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Brother Hare walked through the mountains, basket in arm,
picking mushrooms here and there.

“Baa--!" Little Kid bleated.

“Little Kid, why do you bleat?” asked Brother Hare. “Do
you ant ﬁ;g} some grass in the mountains?”
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id into the ﬂépths of the forest.

‘and fresh; the mushrooms

flowers. Brdther Hare’s basket was
ushrooms.




“Little Kid, let’s go home,” said Brother Hare.

“Baa--!" Little Kid replied, his eyes still fixed on the juicy
green grass, reluctant to move an inch.

“Little Kid, since you haven’t had your fill,” Brother Hare
suggested, “let me take the mushrooms home while you
continue to graze. I’ll come back for you, how about that?”

Little Kid kissed Brother Hare’s paw. Brother Hare then left.
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flowers, sampling the grass. Soon his belly was stuffed
like a ball. It became quite a load to carry around.

Tired and sleepy, Little Kid lay down by a tree and
fell asleep.
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looking everywhere.

“Baa--! Brother Hare,” he crie
faster than raindrops, “come and t ]
scared! I’'m scared!”










