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Once upon a time there were four little Rabbits, 

and their names were— 

Flopsy, 

Mopsy, 

Cotton-tail, 

and Peter. 

They lived with their Mother in a sand-bank, 

underneath the root of a very big fr-tree. 

 
َ

ان
َ
عَصْرِ  سَالِف فِي کان ما یَا ک

ْ
وَانِ، ال

� ْ
تْ  وَا�

َ
ان

َ
ک

 
َ

  هُنَاك
ُ
بَعَة رْ

َ
رَانِبَ  أ

َ
عَی أ

ْ
د

ُ
 .وبِیتِر هدهد تيتي، سوسو،: ت

وا
ُ
ان

َ
  ک

َ
ون

ُ
تِهِمْ  مَعَ  یَعيش

َ
ی وَالِد

َ
اطِئِ  عَل

َّ
، الش مْلِيِّ  الرَّ

حْتَ 
َ
رِ  ت

ْ
جَرَةِ  جَذ

َ
وحِ  ش

ُّ
مَةِ  الش

ْ
خ  .الضَّ

 



2 

'Now my dears,' said old Mrs. Rabbit one

morning, 'you may go into the felds 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.' 

 
َ

ات
َ
تِ  صَبَاحٍ  ذ

َ
ال

َ
  ق

ُ
ة

َ
د یِّ

: أرنوبة السَّ

 
َ

ن
� ْ
حِبّائي، یَا ا�

َ
م أ

ُ
هَابُ  یُمْکِنُک

َّ
ی الذ

َ
ولِ  إِل

ُ
حُق

ْ
وْ  ال

َ
  أ

َ
ل

َ
سْف

َ
رِ  أ

َ
مُنْحَد

ْ
ال

کِنْ،
َ
مْ  وَل

ُ
ک ا هَابَ  إِیَّ

َّ
ی وَالذ

َ
ةِ  إِل

َ
دِ  حَدیق یِّ

د مصطفی، السَّ
َ
ق
َ
ل
َ
  ف

َ
ض عَرَّ

َ
 ت

مْ 
ُ
  وَضَعَتْهُ  إذ لِحَادِثٍ  وَالِدِک

ُ
وْجَة

َ
دِ  ز یِّ

ی السَّ
َ
ف
َ
  مُصْط

َ
طِیرَةٍ  دَاخِل

َ
 .ف
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'Now run along, and don't get into mischief. I am 

going out.' 

 

» 
َ

ن
� ْ
وا، وا�

ُ
صَرِف

ْ
  ان

َ
وا وَ�

ُ
سِيئ

ُ
  ت

َ
ف صَرُّ  .التَّ

ا
َ
ن
َ
أ
َ
  ف

ٌ
ارِجَة

َ
  خ

َ
ن

� ْ
».ا�
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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

fve currant buns. 

مَّ 
ُ
تِ  ث

َ
ذ

َ
خ

َ
  أ

ُ
ة

َ
د یِّ

  أرنوبة السَّ
ً
ة
َّ
، سَل

ً
ة
َّ
ل

َ
هبَتْ  وَمِظ

َ
ابَةِ  عَبْرَ  وَذ

َ
غ

ْ
 ال

ی
َ
ازِ  إِل بَّ

َ
خ

ْ
  .ال

ْ
رَت

َ
  واشت

َ
بْزٍ  رَغیف

ُ
يٍّ  خ مْسَ  بُنِّ

َ
  وَخ

ٍ
ع

َ
 قِط

عْكِ  مِنْ 
َ
مُشِ  ک

ْ
مُش

ْ
 .ال
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Flopsy, Mopsy, and Cotton-tail, who were good

little bunnies, went down the lane to gather

blackberries; 

هَبَ 
َ
هُد، وَتِيتيَ  سُوسُو ذ

ْ
رانِبُ  وَهُمْ  وهُد

َ
  أ

ٌ
  صَغِیرَة

ُ
 سُلوكٍ  ذات

رْبِ  إِلی حَسَنٍ،
َّ

یبِ  الد ر
َ
ق
ْ
  ال

ِ
وتِ  لِجَمْع يِّ  التُّ بَرِّ

ْ
 .ال
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But Peter, who was very naughty, ran straight 

away to Mr. McGregor's garden, and squeezed

under the gate! 

کِنَّ 
َ
قِيَّ  بِیتِر ل

َّ
ضَ  الش

َ
  رَک

ً
ی مُبَاشرة

َ
ةِ  إِل

َ
دِ  حَدیق یِّ

 السَّ

ی،
َ
ف
َ
  مُصْط

َ
ل

َّ
سَل

َ
ا وت

ً
حْت مِنْ  زاحِف

َ
ابَةِ  ت بَوَّ

ْ
 .ال
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First he ate some lettuces and some French

beans; and then he ate some radishes; 
 
َ

ل
َ
ک

َ
سِّ  بَعْضَ  بِیتِر أ

َ
خ

ْ
اصُولِیَاءِ  وَبَعْضَ  ال

َ
ف
ْ
 ال

مَّ 
ُ
  ث

َ
نَاوَل

َ
جْلِ  بَعْضَ  ت

ُ
ف
ْ
 .ال
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And then, feeling rather sick, he went to look 

for some parsley.  َّم
ُ
هَبَ  ث

َ
بَحْثِ  ذ

ْ
دونِسِ  بَعْضِ  عَنْ  لِل

ْ
بَق

ْ
وصٌ  وَهُوَ  ال

ُ
 .مَمْغ
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But round the end of a cucumber frame, whom 

should he meet but Mr. McGregor! 

کِنْ،
َ
عُ  مَنْ  ل

َّ
تَوَق

َ
  ت

ْ
ن

َ
ابِل أ

َ
  یُق

َ
رَفِ  عِنْد

َ
لِ  ط

ْ
خِیَارِ  حَق

ْ
 ال

دِ  سِوَى یِّ
فی السَّ

َ
 .مُصْط



10 

 
 

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 thief!' 

 
َ

ان
َ
  ک

ُ
د یِّ

فی السَّ
َ
  یَزْرَعُ  مُصْط

َ
وف

ُ
ف
ْ
مَل

ْ
ا ال

ً
نِد

َ
ی مُسْت

َ
یْه إِل

َ
یْهِ، یَد

َ
بَت

ْ
 وَرُک

هُ  کِنَّ
َ
  ل

َ
فز مَا سُرْعَان

َ
ضَ  ق

َ
حُ  وَهُوَ  بِیتِر، وَرَاءَ  وَرَک وِّ

َ
ةٍ  یُل

َ
 بِمِجْرَف

 
ُ

  وَیَصْرُخ
ً

ائِ�
َ
  :ق

ْ
ف

َّ
وَق

َ
هَا ت یُّ

َ
صُّ  أ ِ

ّ
.الل
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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. 

 
َ

ان
َ
ا بِیتِرُ  ک

ً
ائِف

َ
ا خ

�
 .جِد

  فِي یَجْرِي هَرَعَ 
ِ

حَاءِ  جَمِیع
ْ
ن
َ
ةِ، أ

َ
حَدیق

ْ
  ال

َ
ابَة٠ِ  بَوَّ

ْ
 ال

َ
عَوْدَةِ إِ�

ْ
 ال

َ
رِیق

َ
َ ط ��ِ

َ
هُ �

َّ
ن
َ �
�ِ

 
َ

د
َ
ق
َ
  بِیتِر ف

َ
رْدَة

َ
ائِه ف

َ
وفِ، بَیْنَ  حِذ

ُ
ف
ْ
مَل

ْ
  ال

َ
رْدَة

َ
ف
ْ
رَى وَال

ْ
خ

ُ� ْ
ا بَیْنَ  ا�

َ
اط

َ
بَط

ْ
 .ال
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After losing them, he ran on four legs and went 

faster, so that I 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. 

 
َ

انِ  وَبَعْد
َ

د
ْ
ق
ُ
رْدَتِي بِیتِر ف

َ
ائِه، لِف

َ
ضَ  حذ

َ
ی رَک

َ
رَافِهِ  عَل

ْ
ط

َ
بَعَةِ  أ رْ

َ � ْ
 ا�

لٍ 
ْ
ک

َ
سْرَعَ، بِش

َ
  أ

َ
لِك

َ
  لِذ

ُ
عْتَقِد

َ
هُ  أ

َّ
ن
َ
مَا أ بَّ   لرُ

َ
ان

َ
نُ  ک

َّ
هَرَبِ  مِنَ  سَيَتَمَک

ْ
 ال

وْ 
َ
مْ  ل

َ
هِ، لِسُوءِ  یُواجِهْ، ل ِ

ّ
  حَظ

َ
ة

َ
بَک

َ
جَیْرَةِ  ش

ُ
بِ، عِنَبِ  ش

َ
عْل

َّ
 الث

تِي
َّ
تْ  وَال

َ
ق
َ
رَارُ  بِهَا عَل

ْ
ز

َ
رَتِهِ  أ

ْ
  سُت

ُ
بِیرَة

َ
ک

ْ
 .ال

تْ 
َ
ان

َ
  ک

ً
رَة

ْ
اءَ  سُت

َ
رْق

َ
  ز

ً
ة

َ
مَامًا، جَدید

َ
  ت

َ
ات

َ
رَارٍ  ذ

ْ
ز

َ
ةٍ. أ حَاسِیَّ

ُ
 ن
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Peter gave himself up for lost, and shed big 

tears; but his sobs were overheard by some 

friendly sparrows, who ftew to him in great 

excitement, and implored him to exert himself. 

مَ 
َ
سْل

َ
سَارَةِ  بِیتِر اسْت

َ
خ

ْ
  لِل

َ
رف

َ
ثِیرَ  وَذ

َ
ک

ْ
موعِ  مِنَ  ال

ُّ
. الد

عَصَافِیرِ  بَعْضُ  سَمِعَتْ 
ْ
بَةِ  ال یِّ

َّ
حِیبَهُ، الط

َ
  ن

 
ْ

ارَت
َ
ط

َ
یْهِ  ف

َ
تْهُ  بِحَمَاسٍ، إِل رَجَّ

َ
  وَت

ْ
ن

َ
  أ

َ
ل

ُ
صَ  جَهْدِهِ  قصارى یَبْذ ِ

ّ
ل

َ
سَهُ  لِیُخ

ْ
ف
َ
 .ن
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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. 

  جَاءَ 
ُ

د یِّ
ی السَّ

َ
ف
َ
  مُصْط

ً
، حَامِ�

ً
بَا�  غِرْ

فِ 
َ

ائِه بِهَد
َ
ق
ْ
ی إل

َ
سِ  عَل

ْ
 .بِیتر رَأ

کِنَّ 
َ
تِ  فِي هَرَبَ  بِیتِرَ  ل

ْ
وَق

ْ
مُنَاسِبِ، ال

ْ
  ال

ً
ا
َ
ارِک

َ
هُ  ت

َ
رَت

ْ
 هُ.وَرَاءَ  سُت
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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. 

عَ 
َ
ف

َ
د

ْ
ی اِن

َ
ةِ  إِل

َ
قِیف فزَ  السَّ

َ
  وَق

َ
وِ  دَاخِل

ْ
يِّ  دَل

 .الرَّ

 
َ

ان
َ
تِبَاءُ  ک

ْ
خ ِ

ْ
  فِیه ا�

ُ
ون

ُ
  سَیَک

ً
رَة

ْ
، فِک

ً
وْ  رَائِعَة

َ
مْ  ل

َ
نِ  ل

ُ
وُ  یَک

ْ
ل

َّ
وءًا الد

ُ
مَاءِ  مَمْل

ْ
 .بِال
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Mr. McGregor was quite sure that Peter was

somewhere in the tool-shed, perhaps hidden 

underneath a ftower-pot. He began to turn them 

over carefully, looking under each. 

Presently Peter sneezed—'Kertyschoo!' 

Mr. McGregor was after him in no time. 

 
َ

ان
َ
  ک

ُ
د یِّ

ی السَّ
َ
ف
َ
ا مُصْط

ً
د ِ

ّ
ک

َ
مَامًا مُتَأ

َ
انٍ  فِي بِیتِر وُجُودِ  مِنْ  ت

َ
 مَا مَک

 
َ

ةِ، دَاخِل
َ
قِیف مَا السَّ بَّ تَبِئُ  رُ

ْ
حْتَ  یَخ

َ
ةٍ  ت یَّ  .مَا مِزْهَرِ

 
َ
أ

َ
بُ  بَد ِ

ّ
ل
َ
یّاتِ، یُق   المزْهَرِ

َ
ة

َ
وَاحِد

ْ
وَ  ال

ْ
رَى تِل

ْ
خ

ُ� ْ
رٍ  ا�

َ
هُ  بِحَذ

َّ
هُ  عَل

ُ
حْتَها یَجِد

َ
 .ت

  فِي
َ

ك
ْ
ةِ، تِل

َ
لحْظ

َّ
سَ  ال

َ
 ،"أتشوووووو" بِیتِرُ  عَط

سْرَعَ  
َ
أ
َ
  ف

ُ
د یِّ

ی السَّ
َ
ف
َ
هُ  مُصْط

َ
ف
ْ
ل

َ
مْحِ  فِي خ

َ
بَصَرِ  ل

ْ
 .ال
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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. 

 
َ

ن وَحَاوَل
َ
وسَ  أ

ُ
ی یَد

َ
ذِي بِیتِر عَل

َّ
فزَ  ال

َ
ةِ، مِنَ  ق

َ
افِذ  النَّ

 
ً

�ِ   رَا
َ

لِك
َ

  بِذ
َ

�ث
َ
بْتَاتٍ  ث

َ
 .ن

تِ 
َ
ان

َ
  ک

ُ
ة

َ
افِذ   النَّ

ً
ا صَغِیرَة

�
سْبَةِ  جِد ِ

ّ
دِ  بِالن یِّ

ی، لِلسَّ
ً
ف
َ
 مُصْط

 
َ

ان
َ
جَرْيِ  مِنْ  مُتْعَبًا وَک

ْ
 .بِیتِر وَرَاءَ  ال

ی عَمَلِهِ 
َ
 عَادَ إِل

َ
لِك

َ
 .لِذ
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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. 

سَ 
َ
یحَ  بِیتِر�  جَل رِ

َ
  لِيَسْت

ً
لِی�

َ
.ق

 
َ

ان
َ
  ک

ُ
هَث

ْ
  یَل

ُ
جِف

َ
وْفِ، مِنَ  وَیَرْت

َ
خ

ْ
 ال

مْ 
َ
نْ  وَل

ُ
ک

َ
یْهِ  ت

َ
د

َ
ی ل

َ
دْن

َ
رَةٍ  أ

ْ
يَّ  فِک

َ
یقٍ  أ رِ

َ
  ط

ُ
ك

ُ
 .يَسْل

مَا
َ
  ک

َ
ان

َ
  ک

ً
�

َّ
ا مُبَل

�
وسِهِ  بِسَبَبِ  جِد

ُ
وِ  فِي جُل

ْ
يِّ  دَل

 .الرَّ

اظِرًا 
َ
ءٍ  ن

ْ
زِ  بِبُط

ْ
ف

َ
ق
ْ
  فِي ال

َ
أ

َ
  یَبْد

ْ
ن

َ
  أ

َ
بْل

َ
تٌ  ق

ْ
 مَرَّ  وَق

رَجٍ .
ْ

ا عَنْ  مَخ
ً
هُ  بَاحِث

َ
 حَوْل
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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. 

 
َ

حَائِطِ  فِي بَابًا بِیتر وَجَد
ْ
 .ال

کِنَّ 
َ
بَابَ  ل

ْ
  ال

َ
ان

َ
ا، ک

ً
ق
َ
ل
ْ
مْ  مُغ

َ
نْ  وَل

ُ
ک

َ
  ت

َ
  هُنَاك

ُ
ة یَّ

َ
سْحَةٍ  أ

ُ
  ف

بٍ 
َ
رْن

َ �
يْ  سَمِینٍ  صَغیرٍ  ِ�

َ
  لِک

َ
ل

ُ
خ

ْ
حْتَهَا یَد

َ
 .ت

تْ 
َ
ان

َ
  وَک

َ
  هُنَاك

ٌ
رَة

ْ
أ
َ
  ف

ٌ
ة جْرِي مُسِنَّ

َ
بَابِ  عَتَبَةِ  عَلی ت

ْ
ةِ، ال یَّ حَجَرِ

ْ
  ال

ً
ة
َ
 دَاخِل

،
ً
ارِجَة

َ
  وَخ

ً
ة
َ
ءَ  حَامِل

ّ
اصُولِیَا البَازِ�

َ
ف
ْ
تِهَا وَال

َ
ابَةِ  فِي لِعَائِل

َ
غ

ْ
هَا. ال

َ
ل
َ
 عَنِ  بِیتر سَأ

یقِ  رِ
َّ
ی الط

َ
ابَةِ، إِل بَوَّ

ْ
هَا ال کِنَّ

َ
تْ  ل

َ
ان

َ
  ک

ُ
حْمِل

َ
  ت

َ
ة ءٍ  حَبَّ

ّ
  بازِ�

ً
بِیرَة

َ
مِهَا فِي ک

َ
مْ  ف

َ
 فل

 
ِ

سْتَطِع
َ
، ت

َ
جَابَة ِ�

ْ
  ا�

َ
تَف

ْ
ک سِهَا بِهَزِّ  تْ وَاِ

ْ
هُ، رَأ

َ
  ل

َ
جْهَش

َ
أ
َ
اءِ  بِیتر ف

َ
بُک

ْ
 .بِال
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Then he tried to fnd his way straight across the

garden, but he became more and more puzzled. 

Presently, he came to a pond where Mr. 

McGregor flled his water-cans. A white cat was 

staring at some gold-fsh, 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. 

رَ 
َّ
ک

َ
بْتِعَادِ  في بِیتر ف ِ

ْ
مِ  ا�

َ
ثِ  وعَد

ُّ
حَد قد مَعَهَا، التَّ

َ
 عَنِ  قِصَصًا سَمِعَ  ف

طِ 
َ
قِط

ْ
هِ، ابْنِ  مِنْ  ال بِ  عَمِّ

َ
رْن

َ � ْ
غِیرِ  ا� اشِي الصَّ

َ
 .ش

مَّ 
ُ
  ث

َ
  حَاوَل

ْ
ن

َ
  أ

َ
هُ  یَجِد

َ
یق رِ

َ
هُ  الحدیقة، عبر ط کِنَّ

َ
صْبَحَ  ل

َ
 حَیْرَةٍ  فِي أ

مْرِهِ  مِنْ 
َ
رَ  أ

َ
ث
ْ
ک

َ
رَ  أ

َ
ث
ْ
ک

َ
أ
َ
 .ف

  هَا
ْ

د
َ
  ق

َ
ی وَصَل

َ
بُحَیْرَةِ  إِل

ْ
تِي ال

َّ
 ی ال

�
  مِنْهَا م�

ُ
د یِّ

ی السَّ
َ
ف
َ
ءَ  مُصْط

َ
مَاءِ  دِ�

ْ
.ال

تْ 
َ
ان

َ
  وَک

َ
  هُنَاك

ٌ
ة

َّ
  بَیْضَاءُ  قِط

ُ
ق ِ

ّ
حَد

ُ
مَكِ  فِي ت ، السَّ هَبِيِّ

َّ
  الذ

ً
وءٍ  فِي جَالِسَة

ُ
. هُد

حِینِ  وَبَیْنَ 
ْ
رِ، ال

َ
خ

� ْ
سُ  کان وَا�

ْ
یْلِهَا رَأ

َ
مَا یَهْتَزُّ  ذ

َ
وْ  ک

َ
  ل

َ
ان

َ
ی ک

َ
یْدِ  عَل

َ
حَیَاةِ  ق

ْ
.ال
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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 frst thing he saw was Mr. McGregor 

hoeing onions. His back was turned towards 

Peter, and beyond him was the gate! 

ی بِیتر عَادَ 
َ
ةِ، إِل

َ
قِیف هُ  السَّ کِنَّ

َ
  سَمِعَ  ل

ً
ة
َ
جْأ

َ
یرَ  ف ةٍ  صَرِ

َ
رْبِ  في مِجْرَف

ُ
ق
ْ
 ،مِنْهُ  ال

یيیتش سکراااتش سکرااااتتتش  .سکر

 
َ
تَبَأ

ْ
حْتَ  بِیتر اِخ

َ
جَیْرَاتِ، ت

ُّ
هُ  وَبِمَا الش

َّ
ن
َ
مْ  أ

َ
  ل

ْ
ث

ُ
يْءٌ، یَحْد

َ
رَجَ  ش

َ
بَأِهِ  مِنْ  خ

ْ
 مَخ

 
َ

ق
َّ
سَل

َ
  وَت

ً
بَة   عَرَ

ً
ة وِیَّ

َ
تَلِسُ  وراح یَد

ْ
رَ  یَخ

َ
ظ   رأى. النَّ

َ
د یِّ

ی السَّ
ً
ف
َ
رِسُ  مُصْط

ْ
، یَغ

َ
بَصَل

ْ
 ال

 
َ

هْرُهُ  وکان
َ

لِ  وَبَابُ  لبیتر مُواجِهًا ظ
ْ
حَق

ْ
مَامَهُ  ال

َ
  أ

ً
رَة

َ
 !مُبَاش



 

Peter got down very quietly off the wheel- 

barrow; 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. 

 
َ

زَل
َ
بَةِ  مِنَ  بِیتر ن عَرَ

ْ
وءٍ  ال

ُ
دِیدٍ، بِهُد

َ
  ش

َ
أ

َ
ضُ یَرْ  وَبَد

ُ
سْرَعِ  ک

َ
 بِأ

ی یُمْکِنُهُ، مَا
َ
ولِ  عَل

ُ
یقٍ  ط رِ

َ
جَیْرَاتِ  بَعْضِ  وَرَاءَ  مُسْتَقِیمٍ  ط

ُ
وتِ  ش  .التُّ

مَحَ 
َ
  ل

ُ
د یِّ

ی السَّ
َ
ف
َ
بَ  مُصْط

َ
رْن

َ � ْ
  ا�

َ
اوِیَةِ، عِنْد کِنَّ  الزَّ

َ
مْ  بِیتر ل

َ
مْرِهِ  یَهْتَمَّ  ل

َ �
�ِ. 

 
َ

ق
َ
زَل

ْ
حْتَ  وَاِن

َ
ابَةِ، ت بَوَّ

ْ
هَایَةِ  وَفِي ال صْبَحَ  النِّ

َ
مَنٍ  فِي أ

ْ
ابَةِ  فِي مَأ

َ
غ

ْ
ارِجَ  ال

َ
ةِ  خ

َ
حَدیق

ْ
 .ال
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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 fr-tree. 
مْ 

َ
  ل

ْ
ف

َّ
جَرْي عَنِ  بِیتر یَتَوَق

ْ
رِ  ال

َ
ظ  ،وَرَاءَهُ  وَالنَّ

ی   حَتَّ
َ

ی وَصَل
َ
جَرَةِ  إِل

َ
وحِ  ش

ُّ
 .الش

 
َ

ق
َّ
  عَل

ُ
د یِّ

ی السَّ
َ
ف
َ
  مُصْط

َ
رَة

ْ
ت   السُّ

َ
غِیرَة اءَ  الصَّ

َ
اعَةٍ  عَلی وَالحِذ زَّ

َ
 ف

بِ  مِنَ 
َ

ش
َ

خ
ْ
ةِ  ال

َ
اف

َ
خ ِ��ِ  

َ
حْرُور ائِرِ ط

ّ
 .الش
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that Peter had lost in a fortnight!

� ِ
��
َّ
ةِ ال اِ�َ مَالِ النَّ  الرِّ

َ
ی عَ� َ هُ اِرْ��َ

َّ
ن
َ
رَجَةِ أ

َ
ا لِد

�
 بِی�� مُتْعَبًا جِد

َ
ن

َ
د �

َ
لق

 
ً� و�َ

ُ
غ

ْ
هُ مَش

ُ
ت

َ
تْ وَالِد

َ
ن

َ
یْه. �

َ
ضَ عَی� َ ْ��

َ
حْرِ وَأ ُ �

ْ
 ا�

َ
ة � أرْضِیَّ

ِّ
�

َ
غ

ُ
ت

 
َ
انِیَة

َّ
 الث

َ
ة رَّ َ  ا�ْ

َ
ك

ْ
تْ تِل

َ
ن

َ
� 

ْ
د

َ
ق
َ
ِ�سِهِ، ف

َ َ
� َ

ِ�� ُ عَ�َ
َ
ا ف َّ

َ
تْ �

َ
سَاءَل

َ
بْخِ. �

َّ
لط ِ��

! ِ
� ْ
سْبُوعَ��

ُ
 أ

َ
ل

َ
هُ خِ�

َ
ت َ حْذِیَتَهُ وَسُ��ْ

َ
ا بِی�� أ َ  فِ��

ُ
قِد

ْ
� یَف ِ

��
َّ
ال
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I 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.'

سِفِ  مِنَ 
ْ

مُؤ
ْ
ن ال

َ
  أ

َ
ول

ُ
ق
َ
  أ

َّ
ن

َ
مْ  بِیتر أ

َ
نْ  ل

ُ
ی یَک

َ
  یُرَامُ  مَا عَل

َ
ل

َ
مَسَاءِ  خِ�

ْ
 .ال

هُ  وَضْعَتُهُ 
ُ
ت

َ
یرِ، فِي وَالِد رِ   السَّ

ْ
رَت هُ  وَحَضَّ

َ
ايَ  ل

َ
بَابُونجِ، ش

ْ
تْهُ  ال

َ
عْط

َ
  وَأ

ً
 .مِنْهُ  جُرْعَة

-  
ْ

ذ
َ

ؤْخ
ُ
  ت

ُ
ة

َ
عَق

ْ
عَامٍ  مِل

َ
  ط

ٌ
ة

َ
تَ  مِنْهُ  وَاحِد

ْ
وْمِ  وَق  .النَّ
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But Flopsy, Mopsy, and Cotton-tail had bread 

and milk and blackberries for supper.  َّکِن
َ
  وَتِيتي سُوسُو وَل

َ
هُد

ْ
وا وَهُد

ُ
نَاوَل

َ
بْزَ  ت

ُ
خ

ْ
حَلِیبَ  ال

ْ
  وَال

 
َ

وت
ُ
یقِ  وَت ِ

ّ
عِل

ْ
وَجْبَةٍ  ال

َ
اءِ  ک

َ
عَش

ْ
 .لِل



ا مصطفی السید حدیقة في ویدخل والدته بیتر المشاغب یعصي
ً
. الجزر عن بحث

ا المطاف به انتهی لقد
ً
کل، أنواع کل في غارق  م�بسه فقدان أقلها ليس المشا

  وأحذیته،

  الذین وهدهد وتيتي سوسو أخواته عن وماذا له؟ سیحدث الذي فما

 المنزل؟ في البقاء قرروا

قیمة الإنسان ھي ما یضیفھ إلى الحیاة بین میلاده و موتھ .. مصطفى محمود
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