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Mother Tiger

had three little cubs
to look after.

She hid her cubs

in a hole in the rocks.

She stayed in the hiding place, too.






One day, Mother Tiger said,
“I am very hungry.
I have had no food for a week.

I will have to find a pig to eat.”

“My cubs are asleep,” she said.

“Now I can go down to the river.”






Mother Tiger

went down to the river,
to look for a pig.

She hid in the long grass.

“I am so hungry,” she said.





