





























Chapter 2
MR. FOX

On a hill above the valley there were woods.

In the woods there was a huge tree.

Under the tree there was a hole.

In the hole lived Mr. Fox and Mrs. Fox and their four
Small Foxes.

Every evening as soon as it got dark, Mr. Fox would
say to Mrs. Fox, “Well, my darling, what shall it be this
time? A plump chicken from Boggis? A duck or a goose
from Bunce? Or a nice turkey from Bean?” And when
Mrs. Fox had told him what she wanted, Mr. Fox would
creep down into the valley in the darkness of the night
and help himself.

Boggis and Bunce and Bean knew very well what was
going on, and it made them wild with rage. They were not
men who liked to give anything away. Less still did they
like anything to be stolen from them. So every night each
of them would take his shotgun and hide in a dark place
somewhere on his own farm, hoping to catch the robber.

But Mr. Fox was too clever for them. He always ap-
proached a farm with the wind blowing in his face, and
this meant that if any man were lurking in the shadows
ahead, the wind would carry the smell of that man to
Mr. Fox’s nose from far away. Thus, if Mr. Boggis were
hiding behind his Chicken House Number One, Mr.
Fox would smell him out from fifty yards off and quickly
change direction, heading for Chicken House Number
Four at the other end of the farm.

“Dang and blast that lousy beast!” cried Boggis.

“I’d like to rip his guts out!” said Bunce.

“He must be killed!” cried Bean.
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I'nasa 2
MUCTEP ®OKC

Ha xonMme y noJMHBI pacKHHYJICSI TyCTOM Jiec.

B siecy pocjio orpoMHOe AepeBo.

Ilon nepesomM ObL1a HOpa.

B Hope xwin MucTep H MHCCHC DOKC M UX YeTBEPO
JIucsr.

Kaxasiit Beyep, KaKk TOJbKO HAacTynajia TEMHOTa,
Muctep Pokc ropopun Muccuc Pokc:

— Hy, yto 6B THI XOTe€Na Ha 3TOT pa3, Aoporas?
XKupHyio Kypouky ot borruca? Y1y wiu rycs ot baH-
ca? Unu cnaBHy0 uHaeiKy or buna?

Muccuc Pokc orBeyana, yero OH eil XoTeJa0Ch, U
MHucTep DoKC Mo MOKPOBOM HOYM CITyCKAJICS B JAOJTH-
HY 4 Opan TO, YTO eMy ObLIO HYXHO.

borruc, baHc u BUH npekpacHO 06 3TOM 3HAIM U
CTpalllHO 31Wiuch. OHM ObUIM HE U3 TeX, KTO JIIOOUT
nenuthesi. Enle MeHbllle UM HpPaBWIOCh, KOIA MX Ipa-
6st. [TosTOMY MO HOYaM KaXAblii 6pan pyxbe U ycTpa-
UBaJI 3acamy y cebs Ha ¢pepMe B HaieX e MoiMaThb Bopa.

Ho mucrep ®okc 66U CAMILKOM YMeH Lt HUX. OH
Bceraa noaxoawn K ¢epme Tak, YTOOnl BeTep AN eMy
B 0. Toraa oH M3aajieka YyBCTBOBAI 3aMax 4yejoBe-
Ka, nmpurauBlierocsi B reMHote. Tak, eciu mucrep bor-
TMC TPATAICA 32 OOHHUM KypATHMKOM, MHUcCTep Dokc
yJIaBJIMBaJl €ro 3amax MeTPOB 3a MATHAECAT, ObICTPO
MEHSUI Hanpam/ieHHEe W 1€l K APYroMy KypPATHUKY Ha
MPOTUBOMOJIOXHBINA KOHell epMBbl.

— Yepr 661 nobpan 3Toro mepsasua! — onwi bor-
THC.

— 51 nopsy ero B Ki1o4ubst! — Tomnajy HoraMu baHc.

— Ero Hamo yHMYTOXHTb! — opan buH.

11















“Don’t you worry about me,” said Mr. Fox. “I’ll see
you later.”

But Mr. Fox would not have been quite so cocky had
he known exactly where the three farmers were waiting
at that moment. They were just outside the entrance to
the hole, each one crouching behind a tree with his gun
loaded. And what is more, they had chosen their posi-
tions very carefully, making sure that the wind was not
blowing from them towards the fox’s hole. In fact, it was
blowing in the opposite direction. There was no chance
of them being “smelled out.”

Mr. Fox crept up the dark tunnel to the mouth of his
hole. He poked his long handsome face out into the night
air and sniffed once.

He moved an inch or two forward and stopped.

He sniffed again. He was always especially careful when
coming out from his hole.

He inched forward a little more. The front half of his
body was now in the open.

His black nose twitched from side to side, sniffing
and sniffing for the scent of danger. He found none, and
he was just about to go trotting forward into the woods
when he heard or thought he heard a tiny noise, a soft
rustling sound, as though someone had moved a foot
ever so gently through a patch of dry leaves.

Mr. Fox flattened his body against the ground and lay
very still, his ears pricked. He waited a long time, but he
heard nothing more.

“It must have been a field mouse,” he told himself,
“or some other small animal.”

He crept a little further out of the hole... then further
still. He was almost right out in the open now. He took a
last careful look around. The woods were murky and very
still. Somewhere in the sky the moon was shining.

Just then, his sharp night-eyes caught a glint of some-
thing bright behind a tree not far away. It was a small
silver speck of moonlight shining on a polished surface.
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— He BonHyiicsa, — cka3an Mucrep ®okc. — Ckopo
BEPHYCb.

Ho oH He ObU1 OB Tak caMOyBepeH, eciiu Obl 3Han,
rae MoAXHAAIOT ero Tpu ¢gepMepa Ha 3TOT pa3. OHH C
3apsSXEHHBIMU PYXbSIMU TPUTAUIMCh 32 AEPEBBAMM
npsiMo y Bxoga B Hopy. M 6onee Toro, oHH TILATENILHO
BbIOpasii MecTa [Uif 3acaibl TaK, YTOObI BETEp HE JOHO-
CHJI MX 3arnax Ao Hopbl. OH BooOLlIe ayn B MPOTUBOIO-
JIOXHYIO CTOPOHY. «YHIOXaTb» UX ObUIO HEBO3MOXHO.

Miucrep Pokc THXOHBKO MpoOpanca Mo TEMHOMY
TYHHEJIO K BBIXOAY M3 HOpbl. OH BBICYHYJ Hapyxy
CBOIO JUIMHHYIO KPAaCHUBYIO MOPIOOYKY W NMPHHIOXAICS.

IlponBuHyJsCS elle Ha HECKOJIbKO CAHTHMETPOB H
OCTaHOBHJICSI.

CHoBa npuHioxaicsi. OH Bceraa 6bU1 0CO6EHHO OC-
TOPOXEH IMPHU BbIXOJAE U3 HOPHI.

OH ellie YyTb-4yTb MPOIBUHYJICS BIEpe] U HAIOJO-
BUHY BbUIE3 U3 HODBI.

[MoBoaun 4YepHbBIM HOCOM H3 CTOPOHBI B CTOPOHY,
NBITASICh YJIOBUTH 3aMax onacHoctu. Bece Bpoae 661 6bU10
CIOKOITHO, M OH yXe cobpaJicsa 6exarb B Jiec, KaK BApYT
yCJbILLIAJ, WK €My MOKAa3aJIoCh, YTO OH YCJbIILAT €1Ba
pa3iMYMMBbIN 3BYK, TUXMi LIOPOX, CTOBHO KTO-TO OC-
TOPOXHO HACTYIHJ HAa CyXHe JIUCTbS.

Mictep Pokc pacruiactaics Ha 3eMJie M 3aTHX, Ha-
BOCTPHB YIIH. OH JOJITO TaK Jiexaa, Ho GoJblie HUYe-
ro He YyCbllLa.

HaBepHoe, Mblilib-NOJIEBKA, — CKa3al OH cebe, —
WIH KaKOoH-HUOyOb Opyroil MeJKHil 3Bepek.

OH HEMHOTO MpOoIoJ3 Breped... TOTOM elle HEMHO-
ro. OH NoYTH MOJIHOCTHIO BbUIE3 U3 HOpHI. Ellie pa3 oc-
TOPOXHO OCMOTpeJcs. B necy cTosina MpayHast THLIMHA.
Bricoko B Hebe cBeTWIa JIYHA.

U Bapyr ero 30pkue, OTJIMYHO BUASLIKE B TEMHOTE
rJ1a3a 3aMEeTWIH KaKoi-To 6J1ecK — Hernmoaalieky 3a Ae-
peBoM 4to-t1O OsiecHyJ0. Ero 3opkue riaasa 3aMeTWIH
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cepeOpHUCTOE MATHBILIKO JIyHBI, OTPaXKaBllieecs Ha I1aji-
Ko# rmoBepxHocTH. Muctep ®okc 3amep, HaGonas. Yro
Xe 3710 Takoe? Ternepb OHO ABUTaIOCh. [ToAHHMANIOCH
BCE BbIllI€ W BBILLE...

l'ocnoap BceMorymmit! 3to xe cTBOaA pyXbsa! Muc-
Tep POKC pHHYJICA 0OpaTHO B HOPY, U B TY Xe CEKyH-
Iy JieC OIJIaCWIM TPOMKHE BBICTPEJIBI.

bax! ba-6ax! ba-6ax!

M3 Tpex cTBOIOB B HOYHOE HEGO MOAHHUMAICH Obi-
Mok. borruc, banc U BUH BBIIIUIK M3-3a JepeBLEB U
HalpaBWJIKUCh K HOpE.

— T'otoB? — npousHec buH.

OnuH U3 HUX oCcBeTHA (OHAPHKOM HOpPY, H B Kpyre
CBETa Ha 3eMJIe OHU YBHAC/IH... OKPOBABJICHHBIN JIMCHUIA
XBOCT. BMH MoaHsuI ero.

— HaMm pocrancsa ooMH TOJNBKO XBOCT, a JIMCA Mbl
YIYCTWJIM, — CKa3aJl OH, OTOpachiBasi XBOCT B CTOPOHY.

— Yepr nobepu! — pasoznuics borruc. — Hano 6su10
paHblle ctpeasth. Hamo ObUIO HaxXMMaTh Ha KYpPOK,
KaK TOJIbKO OH BBICYHYJ TOJIOBY.

— Tenepb OH MOAYMAET MpeXAe, YEM BBICYHYTb ro-
JioBy, — 3ametrun baHc.

buH mocran u3 KapMaHa QUISIXKY M IJIIOTHYJ CHApA.

— Ilpoiiger He MeHbliIe Tpex NHEH, Mpexae YeM OH
MPOroJIOAAETCA U CHOBAa OCMEJIMTCA BBUIE3TH M3 HO-
pbl, — cKa3aj OH. — I He cobUpaloCh CHAETH 30eChb U
x7aarb. JlaBaiiTe pacKornaeM HOpY U JOCTaHEM €ro.

— Ara, — kuBHyn borruc. — Jleno rosopuiub. Ye-
pe3 Mapy 4acoB MbI 0 Hero gooepeMcsi. MBI e TOYHO
3HaeM, 4YTO OH TaM.

— HasepHo, TaM U Bcsl ero ceMmeiika, — Ipearono-
xun baHc.

— Bot MBIl X Bcex u moiiMaeM, — ckasan buH. —
bepure nonarsr!
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“Wake up!” he shouted. “They’re digging us out!”

Mrs. Fox was wide awake in one second. She sat up,
quivering all over. “Are you sure that’s it?” she whispered.

“I’m positive! Listen!”

“They’ll kill my children!” cried Mrs. Fox.

“Never!” said Mr. Fox.

“But darling, they will!” sobbed Mrs. Fox. “You know
they will!”

Scrunch, scrunch, scrunch went the shovels above their
heads. Small stones and bits of earth began falling from
the roof of the tunnel.

“How will they kill us, Mummy?” asked one of the
small foxes. His round black eyes were huge with fright.
“Will there be dogs?” he said.

Mrs. Fox began to cry. She gathered her four children
close to her and held them tight.

Suddenly there was an especially loud crunch above
their heads and the sharp end of a shovel came right
through the ceiling. The sight of this awful thing seemed
to have an electric effect upon Mr. Fox. He jumped up
and shouted, “I’ve got it! Come on! There’s not a mo-
ment to lose! Why didn’t I think of it before!”

“Think of what, Dad?”

“A fox can dig quicker than a man!” shouted Mr. Fox,
beginning to dig. “Nobody in the world can dig as quick
as a fox!”

The soil began to fly out furiously behind Mr. Fox as
he started to dig for dear life with his front feet. Mrs. Fox
ran forward to help him. So did the four children.

“Go downward!” ordered Mr. Fox. “We’ve got to go
deep! As deep as we possibly can!”

The tunnel began to grow longer and longer. It sloped
steeply downward. Deeper and deeper below the surface
of the ground it went. The mother and the father and all
four of the children were digging together. Their front
legs were moving so fast you couldn’t see them. And
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— IlpocHutech! — 3akpuyan oH. — Hac BbIkanbiBa-
1ot}

Muccuc Pokc MOMEHTAIBHO OTKpPbLIA IJ1a3a M cea,
IpoXa BCEM TEJIOM.

— Tbl yBepeH? — npollenTajia OHa.

— Ha! Ilocaywaii!

— OHHM yOBIOT HalIMX OeTei! — 3arulakajia MMCCHUC
dokc.

— Hukorna! — 3asBun Mucrep Pokc.

— OG6s3aTteNbHO YOBIOT, MWJIBbIH! — BCXJIMMbIBaNA
MuccHc Pokc. — Thl Xe caM 3T0 MOHUMAellb!

Buiuk! Bummk! Biuuk! — pasnaBajioch Haj MX rojio-
BaMH. CBepXy MOCHINMAJIMCh MEJTKHE KAMHH H KOMOYKH
3eMJIH.

— Kak oHu Gynyt Hac yOuBaTh, MaMO4YKa? — CIpo-
CW1 oaMH M3 aucaT. Ero yepHble Kpyribie I1a3a Ha-
MOJMHWIKCH CTpaxoM. — A cobaku OyayT?

Muccuc Pokc paspeigaiac. OHa 00XBaTHIa CBOMX
YeThipeX JIMCAT M KpPenKo NMpHXxaia K cebe.

BHe3anHo nocnbilIajicsi [POMKHIA TPECK, M MOTOJIOK
Mpope3ayio ocTpoe Jie3BUe Jionatbl. OT 3TOro KolMap-
Horo 3penuiua Muctepa Mokca CJI0BHO TOKOM yIapHJIO.
OH MOANPBITHYT U 3aKpHYa:

— IIpuayman! Ckopeit! Henb3si TepsATb HU MHUHYTBHI!
Kak s1 paHbllue 10 3TOro He AoayMmaicsa?

— o yero He mogymasicsi, namna?

— @okca Komaet OpicTpee yenoBeKa! — KPHKHYI
Muctep Pokc, HaunHas pbITh 3eMTI0. — HHKTO B MHpe
He yMeeT KormaTh ObICcTpee JIMCHLIbI!

Miuctep ®okKc ApOCTHO Komaji, U 3eMJIsA CO CBHC-
TOM BbUIETaJIa M3-TOJ ero nepeaHux jamn. Muccuc ®okc
O6pocunace eMy Ha nmoMolilb. U netn Toxe.

— Poiite Bun3! — Benen mMuctep ®okc. — Mel noi-
XHBl YHTH T1y6oko noa 3emunto! Kak MoxHo riyoxe!

TyHHens nocreneHHo yMIUHsUICA. OH KpyTo Lues
BHM3. OH yxoowa Bce Iiydoxe M Inybxe mol 3emilo.
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gradually the scrunching and scraping of the shovels be-
came fainter and fainter.

After about an hour, Mr. Fox stopped digging. “Hold
it!” he said. They all stopped. They turned and looked
back up the long tunnel they had just dug. All was quiet.
“Phew!” said Mr. Fox. “I think we’ve done it! They’ll
never get as deep as this. Well done everyone!”

They all sat down, panting for breath. And Mrs. Fox
said to her children, “I should like you to know that if
it weren’t for your father we would all be dead by now.
Your father is a fantastic fox.”

Mr. Fox looked at his wife and he smiled. He loved
her more than ever when she said things like that.
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Bunce, the little pot-bellied dwarf, looked up at Bean
and said, “Have you got any more stupid ideas, then?”

“What?” said Bean. “I can’t hear you.” Bean never
took a bath. He never even washed. As a result, his ear
holes were clogged with all kinds of muck and wax and
bits of chewing gum and dead flies and stuff like that.
This made him deaf. “Speak louder,” he said to Bunce,
and Bunce shouted back, “Got any more stupid ideas?”

Bean rubbed the back of his neck with a dirty finger.
He had a boil coming there and it itched. “What we
need on this job,” he said, “is machines... mechanical
shovels. We’ll have him out in five minutes with me-
chanical shovels.”

This was a pretty good idea and the other two had to
admit it.

“All right then,” Bean said, taking charge. “Boggis,
you stay here and see that the fox doesn’t escape. Bunce
and I will go and fetch our machinery. If he tries to get
out, shoot him quick.”

The long, thin Bean walked away. The tiny Bunce
trotted after him. The fat Boggis stayed where he was
with his gun pointing at the fox hole.

Soon, two enormous caterpillar tractors with me-
chanical shovels on their front ends came clanking into
the wood. Bean was driving one, Bunce the other. The
machines were both black. They were murderous, bru-
tal-looking monsters.

“Here we go, then!” shouted Bean.

“Death to the fox!” shouted Bunce.

The machines went to work, biting huge mouthfuls
of soil out of the hill. The big tree under which Mr. Fox
had dug his hole in the first place was toppled like a
matchstick. On all sides, rocks were sent flying and trees
were falling and the noise was deafening.

Down in the tunnel the foxes crouched, listening to
the terrible clanging and banging overhead.
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Ily3atbiit KopoThilika baHc moaHsin ria3a Ha BuHa
M CIIPOCMUT:

— Ectb y Tebs eule Kakue-HUOYab Aypalkue Uaeu?

— Yr0? — nepecnipocwt bun. — He capiiny. — buH
HUKOraa He Mbuics. Jlaxe He ymbiBajics. B pesynbraTte
€ro yuiu O6bUTH 3a6UTBI BCSKO# Ipsi3blo, BOCKOM, XBay-
KOi, JOXJILIMH MyXaMH H npoueit npsiHblo. [ToaTtoMy OH
wioxo capiian. — [oBopu rpomue, — ckasaa oH baH-
¢y, u baHc npokpuyan: — Ectp euie mypaiikue uaeu?

BbuH nmockpe6 wielo rpsa3HeiM naiablieM. TaM 3pen
HapbiB M CTPALLHO Yecaics.

— Jlna Takoro jaena, — CKa3ajl OH, — HaM HYXHbI
MalllMHBI... 3KcKaBaTOpbl. KOBILIOM 3KCKaBaToOpa MbI
BbIKOIAEM MX 3a MATb MHUHYT.

HNaest 6buta OTIMYHOM, U T€ ABOE BHIHYXAEHbI ObLIH
3TO MPHU3HATh.

— JlagHo, — cxomaHaoBan buH. — borruc, T oc-
TaellibCcs 3€Ch U cTepexellb uca. Mol ¢ BaHcoM noii-
JIeM 3a TeXHUKOM. ECIM OH TONBKO BBICYHETCS, Cpa3y
CTpeEJSiA.

JnuHHbli Touuit bun ywen. Kopoteiuika baHe ce-
MeHW1 3a HUM. Tonctak borruc ocrancsa cuaerb non
J€peBOM, HACTaBUB PYXbe Ha JIUCBIO HOPY.

Hekortopoe BpeMsi cnycTsl B JieC ¢ TPOXOTOM Bbexa-
JIU IBa OFPOMHBIX TPAKTOpa C KOBLIAMH. 3a pyjeM Ofi-
Horo cuaen buH. Ipyrum npasua baHc. O6a 3KcKaBa-
TOpa ObUIH YEPHBIMH CBHUPENbIMH YYAOBHILIAMH.

— A BOT ¥ Mbl! — npoopan buH.

— Cwmeptb JuCY! — KpuKHYya banc.

TpakToppl NMPUHSINCHL 32 paboTy, OHU BHIrPbI3ATH
OrPOMHBIE KYCKH MOYBbI U3 X0aMa. bosbllioe aepeBo,
MoJ KOTOpbIM CHayasa 6bu1a Hopa MHcTepa Pokca, ymna-
JIO, KaK clM4YKa. Bo Bce CTOpOHBI JieTeIM KaMHM, Najaa-
Jiu iepeBbsi. [poxoT cTos yXacaloluid.

A B TYHHeJIe CbeXWIHCh JIMChI, MPHUCIYIIUBasACh K
CTPALLHOMY CKDEXETY M JIA3raHblO METa/UIa Hall NOJIOBO.

29



“What’s happening, Dad?” cried the Small Foxes.
“What are they doing?”

Mr. Fox didn’t know what was happening or what
they were doing.

“It’s an earthquake!” cried Mrs. Fox.

“Look!” said one of the Small Foxes. “Our tunnel’s
gotten shorter! I can see daylight!”

They all looked round, and yes, the mouth of the
tunnel was only a few feet away from them now, and in
the circle of daylight beyond they could see the two
huge black tractors almost on top of them.

“Tractors!” shouted Mr. Fox. “And mechanical shov-
els! Dig for your lives! Dig, dig, dig!”
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— Yro nmpoucxoaut, nana? — sakpuyanu Jlucsara. —
Yrto oHM aenaiot?

Micrep @okc He 3Ha, YTO MPOMCXOAHUT H YTO OHH
JeNaloT.

— 3eMieTpsiceHHe! — yxacHyJlacb MHccHC PoKc.

— CMmorpure! — KpukHya JiuceHok. — Haun tyH-
HeJib cTajl Kopoue! S BUXy cBet!

Bce ornsHyaMCb, M, MpaBAa — BbIXOA M3 TYHHENA
Tenepb ObLT BCEro B HECKOJbKHX LlArax OT HHX. A B
OTBEPCTHE OHU YBUICH JBa TMTAHTCKUX YEPHBIX TpaK-
TOpa MOYTH HaJ CaMOM CBOEH rooBOM.

— Tpakropsl! — 3akpuyan Mucrep ®okc. — C KoB-
wamu! Poifre, vHaye HaM KoHell! Poiite, poiite, poiite!
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Bce tpoe cioBHO oGesymenu. Toumit buH u my3a-
Tl BaHC mepraau pblyard, Kak cyMaclleiuue, 3amy-
CTWIM ABUIaTeJIH Ha MOJHYIO MOILHOCTb H KONaJH C
GewieHoi ckopocTblo. Tonctak borruc ckakanu, Kak
1IaMaH, H BOITIIL:

— burictpeit! BricTpeit!

K nsaTu yacaM Beyepa 3KCKaBaTOPbl BHIKOMAJIH KOT-
JIOBaH pa3MepoM C Kpatep ByJKaHa. Toambl joaeit U3
OKPECTHBIX JAepeBeHb COeXaJHCh MOCMOTPETh HA 3TO
He6biBasioe 3penmilie. OHU CTOSUTM Ha Kpalo KpaTtepa M
cMoTpead BHM3 Ha borruca, baHca u buHa.

— Oii, borruc! Yro Bbl Tam nenaere?

— JloBuM nuca!

— Bl couutu ¢ yma!

Joau apa3HwiH ux U cMesutuch. Ho Tpu pepmepa ot
3TOr0 MWIKCH ellie 6oblie. Tenepb OHH TBEPAO PELLIH-
JIU He ClIaBaTbCA, MOKa He MOMMAalOT JIKca.
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“Dang and blast that filthy stinking fox!” he said. “What
the heck do we do now?”

“I’ll tell you what we don ’t do,” Bean said. “We don’t
let him go!”

“We’ll never let him go!” Bunce declared.

“Never never never!” cried Boggis.

“Did you hear that, Mr. Fox!” yelled Bean, bending
low and shouting down the hole. “It’s not over yet, Mr.
Fox! We’re not going home till we’ve strung you up
dead as a dingbat!” Whereupon the three men all shook
hands with one another and swore a solemn oath that
they would not go back to their farms until the fox was
caught.

“What’s the next move?” asked Bunce, the potbellied
dwarf.

“We’re sending you down the hole to fetch him up,”
said Bean. “Down you go, you miserable midget!”

“Not me!” screamed Bunce, running away.

Bean made a sickly smile. When he smiled you saw his
scarlet gums. You saw more gums than teeth. “Then there’s
only one thing to do,” he said. “We starve him out. We
camp here day and night watch the hole. He’ll come out
in the end. He’ll have to.”

So Boggis and Bunce and Bean sent messages down
to their farms asking for tents, sleeping bags and supper.
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— bynp oH npokIST, 3TOT IPA3HBIH BOHIOUHMH JIMC! —
BeIpyrajics oH. — W 4To MbI Tenepb OyneM Jenathb?

— 51 BaM cKaxy, YTO Mbl He OyaeM Jenarb, — OTBe-
T buH. — MBI OT Hero He oTcTaHeM!

— Hukorna He orcTaHeM! — TOPXECTBEHHO 3asBUJI
baHnc.

— Hukorna, HMKorna, HuKoraa! — noaaepxan bor-
rUc.

— Cnpiiviub, MUucTep Pokc! — HaKJIOHHMBILUMCH,
npoopaa B Hopy buH. — MBI ellie He 3aKOHYWIH, MH-
crep ®okc! Mbl He yiiaeM, noka He B3lepHeM TeOs
KaK JOXJIYI0 Kpbicy!

Bce Tpoe moXanu ApYyr APYTY PYKH U JaJIH TOpXe-
CTBEHHYIO KJIfITBY, UTO HE BEpHYTCS AOMOii, TTIOKa He
MOMAMAIOT JIKCA.

— Kakum OyzeT Hall ciaeaylouuii xon? — Crpocui
ny3aThlif KOopoThillika baHc.

— Mbl nouwieM TeGS 3a HUM B HOPY, — OTBETHJI
buH. — Cnyckaiicsi, Thl, XaIKHH JTWIATYT!

— Tonbko He si! — 3aBepelnan baHc, myckasch Ha-
yTeK.

buH ckpuBuica B ycmelnke. Korma oH ynbibancs,
00HaXaJIMCh ero SIpKo-KpacHble AeCHbl. 3y6OB NMOYTH
He ObLU10 — OAHHU JECHHI.

— Torza HaM ocTaeTcs TOJBKO OIHO, — CKa3al OH. —
Mbl yMopuM ero ronoaoM. Mpel pa3o6beM 3aech Ja-
repb, ¥ AHeM U HOYblO OydeM cieauTh 3a HOpoii. B
KOHLIE KOHLIOB, OH BhIitaer. O0g3aTeIbHO BBHIAAET.

borruc, banc u buH oTnpaBWJIM 3aNIMCKH Ha CBOH
¢depMbl, B KOTOPbIX MPOCWIM MPUBE3TH UM TMAaJIaTKH,
CraJibHbi€ MEIIKH M YXHH.
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Chapter 8
THE FOXES BEGIN TO STARVE

That evening three tents were put up in the crater
on the hill — one for Boggis, one for Bunce and one
for Bean. The tents surrounded Mr. Fox’s hole. And the
three farmers sat outside their tents eating their supper.
Boggis had three boiled chickens smothered in dump-
lings, Bunce had six doughnuts filled with disgusting
goose-liver paste, and Bean had two gallons of cider. All
three of them kept their guns bedside them.

Boggis picked up a steaming chicken and held it close
to the fox’s hole. “Can you smell this, Mr. Fox?” he
shouted. “Lovely tender chicken! Why don’t you come
up and get it?”

The rich scent of chicken wafted down the tunnel to
where the foxes were crouching.

“Oh Dad,” said one of the Small Foxes, “couldn’t
we just sneak up and snatch it out of his hand?”

“Don’t you dare!” said Mrs. Fox. “That’s just what
they want you to do.”

“But we’re so hungry!” they cried. “How long will it
be till we get something to eat?”

Their mother didn’t answer them. Nor did their fa-
ther. There was no answer to give.

As darkness fell, Bunce and Bean switched on the
powerful headlights of the two tractors and shone them
onto the hole. “Now,” said Bean, “we’ll take it in turn
to keep watch. One watches while two sleep, and so on
all through the night.”

Boggis said, “What if the fox digs a hole right through
the hill and comes out on the other side? You didn’t
think of that one, did you?”

“Of course I did,” said Bean, pretending he had.
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I'nasa 8
JIUCBI T'OJIOTAIOT

B TOT Beuep B KOTJIOBaHE Ha XOJIME MOCTAaBWIH TPH
najaTKu — ofHy mis borruca, onHy misa baHca U ooHY
ist buHa. IManaTtku okpyXxwiv Hopy Muctepa ®okca. A
Tpoe pepMEPOB CUACIH OKOJIO MAJIATOK U YXKMHANH. Y
borruca Ha yxuH ObUTM TPH BapeHbi€ KypHIIbI C KJell-
KaMH, y baHca — 1IecTb MHUPOXKOB C MEP3KHUM Mall-
TETOM K3 I'yCHUHO# Me4yeHKH, a Yy buHa — meBAThb JMUT-
POB cHIpa. Y KaXIOro Moji pyko Jiexajio pyxbe.

borruc B3su1 ropsidyio Kypuily U MOJHeC ee K JIUCh-
et Hope.

— YyscrByewb 3anax, MUcTep Pokc? — KpPUKHYI
oH. — CrnaBHast HexHast Kypouka! JlaBail, BbUIe3aif M
BO3bMH ee!

TyHHenb, rae NPATAIKCH JIMChI, HAMOJHWICA TyC-
THIM apOMAaTOM KYPHLIbI.

— IManouka, — B3MOJIWICA OOUH M3 JIUCAT, — MOX-
HO Mbl MOTHXOHBKY TMOAHUMEMCSI U BBIXBaTHM ee Yy
Hero U3 pyk?

— Jlaxe He aymaiite! — oTBeTiwia MaTh. — OHHM TOJIb-
KO 3TOr0 M XAYT.

— Ho MBI Tak XOTHM eCTb! — 3arUlakaiu JeTH. —
Koraa y Hac Gynet ena?

Marb He cMoria UM OTBeTUTD. OTell ToXe. Y HUX He
6bUTO OTBETA.

Korza ctaso teMHo, baHc v BuH BKIIOYWIH MOLI-
Hbl¢ papbl CBOUX TPAKTOPOB U HArpaBWIH CBET Ha HOPY.

— Mbl GyaeM HecTH BaxTy M0 oyepeau, — pacro-
psowics buH. — OQUH KapayJuT, ABOE APYTHUX CIIAT, U
TaK BCIO HOYb.

— Yro, eciv THUC BBIPOET HOPY 4Yepe3 XOJIM M BhbLIe-
3eT Ha Apyroit cropoHe? — cka3an borruc. — 06 3ToM
THl HEe moayMan?
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“What it is, darling?” said Mrs. Fox quickly.

“I’ve just had a bit of an idea,” Mr. Fox said carefully.

“What?” they cried. “Oh Dad, what is it?”

“Come on/” said Mrs. Fox. “Tell us quickly!”

“Well...” said Mr. Fox, then he stopped and sighed
and sadly shook his head. He sat down again. “It’s no
good,” he said. “It won’t work after all.”

“Why not, Dad?”

“Because it means more digging and we aren’t any of
us strong enough for that after three days and nights
without food.”

“Yes we are, Dad!” cried the Small Foxes, jumping
up and running to, their father. “We can do it! You see
if we can’t! So can you!”

Mr. Fox looked at the four Small foxes and he smiled.
What fine children I have, he thought. They are starring
to death and they haven’t had a drink for three days, but
they are still undefeated. I must not let them down.

“I... I suppose we could give it a try,” he said.

“Let’s go, Dad! Tell us what you want us to do!”

Slowly, Mrs. Fox got to her feet. She was suffering
more than any of them from the lack of food and water.
She was very weak. “I am so sorry,” she said, “but
I don’t think I am going to be much help.”

“You stay right where you are, my darling,” said
Mr. Fox. “We can handle this by ourselves.”
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— Yo, noporoit? — oxusuiacb MHccuc PDokc.

— VY MeHs nosiBWIach Koe-Kakas Mieika, — OCTO-
POXHO oTBeTH MHUCTep DOKC.

— Kakas? — 3akpuyana aetu. — [lana, pacckaxu Ham!

— Hy xe, — noroponuna ero Muccuc Pokc. — Io-
BOPH CKOpei!

— Hy... — nmporanyn mucrep Pokc, NOTOM 3aMOJI-
YaJi, B3MOXHYJI M FPYCTHO Mokayaa rosopoif. OH CHOBa
cen. — Her. Huyero He mosyyurcs.

— IloyeMy, nanoyka?

— IlotoMy 4TO HamoO CHOBa KOMaTh, a Y HAacC HeT
CMJI TOCJIE TPEX AHEeit U Houeil 6e3 eapl.

— VY Hac ectb cwibl, nmana! — 3akpuyaiu Jlucara,
6erasd v npoirast BOKpyr otua. — Ml cMoxeM! BoT yBU-
auumb! U Tol TOXE cMOXelIb!

Micrep Dokc nmocMoTpen Ha cBoUX JIMCAT U YIbIO-
Hysicsa. Kakve y MeHs 3aMeyaTteIbHbI€ JETH, MoayMa
oH. OHHU yMHPAIOT OT roJjioa, y HUX TPU AHA He ObU1o
U DJIOTKA BOABI, HO OHM He craalTci. Sl He Mory Hx
MOABECTH.

— Hy... nymaio, MOXHO nonpo6oBaTh, — CKa3ajl OH.

— JlaBaii, mamoyka! CkaxH, YTO HaM HaIo JeJaTh!

Miuccuc Pokc MemsieHHO noaHsuiach Ha Hori. OHa
TAXEJIEE OCTATbHBIX MEPEHOCHIA roioa U Xaxay. OHa
OYeHb ocsabna.

— IlpoctuTe MeHsa, — NMPOroBopwjia OHa, — HO s
HHYEM HE CMOry BaM MOMOYb.
— Ocragaiica 3mech, MWIasi, — CKasal el MUCTEp

®okc. — Mbl caMH CripaBUMCH.
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“I think,” he said, “we had better take a peep up-
stairs now and see where we are. [ know where I want to
be, but I can’t possibly be sure we’re anywhere near it.”

Slowly, wearily, the foxes began to slope the tunnel
up toward the surface. Up and up it went.. . until sud-
denly they came to something hard above their heads
and they couldn’t go up any further. Mr. Fox reached up
to examine this hard thing. “It’s wood!” he whispered.
“Wooden planks!”

“What does that mean, Dad?”

“It means, unless I am very much mistaken, that we
are right underneath somebody’s house,” whispered Mr.
Fox. “Be very quiet now while I take a peek.”

Carefully, Mr. Fox began pushing up one of the floor-
boards. The board creaked most terribly and they all
ducked down, waiting for something awful to happen.
Nothing did. So Mr. Fox pushed up a second board. And
then, very very cautiously, he poked his head up through
the gap. He let out a shriek of excitement.

“I've done it!” he yelled. “I’ve done it first time! I’ve
done it! I've done it!” He pulled himself up through the
gap in the floor and started prancing and dancing with
joy. “Come on up!” he sang out. “Come up and see
where you are, my darlings! What a sight for a hungry
fox! Hallelujah! Hooray! Hooray!”

The four Small Foxes scrambled up out of the tun-
nel and what a fantastic sight it was that now met their
eyes! They were in a huge shed and the whole place was
teeming with chickens. There were white chickens and
brown chickens and black chickens by the thousand!

“Boggis’s Chicken House Number One!” cried Mr.
Fox. “It’s exactly what I was aiming at! I hit it slap in
the middle! First time! Isn’t that fantastic! And, it I may
say so, rather clever!”

The Small Foxes went wild with excitement. They
started running around in all directions, chasing the
chickens.
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— Mymaio, — ckasan OH, — HagO BbUIE3TH HapyXy
U MOCMOTPETD, rae Mbl Haxoaumcs. A 3Halo, Kyaa xouy
nomnactb, HO He YBepeH, YTO Mbl MMEHHO TaM.

Ycranbie TMCbl MEUVIEHHO HayaJid MpobGupaThcsl Ha
NOBepXHOCTb. TyHHEb MOAHUMANICSH, MOAHUMAICS... U
BAPYr OHHU YMEPJUCh BO YTO-TO TBepAOe MU He MOIJHU
JaBUratbcs ganbiiie. Mucrep ®okc BHHUMATEIBLHO OC-
MOTpeJ MpensTCTBHE.

— HlepeBo! — npouuenTat oH. — JlepeBsHHbIE JOCKH!

— Yro 310 3HAaYMUT, NMana?

— Eciau He ominbaroch, 3TO 3HAYUT, YTO MBI Haxo-
JIUMCS TpAMO MOA YbMM-TO AOMOM, — [MpolIenTan
muctep ®okc. — Cuaurte THXO, a s IOCMOTPIO.

Muctep Pokc cTal OCTOPOXHO TOJKATh OAHY M3
ocoK BBepx. Pasgancsi cTpalliHbiif TpecK, U Bce MpHU-
THYJIMCb, UCMIYTAHHO OXHJasi, YTO ceidyac NMpPOM30ii-
JeT yto-To cTpaiHoe. Ho Huyero He npousouuto. Tor-
na Muctep Pokc TONKHYJI BTOpyIo 10cKy. IToToM oueHb-
OYEHb OCTOPOXHO MPOCYHYJ royioBy B uieab. U 3aBo-
MWI OT PagoCTH.

— Tloayuynnocs! — kpuyan oH. — C nepsoro pa3sa!
Monyuunoce! [Monyunnocs! — OH nposie3 yepe3 AbIpY
B noJy U 3amsican. — [logHumaiitecs! — npomnesn oH. —
[MoaHumaitTech cioga, neTH, U MOCMOTPHTE, rae Mbi!
Kakoe npusitHOe 3penulue WISl FTOJOAHBIX JUcHL! AJl-
aunyis! Ypa! Ypa!

YeTrepo JIMCAT BBIMOA3NU U3 TYHHES, U MX IJ1a3aM
npeacrano ¢gaHTacTuyeckoe 3peauile! OHU OKa3aIUCh
B OTPOMHOM capae, 4 31ecb ObUTO MOJHBIM-MIONHO KYP.
Toicsiun 6enbiX, KOPUYHEBLIX U YEPHBIX Kyp!

— I'naBHbIft KypATHUK borruca! — jiMkKoBan MHC-
Tep Pokc. — UMeHHo cloma s u Hanpasasuica! U no-
nan TouyHo B uesab! C nepsoro pasa! Bor 3moposo! U, ¢
BaLIero Mo3poJjieHHsl, BecbMa YMHO!

JIucsita o6esymenun ot Bocropra. OHU HOCHJIUCH MO
KYPATHHUKY, TOHSI1 KYp.
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T'nasa 12
BAPCYR

Muctep Pokc U Tpu JInceHka Konaiu ObICTPO M
yBepeHHO. OT BO30YXIE€HHMSI OHH HE YYBCTBOBAIM HH
YCTJIOCTH, HHU rosioga. OHM 3HAJIM, YTO COBCEM CKOpPO
JIOChITa HAaeAATCA, M KaXIblii pa3 NMpH MBICIH O TOM,
4yTo OYAYT JTaKOMHMTBHCA HM YEM HMHBIM, KaK KypouKa-
MH borruca, oHu 3aMBaJIMCh OT X0xoTa. [IpuaTHO GBLIO
CO3HaBaTh, YTO XHUPHbII depMep CHOAUT HA XOJIME B
OXMJIaHUHU HX rOJIOAHON CMEpPTH M B TO XK€ BpeMs, caM
TOro He 3Hasi, yrouaer ux odemom.

— Komaitre, konaiire, — cka3an mucrep ®okc. —
Octasioch yXe HEMHOTO.

BHe3anmHoO Haa MX rojloBaMM pa3fajicsi T[POMKUHA OK-
pHK: «KTO0 TaM?»

DoKcChl MOANPHITHYJIH OT HEOXHIAHHOCTH. OHHU Noa-
HSUIM TOJIOBBI MU B HEGOJIBILIOM OTBEPCTUHM HABEPXY YBH-
JieIM JIMHHYIO YePHYIO 3a0CTPEHHYI0O MOXHaTylo (H-
3HOHOMMHIO.

— bBapcyk! — obpanosaiica Mucrep Pokc.

— Pookuk! — BocknukHya bapcyk. — lNocnoam, Kak
s pall, YTO HAKOHEU-TO KOro-to Hauena' S pow yxe
TPU JHA ¥ TPH HOYH, XOXY TYT KPYTaMH Y NMOHATHA HE
umelo, rae s
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Badger made the hole in the ceiling bigger and
dropped down beside the foxes. A Small Badger (his
son) dropped down after him. “Haven’t you heard what’s
happening up on the hill?” Badger said excitedly. “It’s
chaos! Half the woods has disappeared and there are
men with guns all over the countryside. None of us can
get out, even at night! We’re all starving to death!”

“Who is we?” asked Mr. Fox.

“All us diggers. That’s me and Mole and Rabbit and
all our wives and children. Even Weasel, who can usual-
ly sneak out of the tightest spots, is right now hiding
down my hole with Mrs. Weasel and six kids. What on
earth are we going to do, Foxy? I think we’re finished!”

Mr. Fox looked at his three children and he smiled.
The children smiled back at him, sharing his secret. “My
dear old Badger,” he said, “this mess you’re in is all my
fault...”

“I know it’s your fault!” said Badger furiously. “And
the farmers are not going to give up till they’ve got you.
Unfortunately, that means us as well. It means everyone
on the hill.” Badger sat down and put a paw around his
small son. “We’re done for,” he said softly. “My poor
wife up there is so weak she can’t dig another yard.”

“Nor can mine,” said Mr. Fox. “And yet at this very
minute she is preparing for me and my children the
most delicious feast of plump juicy chickens...”

“Stop!” cried Badger. “Don’t tease me! I can’t stand
it!”

“It’s true!” cried the Small Foxes. “Dad’s not teasing!
We’ve got chickens galore!”

“And because everything is entirely my fault,” said
Mr. Fox, “I invite you to share the feast. I invite everyone
to share it — you and Mole and Rabbit and Weasel and
all your wives and children. There’ll be plenty to go round,
I can assure you.”
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bapcyk cnenan orBepcTHe 1MoSoJIblIe U CITyCTHIICA K
JiucaM. bapcy4oHOK (ero ChiH) KaTHJICS CJIEIOM.

— Cnpllian, YT0 TBOPUTCS Ha X0JiMe? — B3BOJIHO-
BaHHO cmpocus bapcyk. — ¥Yxac! [lon-neca xak HM
ObIBAJIO, M MO BCEU OKpyre XOOSAT JIIOAM C PYyXbSIMM!
HukTO He MOXeT BBLIATH HapyXxy, Haxe HoYbio! Ml
BCe royiogaem!

— KrT0 310 «MBI»? — NOUHTEpecoBaicss MUCTep Dokc.

— Bce b, 3emnekonnl. A, Kpor, Kponuk, Hauu
XeHbl U AeTH. [axe EHOT, KOTOPbIif U B HTOJIbHOE YILIKO
MpoJie3eT, ceyac npsg4Yercsi B MOE HOpe BMECTE C
XEHOM M uecThio foyepbMU. UTO HaM Aenath, PLKMK?
HaBepHoe, HaM KoHelr!

Miuctep Pokc MOCMOTpes1 Ha CBOUX JeTeit U yJbIO-
HyJicsl. JIeTH ynbIGHYJIMCh B OTBET, 3Hasl €ro cekper.

— Moii poporoit crapuHa bapcyk, — ckazan Muc-
tep Pokc, — 3T0 U3-3a MEHA BbI MONAIM B Geny...

— 3Halo, yTo M3-3a TeOs1! — paccepawics bapcyk. —
depMepbl He YCITOKOSATCS, NMOKa He moiiMaioT 1ebs. K
HECYaCThIO, 3TO OTHOCUTCA M K HaM. U ko BceM XuTte-
JisM XosMa. — bapcyk cesm 1 OOHsT J1anoit CBOero Chbi-
HUWKY. — Ham KoHeu, — THXO nMpou3Hec oH. — Mos
6enHast XeHa Tak cjl1aba, YTO He MPOKOIaeT U MeTpa.

— Mos Toxe, — nokayan rosioBoit Muctep ®okc. —
OnHako Xxe, B 3Ty cCaMyl0 MHHYTY MOSI X€Ha I'OTOBHUT
IUIST MEHSI M HalMX OETed BOCXUTUTENBHBIA YXHMH —
XHPHEHBKHX aNMETUTHBIX Kypouek...

— 3amomuu! — Bckpuyan bapcyk. — He apasHu
MeHs! A aToro He BbiHEcCy!

— 3ro0 npasma! — 3akpuyanu JIucara. — Ilana He
WyTHT! ¥V Hac MOJIHO Kyp!

— A pa3 sl BO BCEM BUHOBAT, — MPOAOJIXAJT MUCTED
®dokc, — g mpuraiaio Bac Ha mup. [Ipuraiaio Bcex —
1e0s1, Kpora, Kposimka, EHOTa M Bcex BallMX XEH H
neteii. Enpl XBaTUT HA BCEX, MOXELIb HE COMHEBAThCSI.

63



“You mean it?” cried Badger. “You really mean it?”

Mr. Fox pushed his face close to Badger’s and whis-
pered darkly, “Do you know where we’ve just been?”

“Where?”

“Right inside Boggis’s Chicken-House Number One!”

“No!”

“Yes! But that is nothing to where we are going now.
You have come just at the right moment, my dear Badger.
You can help us dig. And in the meanwhile, your small
son can run back to Mrs. Badger and all the others and
spread the good news.” Mr. Fox turned to the Small Badg-
er and said, “Tell them they are invited to a Fox’s Feast.
Then bring them all down here and follow this tunnel
back until you find my home!”

“Yes, Mr. Fox!” said the Small Badger. “Yes, sir! Right
away, sir! Oh, thank you, sir!” and he scrambled quickly
back through the hole in the roof of the tunnel and dis-
appeared.
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I'nasa 13
OIrPOMHAA KIANIOBAA BAHCA

— Tocnonu, Puxuk! — BOCKIMKHYN Bapcyk. — A
YTO CJYYHIOCh C TBOUM XBOCTOM?

— He cnpammBait, noxaryicra, — OTBETWI MMC-
Tep Pokc. — MHe 60JibHO 06 3TOM rOBOPHTb.

OHM pbUIM HOBBIA TyHHenAb. PouiM Monua. bapcyk
ObUT OTIMYHBIM 3eMJIEKONOM, W C €ro MoMOIbIO pa-
6oTta 1U1a 0YeHb ObICTPO. Bckope OHM OKa3aIMCh MOA
JPYTrUM NEPEBAHHBIM [OJIOM.

Mucrep PoKC XUTPO YCMEXHY/ICA, OOHAXHUB OCT-
pbie Gebie 3yObl.

— Ecan He omubGaloch, apyxuiie bapcyk, — cka-
3a1 OH, — MBI ceifyac nmoa ¢pepMoil 3TOro MPOTUBHOIO
My3aToro KopoThilik¥ baHca. Xouy yTOUHUTb, Mbl O[]
CaMOM HHTEpEeCHOM 4acThiO e€ro ¢epMbl.

— Y1KH4 ¥ rycu! — 3aBu3xanu JIucsara, o6nu3biBast
ryoel. — HexHbie COYHbIE YTOYKH U OOJIbLUHAE XUPHBIE
rycu!

— Bot u-MeH-HO! — KHUBHY1 MHUcTep PoKcC.

— Ho orkyna Tel MOXelllb 3HaTh, I€ Mbl HAXOAUM-
ca? — youswics bapcyk.

Mucrep PoOKC CHOBa YXMeEJbHYACSA, OOHAXHUB ellie
6oJblie 6enbIiX 3yOOB.

— lMoHumMaelb, s Hailay Aopory K 3TMM ¢epMaM ¢
3aBsAA3aHHBIMU I1a3aMu. [IpyyeM OAHHAKOBO JIETKO KakK
Mo 3emJie, TaK W MOJA 3eMJIeid.

[ToTsHYBLIKCH BBEPX, OH CABHUHYJ CHayajla OAHY
IOCKY, motoM Apyryio. [IpocyHyn rojsioBy B Lueb.

— Jla! — 3akpuyan oOH, 3anpbirdBasi HaBepx. —
Onsatpe nonyywnoce! [IpsiMo B Touky! B camoe «16104-
Ko»! 3ane3aiite ckopeit!
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“Just feast your eyes on that!” cried Mr. Fox, danc-
ing up and down. “What d’you think of it, eh? Pretty
good grub!”

Suddenly, as though springs had been released in
their legs, the three hungry Small Foxes and the rav-
enously hungry Badger sprang forward to grab the lus-
cious food.

“Stop!” ordered Mr. Fox. “This is my party, so I shall
do the choosing.” The others fell back, licking their
chops. Mr. Fox began prowling around the storehouse
examining the glorious display with an expert eye. A thread
of saliva slid down one side of his jaw and hung suspend-
ed in midair, then snapped.

“We mustn’t overdo it,” he said. “Mustn’t give the
game away. Mustn’t let them know what we’ve been up
to. We must be neat and tidy and take just a few of the
choicest morsels. So, to start with we shall have four
plump young ducks.” He took them from the shelf. “Oh,
how lovely and fat they are! No wonder Bunce gets a
special price for them in the market!... All right, Badger,
lend me a haind to get them down... You children can
help as well... There we go... Goodness me, look how
your mouths are watering... And now... I think we had
better have a few geese... Three will be quite enough...
We’ll take the biggest... Oh my, oh my, you’ll never see
finer geese than these in a king’s kitchen... Gently does
it... that’s the way... And what about a couple of nice smoked
hams... I adore smoked ham, don’t you, Badger... Fetch
me that stepladder, will you please...”

Mr. Fox climbed up the ladder and handed down three
magnificent hams. “And do you like bacon, Badger?”

“I’m mad about bacon!” cried Badger, dancing with
excitement. “Let’s have a side of bacon! That big one up
there!”

“And carrots, Dad!” said the smallest of the three
Small Foxes. “We must take some of those carrots.”
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— IIpocto pamyeTt rna3, na? — NpUILIACHIBasi, BOC-
toprayics Mucrep @okc. — Hy, uro ckaxere? BoT 31O
BKYCHSITHHA!

WU BOPYT OHH CJIOBHO C LIEMH COPBAJIMCH: TPOE Tro-
JooHbIX JIucsaT M oronogaBuidii Bapcyk pMHYIHCH K
BOXIENEHHOH ene.

— Cron! — ocraHoBua ux Muctep Pokc. — IO
MOsl BeU€pHHKa, MO3TOMY BbIOMpaTh Oyay si.

OHH orcTynwiM, o6au3biBasich. Mucrep ®okc npo-
LIeJICS MO KJIaA0BOi, OCMaTpUBasi COKPOBHILIA C BUIAOM
3HaTOKa. Y Hero MOTEeK/IH CIIOHH, OfHA KAIUisi Ha MTHO-
BeHHe MOBHUC/IA Ha NMOAGOpOIKe U LIUIENHYJIaCh Ha MOJI.

— I'maBHOe — He mepeGOpPIIMTh, — FOBOPHJI OH. —
Y1o6bl OHM He pa3ragaiu Hauy urpy. Yto6sl y HHUX He
BO3HUKJIO M TEHH MOAO3PEHUsI. MBI JOJIKHBI BECTH Cebst
THUXO U OCTOPOXHO M Oparb moHeMHory. [loaroMy mas
Hayaja BO3bMEM YEThIPEX IMyXJIEHbKHX yTouek. — OH
CHSUT HUX C MOJIKH. — AX, KaKue CJIaBHble H XHUpHble!
HeynuBurenbHo, yro baHC npomaeT X no crielHaib-
Hoit ueHe! Tak, bapcyk, moMoru MHe CNYCTHTb HX
BHHU3... Bbl, 1eTH, ToXe nmoMoraiite... Xopoiio... boxe
MOM, [a y BacC CJIOHHM TEKYT PEKOM... A Tenepb... OAy-
Malo, HECKOJBKO I'yceil HaM TOXE He momellaert... Tpex
OyaeT BIOJIHE AOCTATOYHO... BeiGepeM cambix GOMbLLIHX. ..
Ox, oX, TaKMX BEJIMKOJEMHBbIX I'yceil Bbl HE YBHIHUTE
Jaxe Ha KOPOJIeBCKOM cTojie... OCTOPOXHO... ciofa... A
KaK HacyeT MapoyvkKH AMBHBIX KOMYEHBIX OKOPOKOB...
O60xalo Konm4YeHblit 0KOpOoK, a Thl, bapcyk? byab 106p,
NPUHECH JIECTHHLLY...

Mucrep dokc 3abpajicsti Mo JECTHULE U Tepeaai
bapcyKy TpH BeJIMKOJIENHBIX OKOpPOKa.

— A rpyaMHKy THl Jio6uiub, bapcyk?

— i 6e3 yma or rpyadHku! — 3aponua bapceyk,
MPUIUIACHIBas OT BO30yxneHust. — [laBaif BO3bMeM Ky-
COK rpyauHKu! BoH ToT, GosbluoOi!

— U MOpkKoBKy, nana! — cka3aj caMblii MaJIeHbKHiA
U3 Tpex Jlucsr. — HyxHo B3ATH ellie HEMHOIO MOPKOBKH.
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Chapter 14
BADGER HAS DOUBTS

“Just one more visit!” cried Mr. Fox.

“And I'll bet I know where that’ll be,” said the only
Small Fox now left. He was the Smallest Fox of them all.

“Where?” asked Badger.

“Well,” said the Smallest Fox. “We’ve been to Boggis
and we’ve been to Bunce but we haven’t been to Bean. It
must be Bean.”

“You are right,” said Mr. Fox. “But what you don’t
know is which part of Bean’s place we are about to
visit.”

“Which?” they said both together.

“Ah-ha,” said Mr. Fox. “JUt you wait and see.” They
were digging as they talked. The tunnel was going for-
ward fast.

Suddenly Badger said, “Doesn’t this worry you just a
tiny bit, Foxy?”

“Worry me?” said Mr. Fox. “What?”

“All this... this stealing. ”

Mr. Fox stopped digging and stared at Badger as though
he had gone completely dotty. “My dear old furry frump,”
he said, “do you know anyone in the whole world who
wouldn’t swipe afew chickens if their children were
starving to death?”

There was a short silence while Badger thought deep-
ly about this.

“You are far too respectable,” said Mr. Fox.

“There’s nothing wrong with being respectable” Bad-
ger said.
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I'aasa 14
BAPCYR COMHEBAETCHA

— HyxHo 3arsHyTh €lie B OMHO MECTO! — 3asiBHII
Muctep Pokc.

— [oTOB MOCNOPUTB, s 3HAIO Ky/a, — CKa3aJ MoC/ae-
HH#t JInceHOK, caMbiit MyiamiIHit cHiH MHcTepa Pokca.

— Kyna? — cnpocun bapcyk.

— Mmu 6butH y borruca, Ml 6bU1M y baHca, — pac-
cyxnaan JIuceHok. — A BoT y buHa elue He 6buUTH. 3Ha-
YUT, Mbl MAEM K DBHHY.

— BepHo, — nmpu3Hai Muctep Pokc. — Ho Tl He
3Haellb, Kyila UMMEHHO Mbl HarpaBJisieMCA.

— Kyna? — xopom cripocuiiu oba.

— Ara! — ycMexHyacsa mucrep ®okc. — lNMogoxanre
U CaMH YBUAHMTE.

Bo BpeMs pa3roBopa OHM HE MEPECTABAJIM KOMATb.
TyHHenb GbICTPO MPOABUTAICSA BIEPEN.

— Tebs 310 HHM Kaneabku He 6eCOKOMUT, PeIXUK? —
HEOXHAAHHO crnipocun bapcyxk.

— becniokont? — He nmoHsn Mucrep Pokc. — Yro?

— Bce 310... BOPOBCTBO.

Mucrep Pokc nepectan Komatb U MOCMOTpES] Ha
bapcyka, Kak Ha cyMacCLU€ALIero.

— Tol 3Haelib XOTb KOro-HUOYIb B 1IEJIOM MHpeE,
CTapblif Tl XpblY, — CKa3aJl OH, — KTO He CTalluI Obl
napy KypHL, ecjii 6bl €ro IeTH YMHUpPaIH OT rosioaa?

Hactynuno kopotkoe MonuaHue. bapcyk riy6oko
3aayMaJiCsl Haj ero CJIOBaMH.

— Thol cavuIkoM A06pONOPSIOYHbII, — MOKaYyal ro-
JioBoii Mucrep dokc.

— B nobponopsAnoyHOCTH HET HHYEro IUIOXOro, —
otBeTHJ1 Bapcyxk.
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— Tlocaymiait, — ckasan mMucrep Pokc, — borruc,
baHc u buH xorsat Hac youth. Haneloch, 310 Thl MO-
HHUMaellb?

— Ja, Pbixuk, noHMMaw, — KMBHYy:a aA06psak bap-
CYK.

— Ho MBI Xe He omycKaeMcsl 10 UX ypOBHA. Mbl He
XOTHM HX yOMBaTb.

— Haperoch, yTo Het, — nmpobopMoTtan bapcyk.

— Hawm 310 maxe B rojoBy He MPUXOAUT, — IIpO-
Jomxan Mucrep Pokc. — Mbl IpocTo BO3bMEM Yy HHX
HEMHOTrO €/bl, YTOObI Mbl M HAallH CEMbH HE YMEpJIH C
rojioga. BepHo?

— TMoxanyit, na, — cornacwics bapcyk.

— Xouercs UM OBITh 3NBIMM — TMOXaJyicTa, — CcKa-
3an Mucrep Pokc. — A MBI — Hapoj TNMPWIHYHBIA H
MHUPOJIIOOUBBITA.

Bbapcyk cKJIOHMI rojioBy Ha6oK M YJBIOHYJICA MHC-
Tepy Dokcy.

— A mo6mio Tebs1, PIXHK.

— Cnacu60, — ynbiOHYyCA B oTBeT MUcTep Pokc. —
A Tenepb JaBaii KONath.

Yepes naTh MUHYT NepeaHue aanbl bapcyka ynep-
JIUCb BO YTO-TO TBEPAOE U IUIOCKOE.

— Yro 3to? — cnpocun bapcyk. — IToxoxe Ha Ka-
MEHHYIO CTEHY.

Bmecre ¢ MuctepoM ®OKCOM OHM PaCUMCTHAU 3€M-
Mo. 310 U B caMOM JeJie ObUla CTeHa, HO He KaMeH-
Hasl, a kupnu4Has. [IpsMo nepea HUMH ObLTa KUPNUY-
Hasi CTeHa, Mperpaxnaasllasi UM MYTb.

— KoMy Morio npuATH B roJioBy MOCTPOMTb CTEHY
noa 3emMiei? — HegoymeBan bapcyk.

— Bce oyeHp npocTo, — oTBeTH MHUcTep Pokc. —
DTO cTeHa noa3eMHOro noMeuieHus. U eciau s He olu-
6aloCch, 3T0 HMEHHO TO, YTO HaM HYXHO.
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That did it. Rat popped back fast out of sight. Mr. Fox
laughed and began pulling more bricks out of the wall.
When he had made a biggish hole, he crept through it.
Badger and the Smallest Fox followed him in.

They found themselves in a vast, damp, gloomy cellar.
“This is it!” cried Mr. Fox.

“This is what?” said Badger. “The place is empty.”

“Where are the turkeys?” asked the Smallest Fox,
staring into the gloom. “I thought Bean was a turkey man.

“He is a turkey man,” said Mr. Fox. “But we’re not
after turkeys now. We’ve got plenty of food.”

“Then what do we need, Dad?”

“Take a good look round,” said Mr. Fox. “Don’t you
see anything that interests you?”

Badger and the Smallest Fox peered into the half-
darkness. As their eyes became accustomed to the gloom,
they began to see what looked like a whole lot of big glass
jars standing upon shelves around the walls. They went
closer. They were jars. There were hundreds of them, and
upon each one was written the word CIDER.

The Smallest Fox leaped high in the air. “Oh Dad!”
he cried out. “Look what we’ve found! It’s cider!”

“Ex-actly, ”said Mr. Fox.

“Tremendous!” shouted Badger.

“Bean’s Secret Cider Cellar,” said Mr. Fox. “But go
carefully, my dears. Don’t make a noise. This cellar is
right underneath the farmhouse itself.”

“Cider,” said Badger, “is especially good for Bad-
gers. We take it as medicine — one large glassful three
times a day with meals and another at bedtime.”
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EMy He npHULLIOCh NMOBTOPATH ABaXabl. Kpbica Obic-
Tpo yOpanach obpatHo. Mucrep Pokc paccMesicd U
MPUHSJICA BBITACKUBATh APYrHME€ KHPIHYH M3 CTEHHBI.
Koraa oTBepcTHE YBEJIMYIWIOCH, OH MpoJe3 BHyTpb. bap-
CyK ¥ Miaawumii JIuceHok 3abpanuch cieqoM. OHU Ouy-
THJIUCb B OTPOMHOM CHIPOM H Mpa4yHOM morpe6e.

— Bot oHO! — BockaMkHY1 MUcTep Dokc.

— Yro oHo? — ynuBwica bapcyk. — 3nech xe HM-
4ero Her.

— T'ne uHpeiikn? — HemoyMeBan mnamwuuit Juce-
HOK, BIJISLAbIBasCb B TeMHOTY. — f nyman, buH pa3-
BOJMT HHJEEK.

— Paspoaur, — nmoarBepawn Mucrep ®okc. — Ho
MBI MIPULIUTH CIOJIa HE 32 MHACHKaMH. Y Hac MOJIHO ebl.

— Torna 4to HaM 31ech HYXHO, mamna?

— OCMOTPHCH XOPOILIEHbKO BOKPYT, — MOCOBETOBAJI
orell. — Heyxenu He BUOHILB HUYETO HHTEPECHOTO?

bapcyk u mnaaumit JIMCEHOK CTanu BI/ISLABIBATHCS
B nojaympak. Korma riasa mpuBBIKIM K TEMHOTE, OHH
YBUACJIH HEYTO, HalOMHHaollee GOJbILIME CTEKISH-
Hble OYyTbUIM, CTOSIBLUME Ha IMOJIKaX BAOJb CTeH. OHM
MOIOLLUIH MoGXe. 3TO U B CaMOM JieJie OKa3aJIuCh Oy-
ThUTH. CoTHM OyTBUIEH, H Ha Kaxioil HankucaHo «CHUP».

Munaauuuii JIMCEHOK BBICOKO MOANMPBITHYI.

— [Manma! — 3akpuyan oH. — CMOTPH, 4YTO MBI Ha-
uin! Cugp!

— Bot H-MeH-HO, — cKa3an Mucrep Pokc.

— IMotpsacamwiue! — Bckpruan bapcyk.

— TaitHbtit BUHHBIHK orpe6 bUHa, — MOSACHWI MM-
ctep Pokc. — Tonbko OyabTe OYEHb OCTOPOXHBI, 10-
porue Mou. He mrymuTte. Iorpe6 HaxoguTcs NMpAMO noj
CaMbIM JIOMOM.

— Cuap, — ckazan bapcyk, — oco6eHHO mnone3eH
mna 6apcykoB. Mbl MpUHUMAEM €ro Kak JIEKapCTBO —
MO MOJHOMY CTaKaHy TPU pa3a B J€Hb BO BpeMs €bl,
U ellle OJMH CTaKaH Iepel CHOM.
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Rat was perched upon the highest shelf in the cellar,
peering out from behind a huge jar. There was a small
rubber tube inserted in the neck of the jar, and Rat was
using this tube to suck out the cider.

“You’re drunk!” said Mr. Fox.

“Mind your own business!” shrieked Rat. “And if you
great clumsy brutes come messing about in here we’ll all
be caught! Get out and leave me to sip my cider in
peace.”

At that moment they heard a woman’s voice calling
out in the house above them. “Hurry up and get that
cider, Mabel!” the voice called. “You know Mr. Bean
doesn’t like to be kept waiting! Especially when he’s
been out all night in a tent!”

The animals froze. They stayed absolutely ‘still, their
ears pricked, their bodies tense. Then they heard the
sound of a door being opened. The door was at the top
of a flight of stone steps leading down from the house to
the cellar.

And now someone was starting to come down those
steps.
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Kpbica Boccenana Ha BEpXHEH MOJKe, BbINISIAbIBAs
M3-3a OrpoMHOiIt OyTbUIH. B ropibimiko 6yTbuiH ObLia
BCTaBJieHa pe3MHoOBasi TpyOouka, U3 Kotopoil Kpbica
MOTATKUBAJIA CHAD.

— Tol Hanwiacb! — ckasan Muctep Pokc.

— He TtBoe meno! — 3aBusxana Kpeica. — Eciu B,
OrpPOMHBIE HEYKITIOXHE CJIOHBI, MOAHUMETE 3[IECh LUYM,
Hac Bcex noiMaior. Youpaitech U gaiTe MHE CIIOKOM-
HO BBIMUTb MO cHap!

W BOpYr OHHM YC/IBILLIAIKH XEHCKUH rojioc, JOHOCHUB-
LIMHCSH CBEpXy U3 a0Ma.

— bricTpeit Hecu cuap, Meit6n! — KpUKHYJ rosioc. —
Tol Xe 3Haewb, MUCTEp BUH He JIOOMT, KOrma ero
3acTapasaioT xX1aTh! Oco6eHHO, ecid BCIO HOYDb MPOBE
Ha OTKPBITOM BO3[yX¢ B najatke!

3Bepu 3aMepan. OHHU CTOSUIM HEMOJBMXXHO, HABOCT-
puB yiuM. [ToToM ycibliianu 3ByK OTKpbIBaloLLECHCA ABe-
pH. JIBepb ObUTa HaBepXy JIECTHULIbI C KAMEHHBIMH CTY-
MEeHSAMM, KOTOpasi Bejia U3 I0Ma B norpeo.

U Tenepb KTO-TO L€/ BHU3 MO 3THUM CTYMCHSIM.
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The woman in the cellar reached out and lifted a jar
of cider from the shelf. The jar she took was next but
one to the jar behind which Mr. Fox was crouching.

“I’ll be glad when the rotten brute is killed and strung
up on the front porch,” she called out. “And by the
way, Mrs. Bean, your husband promised I could have
the, tail as a souvenir.”

“The tail’s been all shot to pieces,” said the voice
from upstairs. “Didn’t you know that?”

“You mean it’s ruined?”

“Of course, it’s ruined. They shot the tail but missed
the fox.”

“Oh heck!” said the big woman. “I did so want that
tail!”

“You can have the head instead, Mabel. You can get
it stuffed and hang it on your bedroom wall. Hurry up
now with that cider!”

“Yes, ma’am, I’'m coming,” said the big woman,
and she took a second jar from the shelf.

If she takes one more, she’ll see us, thought Mr. Fox.
He could feel the Smallest Fox’s body pressed tightly
against his own, quivering with excitement.

“Will two be enough, Mrs. Bean, or shall I take three?”

“My goodness, Mabel, I don’t care so long as you
get a move on!”

“Then two it is,” said the huge woman, speaking to
herself now. “He drinks too much anyway.”

Carrying a jar in each hand and with the rolling pin
tucked under one arm, she walked away across the cel-
lar. At the foot of the steps she paused and looked around,
sniffing the air. “There’s rats down here again, Mrs. Bean.
I can smell ‘em.”

“Then poison them, woman, poison them! You know
where the poison’s kept.”
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BbICKOYHMT. OH NMPOCTO HE CMOXET IPOAEPXATbCS €llie
OIMH JIeHb 6e3 enpl.

XKeHIIMHA MPOTAHYJa PYKY M B3sjla GyTbUIb CHApA
C MOAKHU. DTa OYyThUIb CTOSIA Yepe3 OAHY OT TOM, 3a
KOTOpOii npsTtanca Mucrep Pokc.

— Bort Oyaer 310poBo, KOraa yoOblOT 3TOro napiiMBLia
M TMOBECAT Ha 3abope, — KpHMKHyn1a oHa. — KcraTw,
MUccUC BHMH, Ball MyX obelllaJ MOJApUTb MHE €ro
XBOCT.

— XBOCT OTCTPE/JIWIM U Pa30pPBaIM B KJIOYbA, — CO-
o611UN rojioc cBepxy. — Pa3Be Thl He 3Hana?

— To ectb OH UcnopyeH?

— KoHeyHo, ucropyeH. OHU MPOCTPEJHJIM XBOCT,
HO HE MONaJIu B JIKCA.

— AX, KaK XaJIko! — paccTpownach BeJUKaHILA. —
MHe TaK XoTeJoCh MOJYYHTh 3TOT XBOCT!

— BMmecTto Hero nonyuuiub rojiopy, Meiton. Coena-
ellib U3 Hee 4YydyeJio U MOBECHIlb Ha CTeHEe B CBOei
cnanbHe. Ckopeit Hecu cuap!

— Ha, M3M, yXe uly, — OTKJIMKHYJIacb BEJIHUKaH-
IIa M CHSJIA C MOJIKA BTOPYIO OYTbUIb.

«Ecnu oHa BO3bMET ellie OJHY, OHA HAC YBHIHMT»,
noayMan Muctep Pokc. Maaauuit JInceHOK nMpuxaics
K HEMY BCEM TeJIOM U APOXal OT BO3OYXIEHHS.

— JIByx XBaTUT, MUCCUC DHMH, WiK B3sATH TpEThIO?

— Tocnoan, Meiibn, 6eprH CKOJLKO XOuelllb, TOJb-
Ko noowicTpee!

— Ilyctp Oymer ABe, — MpoOGOpMOTalia XEHIIIMHA
cebe moa Hoc. — OH M TaK CJIMIIKOM MHOrO MbeT.

C OyTbUIAMH B PYKaX M CKIKOH MOAMBILIKOH OHA
nouuia K jectHuue. TaM OHa OCTaHOBWJIACh M OTJisiie-
Jlachb BOKPYT, MOBOJS HOCOM.

— 3pmech OMATH 3aBeJMCh KpbIChl, MUCCUC buH. f
YYBCTBYIO HX 3armax.

— Hy Tak, moaceinb UM siga, otpaBu ux! Thl Xe
3Haellib, rae ga’
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“Yes, ma’am,” Mabel said. She climbed slowly out of
sight up the steps. The door slammed.

“Quick!” said Mr. Fox. “Grab a jar each and run for
it!”

Rat stood on his high shelf and shrieked, “What did
I tell you! You nearly got nabbed, didn’t you? You nearly
gave the game away! You keep out of here from now
on! I don’t want you around! This is my place!”

“You, ” said Mr. Fox, “are going to be poisoned.”

“Poppycock!” said Rat. “I sit up here and watch her
putting the stuff down. She’ll never get me. ”

Mr. Fox and Badger and the Smallest Fox ran across
the cellar clutching a gallon jar each. “Good-bye Rat!”
they called out as they disappeared through the hole in
the wall. “Thanks for the lovely cider!”

“Thieves!” shrieked Rat. “Robbers! Bandits! Burglars!”
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— J1a, MaM, — cKa3asia Meit61. Ona MemjieHHO noz-
HSUTACh MO JIECTHHUIIE U CKpbUIach M3 Buaa. J1Bepb 3ax-
JIONTHY/IACh.

— Ckopeit! — kpukHyn mucrep Pokc. — Xsaraiite
no OyTbuIK U OexuM oTcloaa!

Kpbica BcTasia Ha cBoeit BepxHei MoJKe M 3aBOMMIA.

— Yro s Bam roBopuiaa! Bac uyth He 3actykanu! Bol
4yTh HE MPOBAIWIM Bce Aeso! Brnpeab maepxurech mo-
nanbuie orciona!l Urob s Gosbilie Bac 3mech He Buaena!
310 Moe MecTo!

— Mexay npoyuM, Ted6s coOOMpalOTCs OTPaBUTb, —
HanoMHWI Muctep Dokc.

— Yenyxa! — ckasana Kpbica. — S cuXy HaBepxy u
BUXY, KyJIa OHa KJIaJeT siA. 4 HUKOraa He nonaaych.

Muctep ®okc, bapcyk u muanwuit JiuceHok mobe-
XaiM K abipe. Kaxapiit Taimi 3a co60i NATWIKTPOBYIO
6yTbUIb CHIpa.

— IIpowait, Kpbica! — KpUKHY/JIHM OHHM, MpoJie3as B
oTBepcTHE B cTeHe. — Cracu60 3a YyaHbIi# cuap!

— Bopsl! — Bepemana Kpoica. — I'paburenu! bpako-
Hbepbl! banaute!! BanmoMiuuku!
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Kponuk, Muccuc Kponuk u nsatepo Kposnbuar.

EHot, MuccHc EHOT U HX 1lIecTepo AETHILEK.

Cron ObL1 ycTaBjieH SICTBAMHM: Kypbl, YTKH, FYCH,
OKOpOK, TpPYIHHKa, U BC€ XaJAHO MOMJIOILUAIM 4ydec-
HOE YTOIlIEHHE.

— Hoporoii! — obpagoBayacbk MUcCUC POKC, BCKO-
ywia U oO6Hsa Myxa. — Mbl 60JbllIe HE MOIJIM XAATb.
Ilpoctn Hac, noxanyiicra!

[ToroM oHa o6Hsu1a mtaaero Jiucenka, muccuc bap-
cyK obHsu1a bapcyka, M Bce 6pociinch OGHMMATLCS IpYT
¢ apyroM. Ilon rpoMKue BOCTOpXEeHHbIE KPUKH OYTHUIM
C CHIpOM BOAPY3WIH Ha cToji, U Muctep Pokc, bapcyk
U Miaauii JIMCEHOK MPHUCOEAMHWIMCh K OCTAIbHBIM.

He 3abbiBaiiTe, YTO OHH HECKOJbKO JHEH HHYEro
He eqv. OHHU CTpalliHO nporojogaiuck. [lo3ToMy cHa-
yajia 3a CTOJIOM LIapwio MoJjiyaHue. Pa3naBajioch TOJIbKO
YyaBKaHb€ U XPYCT KOCTEi, Korga 3Bepd HaOpOCHIHCH
Ha BOXIEJCHHYIO efy.

Hakonel, Bctan bapcyk. OH MOogHsN CTakaH C CHI-
POM M KPUKHYJI:

— Y MeHsA ectb TOCT! A X0uy, YTOOBI BBl BCE€ BCTAIH
Y BBIMWIM 32 HaLero JOPOroro apyra, KOTOpbIif ce-
romHsl crnac HaM XW3Hb — 3a MHcTepa Pokca!

— 3a muctepa Pokca! — 3akpHyaIH Bce, BCTaBasd H
MOAHUMAs CTaKaHBbI.

[ToToM cMylLIEeHHO MOAHAIACh MUCCUC DPoOKC.

— A He cobMpaloCh MPOU3HOCUTH peyH. 5 xouy cka-
3ath TOLKO onHo: MOU MYX — ®AHTACTHYEC-
KUH JIUC.

Fﬁ.ﬂ-&v
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Everyone clapped and cheered. Then Mr. Fox himself
stood up.

“This delicious meal... ,” he began, then he stopped.
In the silence that followed, he let fly a tremendous belch.
There was laughter and more clapping. “This delicious
meal, my friends,” he went on, “is by courtesy of Messrs.
Boggis, Bunce and Bean.”

(More cheering and laughter.) “And I hope you have
enjoyed it as much as I have.” He let fly another colos-
sal belch.

“Better out than in,” said Badger.

“Thank you,” said Mr. Fox, grinning hugely. “But now,
my friends, let us be serious. Let us think of tomorrow
and the next day and the days after that. If we go out,
we will be killed. Right?”

“Right!” they shouted.

“We’ll be shot before we’ve gone a yard,” said Badger.

“Ex-actly, ” said Mr. Fox, “But who wants to go out,
anyway, let me ask you that? We are all diggers, every
one of us. We hate the outside. The outside is full of
enemies. We only go out because we have to, to get food
for our families. But now, my friends, we have an en-
tirely new set-up. We have a safe tunnel leading to three
of the finest stores in the world!”

“We do indeed!” said Badger. “I’ve seen ‘em!”
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Bce 3axnonanu B janoliu M ofo6psioliie 3aBOMWIH.

[TotroM BcTan caM Mucrep Pokc.

— 3TO0 IUBHOE YTOLLIEHHE... — Ha4yasl OH U 3aMOJTYall.
B HacTynuBllei TULLIMHE OH IPOMKO PbIrHYJ. Bce pac-
CMESUTHCh M 3aXJIONAIH B JIAAOLH. — JTO IMBHOE YTO-
LIEHHEe, JpY3bs MOM, — MPOAO/KAN OH, — HaM JIo-
6e3Ho npenocraBuiu borruc, banc u buH. (CHosa arn-
JionucMeHTHl U cMeXx.) M Hamelochb, BaM OHO MOHpa-
BWJIOCh TaK Xe€, KaK MHE.

OH CHOBa rpOMKO PBITHY.

— HypHoit myx BoH. byab 310poB! — BctaBun bap-
CYK.

— Cnacu60o, — KpoKo yxMbuUIbHYJIca MucTep Pokc.
— A Tenepb, Apy3bs MOM, AaBaiiTe MOrOBOPUM CEpb-
e3Ho. [laBaiite 3amyMaeMcs O 3aBTpalllHEM H BCEX IMOC-
JNeayoulux aHax. Eciu Mbl BbIHAEM M3-TMOJ 3€MJIM, HacC
yobioT. Tak?

— Tak! — xOopoM KPHUKHYJIH BCe.

— Hac noactpenst, He ycrieeM Mbl M METpa Mpoii-
TH, — cKa3an bapcyk.

— Bot H-MeH-HO, — KuBHY1 MHcTep Pokc. — A
3a4eM HaM BBIXOJMTb HapyXy, MO3BOJbTE Bac CIIpO-
cuth? MBI Bce g0 eanHOro 3emiieKomnbl. YTo xopoliiero
HaBepxy? TaM monHo BparoB. Mbl MOAHMMaeMcsi Ha
MOBEPXHOCTb TOJIBKO MO HEOOXOAMMOCTH — YTOGBI NPO-
KOpPMHUTb CBOM ceMbH. Ho Tenepb, Apy3psi MOM, CHUTya-
LIMSl B KOPDHE U3MEHWIACh. Y HAC €CTb HaACXHBII TyH-
HeJb, KOTOPBIi BeJET K TPEM JIYYLIHM KJIaJI0BbIM MHUpa!

— ToyHo! — moarsepaun bapcyk. — Al ux Bugen!
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