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BRER RABBIT AND THE TAR BABY 

A Humorous Reading 

 

Joel Chandler Harris 

From “Uncle Remus.” 

 

 One evening recently, the lady whom Uncle Remus calls “Miss Sally” missed her little seven-year-

old boy.  Making search for him through the house and through the yard, she heard voices in the old man’s 

cabin, and, looking through the window, saw the child sitting by Uncle Remus.  His head rested against the 

old man’s arm, and he was gazing with an expression of the most intense interest into the rough, weather-

beaten face, that beamed so kindly upon him.  This is what “Miss Sally” heard: 

 “Didn’t the fox never catch the rabbit, Uncle Remus?” 

 “He come mighty nigh it,--Brer Fox did.  One day atter Brer Rabbit fool ’im wid dat calamus root,  

Brer Fox went ter wuk en got ’im some tar, en mix it wid some turkentime, en fix up a contrapshun w’at he 

call a Tar-Baby, en he tuck dish yer Tar-Baby an he sot ’er in de road, en den he lay off in de bushes to see 

w’at de news wuz gwineter be.  Bimeby here come Brer Rabbit pacin’ down de road--lippity-clippity, 

clippity-lippity--ez sassy ez a jay-bird.  Brer Fox, he lay low.  Brer Rabbit come prancin’ ’long twel he spy 

de Tar-Baby, den he fotch up on his behime legs like he wuz ’stonished.  De Tar-Baby, she sot dar, she did, 

en Brer Fox, he lay low. 
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