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EpiTOorR'sS FOREWORD

British writer Kenneth Grahame (March 8, 1859 — July 6, 1932)
had the rare a]aility to write fiction and £antasy that both children
and adults found charming and memorable. His 1908 publication
of The Wind in the Willows signaled the introduction of a work that
emerged as a classic of such literature.

This version of The Wind in the Willows is based on the
1908 pul)lication. This Avenues edition incorporates upclates
in punctuation (e.g., changing arm-chair to armchair) and
converting words that utilized British spelling into their American
counterpart (e.g., humour to humor). Additionally, editor’s notes are
incorporatecl to help clarify certain areas of the text. The editor’s
notes are p]acecl between brackets [].

More information about Kenneth Grahame is found in Inventing

Wonderland: The Lives and Fantasies o][Lewis Carro//, Edward Lear,
J.M. Barrie, Kenneth Grahame and A.A. Milne by Jackie Wullschlager
(New York: Free Press, 1996).

Gary P. Hamel,
Editor
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CHAPTER [
TaoE RivErR BANK

The Mole had been worlzing very hard all the morning, spring-
cleaning his little home. First with I)rooms, then with c].usters;
then on ladders and steps and chairs, with a brush and a pai] of
whitewash; till he had dust in his throat and eyes, and splas}les of
whitewash all over his black fur, and an aching back and weary
arms. Spring was moving in the air above and in the earth below
and around him, penetrating even his dark and lowly little house
with its spirit of divine discontent and longing. It was small
WOH(].GI', then, that he suddenly ﬂung down his brush on the ﬂoor,
said “Bother!” and “O blow!” and also “Hang spring—cleaning!"
and bolted out of the house without even waiting to put on his
coat. Something up above was caHing him imperiously, and he
made for the steep little tunnel which answered in his case to

the graveled carriage drive owned by animals whose residences
are nearer to the sun and air. So he scrape(l and scratched and

scrabl)led an(l scrooged ancl then he scrooged again ancl scrabl)lecl
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and scratched and scrapecl, worlzing l)usily with his little paws
and muttering to himself, “Up we go! Up we go!” till at last,
pop! his snout came out into the sunlig}lt, and he found himself
ro]ling in the warm grass of a great meadow.

“This is fine!” he said to himself. “This is better than
whitewashing!" The sunshine struck hot on his fur, soft breezes
caressed his heated }JIOW, and after the seclusion of the cellarage
he had lived in so long the carol of happy birds fell on his dulled
hearing almost like a shout. Jumping off all his four legs at once,
in the joy of 1iving and the delight of spring without its cleaning,
he pursue(l his way across the meadow till he reached the hedge
on the further side.

“Hold up!” said an el(lerly rabbit at the gap. “Sixpence for the
privilege of passing l)y the private road!” He was bowled over in
an instant by the impatient and contemptuous Mole, who trotted
along the side of the hedge chafﬁng the other rabbits as they
peepecl hurriec”y from their holes to see what the row was about.
“Onion sauce! Onion sauce!” he remarked jeeringly, and was
gone before they could think of a thoroughly satisfactory reply.
Then tl'ley all started grumbling at each other. “How stupia] you
are! Why didn’t you tell him — " “Well, why didn’t you say —”
“You might have reminded him — 7 and so on, in the usual way;
but, of course, it was then much too 1ate, as 1s always the case.

It all seemed too good to be true. Hither and thither through
the meadows he rambled Lusily, along the hedgerows, across the
copses, {'inc].ing everywhere birds I)uilc].ing, flowers Luc].cling, leaves
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thrusting - everyt}ling happy, and progressive, and occupied.
And instead of having an uneasy conscience pricking him and
whispering “whitewash!” he somehow could only feel how jolly it
was to be the only idle &og among all these busy citizens. After
all, the best part of a holiday is perhaps not so much to be resting
yourself, as to see all the other fellows busy Worlzing.

He thought his happiness was comple’ce when, as he
meandered aimlessly along, sudclenly he stood 1)y the edge of a
full-fed river. Never in his life had he seen a river before — this
sleelz, sinuous, full-bodied animal, chasing and chuclzling,
gripping things with a gurgle and leaving them with a laugh,
to ﬂing itself on fresh p]aymates that shook themselves
{ree, and were caught and held again. All was a-shake and
a-shiver — glints and g]eams and sparlzles, rustle and swirl,
chatter and bubble. The Mole was Lewitche&, entrance(l,
fascinated. By the side of the river he trotted as one trots, when
very small, by the side of a man who holds one spellbound by
exciting stories; and when tired at last, he sat on the Lan]g, while
the river still chattered on to him, a babl)ling procession of the
best stories in the worlcl, sent from the heart of the earth to be
told at last to the insatiable sea.

As he sat on the grass and looked across the river, a dark

hole in the bank opposite, just above the water’s

edge, caught his eye, and dreamily he fell to
considering what a nice snug dwelling place

it would make for an animal with few
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wants and fond of a I)ijou riverside residence, above flood level
and remote from noise and dust. As he gaze(l, some’ching })right
and small seemed to twinkle down in the heart of it, Vanished,
then twinkled once more like a tiny star. But it could hardly be
a star in such an unlikely situation; and it was too glittering and
small for a glowworm. Then, as he looked, it winked at him, and
so declared itself to be an eye; and a small face began gradually
to grow up round it, like a frame round a picture.

A brown little face, with whiskers.

A grave round face, with the same twinkle in its eye that had
first attracted his notice.

Small neat ears and thick siny hair.

It was the Water Rat!

Then the two animals stood and regarcled each other
cautiously.

“Huﬂo, Mole!” said the Water Rat.

“HuHo, Rat!” said the Mole.

“Would you like to come over?” enquired the Rat presently.

“Ob, it’s all very well to talk,” said the Mole, rather pettishly,
he l)eing new to a river and riverside life and its ways.

The Rat said nothing, but stooped and unfastened a rope and
hauled on it; then lig}ltly stepped into a little boat which the
Mole had not observed. It was paintecl blue outside and white
within, and was just the size for two animals; and the Mole’s
whole heart went out to it at once, even though he did not yet

quy understand its uses.
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The Rat sculled smartly across and made fast. Then he
held up his forepaw as the Mole stepped gingerly down. “Lean
on that!” he said. “Now then, step lively!” and the Mole to his
surprise and rapture found himself actually seated in the stern of
a real boat.

“This has been a wonderful day!” said he, as the Rat shoved off
and took to the sculls again. ‘Do you 12now, I've never been in a
boat before in all my life.”

“What?” cried the Rat, open-mouthed: “Never been in a— you
never — well I — what have you been doing, then?”

“Is it so nice as all that?” asked the Mole shyly, though he
was quite prepared to believe it as he leant back in his seat
and surveyecl the cus}lions, the oars, the row]oclzs, and all the
{ascinating {'ittings, and felt the boat sway lightly under him.

“Nice? It's the only thing,” said the Water Rat solemnly, as
he leant forward for his stroke. “Believe me, my young friend,
there is nothing— absolute nothing — half so much worth (loing
as simply messing about in boats. Simply messing,” he went on
dreamily: “messing — about — in — boats; messing —

“Look ahead, Rat!” cried the Mole su&.denly.

It was too late. The boat struck the bank full tilt. The
(].reamer, the joyous oarsman, lay on his back at the bottom of the
Loa’t, his heels in the air.

“__ about in boats — or with Loats," the
Rat went on compose(ﬂy, piclzing himself
up with a pleasant Iaugh. “In or out of

p
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‘em, it doesn’t matter. Nothing seems reaﬂy to matter, that’s the
charm of it. Whether you get away, or whether you (lon’t; whether
you arrive at your destination or whether you reach somewhere
else, or whether you never get anywhere at aﬂ, you're always I)usy,
and you never do anything in particular; and when you've done it
there’s always something else to do, and you can do it if you like,
but you’cl much better not. Look here! If you've really nothing
else on hand this morning, supposing we drop down the river
together, and have a 1ong clay of it?”

The Mole Wagglecl his toes from sheer happiness, spreacl his
chest with a Sig}l of full contentment, and leaned back blissfully
into the soft cushions. “What a day I'm having!” he said. “Let us
start at once!”

“Hold hard a minute, then!” said the Rat. He loope(l the
painter through a ring in his landing stage [a platform from
which to load and unload], climbed up into his hole a})ove, and
after a short interval reappeare(l staggering under a fat, wicker
luncheon basket.

“Shove that under your {eet," he observed to the Mole, as he
passed it down into the boat. Then he untied the painter and
took the sculls again.

“What's inside it?” asked the Mole, wriggling with curiosity.

“There’s cold chicken inside it,” replied the Rat I)rieﬂy;
“co]cl’conguecoltﬂlamcolcl]jeefpiclzleclgllerlzinssa]aclfrenchrou
scresssandwichespotteclmeatginger]oeerlemona(lesodawater —

“O stop, stop,” cried the Mole in ecstasies: “This is too much!”
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“Do you really think s0?” enquired the Rat seriously. “It’s
only what [ always take on these little excursions; and the other
animals are always teHing me that 'm a mean beast and cut it
very fine!”

The Mole never heard a word he was saying. Absorbed in the
new life he was entering upon, intoxicated with the sparlzle, the
ripple, the scents and the sounds and the sunlight, he trailed a
paw in the water and dreamed 1ong walzing dreams. The Water
Rat, like the good little fellow he was, sculled steadily on and
forbore to disturb him.

“I like your clothes awfully, old chap,” he remarked after some
half an hour or so had passe(l. “I'm going to get a black velvet
smolzing suit myself some &ay, as soon as I can afford it

“ Leg your pardon,” said the Mole, pulling himself together
with an effort. “You must think me very rude; but all this is so
new to me. So — this —is — a— River!”

“The River,” corrected the Rat.

“And you really live by the river? What a jolly life!”

“By it and with it and on it and in it,” said the Rat. “It's
brother and sister to me, and aunts, and company, and food and
clrinle, and (naturally) washing. [t's my wor]cl, and I don’t want
any other. What it hasn’t got is not worth having, and what it
doesn’t know is not worth 1znowing. Lord! the times we've had
together! Whether in winter or summer, spring or autumn, it’s

always got its fun and its excitements. When the floods are on
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in February, and my cellars and basement are Lrimming with
drink that's no goo& to me, and the brown water runs 1)y my best
bedroom window; or again when it all clrops away and shows
patches of mud that smells like plum calze, and the rushes and
weed clog the channels, and I can potter about (J.ry shod over
most of the bed of it and find fresh food to eat, and things
careless people have dropped out of boats!”

“But isn’t it a bit dull at times?” the Mole ventured to ask.
“Just you and the river, and no one else to pass a word with?”

“No one else to —well, I mustn’t be hard on you," said the Rat
with forbearance. “You're new to it, and of course you don’t know.
The bank is so crowded nowadays that many people are moving
away altogether. QO no, itisn’t what it used to })e, at all. Otters,
kingfishers, dabchicks, moorhens, all of them about all day long
and always wanting you to do something — as if a fellow had no
business of his own to attend to!”

“What lies over there?” asked the Mole, waving a paw towards a
l)aclzgrouncl of woodland that clarlzly framed the water meadows
on one side of the river.

“That? O, that’s just the Wild Wood,” said the Rat shortly. “We
don’t go there very much, we riverbankers.”

“Aren’t t}ley — aren't they very nice people in there?” said
the Mole, a trifle nervously.

“W—e—ﬂ,” replie(l the Rat, “let me see.
The squirrels are all right. And the
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rabbits — some of ‘em, but rabbits are a mixed lot. And then
there’s Badger, of course. He lives right in the heart of it;
wouldn’t live anywhere else, either, if you paid him to do it. Dear
old Badger! Nolaocly interferes with him. They’cl better not,” he
added signiﬁcantly.

“Wlly, who should interfere with him?” asked the Mole.

“Well, of course — there — are others," explainecl the Ratin a
hesita’cing sort of way.

“Weasels — and stoats — and foxes — and so on. They're all
right in a way — ['m very goocl friends with them — pass the
time of day when we meet, and all that — but they break out
sometimes, there’s no denying it, and then — well, you can't
really trust them, and that's the fact.”

The Mole knew well that it is quite against animal etiquette
to dwell on possible trouble aheacl, or even to allude to it; so he
dropped the sul)ject.

“And L)eyon(l the Wild Wood again?” he asked: “Where it’s all
blue and dim, and one sees what may be hills or perhaps tlley

mayn't, and something like the smoke of towns, or is it only

cloud drift?”

“Beyond the Wild Wood comes the Wide World,” said the
Rat. “And that’s something that doesn’t matter, either to you or
me. I've never been there, and I'm never going, nor you either,
if you've got any sense at all. Don’t ever refer to it again, please.
Now then! Here’s our backwater at 1ast, where we're going

to lunch.”
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Leaving the main stream, they now passecl into what seemed
at first sight like a little landlocked lake. Green turf sloped down
to either edge, brown snalzy tree roots gleamed below the surface
of the quiet water, while ahead of them the silvery shoulder and
{oamy tumble of a weir, arm-in-arm with a restless dripping
millwheel, that held up in its turn a grey—gabled millhouse, filled
the air with a soothing murmur of sound, dull and smotllery,
yet with little clear voices spealzing up cheerfully out of it at
intervals. It was so very beautiful that the Mole could only hold
up both forepaws and gasp, “O my! O my! O my!”

The Rat Lrought the boat alongsi(le the Lanlz, made her £ast,
helped the still awkward Mole sa{ely ashore, and swung out the
luncheon basket. The Mole Legged as a favor to be allowed to
unpaclz it all l)y himself; and the Rat was very pleasecl to indulge
him, and to sprawl at full length on the grass and rest, while his
excited friend shook out the tablecloth and sprea(l it, took out all
the mysterious paclzets one Ly one and arrange(l their contents in

due order, still gasping, ‘O my! O my!” at each fresh revelation.
When all was rea(].y, the Rat said, “Now, pitch in, old fellow!”

and the Mole was indeed very glad to o})ey, for he had started his
spring-cleaning at a very early hour that morning, as people will
(].o, and had not pause(l for bite or sup; and he had been through
a very great deal since that distant time which now seemed so

many clays ago.

17
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“What are you 1ooleing at?” said the Rat presently, when the
e(lge of their hunger was somewhat &ulled, and the Mole’s eyes
were able to wander off the tablecloth a little.

“I am looking,” said the Mole, “at a streak of bubbles that I
see traveling along the surface of the water. That is a t}ling that
strikes me as {unny.n

“Bubbles? Oho!” said the Rat, and chirruped cheerily in an
inviting sort of way.

A broad glistening muzzle showed itself above the edge of
the Lanlz, and the Otter hauled himself out and shook the water
from his coat.

“Gree(ly I)egga]cslr7 he ol)servecl, ma.leing for the provencler.
“Why didn’t you invite me, Ratty?”

“This was an impromptu affair,” explainecl the Rat. “By the
way — my friend Mr. Mole.”

“Proud, I'm sure,” said the Otter, and the two animals were
friends forthwith.

“Such a rumpus everywhere!" continued the Otter. “All the
world seems out on the river today. I came up this backwater
to try and get a moment’s peace, and then stumble upon you
fellows! — At least — I loeg parclon — I don't exactly mean tha’c,
you know.”

There was a rustle behind them, proceeding from a hedge
wherein last year'’s leaves still c]ung thick, and a stripy head, with
high shoulders behind it, peered forth on them.

“Come on, old Ba&ger!" shouted the Rat.

23
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The Baclger trotted forward a pace or two; then gruntecl, “H'm!
Company,” and turned his back and (lisappeare(l from view.

“That’s Just the sort of fellow he is!” observed the J.isappointed.
Rat. “Simply hates Society! Now we shan't see any more of him
tod.ay. Well, tell us, who's out on the river?”

“Toad’s out, for one,” repliec]. the Otter. “In his brand-new
wager boat [a racing boat used when prizes are at stake and
wagers place&]; new togs, new everything!"

The two animals looked at each other and laugl'lecl.

“Once, it was nothing but sailing," said the Rat, “Then he tired
of that and took to punting. Nothing would please him but to
punt all clay and every day, and a nice mess he made of it. Last
year it was houseboating, and we all had to go and stay with him
in his houseboat, and pre’cencl we liked it. He was going to spen(l
the rest of his life in a houseboat. It’s all the same, whatever he
takes up; he gets tired of it, and starts on somet}ling fresh.”

“Such a good feHow, too,” remarked the Otter reﬂec‘cively:
“But no stability — especially in a boat!”

From where they sat they could geta glimpse of the main
stream across the island that separatecl them; and just then
a wager boat flashed into view, the rower — a short, stout
{‘igure — splashing badly and rolling a goocl deal, but worlzing his
hardest. The Rat stood up and hailed him, but Toad — for it was
he — shook his head and settled sternly to his work.

“He'll be out of the boat in a minute if he rolls like that," said
the Rat, sitting down again.

i
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“Of course he will,” chuckled the Otter. “Did I ever tell you
that gootl story about Toad and the loclzlzeeper? Tt happenec]. this
way. Toad....”

An errant Mayﬂy swerved unsteaclily athwart the current in
the intoxicated fashion affected Ly young bloods of Mayﬂies
seeing life. A swirl of water and a “cloop!” and the Mayfly was
visible no more.

Neither was the Otter.

The Mole looked down. The voice was still in his ears, but the
turf whereon he had spraw]ecl was clearly vacant. Not an Otter to
be seen, as far as the distant horizon.

But again there was a streak of bubbles on the surface of
the river.

The Rat hummed a tune, and the Mole recollected that
animal etiquette forbade any sort of comment on the sudden
disappearance of one’s friends at any moment, for any reason or
no reason whatever.

“Well, well,” said the Rat, “I suppose we ought to be moving. I
wonder which of us had better paclz the luncheon basket?” He did
not spealz as if he was ﬁig}lt{ully eager for the treat.

‘@) please let me,” said the Mole. So, of course, the Rat
let him.

Packing the basket was not quite such pleasant work
as unpac]zing the basket. It never is. But the Mole
was bent on enjoying everything,

and although just when he
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had got the basket paclzecl and strappecl up tightly he saw a plate
staring up at him from the grass, and when the job had been done
again the Rat pointed out a fork which anybocly ought to have
seen, and last of a”, behold! the mustard pot, which he had been
sitting on without lznowing it — still, somehow, the thing got
finished at last, without much loss of temper.

The afternoon sun was getting low as the Rat sculled gently
homewards in a dreamy mood, murmuring poetry—things over
to himself, and not paying much attention to Mole. But the
Mole was very full of 1unch, and se]f—satisfaotion, and pricle, and
already quite at home in a boat (so he t}lought) and was getting a
bit restless besides: and present]y he said, “Ratty! Please, I want
to row, now!”

The Rat shook his head with a smile. “Not yet, my young
friend,” he said — “wait till you've had a few lessons. It's not so
easy as it looks.”

The Mole was quiet for a minute or two. But he Legan to feel
more and more jealous of Rat, sculling so strongly and so easily
along, and his pri(le })egan to whisper that he could do it every bit
as well. He jumpe(]. up and seized the sculls, SO sucldenly, that the
Rat, who was gazing out over the water and saying more poetry-
’chings to himself, was taken })y surprise and fell backwards off
his seat with his 1egs in the air for the second time, while the
triumphant Mole took his place and gral)l)ecl the sculls with

entire confidence.
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“Stop it, you silly ass!” cried the Rat, from the bottom of the
boat. “You can’t do it! You'll have us over!”

The Mole ﬂung his sculls back with a flourish, and made a
great dig at the water. He missed the surface altogether, his legs
flew up above his head, and he found himself 1ying on the top of
the prostrate Rat. Grea’tly alarmed, he made a gral) at the side of
the ]aoat, and the next moment — Sp]oosh!

Over went the boat, and he found himself struggling in
the river.

@ my, how cold the water was, and O, how very wet it felt.
How it sang in his ears as he went down, down, down! How Lright
and welcome the sun looked as he rose to the surface coug}ling
and spluttering! How black was his despair when he felt himself
sinlzing again! Then a firm paw grippecl him Ly the back of his
neck. It was the Rat, and he was evidently laughing — the Mole
could fee/ him 1aug}1ing, right down his arm and through his paw,
and so into his — the Mole’s — neck.

The Rat got hold of a scull and shoved it under the Mole’s
arm; then he did the same l)y the other side of him an(].,
swimming behind, propeHed the helpless animal to shore, hauled
him out, and set him down on the bank, a squashy, pulpy lump
of misery.

When the Rat had rubbed him down a bit, and wrung some of
the wet out of hirn, he said, “Now, then, old fellow! Trot up and
down the towing path as hard as you can, till you're warm and dry
again, while I dive for the luncheon basket.”

22
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So the dismal Mole, wet without and ashamed witllin, trotted
about till he was {airly clry, while the Rat plungecl into the
water again, recovered the boat, righte& her and made her fast,
fetched his ﬂoating property to shore ]ay degrees, and [‘inally
dived successfully for the luncheon basket and strugglecl to land
with it.

When all was reacly for a start once more, the Mole, ]imp
and dejected, took his seat in the stern of the boat; and as they
set off, he said in a low voice, broken with emotion, “Ratty,
my generous friend! [ am very sorry indeed for my foolish and
ungrate£u1 conduct. My heart quite fails me when I think how I
might have lost that beautiful luncheon basket. Indeed, I have
been a complete ass, and I know it. Will you overlook it this once
and forgive me, and let things go on as before?”

“That’s all right, bless you!” responded the Rat cheerily.
“What’s a little wet to a Water Rat? I'm more in the water than
out of it most days. Don'’t you think any more about it; and, look
here! 1 reany think you had better come and stop with me for a
little time. It's very plain and rough, you know — not like Toad’s
house at all — but you haven't seen that yet; still, I can make you
comfortable. And I'll teach you to row, and to swim, and you’ﬂ
soon be as han(ly on the water as any of us”

The Mole was so touched Ly his kind manner
of speaking that he could find no voice
to answer him; and he had to

brush away a tear
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or two with the back of his paw. But the Rat lzincuy looked

in another direction, and presently the Mole’s spirits revived
again, and he was even able to give some straig}lt backtalk to a
couple of moorhens who were sniggering to each other about his
Ledraggled appearance.

When they got home, the Rat made a l)right fire in the parlor,
and planted the Mole in an armchair in front of it, having
fetched down a &ressing gown and slippers for him, and told him
river stories till suppertime. Very thrilling stories they were, too,
to an earth—dwe]ling animal like Mole. Stories about weirs, and
sudden ﬂootls, and 1eaping pilze, and steamers that ﬂung hard
bottles — at least bottles were certainly ﬂung, and from steamers,
so presumal)ly Zay them; and about herons, and how particular
they were whom t}ley spolze to; and about adventures down
drains, and night-fishings with Otter, or excursions far afield
with Ba(lger. Supper was a most cheerful meal; but very shortly
afterwards a terrikly sleepy Mole had to be escorted upstairs ]oy
his considerate host, to the best bedroom, where he soon laid his
head on his pillow in great peace and contentment, 12nowing that
his new-found friend the River was lapping the sill of his window.

This clay was only the first of many similar ones for the
emancipatecl Mole, each of them 1onger and full of interest as
the ripening summer moved onward. He learnt to swim and to
row, and entered into the joy of running water; and with his ear
to the reed stems [the elonga’ced structures supporting tall wood.y
perennial grasses] he caugl'xt, at intervals, something of what the

wind went w}lispering so constantly among them.
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