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Tullivet lived with his mother B R A B

on the edge of a wood. * ERRA E, )

cir home was a cosy burrow, ~ fAITEY TR —AMIRAFAR
withmoss. A, REMKTEH.
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He was a happy rabbit, except for one thing.
His mother made him wash his face twice a day — once in
the morning and once in the evening before bedtime.
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“I hate washing my face!” Tulliver
shouted every morning, as his mother

handed him a damp cloth.
- B RT RAD I i 2525 A1
W ow BERRELTH, AR
& R “BITRER!

“Why must I be clean?” he whimpered
every evening, as his mother rubbed a
little sponge over his whiskers.
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One morning, Tulliver dec1ded he’d had
‘enough.

s “I'm leavmg home,” he announced. “I'm
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S 0ld enough to lead my own life.”
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So Tulliver bounded over to
the other side of the field.
He felt as free as thistledown.
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On the way he bumped into a young squirrel.
“Where are you going?” asked the squirrel.
“I’'m going to find a new place to live,”
Tulliver replied.

“Come and climb my tree,” said the squirrel.
“There are beech nuts growing in it. We
could have a feast.”

“I'm busy today,” said Tulliver. “I’ll try your
beech nuts tomorrow.”
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Halfway across the field,Tulliver
met a group of young rabbits who
asked him to play hide-and-seek
with him.
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Then he saw a buttg rfly; and cc _
By the time Tulliver reac ed the 5 g‘”bfak on the other

side of the field, the sun was already high overhead.

BRI A LRI, EREETRK, o 4
FHRAGRIT A —L i LORBHATH, KALEHHARLT.




Tulliver started to dig with
his strong hind legs.
He dug and burrowed and
tunneled, throwing earth up
in the air. .
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The earth landed in a heap, and the heap got bigger and bigger.
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By lunchtime, Tulliver’s tunnel was BT iR e, A 4 R eY
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By mid afternoon, he was getting tired.

When he peeped out for a breath of air, he could see
his mother sitting under their beech tree.

She looked far away and a little bit lonely at the
other end of the field.
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By suppertime, Tulliver was
feeling very hungry.

As he sat thinking about all the
things he would like to eat, a |
badger’s head popped out of the

»= ground. il
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