show off.”

Reddy hung h�s head. “I don't care!” he sa�d, wh�ch was very, very
fool�sh, because, you know, he d�d care a very great deal.

And here we w�ll leave w�se Old Granny Fox and Reddy, safe,
even �f they do not l�ke the�r new home. You see, L�ghtfoot the Deer
�s gett�ng jealous. He th�nks there should be some books about the
people of the Green Forest, and that the f�rst one should be about
h�m. And because we all love L�ghtfoot the Deer, the very next book
�s to bear h�s name.
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