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Chapter I 
 TIME TO RUN AWAY






The Runaway Rabbit has formed the habit

Of running away, I see.

Oh, Runaway Rabbit, please form the habit

Of staying awhile with me.







The Runaway Rabbit sat on the
doorstep of his own little house, saying,
“By my cottontail, it is time for
me to run away!”

He took out his little brown traveling
bag and packed it full.


“Packed it full”

“Packed it full”





He was in such a hurry to run away
that he did not even stop to clear off
his breakfast table. He did not even
stop to wind his clock or lock his
front door!

Hippety-hop, lippety-lop, he went
down the path, carrying his little
brown traveling bag.

“Where are you going?” asked the
Whistling Wind.

“Where are you going?” asked the
Smiling Sun.

To them both, the Runaway Bunny
replied:




“Oho! I’m happy to have such fun;

It’s such a pleasure to run and run!”







He did not tell anyone where he was
going. Many years ago he had made
up his mind that some day he would
run away and visit his grandparents.

Now wasn’t it funny? At this very
minute Old Mother Bun was saying:




“My old legs get so stiff; it’s funny!

I wish I had a little Bunny!”







She wanted a little Bunny to travel
up and down the cellar stairs for her.

At this very minute Old Father Bun
was saying:




“I would pay a mint of money

If I had a visiting Bunny!”







He wanted a little Rabbit to bring
in wood and water.


“Took out her field glasses”

“Took out her field glasses”





Suddenly, without any warning
whatever, Old Mother Bun took out
her field glasses. And as she looked
out of the window she remarked, “I
think I see a little figure away over in
the field coming this way very fast!”

Old Father Bun put his long ears
close to the window to listen.

He had wonderful hearing, and he
said, “I think I hear the far-off patter,
patter, patter of little feet. Some one
is coming. He should be here in five
minutes.”


“Father Bun took out his watch”

“Father Bun took out his watch”





Father Bun took out his watch and
kept looking at it, while he went outdoors
to wait. He had not long to wait,
for the Runaway Bunny soon came in
sight. He cried:




“I’m the Runaway Bunny. I’ve come all the way

To say, ‘How do you do?’ and wish you good day.”







He set down his traveling bag and
kissed his grandparents.

Old Mother Bun said, “You are our
own dear grandson.”

Father Bun said, “Come right inside,
my dear.”

The Runaway Bunny was glad to
sit down by the kitchen stove and eat
cookies as fast as Old Mother Bun took
them out of the oven.

Now he had heard the old Rabbits
wishing before he had entered the
house. So he went pitter, patter, clitter,
clatter, down to the cellar and
brought up a great green cabbage.
He put it into a chopping bowl and
chopped it up for dinner.

Then he went pitter, patter, clitter,
clatter, down to the cellar and
brought up many other good things.

Old Mother Bun said:




“You are such a little treasure,

To keep you here will be a pleasure.”








“The Runaway Bunny winked one eye”

“The Runaway Bunny winked one eye”





At this the Runaway Bunny winked
one eye; for he never stayed anywhere
very long.

He had formed the habit of running
away.

He next went with a hop and a skip
and a bound, and brought in wood
and water.

Old Father Bun was delighted. He
said:




“I swear, by my long and floppy ears,

I will keep you here for years and years!”








“Opened his traveling bag”

“Opened his traveling bag”





The Runaway Bunny looked cross-eyed;
but he had a merry time all day.

He said, “Grandmother Bun, what
a fine pantry you have!” and “Grandfather
Bun, what a fine garden you
have! Will you take me riding in your
wheelbarrow?”

When evening came he and his
grandparents popped corn. And when
it was bedtime the Runaway Bunny
opened his traveling bag and brought
out a brand new nightcap for Old
Mother Bun and a brand new pipe for
Old Father Bun.

They said:




“We love you so, we’ll keep you, honey.

Please say you’ll live with us, little Bunny.”







The Runaway Bunny coughed politely
and took his little brown traveling
bag and went pitter, patter, clitter,
clatter, upstairs.

He put on his little white nightcap
and night robe.


“Tucked him up snug and warm”

“Tucked him up snug and warm”





Old Mother Bun tucked him up
snug and warm in bed, and Old Father
Bun sang:




“Tra, la, la, la! To sing’s a habit.

Pleasant dreams, dear little Rabbit!”







When the little fellow was asleep,
Old Mother Bun said:




“I hope he will stay a year and a day,

I think he forgot about running away.”







Old Father Bun remarked:




“If he stays through one night, all will be well,

But in Rabbit Land you never can tell.”







In the morning the Runaway Bunny
was gone!

He left his little brown traveling
bag, so it looked as though he intended
to come back some time. He also left
a polite note to thank his grandparents
for their kindness.






Now if you really want to know

Where the Runaway Bunny will go,

Just take this book and read and read;

You’ll have a lively time, indeed!








The Bunny

The Bunny







Chapter II 
 THE HUNGRY RABBIT






The Runaway Bunny went hippety-hop;

He was hungry as could be.

Oh, Runaway Bunny, will you stop

And take a bite with me?







The Runaway Bunny took out his
little toy watch and looked at it. And,
though he could not tell time, he said,
“My fur and cottontail! It seems to
be time for something to eat.”

He decided to ask the first animal
he met for some breakfast.

He went hopping and skipping
along until he met Pit-A-Pat, the Cat.
He told her how very hungry he was.


“Told her how very hungry he was”

“Told her how very hungry he was”





She said, “Come home with me and
I’ll give you a saucer of milk.”

The Runaway Bunny replied:




“I don’t drink milk, though you think it funny;

I am a peculiar Runaway Bunny.”







Then he whispered to Pit-A-Pat that
he wished he had stopped for Old
Mother Bun’s breakfast, and he went
hopping down the path.

Pit-A-Pat remarked, “I ought to
have asked who Mother Bun is. I
might want to know some day.”

My, how hungry the Runaway
Bunny was! By and by he met Rough
Coat, the old tramp dog, and asked
him for a tiny bite of breakfast.


“By and by he met Rough Coat”

“By and by he met Rough Coat”





Rough Coat said, “If you come with
me I will give you a fine bone I buried
last week.”

The Runaway Bunny bowed politely
and said:




“I can’t eat bones, though you think it funny;

I am a peculiar Runaway Bunny.”







“What are you running away for?”
asked Rough Coat.

But the little fellow was in too much
of a hurry to stop to answer him. He
could not forget how hungry he was.

He sang:




“The Runaway Bunny is sad, you see,

For he is hungry as he can be.”







A wise old owl in the tree overhead,
who said his name was Who-Who, offered
the Rabbit a juicy bat.

But the Runaway Bunny replied:




“I can’t eat bats, though you think it funny;

I am a peculiar Runaway Bunny.”







He went on hippety-hop, hippety-hop,
until he met Old Brother Bear,
who offered him a taste of honey.

Now Old Brother Bear loved honey.
So he was relieved when the Runaway
Bunny replied:




“I can’t eat honey, though you think it funny;

I am a peculiar Runaway Bunny.”







He went on his way, singing about
Old Mother Bun’s coffee and rolls and
doughnuts.

He sang:




“Oh, the best things to eat for a Bunny on the run

Are the rolls and the doughnuts of our Grandmother Bun.”







Next he met Foxy-Lox, that sly old
fellow! The Runaway Bunny fairly
shouted:




“My fur and whiskers! I have to shout,

I’m so hungry I don’t know what I’m about.”







Foxy-Lox crept up very, very close
and whispered in the Runaway Bunny’s
right ear:




“Hungry for carrots and everything nice,

I can supply you in just a trice.”







Then Foxy-Lox, that crafty old fellow,
crept up and whispered in the
Runaway Bunny’s left ear:




“Hungry for cabbage and vegetables green,

You’re the hungriest Bunny I’ve ever seen.”







No wonder the Runaway Bunny
was hungry. No breakfast, no dinner,
no supper!

Foxy-Lox said:




“Come with me into my den,

My children are little gentlemen.”







The Runaway Bunny followed him,
muttering:




“At the home of good Old Mother Bun,

There are plenty of meals for everyone.”







They went along until they came to
the den.

There was a table set with carrots
and cabbage and tender green spring-flower
shoots and everything else, in
fact, that a hungry Bunny would like
to eat.


“Waiting their turn to be served”

“Waiting their turn to be served”





Sure enough, the six little Foxy-Loxies
sat like little gentlemen round
the table, waiting their turn to be
served.

Old Foxy-Lox invited the Runaway
Bunny to eat a good square meal.

Nodding his head in the direction of
the visitor, he whispered to his little
Foxes:




“You will make a meal, ’tis true,

Then we’ll make a meal of you!”







The Runaway Bunny had sharp
ears. He began to twitch them nervously
to and fro.

He could not hear what Old Foxy-Lox
was whispering about. But he
thought the old fellow was up to some
mischief. So he said:




“I won’t eat cabbage, though you think it funny;

I am a peculiar Runaway Bunny.”







Then he looked at the carrots and
said:




“I won’t eat carrots, though you think it funny;

I am a peculiar Runaway Bunny.”







Then he waved his paw toward the
table of tempting things.

And he shouted:




“I won’t eat at all, though you think it funny;

I am a peculiar Runaway Bunny.”







Then he gave one bound and was
out of the den before Foxy-Lox could
wink an eyelash.

His talkative little ticking Watch
made this remark:




“We don’t care how hard the climb;

Friend Bunny, you got out just in time!”







The Runaway Bunny was thinking
hard again, “No breakfast, no dinner,
no supper!” He sat down on a log to
think.

Pitter, patter, clitter, clatter, came
the sound of two little feet. And another
Bunny stood in the path before
him.

This new friend now said:




“I went to the side show and took in money,

So you may call me a wee Circus Bunny.”








“Then he stood on his head”

“Then he stood on his head”





Then he stood on his head and did
several circus tricks, as cunning as
could be. At any other time the Runaway
Bunny would have laughed. But
he only said mournfully:




“The world is large, the world is wide,

And I am empty quite—inside!”







The Circus Bunny said:




“We’re very near a garden plot,

We shall find a good meal, like as not.”








“They had a fine meal”

“They had a fine meal”





They went hippety-hop until they
came to the garden. Here they ate the
tops of some early spring flowers and
some bits of tender lettuce. They had
a fine meal before they were through
with it. The Circus Bunny said:




“Let’s live in the garden a night and a day.

There’s plenty of lettuce; come, what do you say?”




But the Runaway Bunny was off with a hop,

With his ears and his tail going flippety-flop.

The surprised Circus Bunny remarked, “That is funny!

That rabbit is surely the Runaway Bunny.”









Chapter III 
 A LOAD OF EASTER EGGS



As the Runaway Bunny hopped
along, it began to rain very hard.

He heard a voice singing:




“I like the thunderstorm and rain;

Just why I do I can’t explain.”







The voice came from a wee house
in the woods. The Runaway Bunny
stopped and knocked politely at the
door.

His little heart went thump, for
he did not know what he should find
inside.

The door opened a little and a
very old Rabbit peeped out and said:




“I am Old Mother Give-Away;

And now, sir, what have you to say?”







The Runaway Bunny hung his
head, for he had never been generous
enough to give away anything in all
his life. But as the rain was falling
fast, he wanted to go in and dry his
fur and whiskers.

So he said:




“May I do any errands for you today?

I like to travel away, away.”







In answer to this, the door was
opened wide and he hopped inside.

My, what a wonderful sight he saw!

There were Easter eggs on the table
and Easter eggs on the floor, Easter
eggs on the window-sill and Easter
eggs in baskets! They were painted
in gay colors—red, blue, and gold.

Old Mother Give-Away said:




“A messenger I thought I’d borrow;

You may help me take the eggs to-morrow.”








“Painting piles and piles of Easter eggs”

“Painting piles and piles of Easter eggs”





Then she told him how she and
Father Give-Away had spent many
days painting piles and piles of Easter
eggs.

She said she wanted every Rabbit
in the world to have an Easter egg on
Easter morning. She wanted the eggs
well hidden, so it would be fun to hunt
for them.


“Splashing the colors upon them”

“Splashing the colors upon them”





She went on painting the eggs,
dashing and splashing the colors upon
them. The Runaway Bunny planned
where he would hide the Easter eggs
in every wee house he visited.

He thought he would put them back
of books and in vases and back of
clocks and in cups and bowls and
baskets. There are so many good
places to hide wee Easter eggs.

By and by the two Bunnies curled
up on the rug and fell asleep.

Very early next day the Runaway
Bunny woke up.

He said:




“May I start with the Easter eggs today?

Please let me go, Mother Give-Away.”







To his surprise Old Mother Give-Away
answered, as though she were
half asleep:




“Speak to the Rubbers on the floor;

They’ve heard that question asked before.”







The Runaway Bunny laughed and
slipped four little Rubbers on his four
little feet to keep them dry, this misty,
moisty morning.

Then he asked again:




“May I start with the Easter eggs to-day?

Please let me go, Mother Give-Away.”







Then the Rubbers piped up to answer
him:




“Ask the Umbrella in the hall;

It may not answer you at all.”








“The Umbrella was in a very good humor”

“The Umbrella was in a very good humor”





The Umbrella was in a very good
humor and, as the Runaway Bunny
opened it, said:




“Ask the Raincoat what he will say

About going out on a rainy day!”







The Runaway Bunny chuckled as
he slipped on the Raincoat that hung
on a nail.

He asked as before:




“May I start with the Easter eggs to-day?

Please let me go, Mother Give-Away.”







The Raincoat replied:




“Ask the Rain Cap; perhaps he’ll explain

Why we’re happy when we hear the rain.”







The Runaway Bunny knew they
were happy to get out in the rain. But
he asked again:




“May I start with the Easter eggs to-day?

Please let me go, Mother Give-Away.”







The Rain Cap replied:




“Ask the Wheelbarrow, for he knows

The home into which each Easter egg goes.”







Then the Runaway Bunny ran out
into the yard and said to the Wheelbarrow:




“Let’s start with the Easter eggs to-day;

Come, Mr. Wheelbarrow, what do you say?”







And the Wheelbarrow said, “I am
ready to start this very minute.”


“About 246 Easter eggs in the Wheelbarrow”

“About 246 Easter eggs in the Wheelbarrow”





Then Mother Give-Away came out
and helped the Runaway Bunny pile
about 246 Easter eggs in the Wheelbarrow.
She covered them well to keep
them dry.

The Runaway Bunny remarked:




“Now I should call this perfect fun,

If I’d had breakfast with Grandmother Bun.”







“Who is Grandmother Bun?” asked
Old Mother Give-Away.

The wind whistled so hard that the
Runaway Bunny did not hear the
question. But he went rolling the
Wheelbarrow merrily along, singing:




“Perhaps you may think it very funny

That I should be called an Easter Bunny.”








“He left eggs at every Rabbit house”

“He left eggs at every Rabbit house”





He left eggs at every Rabbit house
he passed, and by and by the Wheel-barrow
was empty.

He left it in the road and went
hippety-hop along, singing:




“I wish you all a glad Easter Day.

I’m running away! I’m running away!”









Chapter IV 
 MOTHER BUN’S VISITORS






Said Mother Bun, “You may think it funny,

But I miss my little Runaway Bunny.”







Old Father Bun thought a long time
before speaking.




Then said Father Bun, “Would it be wise,

In all the papers to advertise?”







Old Father and Mother Bun talked
on about the Runaway Bunny, saying:




“In every newspaper in the wood

We’ll advertise. It may do good.”







So Old Father Bun sat down by a
table and said:




“By my stubby tail, I shall have to think

How to use paper and pen and ink.”







He was not used to doing much
writing.

“Click, click, click,” went Old
Mother Bun’s knitting needles.

“Puff, puff, puff,” went Old Father
Bun’s pipe.

By and by he wrote the following:




“Rabbit lost, Rabbit lost!

Get him back at any cost.

He runs away o’er hill and dale,

He has long ears and stubby tail.”







Old Mother Bun said:




“I would nail that on a tree,

Where every animal can see.”







Old Father Bun did not agree with
her. He knew it paid to advertise in
newspapers. So he put on his old
felt hat, took his walking stick, and
started out to a real newspaper office.
He took his notice to Chatterbox, the
Monkey newspaper man. So all the
animals soon read in their newspapers
about the Runaway Bunny.


“He took his notice to Chatterbox”

“He took his notice to Chatterbox”





When Pit-A-Pat read the notice, she
smacked her lips and said:




“Here is a chance to have some fun,

I’ll make a call on Old Mother Bun.”







So by and by it happened that Old
Father Bun said, “I hear the patter,
patter of little feet.”

Old Mother Bun said, “Do look out
and tell me who is coming.”

Pit-A-Pat came to the door and
bowed politely, saying:




“I long for milk. May I have a drink?

I can help you find the Rabbit, I think.”








“Gave her a saucer of warm milk”

“Gave her a saucer of warm milk”





They gladly let Pit-A-Pat in and
gave her a saucer of warm milk in their
best blue-rimmed saucer.

While she was licking her chops,
Old Father Bun said:




“To inquire of you seems rather funny,

But did you meet our Runaway Bunny?”







Old Mother Bun said:




“To call him Bunny we’ve formed the habit,

He is also known as the Runaway Rabbit.”







“Did he have long ears?” asked Pit-A-Pat,
winking slyly. “Did he have a
tiny stubby tail?”

“Yes, yes,” shouted Father and
Mother Bun eagerly.

“Did he have a habit of running
away?” asked Pit-A-Pat, looking narrowly
out of her green eyes.

“Yes, yes,” shouted Old Father and
Mother Bun again together.

Then the most astonishing thing
happened!

Pit-A-Pat got up slowly, humped
her back, and without another word
walked out of the open window!

Old Mother Bun remarked:




“No use to cry for spilled milk, I see:

Pit-A-Pat played a trick on me.”







Old Father Bun said:




“I think her actions are very funny.

She must have met our Runaway Bunny.”







“Rap-a-tap-tap,” sounded on the
door.

And in walked Rough Coat, saying
politely:




“I’m a lonesome fellow; I live alone.

Could you give me as much as a chicken bone?”







As luck would have it, they had a
whole plate full of chicken bones in the
house. So Rough Coat had a wonderful
meal.

Old Father Bun said, “Did you meet
our Runaway Bunny?”

Rough Coat said, “Did he run as
though he would never stop?”

“Yes, yes,” cried Father Bun excitedly.

“Did he sometimes say, ‘My fur and
whiskers’?” asked Rough Coat.

“Yes, yes,” cried Father and Mother
Bun together.

Rough Coat gave himself a great
shake, remarking:




“I enjoyed my lunch, I do declare;

Ask your questions of Brother Bear.”








“Whisk! with a bound he was gone!”

“Whisk! with a bound he was gone!”





Whisk! with a bound he was gone!

Father Bun said:




“We’ll have other visitors some fine day,

No telling, though, what our guests will say.”







At this very minute the Runaway
Bunny read in the newspaper about
himself.

He read, “‘Bunny lost.’ That must
be I.”

He twitched his long ears to and
fro and turned to look back at his little
stubby tail.

He did not want to go back and
visit his grandparents yet. So he
started on, saying:




“I won’t stay still for a purse of money,

I am such a funny Runaway Bunny!”









Chapter V 
 THE ANIMALS’ FOURTH OF JULY






“We’ll have fun and frolic by and by,

For soon will come the Fourth of July.”







So sang all the wild animals in the
woods.

The Runaway Bunny ran on and on
until he could run no longer. Then
he set up a shout, for he had been
traveling in a circle, and here he was
back at his own little house in the
woods!

There was his wee spinning wheel
in the corner. There were his dishes
on the table as he had left them.


“Then he began to spin furiously”

“Then he began to spin furiously”





He hopped into his wee bed and
slept a week and a day. Then he went
down cellar and got a cabbage to eat.
He felt very happy. He wanted to
work. Then he began to spin furiously,
singing:




“I can spin quite well if I only try,

I will buy a flag for the Fourth of July.”







“Rap-a-tap,” sounded on his door
and in walked Pit-A-Pat, big as life
and twice as natural! She told the
story about her little kittens who had
lost their mittens. The Runaway
Bunny listened earnestly, for he had
known what it was to be cold.




“When I sell the goods I spin,” said Bunny,

“For mittens I’ll give you a pile of money.”







Pit-A-Pat bowed her thanks and the
Runaway Bunny began to spin again
in real earnest, saying:




“I can spin quite well if I only try,

“I’ll buy firecrackers for the Fourth of July.”







“Bowwow,” sounded outside the
window.


“There stood Rough Coat, growling”

“There stood Rough Coat, growling”





There stood Rough Coat, growling,
“I need a new collar. I want one with
my name and address upon it, so if I
get lost some one can lead me home.”

The Runaway Bunny knew how
hard it was to want things. So he
whistled, and sang:




“When I sell the goods I spin to-morrow,

I shall have money for all to borrow.”







Rough Coat went away happy.

“Whir, whir, whir,” went the cunning
little spinning wheel.

All day long the Runaway Bunny
kept on spinning and telling what he
wanted to buy for himself with the
money, after his goods were sold.

All day long the animals came and
begged him for money.

At last he ran to the store and sold
the cloth he had spun. When he had
given the animals the money they
wanted, he said:




“I’m a Runaway Bunny and here I sigh,

I’ve nothing left for the Fourth of July.”







“No flag, no firecrackers, no fireworks,”
called Old Who-Who, the Owl.

The Runaway Bunny dried his eyes,
for he was so disappointed he had
shed a few tears. And he said:




“As long as I can make a rhyme,

I’ll run away and have a good time.”








“Pit-A-Pat came with a large flag”

“Pit-A-Pat came with a large flag”





He was just starting to run away
when there was a great noise and Pit-A-Pat
came with a large flag as a present,
and Rough Coat brought firecrackers.
Soon all the animals gathered
together for a surprise party and
they set off fireworks and drank red
lemonade.

They all had a happy Fourth of
July.

The Three Little Kittens wore their
new mittens and Rough Coat wore a
new collar. All the animals hugged
and kissed the Runaway Bunny and
begged him to stay with them in the
woods.

Suddenly, without any warning
whatever, he took his flag and, singing
a song to himself, went hippety-hop
down the road.

He sang:




“The Fourth of July is a holiday;

And I’m running away, I’m running away!”







All the animals clapped their paws
and cried:




“Please stay with us and forget the habit

Of running away, dear Runaway Rabbit!”









Chapter VI 
 THE COUNTY FAIR



The Runaway Bunny went hopping
along, singing:




“When I am lonesome I’m always singing

Of a jolly old kite that used to fly

At the end of the string I was often swinging,

And I said to old earth, ‘Good-bye, good-bye!’”







“Good-bye, good-bye,” called a
merry voice; and there in the path before
the Runaway Bunny stood the
Circus Bunny.

The Circus Bunny said:




“I’ll run along with you, if you don’t care;

I’m off for a trip to the county fair.”







“To whom were you saying good-bye?”
asked the Runaway Bunny.

“I will answer that question when
you tell me about the wonderful ride
you had with the kite,” answered the
Circus Bunny.

But the Runaway Bunny had already
forgotten about the kite and
could think of nothing but the fair. He
was delighted to have company on
the way; and he remarked:




“What shall we do when we get to the fair

And find all the animals gathered there?”







The Circus Bunny replied:




“Your question to me seems rather funny;

We shall hire a tent and make some money.”







What a fine trip they had!

Everyone was going to the fair.
Some of the animals were going on
foot and some were going on horseback.
Some of them rode in state in
cars. Some of the animals traveled
alone and others took the whole
family.

The Runaway Bunny said to everyone
he passed:




“I’m off to the fair. Good day, good day!

I’m running away, I’m running away.”







The Circus Bunny kept saying a
little rhyme over and over:




“Will you spend a penny and form the habit

Of calling to see the Circus Rabbit?”







They arrived at the fair. But just
as they were going to set up a wee
tent of their own and make money
for themselves, some one picked them
up by their long ears and put them in
a wire cage.


“Picked them up by their long ears”

“Picked them up by their long ears”





The Circus Bunny whispered:




“Well, this is a pretty how-do-you-do!

I don’t know how to get out. Do you?”







The Runaway Bunny answered:




“I really haven’t a word to say,

This may cure me of running away!”







By and by a man came and called
out:




“Performing Rabbits! Step this way!

Hear what the Bunnies have to say;

Their tricks are funny, and each small Bunny

Is well worth all your admission money.”







Now crowds and crowds gathered
around the cage. The Circus Bunny
stood on his head and turned somersaults
and said:




“Will you spend a penny and form the habit

Of calling to see the Circus Rabbit?”







All the animals in the crowd
cheered and clapped, and cried, “Do
it again! Do it again!”

By and by the Circus Bunny grew
tired of performing his tricks, and it
was the Runaway Bunny’s turn to entertain
the crowd.

He had never done a trick in all his
life and was wondering what to do,
when the Circus Bunny reminded him:




“You were singing a very comical song,

As I was coming along, along.”







So the Runaway Bunny sang:




“When I am lonesome I’m always singing

Of a jolly old kite that used to fly

At the end of the string I was often swinging,

And I said to old earth, ‘Good-bye, good-bye!’”








“Up, up, up he began to sail”

“Up, up, up he began to sail”





At this very minute the most surprising
thing happened!

The Runaway Bunny was so little
that he squeezed out through the wires
in the cage door! He took hold of the
string of a kite that was near, and up,
up, up he began to sail, higher and
higher, until he soon looked like a
speck in the sky.

“Well,” remarked the Circus Bunny,
“it was certainly fortunate that the
jolly old kite was waiting for him.
That is a new way he has found of
running away. I believe I will squeeze
out of this cage, too.”

So while the crowd was watching
the Runaway Bunny, he tried to get
out of the cage. But he stuck halfway,
until kind-hearted Old Mother Bun
pulled him out and tucked him safely
in her market basket.

Old Father Bun said, “What is in
your basket?”

Old Mother Bun said, “I will tell
you when we get home.”

Up, up, up sailed the Runaway
Bunny.

When he had sailed up a week and
a day, down, down sailed the kite and
he arrived in his own little back yard,
at home.

He said, “I shall have a fine kite
story to tell my great-great-grand-children
some day. That was a fine
ride I had!”

Then he repeated in a singsong way:




“When I am lonesome I’m always singing

Of a jolly old kite that used to fly

At the end of the string I was often swinging,

And I said to old earth, ‘Good-bye, good-bye!’”







He made himself a nice little supper
and for once was contented to sit in
his wee house. But that night he
dreamed that he was running away,
singing:




“For a county fair I do not care,

I can run away from anywhere,

Wherever I go this thing I say,

‘I’m running away! I’m running away!’”









Chapter VII 
 THE BUNNY SCHOOL



The summer had passed and September
had come. All the school bells
were ringing.

The Runaway Bunny said:




“There is one thing I can remember,

School begins in glad September.”








“Went hippety-hop down the path”

“Went hippety-hop down the path”





He packed his neat little dinner pail
and went hippety-hop down the path,
singing happy little songs like this:




The Runaway Bunny, as a rule,

Likes to run away,

The Runaway Bunny said, “To school

I go this September day.

“I don’t know the words,

I don’t know the tune.

I’m the Runaway Bunny;

I’ll get to school soon.”







“Don’t be so sure of that,” called
Pit-A-Pat.

“Don’t be so sure you’ll get there
soon,” said Rough Coat.

“You may not get there until afternoon,”
growled Old Brother Bear.




“I never before have made a rhyme,

But I think you’ll not get there on time!”







whispered Old Foxy-Lox, peering at
the Runaway Bunny from his hiding
place.

The school bells all sang:




“Come to school. Ding, dong!

Don’t be late. Run along!”







At this very minute the Runaway
Bunny thought of something he had
forgotten.

He stopped short in the path, saying:




“I’ll hide my dinner pail in the wood

And get me a pencil as a rabbit should!”







He put his dinner pail down by a
log and went hurrying home to get
a lead pencil. Soon he came back hippety-hop
with his pencil in his overalls
pocket.

He stopped to look for his dinner
pail. It was gone!

He shouted to Pit-A-Pat, who had
gone on ahead:




“To get to school I will not fail,

But where, oh where is my dinner pail?”







Pit-A-Pat said she knew nothing
about the lost dinner pail.

Soon the Runaway Bunny caught
up with Rough Coat and said:




“It makes me shake my stubby tail

To think I lost my dinner pail.”








“Brother Bear came up and whispered softly”

“Brother Bear came up and whispered softly”





Then Brother Bear came up and
whispered softly:




“Ask Foxy-Lox down in his den,

And his little gentlemen!”







The Runaway Bunny was very
angry to think Foxy-Lox would take
his dinner pail. He wanted to go to
Foxy-Lox’s house and get it back.

But Old Brother Bear said:




“I’d rather lose a pail or two

Than have him make a meal of you!”







The Runaway Bunny saw that
Brother Bear was right. It would never
do to go to Foxy-Lox’s house for his
dinner pail. Besides, that sly fox
would never give it back.

So the Runaway Bunny ran on to
school and got there just two minutes
late.


“All the Bunnies were in their seats”

“All the Bunnies were in their seats”





All the Bunnies were in their seats,
ready for work. The Runaway Bunny
took his seat and began to learn a
rhyme the rest were studying.

He said it over to himself:




“September’s here to visit us,

In gold and russet gown;

And we’ve been busy Bunnies since

September’s come to town.”







The Runaway Bunny was a smart
little fellow. He liked to learn his
ABC’s.

He learned to read very well and
he went to school sixteen days in
September.

Then one bright afternoon he heard
the birds singing:




“Good-bye, good-bye! To the South we go;

Autumn is coming, and winter with snow.”







He wished he could fly like his
feathered friends.

Suddenly he remembered how fast
he could run.

He did not wait for the close of
school but went hippety-hop out of the
window, singing:




“Long ago I formed the habit

Of running away. I’m the Runaway Rabbit.”







He stayed in the woods all the rest
of September.


“Learned the names of the flowers”

“Learned the names of the flowers”





From Old Brother Bear he learned
the names of all the fall fruits and
flowers.

Suddenly he decided to go to town;
and he left the wild woods, singing:




“The Runaway Bunny was made for play,

I’m running away! I’m running away!

Soon comes November, but still I’ll remember

The things I have learned in happy September.”







The Runaway Bunny was running
away toward town.


The Bunny.

The Bunny.







Chapter VIII 
 THE TELL-THE-TIME RABBIT






The Runaway Bunny could talk in rhyme,

But for years and years he couldn’t tell time.







One day the Runaway Bunny woke
up in his own little house and sang:




“It is such a pleasant autumn day,

I’m really thinking of running away.”







He put on his Wrist Watch for company,
though he could not tell time
to save his little stubby tail!

He was going hippety-hop along
when he met Old Brother Bear. The
Bear passed the time of day, but
seemed to be in a terrible hurry and
growled:




“What is the real time? I fear I’m late,

But I must get there, at any rate!”







“Where are you going?” inquired
the Runaway Bunny.

But Old Brother Bear only hurried
on.

Next Foxy-Lox came along and
chattered:




“What is the real time? I cannot wait,

But I must get there, at any rate!”







“Where are you going?” asked the
Runaway Bunny.

But Foxy-Lox had no time to answer
him, and went hurrying down the
path without even a backward glance.

The Runaway Bunny said to himself:




“To tell the time’s a convenient habit,

For even a funny Runaway Rabbit.”







“Tick, tick, tick,” went the little
Wrist Watch and it sang:




“To talk a little is my turn,

I’ll teach the time, if you want to learn.”








“The Runaway Bunny was surprised”

“The Runaway Bunny was surprised”





The Runaway Bunny was surprised,
you may be sure, and put his
ear down close to the little watch to
listen.

The little Wrist Watch continued:




“To learn some things is in your power,

The short hand tells us all the hour.”







The Runaway Bunny skipped this
way and that way, and sang:




“’Tis more fun making a simple rhyme,

With a little Wrist Watch to tell the time.”







The little Wrist Watch continued:




“Let’s run a race. Come, who will win it?

My long hand tells you of each minute.”







Then the Runaway Bunny ran on
faster than ever and the tiny hands of
the Wrist Watch ran round its face.
Before he could believe it, the Runaway
Bunny was learning to tell time.

He shouted:




“A quarter of eight! I won’t be late;

I’ve learned a little, at any rate.”







He learned half past and a quarter
past and a quarter of the hours.

He sang merrily:




“Over this garden fence I’ll climb;

I know it is my breakfast time.”







He sat down and began to eat cabbage
leaves. My! how fresh and crisp
they were!

He began to wonder about the animals
he had met. He wondered where
they could be going. Don’t you wonder,
too?

All this time Old Brother Bear was
on his way to the home of Father and
Mother Bun. When he came in, those
two old Bunnies were sitting by the
fire.


“Sitting by the fire”

“Sitting by the fire”





He took off his cap politely and
said:




“May I come in and warm my paws?

Its freezing cold until it thaws.”








“Gave him a plate of cakes”

“Gave him a plate of cakes”





Seeing that Old Brother Bear was
friendly, Old Father Bun allowed him
to sit in a rocking chair by the fire.
Old Mother Bun gave him a plate of
cakes, smoking hot, with honey on
them. Old Mother Bun said:




“I hope, kind sir, that you like honey;

It makes me think of our Runaway Bunny.”







“Did he have long ears and a tiny
tail?” asked Old Brother Bear.

“Yes, yes,” shouted Old Mother
Bun.

“Did he carry a little Wrist Watch?”
asked Old Brother Bear.

“Yes, yes,” shouted Old Father Bun.

Then Old Brother Bear, who was
something of a joker, smacked his lips
and said:




“Such fine cakes are worth much money,

I also thank you for the honey.”







So saying, he bowed politely and
walked out of the door.

Old Mother Bun remarked:




“I really think it very funny,

He would not talk of the Runaway Bunny.”







Old Father Bun’s head went nid-nid-nodding.


“Up walked Old Foxy-Lox”

“Up walked Old Foxy-Lox”





Up walked Old Foxy-Lox, tapping
on the window pane.

Foxy-Lox asked for cookies and
honey, but Old Mother Bun would not
let him in.

He went off, shouting:




“I saw the Runaway Rabbit to-day,

And as usual he was running away.”







“Call him back! Call him back!”
called Old Father Bun, who had waked
up in time to hear Foxy-Lox shout.

Mother Bun shook her head as she
counted her silver spoons, saying:




“Though it may seem to you absurd,

He sometimes robs good folk, I’ve heard.”







Old Father Bun said:




“Alackaday! What shall I say?

Will the Runaway Bunny come back some day?”







While all this was going on, the
Runaway Bunny continued to eat as
much cabbage as he wanted.

The little Wrist Watch said to him:




“To tell the time is a useful habit;

Let’s see you do it, you cunning Rabbit!”







The Runaway Bunny had really
learned to tell the time. But he
wanted to tease, so he said:




“It is bedtime, bedtime,

O’er all the world in every clime.”







Then he curled up in a hole in a
hollow tree and went to sleep.

All the time, his little Wrist Watch
ticked busily on.

For all who wanted to hear, it sang:




“For hours and hours I tick away,

A-telling time by night and day.




“My long hand always points the minute;

And how much good can you do in it?




“My short hand always points the hour;

To learn it is within your power.




“For telling time’s an easy trick

If you have learned arithmetic.”







That night the Runaway Rabbit
cried out in his sleep:




“It is warm in a hollow tree, I declare;

It is dream time, dream time everywhere!”









Chapter IX 
 THE THANKSGIVING DINNER




“The Market Basket cried out”

“The Market Basket cried out”





One day late in November, the Runaway
Rabbit sang:




“To Grandma Bun I’ll hurry away,

To help her keep Thanksgiving Day.”







He had gone hippety-hop only a
little way when he sat down on a stone
to think.

To his surprise, the Market Basket
he carried cried out:




“Will you buy a turkey while on your way,

For Old Mother Bun’s Thanksgiving Day?”







“Dear me! My fur and whiskers, I
never thought about that!” he cried.
“Of course I will—now that you suggest
it!”

He rattled the pennies in his little
bead purse. He rattled the dimes and
quarters.

He went hippety-hop to the market
and said:




“Will you sell me a turkey of eighteen pounds?

How very grand that order sounds!”








“Surprised the butcher”

“Surprised the butcher”





To see such a little fellow with so
much money surprised the butcher.
But he weighed the turkey and it quite
filled the Market Basket.

The Runaway Bunny was starting
merrily down the road, when the Basket
cried:




“Each Thanksgiving people sigh

For rich and spicy pumpkin pie.”







The Runaway Bunny saw a nice
yellow pumpkin in a field and he managed
to tuck it under his arm.

He arrived home and began to
make a pumpkin pie. He measured
this, weighed that, and cut up and
cooked the pumpkin.

He baked a wonderful pumpkin pie
and was about ready to set out again,
when the Basket cried:




“Fine potatoes are a treat

On Thanksgiving, if they’re sweet.”







The Runaway Bunny threw his
little red cap up in the air, shouting,
“Sweet potatoes, sweet potatoes!”


“He pared them and cut them up”

“He pared them and cut them up”





So, leaving his turkey and pie, he
ran hippety-hop to the grocer’s and
bought sweet potatoes and took them
home. He pared them and cut them
up. He pared some carrots, too. Then
he put them all on to cook.

He sang:




“I’m the Runaway Bunny; I talk in rhyme;

It is lucky I started out on time.”







The basket spoke again and said:




“I don’t believe I have heard you say

If you’ve cranberries for Thanksgiving Day.”







The Runaway Bunny ran quickly
for cranberries.

He was back in less than no time,
and began to pack his Basket to
take with him to spend the day with
Old Mother Bun.

At this very minute “Rap-a-tap!”
was heard on the door; and in walked
his old friends, Pit-A-Pat, Rough Coat,
Old Brother Bear, and Foxy-Lox.




Said Foxy-Lox, “Shall we be in the way,

If we travel with you on Thanksgiving Day?”







Pit-A-Pat began to lick her chops
as she smelled the gravy. For the Runaway
Bunny had the dinner all cooked
to take with him, of course.

Rough Coat thought of the turkey
legs. Old Brother Bear smelled the
sweet potatoes.

Old Foxy-Lox had a long head on
him.

So he said:




“Let’s set the table here just to see

How fine your Thanksgiving dinner will be.”







The Runaway Bunny switched his
ears to and fro. But he let the animals
help him set the table with turkey,
gravy, sweet potatoes, cranberries,
and pumpkin pie. And every minute
he grew more and more hungry himself.


“He grew more and more hungry”

“He grew more and more hungry”





Foxy-Lox said:




“Though we do not intend to be impolite,

Let’s taste to see if the dinner is right.”







The Runaway Bunny enjoyed a
joke as well as anyone.

So he said:




“I am really amused at what you say;

Come, help yourself on Thanksgiving Day!”







Then they all had a fine feast.

The visitors felt a little guilty and
whispered among themselves:




“We think our conduct is rather shocking,

But we will fill his Christmas stocking.”







The Runaway Bunny excused himself,
saying he wanted some exercise.

And he sang:




“I like to travel; I’ve formed the habit;

I am well named the Runaway Rabbit.”







He ran off through the woods away,
away, away! Would he never stop?


The Bunny.

The Bunny.







Chapter X 
 CHRISTMAS AT MOTHER BUN’S



Old Mother Bun was very busy
making Christmas presents and Old
Father Bun was very busy wrapping
them up and putting the animals’
names upon them.

Every once in awhile, Old Mother
Bun would say, “Did you remember
Old Father Chipmunk?”

Then Old Father Bun would say,
“Did you remember Old Grandfather
Weasel?”

“Click, click, click,” went Old
Mother Bun’s knitting needles, as she
knitted scarfs and sweaters and caps
for the animals.

One evening Old Father Bun said:




“Are the stockings ready to hang? Because

It is almost time for Santa Claus.”








“There were three stockings”

“There were three stockings”





Old Mother Bun got out a big stocking,
a little stocking, and a middle-sized
stocking, saying:




“We’ll hang up three, though it seems so funny;

We’ll put one up for the Runaway Bunny.”







So there were three stockings hanging
by the fireplace. And every hour
it grew nearer and nearer Christmas
Eve.

Now wasn’t it odd? At this very
minute the Runaway Bunny was saying:




“By my stubby tail, at least I remember

That Santa Claus comes late in December!”







He looked down the path that led
to the woods toward Old Mother Bun’s
home, singing:




“Ha, ha! I must be off to-day.

I’m running away! I’m running away!”







He ran on happily.

Suddenly he stopped and remembered
he had no presents for Old
Mother Bun and Old Father Bun. So
back he went hippety-hop, hippety-hop,
to his little house; and up he went
into the attic and looked in an old
trunk.


“Looked in an old trunk”

“Looked in an old trunk”








“Ha, ha!” he cried. “I call this fun;

Here is a pipe for Grandfather Bun.”







Sure enough, there was a brand new
pipe in a red velvet case. He looked
down deeper in the trunk and found
something else.




“Ha, ha!” he cried. “Presents for everyone!

Here are spectacles for Grandmother Bun.”







He put his presents in a little bag
and went off hippety-hop, singing:




“I hope I shall get there by break of day;

I’m running away! I’m running away!”







Sometimes he stopped to rest and
cried:




“My fur and whiskers! It’s cold as ice!

I forgot my mittens, so warm and nice.”







His little sweater did not keep him
warm enough.


“He was getting colder every minute”

“He was getting colder every minute”





His little paws were very cold! His
long ears were even colder! He was
getting colder every minute as he went
hippety-hop across the snow!

The next minute he jumped into
such a deep snowdrift that only his
long ears stuck out. The snow got into
his nose and eyes until he could
scarcely breathe. He tried to wriggle
out, but the drift held him fast.

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle went some
sleigh bells. And a funny old man,
dressed in fur from top to toe and carrying
a big pack on his back, came
riding along.

He was singing:




“I carry presents, as is my habit,

Aha! I think I see a rabbit.”







He got out of his sleigh and waded
into the snowdrift from which the Bunny’s
ears stuck out.


“Pulled the Runaway Bunny out”

“Pulled the Runaway Bunny out”





Then he pulled the Runaway Bunny
out by the ears.

The Runaway Bunny shook the
snow from his fur and looked at the
funny old man.

“Why, it’s Santa Claus!” shouted
that surprised Bunny. “Hurrah!”

“Tut, tut! This is no time of night
for little Bunnies to be out in the cold!”
cried Santa Claus. “Come with me and
you shall ride in my pack, where you
will be warm and dry.”

So the Runaway Bunny jumped into
Santa’s pack and almost buried himself
among the toys. Then he rode
away, singing:




“It’s fun to go in Santa’s sleigh,

I’m riding away! I’m riding away!”







They slid down many chimneys and
climbed over many roofs. Then away
they rode until by and by they came
to the home of Father and Mother Bun.
They peeped in at the window. There
sat old Father and Mother Bun fast
asleep in their armchairs.


“Crept down the chimney”

“Crept down the chimney”





As Santa Claus crept down the
chimney, he whispered to the Runaway
Bunny, “You may help me, little
Bunny. You may trim the stockings
with holly.”

So he took a bunch of holly from
his pack and the Runaway Bunny fastened
sprays of it on the stockings.

Then Santa whispered:




“Curl up in a stocking and go to sleep;

Be still as a mouse, and don’t you peep!”







So the Runaway Bunny took off his
little sweater, so that he would not be
too hot in the warm stocking. Then
Santa tucked him into Old Mother
Bun’s stocking. He put her presents
on the floor. Then he filled Old Father
Bun’s stocking from top to toe.

He left a card on the table. He
wrote on the card:




“Santa was here to pay a call;

A merry Christmas to one and all!”







Did they have a merry Christmas?
Well, I should think they did!

Early Christmas morning, Old
Mother Bun awoke and cried:




“I don’t see well, but it seems funny—

Those look like the ears of the Runaway Bunny!”







Next Old Father Bun awoke and
said:




“I see very well—I have formed the habit;

Those look like the ears of the Runaway Rabbit.”







Then Father Bun took hold of one
ear and Mother Bun took hold of the
other ear, and they pulled the Runaway
Bunny out of the stocking.


“Pulled Bunny out by the ears”

“Pulled Bunny out by the ears”





They all cried, “Merry Christmas!”

Then the Runaway Bunny gave
Mother Bun her spectacles and Father
Bun his pipe. And they had a merry
time with the presents Santa Claus
had brought them.

Old Mother Bun gave the Runaway
Bunny a new cap and sweater, and
Old Father Bun gave him a new sled.
Then the pair kissed him on both
cheeks and begged him to live with
them always. He said he would.

Then the Runaway Bunny put on
his new cap and sweater and went
coasting downhill on his new sled.


“Went coasting downhill”

“Went coasting downhill”








The very last words that I heard him say

Were, “With Grandpa and Grandma Bun I’ll stay,

And if I live a year and a day,

I’m entirely cured of running away!”







I wonder if he ever ran away after
that. I forgot to ask him!




If I were a Bunny, I do declare,

I’d hang up a stocking with greatest care;

And I’d always be very good because

I’d hope for a visit from Santa Claus.

And every winter I’d have the fun

Of spending Christmas with Grandma Bun.




Who’ll fill our stockings from top to toe?

Jolly Old Santa Claus!

Who’ll laugh at the stockings all in a row?

Jolly Old Santa Claus!

And all the children and bunnies cry,

“Hurrah! hurrah! he is riding by!”







 

 




*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK THE RUNAWAY BUNNY ***



    

Updated editions will replace the previous one—the old editions will
be renamed.


Creating the works from print editions not protected by U.S. copyright
law means that no one owns a United States copyright in these works,
so the Foundation (and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United
States without permission and without paying copyright
royalties. Special rules, set forth in the General Terms of Use part
of this license, apply to copying and distributing Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works to protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG™
concept and trademark. Project Gutenberg is a registered trademark,
and may not be used if you charge for an eBook, except by following
the terms of the trademark license, including paying royalties for use
of the Project Gutenberg trademark. If you do not charge anything for
copies of this eBook, complying with the trademark license is very
easy. You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose such as creation
of derivative works, reports, performances and research. Project
Gutenberg eBooks may be modified and printed and given away—you may
do practically ANYTHING in the United States with eBooks not protected
by U.S. copyright law. Redistribution is subject to the trademark
license, especially commercial redistribution.



START: FULL LICENSE


THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG LICENSE


PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK


To protect the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg”), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full
Project Gutenberg™ License available with this file or online at
www.gutenberg.org/license.


Section 1. General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg™
electronic works


1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg™
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement. If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or
destroy all copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in your
possession. If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a
Project Gutenberg™ electronic work and you do not agree to be bound
by the terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person
or entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.


1.B. “Project Gutenberg” is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement. There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works if you follow the terms of this
agreement and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg™
electronic works. See paragraph 1.E below.


1.C. The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation (“the
Foundation” or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection
of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works. Nearly all the individual
works in the collection are in the public domain in the United
States. If an individual work is unprotected by copyright law in the
United States and you are located in the United States, we do not
claim a right to prevent you from copying, distributing, performing,
displaying or creating derivative works based on the work as long as
all references to Project Gutenberg are removed. Of course, we hope
that you will support the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting
free access to electronic works by freely sharing Project Gutenberg™
works in compliance with the terms of this agreement for keeping the
Project Gutenberg™ name associated with the work. You can easily
comply with the terms of this agreement by keeping this work in the
same format with its attached full Project Gutenberg™ License when
you share it without charge with others.


1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in most countries are
in a constant state of change. If you are outside the United States,
check the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this
agreement before downloading, copying, displaying, performing,
distributing or creating derivative works based on this work or any
other Project Gutenberg™ work. The Foundation makes no
representations concerning the copyright status of any work in any
country other than the United States.


1.E. Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:


1.E.1. The following sentence, with active links to, or other
immediate access to, the full Project Gutenberg™ License must appear
prominently whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg™ work (any work
on which the phrase “Project Gutenberg” appears, or with which the
phrase “Project Gutenberg” is associated) is accessed, displayed,
performed, viewed, copied or distributed:


    This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and most
    other parts of the world at no cost and with almost no restrictions
    whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-use it under the terms
    of the Project Gutenberg License included with this eBook or online
    at www.gutenberg.org. If you
    are not located in the United States, you will have to check the laws
    of the country where you are located before using this eBook.
  


1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is
derived from texts not protected by U.S. copyright law (does not
contain a notice indicating that it is posted with permission of the
copyright holder), the work can be copied and distributed to anyone in
the United States without paying any fees or charges. If you are
redistributing or providing access to a work with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg” associated with or appearing on the work, you must comply
either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 or
obtain permission for the use of the work and the Project Gutenberg™
trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any
additional terms imposed by the copyright holder. Additional terms
will be linked to the Project Gutenberg™ License for all works
posted with the permission of the copyright holder found at the
beginning of this work.


1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg™
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg™.


1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg™ License.


1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including
any word processing or hypertext form. However, if you provide access
to or distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg™ work in a format
other than “Plain Vanilla ASCII” or other format used in the official
version posted on the official Project Gutenberg™ website
(www.gutenberg.org), you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense
to the user, provide a copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means
of obtaining a copy upon request, of the work in its original “Plain
Vanilla ASCII” or other form. Any alternate format must include the
full Project Gutenberg™ License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.


1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg™ works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
provided that:


    	• You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
        the use of Project Gutenberg™ works calculated using the method
        you already use to calculate your applicable taxes. The fee is owed
        to the owner of the Project Gutenberg™ trademark, but he has
        agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty payments must be paid
        within 60 days following each date on which you prepare (or are
        legally required to prepare) your periodic tax returns. Royalty
        payments should be clearly marked as such and sent to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the address specified in
        Section 4, “Information about donations to the Project Gutenberg
        Literary Archive Foundation.”
    

    	• You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
        you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
        does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg™
        License. You must require such a user to return or destroy all
        copies of the works possessed in a physical medium and discontinue
        all use of and all access to other copies of Project Gutenberg™
        works.
    

    	• You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of
        any money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
        electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days of
        receipt of the work.
    

    	• You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
        distribution of Project Gutenberg™ works.
    



1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work or group of works on different terms than
are set forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing
from the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the manager of
the Project Gutenberg™ trademark. Contact the Foundation as set
forth in Section 3 below.


1.F.


1.F.1. Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
works not protected by U.S. copyright law in creating the Project
Gutenberg™ collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may
contain “Defects,” such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate
or corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other
intellectual property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or
other medium, a computer virus, or computer codes that damage or
cannot be read by your equipment.


1.F.2. LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the “Right
of Replacement or Refund” described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg™ trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.


1.F.3. LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from. If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium
with your written explanation. The person or entity that provided you
with the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in
lieu of a refund. If you received the work electronically, the person
or entity providing it to you may choose to give you a second
opportunity to receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. If
the second copy is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing
without further opportunities to fix the problem.


1.F.4. Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you ‘AS-IS’, WITH NO
OTHER WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT
LIMITED TO WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.


1.F.5. Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of
damages. If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement
violates the law of the state applicable to this agreement, the
agreement shall be interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or
limitation permitted by the applicable state law. The invalidity or
unenforceability of any provision of this agreement shall not void the
remaining provisions.


1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in
accordance with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the
production, promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, harmless from all liability, costs and expenses,
including legal fees, that arise directly or indirectly from any of
the following which you do or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this
or any Project Gutenberg™ work, (b) alteration, modification, or
additions or deletions to any Project Gutenberg™ work, and (c) any
Defect you cause.


Section 2. Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg™


Project Gutenberg™ is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of
computers including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers. It
exists because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations
from people in all walks of life.


Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg™’s
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg™ collection will
remain freely available for generations to come. In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg™ and future
generations. To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation and how your efforts and donations can help, see
Sections 3 and 4 and the Foundation information page at www.gutenberg.org.


Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation


The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non-profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service. The Foundation’s EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541. Contributions to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent permitted by
U.S. federal laws and your state’s laws.


The Foundation’s business office is located at 809 North 1500 West,
Salt Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887. Email contact links and up
to date contact information can be found at the Foundation’s website
and official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact


Section 4. Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation


Project Gutenberg™ depends upon and cannot survive without widespread
public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine-readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.


The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements. We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance. To SEND
DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any particular state
visit www.gutenberg.org/donate.


While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.


International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.


Please check the Project Gutenberg web pages for current donation
methods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations. To
donate, please visit: www.gutenberg.org/donate.


Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg™ electronic works


Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project
Gutenberg™ concept of a library of electronic works that could be
freely shared with anyone. For forty years, he produced and
distributed Project Gutenberg™ eBooks with only a loose network of
volunteer support.


Project Gutenberg™ eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as not protected by copyright in
the U.S. unless a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not
necessarily keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper
edition.


Most people start at our website which has the main PG search
facility: www.gutenberg.org.


This website includes information about Project Gutenberg™,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.




OEBPS/3284779473182951662_cover.jpg
'THE RUNAWAY
BUNNY

By
Laura Rountree Smith

Hlustrated by

Dorothy Dulin

1923
A. FLANAGAN COMPANY
Chicago





