
Readings for 3/17 
Ms. Darlene’s Class 

“A Fisherman Robbed” 
by Thornton Burgess 

	 Just out of  curiosity, and because he 
possesses what is called the wandering 
foot, which means that he delights to 
roam about, Peter Rabbit had run 
over to the bank of  the Big River. 
There were plenty of  bushes, clumps 
of  tall grass, weeds and tangles of  
vines along the bank of  the Big River, 
so that Peter felt quite safe there. He 
liked to sit gazing out over the water 
and wonder where it all came from 
and where it was going and what kept 
it moving. 
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	 He was doing this very thing on this 
particular morning when he happened 
to glance up in the blue, blue sky. 
There he saw a broad-winged bird 
sailing in wide, graceful circles. 
Instantly Peter crouched a little lower 
in his hiding-place, for he knew this for 
a member of  the Hawk family and 
Peter has learned by experience that 
the only way to keep perfectly safe 
when one of  these hook-clawed, hook-
billed birds is about is to keep out of  
sight. 

	 So now he crouched very close to 
the ground and kept his eyes fixed on 
the big bird sailing so gracefully high 
up in the blue, blue sky over the Big 
River. Suddenly the stranger paused in 



his flight and for a moment appeared 
to remain in one place, his great wings 
beating rapidly to hold him there. 
Then those wings were closed and 
with a rush he shot down straight for 
the water, disappearing with a great 
splash. Instantly Peter sat up to his full 
height that he might see better. 

	 “It’s Plunger the Osprey fishing, 
and I’ve nothing to fear from him,” he 
cried happily. 

	 Out of  the water, his great wings 
flapping, rose Plunger. Peter looked 
eagerly to see if  he had caught a fish, 
but there was nothing in Plunger’s 
great, curved claws. Either that fish 
had been too deep or had seen 



Plunger and darted away just in the 
nick of  time. Peter had a splendid view 
of  Plunger. He was just a little bigger 
than Redtail the Hawk. Above he was 
dark brown, his head and neck marked 
with white. His tail was grayish, 
crossed by several narrow dark bands 
and tipped with white. His under parts 
were white with some light brown 
spots on his breast. Peter could see 
clearly the great, curved claws which 
are Plunger’s fishhooks. 


