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Mole had been working very hard all morning, 
spring-cleaning his little home. First with 

brooms, then with dusters, then on ladders and 
chairs, with a brush and a pail of whitewash…

…till he had dust in his throat 
and eyes, and an aching 
back and weary arms.

Oh bother! 
Forget spring 

cleaning!
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Something up above was calling him 
urgently. So he scraped and scratched…

…and scratched and scraped…

…till at last, pop! He came out 
into the sunlight. He rolled on 
the warm grass of a meadow.

This is great! 
This is better than 

whitewashing!
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The sunshine struck hot on 
his fur, and soft breezes 
cooled his heated brow. Jumping on his two legs at once, in the joy of 

living and the delight of spring without worrying 
about cleaning, he sprinted across the meadow 

till he reached the hedge on the other side.

Stop! 
Sixpence for the 

privilege of passing by 
the private road!

Mole ignored the command 
and sprinted away.

Onion-sauce! 
Onion-sauce!

How stupid 
you are! Why didn't 

you stop him--

Well, I think 
he did, didn’t 

you see?
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It all seemed too good to be true. Here and there, 
through the meadow he wandered, along the hedge-
rows, trees, and bushes, without a care in the world.

Good day!

Good 
Morning!

Instead of having an uneasy conscience 
pricking him and whispering, ‘Whitewash’, he 

could only feel how good it was to be the 
only idle one among all these busy citizens.
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He thought his happiness was complete when, 
as he meandered aimlessly along, he suddenly 

stood by the edge of a full-fed river.

Oh my God! 
What on earth 

is this?!

Mole was bewitched, entranced, 
fascinated. Never in his life had 

he seen a river before.

It’s so shiny, just 
like a mirror. I wonder 

what this strange 
thing is.

As he sat on the grass and looked across the 
river, another face appeared, with a twinkle 

in his eyes. It was Ratty, the water rat!

Hello, Mole!

Hello, Ratty!
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No sight makes a man tremble more than seeing Mr. Toad behind the 

wheel of a car…

On a fi ne summer day, Mole is busy spring-cleaning his home. When he 

decides he’s had enough of cleaning, he ventures toward a place he has 

never seen before—the river. There he meets Ratty, and the two of them 

become close friends, spending lazy days by the river. But then they make 

the mistake of visiting Mr. Toad.

Toad is rich, exuberant, but also reckless. When he purchases his very 

fi rst automobile, Toad, Ratty, and Mole are plunged into a dangerous 

adventure involving theft, a prison break, and the famous siege of 

Toad Hall.

Since its fi rst publication in 1908, Kenneth Grahame’s story has amused 

millions of readers, both children and adults. Now with cutting edge 

visuals and a faithful conversion to a new format, Campfi re brings you 

the defi nitive version of an all time classic.
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