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Roofed with Mist and Wires 

1.  Peer Pressure 

“Well, this is the place all right, isn’t it, Hazel?” said 
Dandelion lazily. “I suppose we’d better start having a look along 
the banks soon, although I must say I’m in no particular hurry. 
But I’ve got an idea it may be going to rain before much longer.” 

Fiver looked as though he were about to speak, but then 
shook his ears and turned to nibbling at a dandelion. 

“That looks a good bank, along the edge of the trees up 
there,” answered Hazel. “What do you say, Fiver? Shall we go up 
there now or shall we wait a bit longer?” 

Fiver hesitated and then replied, “Just as you think, 
Hazel.” (67) 
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2.  Hazel’s Pride 

From time to time, instinctively, he looked up and sniffed the 
wind, but his caution was half-hearted. “If elil come, let them,” he 
thought. “I’ll fight the lot. I couldn’t run, anyway. What a 
country! What a warren! No wonder they’re all as big as hares 
and smell like princes!” “Hello, Pipkin! Fill yourself up to the 
ears! No more shivering on the banks of streams for you, old 
chap!” 

“He won’t know how to shiver in a week or two,” said 
Hawkbit, with his mouth full. “I feel so much better for this! I’d 
follow you anywhere, Hazel. I wasn’t myself in the heather that 
night. It’s bad when you know you can’t get underground. I hope 
you understand.” 

“It’s all forgotten,” answered Hazel. “I’d better ask Cowslip 
what we’re supposed to do about taking some of this stuff back to 
the warren.” (93) 

 



Roofed with Mist and Wires 

3.  Fiver Alone 

“I think we ought to have nothing to do with that rabbit or 
his warren. We ought to leave this place at once. But what’s the 
good of talking?” 

Cold and damp, Hazel felt impatient. He had always been 
accustomed to rely on Fiver and now, when he really needed him, 
he was letting them down. Blackberry’s reasoning had been first-
rate and Bigwig had at least shown which way any sound-
hearted rabbit would be likely to lean. Apparently the only 
contribution Fiver could make was this beetle-spirited vaporing. 
He tried to remember that Fiver was undersized and that they 
had had an anxious time and were all weary. (76) 
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4.  Fiver’s Frustration 

Fiver seemed to grow even smaller as he flattened himself on 
the hard earth. “I’m a fool to try to argue,” he said miserably. 
“Hazel—dear old Hazel—it’s simply that I know there’s 
something unnatural and evil twisted all round this place. I don’t 
know what it is, so no wonder I can’t talk about it. I keep getting 
near it, though. You know how you poke your nose against wire 
netting and push it up against an apple tree, but you still can’t 
bite the bark because of the wire. I’m close to this—whatever it is
—but I can’t grip it. If I sit here alone I may reach it yet.” 

“Fiver, why not do as I say? Have a meal on those roots and 
then go underground and sleep. You’ll feel all the better for it.” 

“I tell you I’ll have nothing to do with the place,” said Fiver. 
“As for going underground, I’d rather go back over the heather. 
The roof of that hall is made of bones.” (96) 
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5.  The Moral of the Story 

“’I told you they were being delivered,’ said El-ahrairah. 
“You could hardly expect my people, weak and hungry as they 
are, to carry them all the way from King Darzin’s garden. 
However, they will soon recover now, under the treatment that I 
shall prescribe. I am a physician, I may say, and if you have not 
heard as much, Prince Rainbow, you may take it that you soon 
will, from another quarter. Rabscuttle, go out and collect the 
lettuces.’ 

“Then Prince Rainbow saw that El-ahrairah had been as 
good as his word, and that he himself must keep his promise, too. 
He let the rabbits out of the marshes of Kelfazin and they 
multiplied everywhere. And from that day to this, no power on 
earth can keep a rabbit out of a vegetable garden, for El-ahrairah 
prompts them with a thousand tricks, the best in the 
world.” (106-107) 
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6.  Unsympathetic Ears 

They were all in no doubt that Dandelion had done them credit. Ever 
since their arrival most of them had felt out of their depth among these 
magnificent, well-fed strangers, with their detached manners, their 
Shapes on the wall, their elegance, their adroit evasion of almost all 
questions—above all, their fits of un-rabbitlike melancholy. Now, their 
own storyteller had shown that they were no mere bunch of tramps. 
Certainly, no reasonable rabbit could withhold admiration. They waited 
to be told as much, but after a few moments realized with surprise that 
their hosts were evidently less enthusiastic.  

“Very nice,” said Cowslip. He seemed to be searching for something 
more to say, but then repeated, “Yes, very nice. An unusual tale.” 

“But he must know it, surely?” muttered Blackberry to Hazel. 
“I always think these traditional stories retain a lot of charm,” said 

another of the rabbits, “especially when they’re told in the real, old-
fashioned spirit.” (107-108) 
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7.  Lapine Art 

“Do you like it?” asked Strawberry. 
Hazel puzzled over the stones. They were all the same size, and pushed 

at regular intervals into the soil. He could make nothing of them. 
“What are they for?” he asked again. 
“It’s El-ahrairah,” said Strawberry. “A rabbit called Laburnum did it, 

some time ago now. We have others, but this is the best. Worth a visit, don’t 
you think?” 

Hazel was more at a loss than ever. He had never seen a laburnum and 
was puzzled by the name, which in Lapine is “Poison Tree.” How could a 
rabbit be called Poison? And how could stones be El-ahrairah? What, exactly, 
was it that Strawberry was saying was El-ahrairah? In confusion he said, “I 
don’t understand.” 

“It’s what we call a Shape,” explained Strawberry. “Haven’t you seen one 
before? The stones make the shape of El-ahrairah on the wall. Stealing the 
King’s lettuce. You know?” 

Hazel had not felt so much bewildered since Blackberry had talked about 
the raft beside the Enborne. Obviously, the stones could not possibly be 
anything to do with El-ahrairah. It seemed to him that Strawberry might as 
well have said that his tail was an oak tree. (85) 
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8.  A Haunted Rabbit 

When they had edged their way through the crowd to the far 
end of the burrow, Hazel was surprised to realize that Silverweed 
was a mere youngster. In the Sandleford warren no rabbit of his 
age would have been asked to tell a story, except perhaps to a few 
friends alone. He had a wild, desperate air and his ears twitched 
continually. As he began to speak, he seemed to grow less and 
less aware of his audience and continually turned his head, as 
though listening to some sound, audible only to himself, from the 
entrance tunnel behind him. But there was an arresting 
fascination in his voice, like the movement of wind and light on a 
meadow, and as its rhythm entered into his hearers the whole 
burrow became silent. (109) 
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9a.   Silverweed’s Poem 

The wind is blowing, blowing over the grass. 
It shakes the willow catkins; the leaves shine silver. 
Where are you going, wind? Far, far away 
Over the hills, over the edge of the world. 
Take me with you, wind, high over the sky. 
I will go with you, I will be rabbit-of-the-wind, 
Into the sky, the feathery sky and the rabbit. 
The stream is running, running over the gravel,  
Through the brooklime, the kingcups, the blue and gold of spring. 
Where are you going, stream? Far, far away 
Beyond the heather, sliding away all night. 
Take me with you, stream, away in the starlight. 
I will go with you, I will be rabbit-of-the-stream, 
Down through the water, the green water and the rabbit. 
 
In autumn the leaves come blowing, yellow and brown. 
They rustle in the ditches, they tug and hang on the hedge. 
Where are you going, leaves? Far, far away 
Into the earth we go, with the rain and the berries. 
Take me, leaves, O take me on your dark journey. 
I will go with you, I will be rabbit-of-the-leaves, 
In the deep places of the earth, the earth and the rabbit.  
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9b.   Silverweed’s Poem, Continued 

Frith lies in the evening sky. The clouds are red about him.  
I am here, Lord Frith, I am running through the long grass. 
O take me with you, dropping behind the woods, 
Far away, to the heart of light, the silence. 
For I am ready to give you my breath, my life, 
The shining circle of the sun, the sun and the rabbit. (109-110) 
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10.  A Kindred Spirit? 

“Hazel,” said Fiver suddenly, “I want to get a clear idea of 
this Silverweed, but I daren’t go closer by myself. Will you come 
with me?” 

“Why, Fiver, whatever do you mean? What is there to be 
afraid of?” 

“Oh, Frith help me!” said Fiver, trembling. “I can smell him 
from here. He terrifies me.” 

“Oh, Fiver, don’t be absurd! He just smells the same as the 
rest of them.” 

“He smells like barley rained down and left to rot in the 
fields. He smells like a wounded mole that can’t get 
underground.” 

“He smells like a big, fat rabbit to me, with a lot of carrots 
inside. But I’ll come with you.” (109) 
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11.  A Sympathetic Ear 

They followed Fiver up the run and overtook him at the entrance. 
Before either of them could say a word, he turned and began to speak as 
though they had asked him a question.  

“You felt it, then? And you want to know whether I did? Of course I 
did. That’s the worst part of it. There isn’t any trick. He speaks the truth. 
So as long as he speaks the truth it can’t be folly—that’s what you’re 
going to say, isn’t it? I’m not blaming you, Hazel. I felt myself moving 
toward him like one cloud drifting into another. But then at the last 
moment I drifted wide. Who knows why? It wasn’t my own will; it was 
an accident. There was just some little part of me that carried me wide of 
him. Did I say the roof of that hall was made of bones? No! It’s like a great 
mist of folly that covers the whole sky: and we shall never see to go by 
Frith’s light any more. Oh, what will become of us? A thing can be true 
and still be desperate folly, Hazel.”  

“What on earth’s all this?” said Hazel to Bigwig in perplexity. 
(111-112) 
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12.  Hazel’s Dream 

It was cold, it was cold and the roof was made of bones. The 
roof was made of the interlaced sprays of the yew tree, stiff twigs 
twisted in and out, over and under, hard as ice and set with dull 
red berries. “Come on, Hazel,” said Cowslip. “We’re going to 
carry the yew berries home in our mouths and eat them in the 
great burrow. Your friends must learn to do that if they want to go 
our way.” “No! No!” cried Fiver. “Hazel, no!” But then came 
Bigwig, twisting in and out of the branches, his mouth full of 
berries. “Look,” said Bigwig, “I can do it. I’m running another 
way. Ask me where, Hazel! Ask me where! Ask me where!” Then 
they were running another way, running, not to the warren but 
over the fields in the cold, and Bigwig dropped the berries—
blood-red drops, red droppings hard as wire. “It’s no good,” he 
said. “No good biting them. They’re cold.” (113) 
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13.  Hazel’s Compassion 

“I know. But I feel differently now. I’m sorry, Bigwig. I was 
going to ask you to help me to make him come back to the 
warren. But now—well, I’ve always found that there was 
something in what Fiver had to say. For the last two days I’ve 
refused to listen to him and I still think he’s out of his senses. But 
I haven’t the heart to drive him back to the warren. I really 
believe that for some reason or other the place is frightening him 
out of his wits. I’ll go with him a little way and perhaps we can 
talk. I can’t ask you to risk it, too. Anyway, the others ought to 
know what we’re doing and they won’t unless you go and tell 
them. I’ll be back before ni-Frith. I hope we both shall.” (116) 
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14.  Ingenuity Perverted 

“The rabbits became strange in many ways, different from 
other rabbits. They knew well enough what was happening. But 
even to themselves they pretended that all was well, for the food 
was good, they were protected, they had nothing to fear but the 
one fear; and that struck here and there, never enough at a time to 
drive them away. They forgot the ways of wild rabbits. They 
forgot El-ahrairah, for what use had they for tricks and cunning, 
living in the enemy’s warren and paying his price? They found 
out other marvelous arts to take the place of tricks and old stories. 
They danced in ceremonious greeting. They sang songs like the 
birds and made Shapes on the walls; and though these could help 
them not at all, yet they passed the time and enabled them to tell 
themselves that they were splendid fellows, the very flower of 
Rabbitry, cleverer than magpies.” (123) 
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15.  Strange Singers 

“They had no Chief Rabbit—no, how could they?—for a 
Chief Rabbit must be El-ahrairah to his warren and keep them 
from death: and here there was no death but one, and what Chief 
Rabbit could have an answer to that? Instead, Frith sent them 
strange singers, beautiful and sick like oak apples, like robins’ 
pincushions on the wild rose. And since they could not bear the 
truth, these singers, who might in some other place have been 
wise, were squeezed under the terrible weight of the warren’s 
secret until they gulped out fine folly—about dignity and 
acquiescence, and anything else that could make believe that the 
rabbit loved the shining wire.” (123) 
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16.  Pity 
 
“Take me with you.” There was no reply and he repeated, “Take me 

with you.” 
“We don’t care for creatures who deceive us,” said Silver. “Better go 

back to Nildro-hain. No doubt she’s less particular.” 
Strawberry gave a kind of choking squeal, as though he had been 

wounded. He looked from Silver to Hazel and then to Fiver. At last, in a 
pitiful whisper, he said, 

“The wires.” 
Silver was about to answer, but Hazel spoke first. 
“You can come with us,” he said. “Don’t say any more. Poor fellow.” 
A few minutes later the rabbits had crossed the cart track and 

vanished into the copse beyond. A magpie, seeing some light-colored 
object conspicuous on the empty slope, flew closer to look. But all that lay 
there was a splintered peg and a twisted length of wire. (125-126) 

 


