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One Christmas Eve, when the snow lay all around,
Little Rabbit saw something that he really liked.
“Look, Papa! A beautiful sledge!”
Papa agreed that it was a lovely sledge.

When they got home, Little Rabbit told his
Mama all about the sledge.
“It is red,” said Little
Rabbit, “and it goes
”

Instead he watched the snow falling outside the burrow.

Whoosh!

Mama asked Little
Rabbit to help his
brothers and sisters
decorate the
Christmas tree.
But Little Rabbit
did not want to . . .

“I wish I had a sledge,” he sighed.
“Then I could go on the snow.”

That night, Mama tucked Little Rabbit up in bed and read him a story.

She told Little Rabbit that if he was good the Christmas Rabbit would
leave some lovely presents in the stocking at the end of his bed.

“Will he bring me a sledge?” wondered Little Rabbit.
He did not think that the red sledge could fit in such
a little stocking.

“Go to sleep, Little Rabbit,” said Mama.
“Who knows what the Christmas Rabbit will bring?”

