
The mole had been working extremely hard at home. He was very 

tired. He had thick dust all over him. He lazily flung down his brush 

and decided to leave. He went up the tunnel and came out into the 

graceful sunlight. He ran through the bright green meadows and 

stopped at the dirty brown River. He sat down tiredly and looked 

around him. He saw a small hole and a face peeping out. It was the 

black rat. 

  


