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LOI GIOI THIFU

ang chuc triéu tré em va ngudi I&n trén thé gi¢i da biét dén cac
truyén tranh rat ngd nghinh do nha van nguw®i Anh Beatrix Potter
sang tac tlr dau thé ky 20. Chung dwoc tai ban thuwérng xuyén cho
dén ngay nay, dwoc dich ra hon 30 thi tiéng trén thé gioi, dung
thanh phim hoat hinh, v.v.. Cac nhan vat trong truyén duwoc duc
thanh twong, lam thanh bup bé, lam tranh trang tri twdng nha, bat
dia, v.v.

Quyén sach ma ban dang cé trong tay bao gébm bén trong sé cac
truyén tranh rat ndi tiéng va ngd nghinh dé, cu thé 1a: Séc Nutkin
(Squirrel Nutkin), Tho Peter (Petter Rabbit), Méo Tém (Tom Kitten),
va Thé Benjamin (Benjamin Bunny). Trong cau chuyén vé séc Nutkin
tham chi con ¢é nhirng cau d6 thu vi, vi du nhw cau dé sau (d6 biét
la gi?):

A house full, a hole full!
And you cannot gather a bowl-full!
Lap day 16, lap day nha,
Nhwng chang gom ra dwoc day mot bat!

Quyén sach nay nam trong loat sach song ngir Anh-Viét cia Tu
sach Sputnik, 96m nhirng sach dwoc chon loc va bién dich can than
theo cac tiéu chi sau:

- Né6i tiéng 1a hay, chi can doc riéng ban tiéng Anh hay riéng ban
tiéng Viét cling thdy tha vi, cd thé doc di doc lai may 1an ma khéng
thdy nham chan.

- Thich hop, tién lgi cho viéc hoc tiéng Anh (Ngén ngir twong dbi
hién dai va dé hiéu, c6 audio tiéng Anh giong chuén trén internet dé
vira doc vira nghe tiéng Anh).

- Ban dich tiéng Viét cd gang dich sat nghia nhat véi ban gbc
tiéng Anh, tirng cau mét, dé& néu khong hiéu nghia ctia cum tlr nao



trong ban tiéng Anh ngudi doc c6 thé dbi chiéu véi ban dich dé luan
ra nghia ctia cum tr méi do.

Ban doc c6 thé tim hiéu thém vé nhirng the lién quan dén quyén
sach nay va nghe audio phan tiéng Anh cta cac cau truyén trong
sach qua trang Sputnik sau day:

http://sputnikedu.com/potter1.html

Hoéc ban ciing c6 thé tim truc tiép trén cac trang mang, vi du nhw
youtube, nhiéu phién ban audio mién phi khac khau cta cac cau
chuyén nay, do nhiéu ngudi khac nhau doc.

Chung t6i hi vong rang quyén sach nay sé& dem lai niém vui cho
rat nhiéu tré em & Viét Nam va dong thoi sé rat hiru ich cho nhirng
ngwdi dang mudn nang cao trinh do tiéng Anh, k& ca tré em va
nguwoi lon.

Xin tran trong gidi thiéu cung ban doc!

Coucou Hibou Sputnik Education, 2016




Squirrel Nutkin
So6c Nutkin

his is a Tale about a tail — a tail that belonged to a little red
squirrel, and his name was Nutkin.

He had a brother called Twinkleberry, and a great many cousins:
they lived in a wood at the edge of a lake.
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va tén chu la Nutkin.

Chu c6 mdt ngwdi anh rudt tén 1a Twinkleberry, va rat nhiéu anh
em ho. Chung sbng trong mét khu rirvng bén b& mét cai hé.

In the middle of the lake there is an island covered with trees and
nut bushes; and amongst those trees stands a hollow oak-tree,
which is the house of an owl who is called Old Brown.




nhirng bui hat dé. Trong sb6 cac cay nay c6 mét cay sbdi rdbng bén
trong, va chd do la nha ctia mét con cu vo tén 1a Gia Nau.

One autumn when the nuts were ripe, and the leaves on the hazel
bushes were golden and green—Nutkin and Twinkleberry and all the
other little squirrels came out of the wood, and down to the edge of
the lake.

Vao mét mua thu, khi nhirng hat dé da chin, va nhirng la cay trén
nhirng bui cldy phi nga mau vang va xanh, Nutkin cung véi
Twinkleberry va nhirng chi séc¢ nhd khac di ra khdi khu rirng va dén
mép hd.

They made little rafts out of twigs, and they paddled away over
the water to Owl Island to gather nuts. Each squirrel had a little sack
and a large oar, and spread out his tail for a sail.

Chung lam nhirng chiéc bé bang nhirng canh cay nhd, réi chéo



bé trén hd nwdc téi Dao Cu Vo dé nhat hat dé. Méi con séc cd mot
cai tui nhé va mot mai chéo to, va chung xoe dubi ra lam canh budm.
They also took with them an offering of three fat mice as a present
for Old Brown, and put them down upon his door-step.
Then Twinkleberry and the other little squirrels each made a low
bow, and said politely: “Old Mr. Brown, will you favour us with
permission to gather nuts upon your island?”

Chung ciing mang theo ba con chudt béo lam 1é vat tdng Nau
Gia, va chung dat 1& vat nay trwdc thém nha cda chua dao.

R&i Twinkleberry va cac con soc nhé khac déu cui chao va lich sy
noi: "Thwa Gia Nau, xin ngai lam on cho phép chung téi dwgc nhat
hat dé trén dao cua ngai?"

But Nutkin was excessively impertinent in his manners. He
bobbed up and down like a little red cherry, singing —

“‘Riddle me, riddle me, rot-tot-tote!

A little wee man, in a red red coat!

A staff in his hand, and a stone in his throat;

If you'll tell me this riddle,

I'll give you a groat.”

Now this riddle is as old as the hills; Mr. Brown paid no attention
whatever to Nutkin.

He shut his eyes obstinately and went to sleep.




Nhwng Nutkin d& cé nhirng clr chi rat khéng phai phép. N6 nhay
bat I&n bat xudng nhw modt qué anh dao dé va hat:

"Xin mai giai dé, xin moi giai dé!

M6t nguwdi bé ti mac ao choang doé

Cay gay trong tay, hon da trong cd

Néu ma doan dwoc ra do 1a gi

Téi sé thwdng cho mot déng xu nho! "

Cau d6 dé xwa nhw qué doéi. Ngai Nau khong them dé y gi toi
Nutkin.

Ngai kién quyét nhdm mét lai va di ngu.

(Loi gidi cho cdu db & trang trude: qua anh dao dé(red cherry))
The squirrels filled their little sacks with nuts, and sailed away
home in the evening.

Nhirng chi s6c nhé nhét day hat dé vao cac tui roi chéo thuyén di
vé nha vao bubi toi.

But next morning they all came back again to Owl Island; and



Twinkleberry and the others brought a fine fat mole, and laid it on the
stone in front of Old Brown’s doorway, and said —

“Mr. Brown, will you favour us with your gracious permission to
gather some more nuts?”
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Nhwng sang hdm sau ca bon lai quay lai BPao Cu Vo. Twinkleberry
va nhirng chu séc khac dem theo mét con chudi chii béo tét, dat no
trw'c thém nha cda Gia Nau, va noi:

"Thwa ngai Nau, xin ngai ban on cho phép chung t6i dwgc nhat
thém mét it hat dé?"

But Nutkin, who had no respect, began to dance up and down,
tickling old Mr. Brown with a nettle and singing —

“Old Mr. B! Riddle-me-ree!

Hitty Pitty within the wall,

Hitty Pitty without the wall;

If you touch Hitty Pitty,

Hitty Pitty will bite you!”

Mr. Brown woke up suddenly and carried the mole into his house.

Nhwng Nutkin vo I& lai nhay I&n nhay xudng, vira cu Gia Nau voi
mot cong cay tdm mar+ vira hat:
1* Mét loai cdy gai nho ma dung phai thi ngtea

"Gia Nau oi, giai do!



Bén trong twdng c6 no

Bén ngoai twdng cling co

Ngai ma dung vao no

Thi sé& bj can d@o! "

Ngai Nau dét nhién tinh day va mang con chuét chii vao trong
nha.

(Loi gidi cho cdu db & trang trude: cdy ma Nutkin cadm trong tay)

He shut the door in Nutkin’s face. Presently a little thread of blue
smoke from a wood fire came up from the top of the tree, and Nutkin
peeped through the key-hole and sang —

“A house full, a hole full!
And you cannot gather a bowl-full!”

Cu vo dong sap ctra trwedc mat Nutkin. Ngay sau do, cé mét lan
khéi xanh cla Itra dét cli bay I&n tlr dinh cay séi. Nutkin nhin vao
nha qua |16 khda ctra va hat:



"Lap day 16, 1ap day nha,
Nhwng chang gom ra dwgc day mot bat!"2-

2* Loi gidi ctia cdu db nay la khoi (smoke).

The squirrels searched for nuts all over the island and filled their
little sacks.

But Nutkin gathered oak-apples — yellow and scarlet — and sat
upon a beech-stump playing marbles, and watching the door of old
Mr. Brown.

Bon séc di tim hat dé khdp cac noi trén dao dé nhét day céac tui
nho cla chung.

Nhwng Nutkin nhat cac qua séi mau vang va mau dé twoi rdi ngoi
trén mot gbc cay sbi vira choi trd bung bi vira theo ddi canh cira cla
ngai Gia Nau.

On the third day the squirrels got up very early and went fishing;
they caught seven fat minnows as a present for Old Brown.

They paddled over the lake and landed under a crooked chestnut
tree on Owl Island.

Ngay thir ba, bon séc day rat sém va di cau ca. Chung cau duoc
bay con céa tués* béo dé lam qua cho Gia Nau.



3*Mét loai cé thudc ho cé chép nhung nhé hon nhiéu.

Chung chéo bé qua hd va cap bén dwdi mot cay hat dé cong
queo trén Bao Cu Vo.

Twinkleberry and six other little squirrels each carried a fat
minnow; but Nutkin, who had no nice manners, brought no present
at all. He ran in front, singing—

"The man in the wilderness said to me,

'How many strawberries grow in the sea?’

| answered him as | thought good—

'’As many red herrings as grow in the wood.™

But old Mr. Brown took no interest in riddles—not even when the
answer was provided for him.

Twinkleberry va sau chi séc nhé khac méi chi mang mét con ca
tué béo map. Nhwng Nutkin, von khéng c6 thai lich sw, chang mang
qua gi hét. N6 vira chay phia trwédc vira hat:

"C6 mbét ngudi xa la hoi toi

Bao nhiéu cay dau tdy moc dwéi bién khoi?

T6i tra |, chac la dung day:

‘Bang sb ca chich dé séng trong rirng ay™

Ngai Gia Nau chang hé quan tdm dén cac cau db, tham chi ngay
ca khi 1o gidi da dwoc cung cap sén cho ngai.

beetles, which were as good as plums in plum-pudding for Old



Brown. Each beetle was wrapped up carefully in a dock-leaf,
fastened with a pine-needle pin. But Nutkin sang as rudely as ever

"Old Mr. B! riddle-me-ree

Flour of England, fruit of Spain,

Met together in a shower of rain;

Put in a bag tied round with a string,

If you'll tell me this riddle, I'll give you a ring!"

Which was ridiculous of Nutkin, because he had not got any ring
to give to Old Brown.

Ngay thi tw, cac chu s6¢c mang sau con bgo canh ciyng to béo nhw
sau qua man trong put-dinh man4* lam qua cho Gia Nau. Méi con bo
canh cirng dwoc goi can than trong mét chiéc 1a rau lwdi bo va dinh
chat lai b&i nhirng 14 kim cta cay théng. Nhwng Nutkin van hat mét
cach vo 1& nhv moi khi:
4*put-dinh: mét loai banh nwong

"Ngai Gia Nau, hay giai db cho ta

B6t mi tr Anh, qua t&r Tay Ban Nha

Gap nhau trong mét tran mwa sa

Dat trong tui budc vong bang soi day

Poan dung, ta cho mét cai nhan ngay."

Qua 1a nuc cuoi, bdi Nutkin chang cé cai nhan nao dé ma cho
Gia Nau.



The other squirrels hunted up and down the nut bushes; but
Nutkin gathered robin’s pincushions off a briar bush, and stuck them
full of pine-needle pins.

hat dé&, con Nutkin nhat nhirng chiéc gbi gidt kim cta chim oanh tw
mot bui tAm xuan, rdi dam chi chit 1a kim théng vao chung.

On the fifth day the squirrels brought a present of wild honey; it
was so sweet and sticky that they licked their fingers as they put it
down upon the stone. They had stolen it out of a bumble bees’ nest
on the tippitty top of the hill. But Nutkin skipped up and down, singing

"Hum-a-bum! buzz! buzz! Hum-a-bum buzz!

As | went over Tipple-tine

| met a flock of bonny swine;

Some yellow-nacked, some yellow backed!

They were the very bonniest swine

That e’er went over Tipple-tine."

Ngay thlr ndm, cac chi s6¢c mang mat rirvng dén 1am qua. N6 ngot
va dinh dén mic ching phai liém ngdn tay sau khi dat né 1én trén
tdng da. Chang da an trdom né & moét td ong vang trén chép dinh dbi.
Nhwng Nutkin nhdy nhét 1&n xudng va hat:

Vo6—vé, vo -veé, vo-ve

Khi t6i 1&n dén dinh doi

Toi gap dan heo xinh ghé



Con ¢b vang, con lwng vang
Day Ia tui heo xinh nhét
Tirng 18n dén dinh ddi nay.

Old Mr. Brown turned up his eyes in disgust at the impertinence of
Nutkin.
But he ate up the honey!

Ngai Gia Nau kho chiju tron mat I&én nhin chd Nutkin ldo xwoc.
Nhwng ngai &n sach ché méat ong!

The squirrels filled their little sacks with nuts.

But Nutkin sat upon a big flat rock, and played ninepins with a
crab apple and green fir-cones.




Bon séc nich day tui cia chung véi hat dé.

Nhwng Nutkin ngdi trén mét phién da phang va choi trd danh ky
chin quans* v&i mét qua tao dai va nhirng qua théng xanh.
5*Mét tro choi bowling.

On the sixth day, which was Saturday, the squirrels came again
for the last time; they brought a new-laid egg in a little rush basket as
a last parting present for Old Brown.

But Nutkin ran in front laughing, and shouting—

"Humpty Dumpty lies in the beck,

With a white counterpane round his neck,

Forty doctors and forty wrights,

Cannot put Humpty Dumpty to rights!"

Ngay tht sau, la mét th&r bay cudi tuans*, cac con séc dén lan
cudi. Chung mang theo mét qua trieng méi dé dwng trong mot cai
gid tét bang cd bac lam mén qua cudi clng chia tay véi Gia Nau.

6* Vi ngay déu tuén trong tiéng Viét goi la "the hai".

Nhwng Nutkin chay phia trwéc, viva cwoi vira hét:

"Humpty Dumpty 7*ndm trong mo
7* Humpty Dumpty la nhén vét cta nhiéu cdu dé dan gian & nudc Anh, véi cau trd 10i 1a qua
trieng. NG la mét loai tén riéng, duwoc tao thanh tie hai tte hump (cai buéu, nhé 1én) va dump
(lan ti).

V&i tAm khan phi trdng quanh cb

B&n muwoi bac si va bdn mwoi tho stra chira

Chang lam sao cho né dirng thang dwoc niral"




Now old Mr. Brown took an interest in eggs; he opened one eye
and shut it again. But still he did not speak.

roi lai nham tit lai. Nhwng ngai van khéng noi gi.

Nutkin became more and more impertinent —

"Old Mr. B! Old Mr. B!

Hickamore, Hackamore, on the King’s kitchen door;

All the King’s horses, and all the King’s men,

Couldn’t drive Hickamore, Hackamore,

Off the King’s kitchen door."

Nutkin danced up and down like a sunbeam; but still Old Brown
said nothing at all.

Nutkin ngay cang tré nén xac xwoc:

"Ngai Gia Nau oi, cau db nay hay khéng!

Nhay-Nhét maa may trén cira bép hoang cung

Vua huy dong bao linh gac, bao nhiéu ngwa

Ciing khéng dudi dwoc Nhay-Nhét ra khéi cira.”

Nutkin nhay 1én nhay xudng nhw 1a tia ndng mat trdi, nhwng Gia
Nau van khoéng noi gi hét.



(Loi gidi cGa cau db & trang trude 1a tia ndng mét troi (sunbeam))

Nutkin began again —

"Arthur O’Bower has broken his band,

He comes roaring up the land!

The King of Scots with all his power,

Cannot turn Arthur of the Bower!"

Nutkin made a whirring noise to sound like the wind, and he took
a running jump right onto the head of Old Brown!...

Then all at once there was a flutterment and a scufflement and a
loud "Squeak!"

The other squirrels scuttered away into the bushes.

Nutkin lai bat dau:

"Arthur Bower cung bang dang

P4 xéng vao gam ru trén mat dat

Vua x& Scotland day quyén luc

Nhwng Arthur vua chang lay chuyén dwoc!"

Nutkin tao ra tiéng kéu vu vu nghe nhw gié thdi, réi ndé nhay Ién
theo da chay, tring vao dau cua Gia Nau!

Ngay lap tirc, c6 mot tiéng kéu "chit" rat to vang Ién cung véi mot
tiéng v6 canh va mot sy x6 day.

Cac con séc khac véi chay vao trong cac bui cay.



(Loi gidi cGa cau db & trang trude 1a gié (wind))

When they came back very cautiously, peeping round the tree—
there was Old Brown sitting on his door-step, quite still, with his eyes
closed, as if nothing had happened.

But Nutkin was in his waistcoat pocket!

Khi chung rén rén quay lai, ngdé nhin xung quanh cai cay, Gia Nau
van ngdi yén lang trén thém clra, mat nham lai, y nhw khéng hé co
chuyén gi xay ra.

Nhuwng Nutkin dang ndm trong tui 4o gi-1é cta no!

This looks like the end of the story; but it isn't.



Cau chuyén twéng chirng dén day 1a két thuc, nhung chua.

Old Brown carried Nutkin into his house, and held him up by the
tail, intending to skin him; but Nutkin pulled so very hard that his tail
broke in two, and he dashed up the staircase and escaped out of the
attic window.

Gia Nau mang Nutkin vao trong nha, tum dudi n6, dinh bung sé
16t da né. Nhwng Nutkin kéo manh dén mirc dudi né bi dit lam dai,
va né chay nhanh theo dwdng cau thang va chuén qua 16i ctra sb
phia trén mai nha.

And to this day, if you meet Nutkin up a tree and ask him a riddle,
he will throw sticks at you, and stamp his feet and scold, and shout

"Cuck-cuck-cuck-cur-r-r-cuck-k-k!"

THE END

Cho dén ngay hém nay, néu ban bat gap Nutkin trén mét cai cay



va hdi né mét cau dd, né s& ném que vao ban, gidm chan, gat géng
va hét Ién (nhw tiéng cu vo):

"Cuc-cu-cuc-cu-rrrr-cuc-cu!"

HET TRUYEN



Peter Rabbit
Tho Peter

Once upon a time there were four little Rabbits, and their names
were —
Flopsy, Mopsy, Cotton-tail, and Peter.

Ngay xwa c6 bdn chu thd con, va tén clia ching la:

Flopsy, Mopsy, Dudi Béng, va Peter.

They lived with their Mother in a sand-bank, underneath the root
of a very big fir-tree.

Chung séng v&i Thé Me & mét vung dat cat, duwdi gbc mét cay
théng rét to.

'Now my dears,” said old Mrs. Rabbit one morning, 'you may go
into the fields or down the lane, but don’t go into Mr.McGregor’s
garden: your Father had an accident there; he was put in a pie by
Mrs. McGregor.’



"Bay gi®, cac con y&u quy", ba Thd Me néi vao mét budi sang,
"cac con co thé di ra ddng hodc xubng dwdi dwong, nhwng dirng ¢
di vao vuen ctia Ong McGregor: cha clia cac con da gap nan & do,
va cha da bj nhdi vao trong banh nwéng ctia ba McGregor. "

'Now run along, and don’t get into mischief. | am going out.’

e

"Bay gi® thi chay di, va dirng gay ra diéu phién toai. Me di c6 viéc
day. "

Then old Mrs. Rabbit took a basket and her umbrella, and went
through the wood to the baker’s. She bought a loaf of brown bread
and five currant buns.



N6i doan, ba Thé Me lay mdt cai gid va cai 6 cia minh, roi di qua
khu rivng vé phia ctra hang banh mi. Ba ta mua mét 6 banh mi nau
va nam cai banh nwé&ng nhan nho.

Flopsy, Mopsy, and Cotton-tail, who were good little bunnies, went
down the lane to gather blackberries:

A . NS
Flopsy, Mopsy va bubi Béng la nhirng thd con ngoan ngoan.
Chung di xuéng phia dwéi dwérng dé hai qua mam xai.
But Peter, who was very naughty, ran straight away to Mr.
McGregor’s garden, and squeezed under the gate!



Nhung Peter rat tinh quéi, né chay thdng dén vwéon cla 6ng
McGregor va lach ngu&i duwéi khe cira.

First he ate some lettuces and some French beans; and then he
ate some radishes;

DPAu tién né an xa lach va mét it dau que, réi &n nhirng cl cai do.
And then, feeling rather sick, he went to look for some parsley.

—_——

Sau d6 n6 cdm thay hoi dau bung,ﬂlién di tim rau mui tay.

But round the end of a cucumber frame, whom should he meet



but Mr. McGregor!

Nhwng di mét vong dén phia cudi hang dwa chuét, né gdp ngay
Ong McGregor chir chang phai ai khac!

Mr. McGregor was on his hands and knees planting out young
cabbages, but he jumped up and ran after Peter, waving a rake and
calling out, ’Stop thiefV’
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Ong McGregor dang khom nguwdi tréng bap cai, 6ng bat phat day
va dudi theo Peter, vira chay vira khua cai cao va kéu "Bat trom!"

Peter was most dreadfully frightened; he rushed all over the
garden, for he had forgotten the way back to the gate.

He lost one of his shoes among the cabbages, and the other shoe
amongst the potatoes.



Peter so hét hon. N6 chay loan 1&n trong vuon, vi né da quén 16i
ra cong vuron.

N6 danh roi mét chiéc giay gitra dam bap cai, va mot chiéc giay
khac trong nhivng ludng khoai tay.

After losing them, he ran on four legs and went faster, so that |
think he might have got away altogether if he had not unfortunately
run into a gooseberry net, and got caught by the large buttons on his
jacket. It was a blue jacket with brass buttons, quite new.

L ‘

Sau khi mat giay, né chay nhanh hon bang t& chi. Nhanh dén
murc tdi nghi N6 da co thé chay thoat rdi, néu nhw nd khdng chang
may dam vao moét cai lwdi boc cay ly gai, va lam mac nhirng chiéc
cuc to clia 4o vét ctiia nd vao day. D6 1a mét chiéc 4o vét mau xanh
lo v&i nhi¥ng cai cic bang déng, kha la mai.

Peter gave himself up for lost, and shed big tears; but his sobs
were overheard by some friendly sparrows, who flew to him in great
excitement, and implored him to exert himself.



Peter chdc mdm minh sé& bj bat, va né trdo nwédc mat. Nhwng co
nhirng con chim sé than thién nghe thdy tiéng khoc cta né. MU
long, chuing lién bay t&i va nai ni ddng vién Peter hay ¢ gang l1én.

Mr. McGregor came up with a sieve, which he intended to pop
upon the top of Peter; but Peter wriggled out just in time, leaving his
jacket behind him.

Ong McGregor di dén cung v&i mot cai sang dinh dung dé chup
lén dau Peter, nhwng Peter vira kip lach ra ngoai bé chay, dé lai phia
sau chiéc 4o vét.

And rushed into the tool-shed, and jumped into a can. It would
have been a beautiful thing to hide in, if it had not had so much water
in it.



Peter lao vao kho chra dung cu, va nhay vao mét binh tudi
nwdc. Gia nhw binh khdng c6 qua nhiéu nwéde bén trong, thi né da 1a
mot chd nép tuyét voi.

Mr. McGregor was quite sure that Peter was somewhere in the
tool-shed, perhaps hidden underneath a flower-pot. He began to turn
them over carefully, looking under each.

Presently Peter sneezed—'Kertyschoo!” Mr. McGregor was after
him in no time.

dung cu, co thé a ndp duwdi mét cai chau trong hoa. Ong than trong
lat tteng cai chau 1én va xem xét phia bén dwdi.

Peter béng hat hoi — "Hat xil". éng McGregor lap tirc xdng dén
chd né.

And tried to put his foot upon Peter, who jumped out of a window,
upsetting three plants. The window was too small for Mr. McGregor,



and he was tired of running after Peter. He went back to his work.

Va 6ng ta dinh gidm Ién Peter, nhwng chu thd da nhay ra ngoai
ctra s6, hat tung ba chau cay. Clra sb qua nhd dé 6ng McGregor cd
thé chui qua, va éng ciing da chan dudi theo Peter. Ong quay lai
cbng viéc cua minh.

Peter sat down to rest; he was out of breath and trembling with
fright, and he had not the least idea which way to go. Also he was
very damp with sitting in that can.

After a time he began to wander about, going lippity-lippity — not
very fast, and looking all round.

-

-

Peter ngdi xudng nghi. N6 thd hén hén, ngwdi run 1&n vi so, va nd
chdng hé biét phai chay vé& hwéng nao. N6 con bj wét siing, vi da
ngdi vao trong cai binh twdi nuwdc luc nay.

M6t luc sau n6 bat dau di loanh quanh mét cach rén rén, khéng
nhanh, va quan sat xung quanh.



He found a door in a wall; but it was locked, and there was no
room for a fat little rabbit to squeeze underneath.

An old mouse was running in and out over the stone doorstep,
carrying peas and beans to her family in the wood. Peter asked her
the way to the gate, but she had such a large pea in her mouth that
she could not answer. She only shook her head at him. Peter began
to cry.

N6 tim thdy mdt canh clra & mdt bire tworng. Nhwng clra da bi
khéa, va khéng cé khe nao du cho mét con thd béo nhw né chui qua
phia duwdi clra.

M6t mu chubt gia chay ra chay vao qua bac clra béng da, dem
theo nhirng hat dau va dau dda cho gia dinh ctia mu. Peter héi mu
dwong dén céng vuon, nhwng mu dang ngdm mot hat dau rat to
trong miéng nén chang thé tra 1&i. Mu chi 1ac dau vdi né. Peter bat
khoc.



Then he tried to find his way straight across the garden, but he
became more and more puzzled. Presently, he came to a pond
where Mr. McGregor filled his water-cans.

A white cat was staring at some gold-fish, she sat very, very still,
but now and then the tip of her tail twitched as if it were alive.

Peter thought it best to go away without speaking to her; he had
heard about cats from his cousin, little Benjamin Bunny.

N6 cd gang tim dwong di xuyén qua vudn, nhwng cang luc cang
tr& nén bbi rbi. Hién né téi mét cai ao noi dng McGregor van lay
nwoc vao binh tuoi.

M6t con méo trang dang theo déi may con cé vang, nd ngodi rat
yén ldng, nhwng thinh thodng chdm dudi cia né lai ve vay cr y nhw
la chdm dudi do 1a mot con vat sdng dong.

Peter nghi rang tét nhat nén di chd khac ma khéng néi chuyén voi
con méo. N6 da tivng nghe thdy ngudi anh ho Benjamin Bunny néi
vé méo.



He went back towards the tool-shed, but suddenly, quite close to
him, he heard the noise of a hoe—scr-r-ritch, scratch, scratch,

scritch. Peter scuttered underneath the bushes.

But presently, as nothing happened, he came out, and climbed
upon a wheelbarrow and peeped over.

The first thing he saw was Mr. McGregor hoeing onions. His back
was turned towards Peter, and beyond him was the gate!

N6 quay vé nha kho dé dung cu, nhwng béng né nghe thiy ngay
gan bén tai nhirng tiéng dong xich xoat. N6 lién nap dwéi nhirng bui
cay.

Nhwng ngay sau dé, khi khéng thay gi xay ra, né bén ra khdi bui
cay, treo Ién moét cai xe ba gac va nhin ra xung quanh.

Cai ndé nhin thdy trwdc tién 1a 6ng McGregor dang chdm sdc
lubng hanh. Ong ta quay lwng vé phia Peter, va cai cira vwon nam &
dang sau 6ng ta!

Peter got down very quietly off the wheelbarrow; and started
running as fast as he could go, along a straight walk behind some
black-currant bushes.

Mr. McGregor caught sight of him at the corner, but Peter did not
care. He slipped underneath the gate, and was safe at last in the
wood outside the garden.



Peter xubng khdi xe ba banh rat nhe nhang, va bat dau chay
nhanh nhat c6 thé, theo mdt con dwérng thang dang sau may bui cay
ly chua den.

Ong McGregor phat hién ra né & goc vwdn, nhuwng Peter khdng
quan tdm. N6 lach qua phia dwéi canh ctra, va cudi cung né da an
toan trong khu rieng bén ngoai vuon.

Mr. McGregor hung up the little jacket and the shoes for a scare-
crow to frighten the blackbirds.

Peter never stopped running or looked behind him till he got home
to the big fir-tree.

Ong McGregor treo 4o va dbi giay 1én dé lam thanh bu nhin doa
nhirng con qua den.

Peter cr thé chay thuc mang, khéng ngoanh dau nhin lai, cho dén
khi n6 vé t&i nha dwéi gbe cay théng.



He was so tired that he flopped down upon the nice soft sand on
the floor of the rabbit-hole and shut his eyes. His mother was busy
cooking; she wondered what he had done with his clothes. It was the
second little jacket and pair of shoes that Peter had lost in a
fortnight!

N6 mét dén mdc nam Ian ra trén nén san cat mém mai cta 16 thd
(nha cda thd) va nham tit mat lai. Me né dang ban niu nwéng. Ba tw
hdi N6 da lam gi v&i quan 4o ctia minh. Day la cai 4o khoac va doi
giay th(r hai ma Peter danh mat trong vong nira thang!

| am sorry to say that Peter was not very well during the evening.

His mother put him to bed, and made some camomile tea; and
she gave a dose of it to Peter!

'One table-spoonful to be taken at bed-time.’

T6i lay lam tiéc phai ndi rang budi téi hém doé Peter bj ém.
Me no6 dat nd lén giwdng, pha tra cuc La Ma, va cho Peter mé6t



lieu!

"Ubng mot thia day trwdce luc di ngd".

But Flopsy, Mopsy, and Cotton-tail had bread and milk and
blackberries for supper.

THE END

Con Flopsy, Mopsy va bubi Bong cé banh mi, slra va qua mam
x6i cho bira tbi.
HET TRUYEN



Tom Kitten
Mé&o ToOom

nce upon a time there were three little kittens, and their names
were Mittens, Tom Kitten, and Moppet.
They had dear little fur coats of their own; and they tumbled about

the doorstep and played in the dust.

Ngay xwa c6 ba con méo nhdé tén la Mittens, méo TOém va
Moppet.

Chung c6 nhirng bd 16ng nhé quy gia, va chung lan 16n & clra
nha, choi trong bui dat.

But one day their mother — Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit — expected
friends to tea; so she fetched the kittens indoors, to wash and dress
them, before the fine company arrived.



Nhwng mét hdm, me cta chung — ba Tabitha Twitchit — dgi nhirng
nguoi ban dén dw mét bubi tra dam, thé 1a ba mang cac méo con
vao trong nha dé tdm rlra va mac dd cho chung trudc khi cac vi
khach quy dén nha.

First she scrubbed their faces (this one is Moppet).

Pau tién ba ki co mét cho ching. (Con méo nay la Moppet).
Then she brushed their fur, (this one is Mittens).



R&i ba chai 16ng cho chung. (Con méo nay la Mittens).
Then she combed their tails and whiskers (this is Tom Kitten).
Tom was very naughty, and he scratched.

R&i ba chai dudi va chai rau cho ching. (Pay 1a méo Tém).

Tém rét 1a nghich ngom, va né cao.

Mrs. Tabitha dressed Moppet and Mittens in clean pinafores and
tuckers; and then she took all sorts of elegant uncomfortable clothes
out of a chest of drawers, in order to dress up her son Thomas.

Ba Tabitha cho Mittens va Moppet mac vay ao va quang khan
sach s&. R&i ba 16i ttr trong mot ngan ti thap ra dd thr quan &o banh
bao nhwng go bo dé mac dién cho cau con trai Thomas.7*

1*Tom la céch goi tat cla tén Thomas.



Tom Kitten was very fat, and he had grown; several buttons burst
off. His mother sewed them on again.
When the three kittens were ready, Mrs. Tabitha unwisely turned

them out into the garden, to be out of the way while she made hot
buttered toast.

Méo Tém rét 1a béo, va vi né to I&n [én, nén mot sb cuc bj tung ra.
Me ctia n6é dom vao lai cac cuc.

Khi ca ba méo con da dwoc mac doé xong, ba Tabitha da thiéu
sang sudt, bao chung di ra ngoai vuorn dé khdi veéng chan ba trong
lic ba lam banh nwédng bo’ néng.

"Now keep your frocks clean, children! You must walk on your
hind legs. Keep away from the dirty ash-pit, and from Sally Henny
Penny, and from the pig-stye and the Puddle-Ducks."

"C4c con, bay gid nh& gilr quan ao cho sach sé& nhé! Cac con
phai di bang hai chan sau. Ping c6 lai gdn cai mang tro ban, Sally
Henny Penny2+, cai chuf“)ng lon, va bon Vit LOi Nuéc".



2*Sally Henny Penny la tén caa mét con ga.

Moppet and Mittens walked down the garden path unsteadily.
Presently they trod upon their pinafores and fell on their noses.

Moppet va Mittens di luynh quynh ra vuwéon. Chang méy chéc,
ching da gidm lén vay va nga dap mii xuéng dat.

Khi ching dirng day, trén vay da co vai vét bAn mau xanh 14 cay!

"Let us climb up the rockery, and sit on the garden wall," said
Moppet.

They turned their pinafores back to front, and went up with a skip
and a jump; Moppet’s white tucker fell down into the road.

"Chung minh tréo qua cac médm da nay 1én ngodi trén bd twong
vuwon dil", Moppet noi.

Chung vat ngwoc vay do phia sau ra dang trudce, roi tréo 1én trén
béng moét bwdc nhay nhe va mét bwédc nhay manh. Cai khan tréng
ctiia Moppet roi xudng dwdi dwdng.

Tom Kitten was quite unable to jump when walking upon his hind



legs in trousers. He came up the rockery by degrees, breaking the
ferns, and shedding buttons right and left.

B A Y-
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Tédm chang nhay dwoc khi di trén hai chan sau va chan lai & trong
quan. N6 tréo dan Ién trén cac mém da, lam gay cac cay dwong si,
va lam roi cac cuc do & chd nay chd kia.

He was all in pieces when he reached the top of the wall. Moppet
and Mittens tried to pull him together; his hat fell off, and the rest of
his buttons burst.
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Quan 4o cla nd tung ta toi khi no tréo 1én dwoc dén bd twdng.
Moppet va Mittens cung cd strc kéo né 1én. Ml cla né roi ra, va
nhirng cai cuc con lai cling tung nbt.

While they were in difficulties, there was a pit pat paddle pat! and
the three Puddle-Ducks came along the hard high road, marching
one behind the other and doing the goose step—pit pat paddle pat!
pit pat waddle pat!



Trong luc tui méo dang gap kho khan thi cd nhirng tiéng dong pit
— pat — pit — pat, va ba cha Vit Ldi Nwéc di dén trén con dwéng lon,
con nay ndi dudi con kia va tao nhitng budc di pit — pat — pit — pat
nhw ngéng.

They stopped and stood in a row, and stared up at the kittens.
They had very small eyes and looked surprised.

Tui vit dieng lai, dieng thanh mét hang ngang va nhin bon meo
con. Chung ¢6 nhirng cdp mat rat nhd, va chung té vé ngac nhién.

Then the two duck-birds, Rebeccah and Jemima PuddleDuck,
picked up the hat and tucker and put them on.

Mittens laughed so that she fell off the wall. Moppet and Tom
descended after her; the pinafores and all the rest of Tom’s clothes
came off on the way down.



R&i hai con vit troi, Rebaccah va Jemina Vit Loi Nwéc, nhat mi
va khan Ién, doi 1én dau.

Mittens cuw®i sdc sua dén mirc nd nga xudng chan twéng. Moppet
va Tém ciing tut xuéng theo c6 bé méo. Cac bd vay lién 4o (cha hai
c6 bé méo) va quan &o con lai trén ngudi Tém tudt mét trong luc
bon méo tut xudng.

"Come! Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck," said Moppet—"Come and help
us to dress him! Come and button up Tom!"

"Chang Drake Vit L6i Nuwdc oi, hdy ra day," Moppet néi, "Hay ra
day giup chung t6i mac quan ao cho Tém! Lai day cai ctc cho Tém!"

Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck advanced in a slow sideways manner,
and picked up the various articles.



Chang Drake Vit L6i Nwoc di dén mot cach tir tor ngat nguwdéng, va
nhat 1én mot sé quan ao.

But he put them on himself! They fitted him even worse than Tom
Kitten.

"It's a very fine morning!" said Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck.

- =

Nhwng chang vit lai x6 quan 4o vao chinh minh! Nhirng th&r nay
con chat chdi v&i nd hon la véi Tom.
"Mot budi sang tuyét voil" - Drake Vit Loi Nwéc noi.



And he and Jemima and Rebeccah Puddle-Duck set off up the
road, keeping step—pit pat, paddle pat! pit pat, waddle pat!

Va chang ta cung v¢&i Jemima and Rebeccah Vit L6i Nuwdc lai di
ra dwdong theo nhip bwdc pit — pat — pit — pat!

Then Tabitha Twitchit came down the garden and found her
kittens on the wall with no clothes on.

Roi khi ba Tabitha Twitchit di xuéng vwdn, ba nhin thay bon méo
con trén b& tworng ma khéng cé quan 4o gi hét.

She pulled them off the wall, smacked them, and took them back
to the house.

"My friends will arrive in a minute, and you are not fit to be seen; |
am affronted," said Mrs. Tabitha Twitchit.



Ba kéo chung xudng, dét méng chung, réi 16i ching vao lai trong
nha.

"Cac ban cla me sé& dén trong moét, hai phut nira, ma khéng thé
trinh dién cac con nhw thé nay dwoc, me xau hdé qua". - Ba Tabitha
Twitchit noi.

She sent them upstairs; and | am sorry to say she told her friends
that they were in bed with the measles; which was not true.

Ba tdng chung no [én trén gac. Toi rat 14y lam tiéc khi phai noi
rang méo me ndi v&i cac ban clia minh rang cac méo con dang nam
trén giwdng va bi bénh s&i, ma diéu do khéng dung sy that.

Quite the contrary; they were not in bed: not in the least.

Somehow there were very extraordinary noises over-head, which
disturbed the dignity and repose of the tea party.



Hoan toan ngwoc lai. Chiing chdng nam trong giwéng: khéng mét
teo nao.

Vi ly do nao d6, dé c6 nhirng tiéng ddng am 7 & phia trén dau
qudy rdi sy trang trong va thw thai ctia budi tra dam.

And | think that some day | shall have to make another, larger,
book, to tell you more about Tom Kitten!

Va téi nghi rang mot ngay nao do tdi sé lam mét quyén sach
khac, to hon, dé ké thém cho ban vé méo Tom!

As for the Puddle-Ducks—they went into a pond.

The clothes all came off directly, because there were no buttons.



Con vé bon Vit Loi Nwéc, ching 16i xubng mot cai ao. Tat ca cac
quan &o nhanh chdng tuét ra, vi chang c6 cai cic nao.

And Mr. Drake Puddle-Duck, and Jemima and Rebeccah, have
been looking for them ever since.

THE END

Rebeccah cir tim ddng quan ao mai.
HET TRUYEN



Benjamin Bunny
Tho Benjamin

ne morning a little rabbit sat on a bank. He pricked his ears and
listened to the trit-trot, trit-trot of a pony.
A gig was coming along the road; it was driven by Mr. McGregor,
and beside him sat Mrs. McGregor in her best bonnet.

Vao mét budi sang, mdét cha thd con ngdi trén mot g dat. No
vénh tai 1én nghe ngong tiéng chan budc trit-trot, trit-trot cia mot
con ngwa lun.

M6t chiéc xe hai banh do 6ng McGregor diéu khién di dén trén
con dwdng. Ba McGregor ngdi bén canh 6ng va doi chiéc mi dep
nh4t ctia minh.

As soon as they had passed, little Benjamin Bunny slid down into
the road, and set off—with a hop, skip, and a jump — to call upon his
relations, who lived in the wood at the back of Mr. McGregor’s
garden.



Khi ho vira di qua, thd con Benjamin lién trwot xudng duwéi
duwong, roi chay that nhanh — vira chay vira nhay — dé di goi nhirng
nguw®i ho hang ctia né sbng trong canh rirng phia sau khu vwdn cla
6ng McGregor.

That wood was full of rabbit holes; and in the neatest, sandiest
hole of all lived Benjamin’s aunt and his cousins — Flopsy, Mopsy,
Cotton-tail, and Peter.

Old Mrs. Rabbit was a widow; she earned her living by knitting
rabbit-wool mittens and muffatees (I once bought a pair at a bazaar).
She also sold herbs, and rosemary tea, and rabbittobacco (which is
what we call lavender).

Céanh rirng dé day nhirng hang thd. Cai hang ngan nap nhat, min
mang nhét trong sb d6 la noi & cla ba cd cla Benjamin cung céac
anh em ho ctia no - Flopsy, Mopsy, Bubi Béng va Peter.

Ba c6 thd gia 1a mot ba goda. Ba kiém sbng bang nghé dan gang
tay len tho (T6i ttrng mua mét déi gang tay hé ngén nhw vay & cho
tréri). Ba con ban thao duorc, tra hwong thdo, va thudc 1a cia tho (cai
ma chung ta goi la oai hwong).



Little Benjamin did not very much want to see his Aunt.
He came round the back of the fir-tree, and nearly tumbled upon
the top of his Cousin Peter.

Benjamin bé khéng mudn gép ba cé ctia nd Iam.

N6 di vong quanh cay, va suyt nira thi gidm phai dau cau em ho
Peter ctiia no.

Peter was sitting by himself. He looked poorly, and was dressed in
a red cotton pocket-handkerchief.



Peter dang ngbi mot minh. Trong né that thdm hai. N6 quéan
quanh nguw®i mot cai khan mui soa dé bang cé-téng.

"Peter," said little Benjamin, in a whisper, "who has got your
clothes?"

Peter replied, "The scarecrow in Mr. McGregor’s garden," and
described how he had been chased about the garden, and had
dropped his shoes and coat.

Little Benjamin sat down beside his cousin and assured him that
Mr. McGregor had gone out in a gig, and Mrs. McGregor also; and
certainly for the day, because she was wearing her best bonnet.

"Peter", Benjamin noi khe khé, "ai ldy méat quan 4o ctia em roi?"

Peter tra 1&i: "Thang bu nhin trong vwdn nha éng McGregor". Roi
no ké lai chuyén né bj da dudi quanh vwdn nhw thé nao, bd lai giay
va ao ra sao.

Benjamin bé ngdi xudng canh em ho ciia minh va qua quyét véi
nd rang 6ng McGregor di ra ngoai trén cd xe hai banh rbi, va ba
McGregor ciing vay. Va at han la ho di ca ngay, b&i vi ba McGregor
doi chiéc mi dep nhat ctia minh.



Peter said he hoped that it would rain.

At this point old Mrs. Rabbit’'s voice was heard inside the rabbit
hole, calling: "Cotton-tail! Cotton-tail! fetch some more camomile!"

Peter said he thought he might feel better if he went for a walk.

Peter ndi nd hi vong tréi sé muwa.

Lac dé co tiéng ba cd thd trong hang goi: "Pudi Béng oil Dudi
Bong oi! Hai thém mot it cuc La Ma nhe!".

Peter ndi né sé cam thay dé chiu hon néu di dao mét lat.

They went away hand in hand, and got upon the flat top of the
wall at the bottom of the wood. From here they looked down into Mr.
McGregor’s garden. Peter’s coat and shoes were plainly to be seen
upon the scarecrow, topped with an old tamo’-shanter of Mr.
McGregor’s.



rieng. T chd d6, ching nhin xudng dwdi vwdn nha éng McGregor.
C6 thé thay ré 4o khoac va giay cua Peter treo trén bu nhin, va trén
dau bu nhin c6 chiéc mi néi tam-o’-shanters+ cii ctia dng McGregor.
1*Tam O’ Shanter la tén mdt nhén vat anh hung Scotland, dwoc dung lam tén loai md néi
bang len ma nhan vét doé hay doji.

Little Benjamin said: "It spoils people’s clothes to squeeze under a
gate; the proper way to get in is to climb down a peartree."

Peter fell down head first; but it was of no consequence, as the
bed below was newly raked and quite soft.

It had been sown with lettuces.

Benjamin bé ndi: "Ep minh chui qua khe ctra thi s& bi hédng quan
4o0. Cach dang hoang dé di vao vuon la tréo xubng twr cay 18",

Peter nga chui ddu xudng dat, nhwng khéng hé gi, b&i vi dam dat
phia dwdi méi duwoc cudc x&i va kha mém.



Chd déat do trdng xa lach.
They left a great many odd little footmarks all over the bed,
especially little Benjamin, who was wearing clogs.

Chung dé lai rat nhiéu vét chan nhé ky quac trén mat dat. Dac
biét Ia Benjamin bé, vi n6 di gubc.

Little Benjamin said that the first thing to be done was to get back
Peter’s clothes, in order that they might be able to use the pocket-
handkerchief.

They took them off the scarecrow. There had been rain during the
night; there was water in the shoes, and the coat was somewhat
shrunk.

Benjamin tried on the tam-o’-shanter, but it was too big for him.

Benjamin bé ndi rang viéc dau tién can lam la 13y lai quan 4o cho
Peter, d& chiing c6 thé st dung cai khan mui soa.

Chung g& quan &o ra khéi bu nhin. Dém hém truéc cd mwa nén
trong giay co nwdc, con ao khoac thi cé vé nhw bi co lai.

Benjamin thir d6i mi ndi tam-o’-shanter [&én dau, nhwng chiéc mi
qua to ddi v&i né.



Then he suggested that they should fill the pocket-handkerchief
with onions, as a little present for his Aunt.
Peter did not seem to be enjoying himself; he kept hearing noises.

ROi n6 dé xuat y kién rang bon thé phai lay hanh day khan mui
soa dé lam modt mén qua nhd cho ba cd cla no.

Peter c6 vé khong duwoc thodi mai 1am. N6 c& nghe thay nhirng
tiéng 6n nao do.

Benjamin, on the contrary, was perfectly at home, and ate a
lettuce leaf. He said that he was in the habit of coming to the garden
with his father to get lettuces for their Sunday dinner.

(The name of little Benjamin’s papa was old Mr. Benjamin Bunny.)

The lettuces certainly were very fine.



Benjamin thi nguoc lai, né cdm thay thodi mai nhw 1a & nha, va
an mot cong xa lach. N6 néi rang né cé théi quen di vao vudn cung
v&i bd né dé hai xa lach cho biva t6i chii nhat.

(B6 clia Benjamin bé tén la 6ng Thé Benjamin I&n).

Cac la xa lach qua la ngon tuyét.

Peter did not eat anything; he said he should like to go home.
Presently he dropped half the onions.

Peter chang an gi ca. N6 néi né mubn quay vé nha. Réi nd lam
roi mot nra s6 hanh.

Little Benjamin said that it was not possible to get back up the
pear-tree with a load of vegetables. He led the way boldly towards
the other end of the garden. They went along a little walk on planks,
under a sunny, red brick wall.

The mice sat on their doorsteps cracking cherry-stones; they
winked at Peter Rabbit and little Benjamin Bunny.



Benjamin bé néi rang khéng thé tréo lai 1&n cay & véi mot déng
rau cd. N6 xéng xao dan dwéng di ngwoc vé phia cudi viwon. Ching
di theo mét con dworng ké van gb, phia dwédi mét bire twdrng gach dé
sang nang.

Bon chudt ngdi trén bac clra cla ching va gadm nhirng con so.
Chung nhay mét véi Peter va Benjamin bé.

Presently Peter let the pocket-handkerchief go again.

Ngay sau do, Peter lai lam tudt chiéc khan mui soa.

They got amongst flower-pots, and frames, and tubs. Peter heard
noises worse than ever; his eyes were as big as lollypops!

He was a step or two in front of his cousin when he suddenly

stopped.



Chung di qua dam binh tréng cay, 16ng che va chau cay. Peter
nghe thay nhirng tiéng on kho chiu hon bao gior hét, va mét cia né
m¢& to nhu la keo que2*!

N6 dirng trwdc anh ho mét, hai bwdc chan khi chung dét ngot
dwng lai.

2* Lolly-pop, hay lolipop, la keo mut trén que, thurong co hinh tron to.

This is what those little rabbits saw round that corner!

Little Benjamin took one look, and then, in half a minute less than
no time, he hid himself and Peter and the onions underneath a large
basket....

Pay 1a th& ma nhirng chi thé con nhin thay & sau ché ré dé!

Benjamin bé nhin mét cai, rdi ngay trong tich tac né kéo Peter va
dbéng hanh vao cung né ndp dwdi mét cai ré lon.

The cat got up and stretched herself, and came and sniffed at the
basket.



Perhaps she liked the smell of onions!
Anyway, she sat down upon the top of the basket.

Con méo dirng day, dudi ngudi, réi di dén danh hoi ché cai ré.
C6 thé 1a né thich mui hanh!

DU thé nado di nira, c6 méo da ngdi 1én noc rd.

She sat there for five hours.

N6 ngdi dé subt nam tiéng déng ho.

| cannot draw you a picture of Peter and Benjamin underneath the
basket, because it was quite dark, and because the smell of onions
was fearful; it made Peter Rabbit and little Benjamin cry.

The sun got round behind the wood, and it was quite late in the
afternoon; but still the cat sat upon the basket.

At length there was a pitter-patter, pitter-patter, and some bits of
mortar fell from the wall above.

The cat looked up and saw old Mr. Benjamin Bunny prancing
along the top of the wall of the upper terrace.




Téi khdng vé dwoc cho ban xem canh Peter va Benjamin ngoi
dwdi cai rb, bdi vi bén trong ré rat 1a tot, va bdi vi mui hanh that
dang s¢. N6 da lam cho thé Peter va Benjamin bé khoc.

Mat tr&i da di vong qua khu rirng, va ngd sang chiéu mudn,
nhwng con méo van ngdi trén cai ro.

M6t luc lau sau, cé tiéng bwédec chan pit-pat, pit-pat, va may manh
vi¥a roi xudng ttr phia trén bl twdng.

Con méo nglrng dau 1&n nhin va thiy 6ng thé Benjamin I&n dang
di nghénh ngang doc b& twdng cla san trén.

He was smoking a pipe of rabbit-tobacco, and had a little switch in
his hand.

He was looking for his son.

Ong ta dang hut tAu thudc 14 thd, va cAm mét canh cay nhd trong
tay.

Ong ta dang di tim con trai.

Old Mr. Bunny had no opinion whatever of cats.

He took a tremendous jump off the top of the wall on to the top of
the cat, and cuffed it off the basket, and kicked it into the
greenhouse, scratching off a handful of fur.

The cat was too much surprised to scratch back.



Ong thé I&n chang hé né nang gi tui méo.

Ong ta nhay mét cu rat manh tr b& twdng lén trén con méo, va
hat n6 khdi cai rd, da né vao nha wom cay, va cao né rach mot nam
|6ng.

Con méo bj qua bat ngd dé ma cao lai.

When old Mr. Bunny had driven the cat into the greenhouse, he
locked the door.

Then he came back to the basket and took out his son Benjamin
by the ears, and whipped him with the little switch.

Then he took out his nephew Peter.

Sau khi 6ng thd 1&n dudi dwoc con méo vao trong nha wom cay,
6ng bén khoa ctra nha do lai.

R&i 6ng quay lai chd cai rd, tum tai con trai Benjamin bé 16i ra, va
danh don né bang canh cay nhé.

R&i 6ng 16i chau thd Peter ra.



Then he took out the handkerchief of onions, and marched out of
the garden.

Roi 6ng lay ra cai khan mui soa dwng hanh, va di ra khéi vuon.

When Mr. McGregor returned about half an hour later he
observed several things which perplexed him.

It looked as though some person had been walking all over the
garden in a pair of clogs—only the footmarks were too ridiculously
little!

Also he could not understand how the cat could have managed to
shut herself up inside the greenhouse, locking the door upon the
outside.

Nira tiéng sau, khi 65ng McGregor tré vé nha, 6ng ta quan sat thay
mot vai thir khién édng ban khoan.

C6 vé nhuw ai d6 da di gude subt trong vwdn, chi céd diéu la nhirng
vét chan nhé dén nuc cuoi!

Va 6ng cling khéng thé hiéu ndi lam sao con méo lai cé thé tw
nhét né vao trong nha wom cay va khoa clra tr phia bén ngoai.



When Peter got home his mother forgave him, because she was
so glad to see that he had found his shoes and coat. Cottontail and
Peter folded up the pocket-handkerchief, and old Mrs. Rabbit strung
up the onions and hung them from the kitchen ceiling, with the
bunches of herbs and the rabbit-tobacco.

THE END

Khi Peter tr& vé nha, me cau ta da tha th& cho cau, bi vi ba vui
mirng nhin thay cau ta da tim lai dwoc giay va 4o cdia minh. Dubi
Béng va Peter gap khan mui soa lai, va ba thd me xau cac cu hanh
lai va treo chang Ién trén gac bép, cung véi nhivng bé thdo dwoc va
thudc 14 thd.

HET TRUYEN
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