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A New World 

1.  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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2.  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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3.  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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4.  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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5.  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) 
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6.  Rabbit-of-the-clouds 

As Hazel still went up, the south wind began to blow and the 
June sunset reddened the sky to the zenith. Hazel, like nearly all 
wild animals, was unaccustomed to look up at the sky. What he 
thought of as the sky was the horizon, usually broken by trees 
and hedges. Now, with his head pointing upward, he found 
himself gazing at the ridge, as over the skyline came the silent, 
moving, red-tinged cumuli. Their movement was disturbing, 
unlike that of trees or grass or rabbits. These great masses moved 
steadily, noiselessly and always in the same direction. They were 
not of his world.  

“O Frith,” thought Hazel,  turning his head for a moment to 
the bright glow in the west, “are you sending us to live among the 
clouds? If you spoke truly to Fiver, help me to trust him.” (132) 
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7.  The Great Hrududu of Inlé 

“Before that happened,” said Holly, “a great hrududu came into the 
field from the lane. It wasn’t the one the men came in. It was very noisy 
and it was yellow—as yellow as charlock: and in front there was a great 
silver, shining thing that it held in its huge front paws. I don’t know how 
to describe it to you. It looked like Inlé, but it was broad and not so bright. 
And this thing—how can I tell you—it tore the field to bits. It destroyed 
the field.” 

He stopped again. 
“Captain,” said Silver, “we all know you’ve seen things bad beyond 

telling. But surely that’s not quite what you mean?” 
“Upon my life,” said Holly, trembling, “it buried itself in the ground 

and pushed great masses of earth in front of it until the field was 
destroyed. The whole place became like a cattle wade in winter and you 
could no longer tell where any part of the field had been, between the 
wood and the brook. Earth and roots and grass and bushes it pushed 
before it and—and other things as well, from underground.” (162-163) 
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8.  Strange New Worlds 

“He says,” said Bigwig, looking very straight at Holly, “he says that 
a long way from here the earth stops and there isn’t any more.” 

“Well, obviously it stops somewhere. What is there beyond?” 
“Water.”  
“A river, you mean?” 
“No,” said Bigwig, “not a river. He says there’s a vast place of water, 

going on and on. You can’t see to the other side. There isn’t another side. 
At least there is, because he’s been there. Oh, I don’t know—I must admit 
I can’t altogether understand it.” 

“Was it telling you that it’s been outside the world and come back 
again? That must be untrue.” 

“I don’t know,” said Bigwig, “but I’m sure he’s not lying. This water, 
apparently, moves all the time and keeps breaking against the earth: and 
when he can’t hear that, he misses it. That’s his name—Kehaar. It’s the 
noise the water makes.” (191-192) 
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9a.   Lapine Imagination 

Rabbits (says Mr. Lockley) are like human beings in many ways. One of 
these is certainly their staunch ability to withstand disaster and to let the 
stream of their life carry them along, past reaches of terror and loss. They have 
a certain quality which it would not be accurate to describe as callousness or 
indifference. It is, rather, a blessedly circumscribed imagination and an 
intuitive feeling that Life is Now. A foraging wild creature, intent above all 
upon survival, is as strong as the grass. Collectively, rabbits rest secure upon 
Frith’s promise to El-ahrairah. Hardly a full day had elapsed since Holly had 
come crawling in delirium to the foot of Watership Down. Yet already he was 
near recovery, while the more lighthearted Bluebell seemed even less the worse 
for the dreadful catastrophe that he had survived. Hazel and his companions 
had suffered extremes of grief and horror during the telling of Holly’s tale. 
Pipkin had cried and trembled piteously at the death of Scabious, and Acorn 
and Speedwell had been seized with convulsive choking as Bluebell told of the 
poisonous gas that murdered underground. Yet, as with primitive humans, the 
very strength and vividness of their sympathy brought with it a true release. 
Their feelings were not false or assumed. While the story was being told, they 
heard it without any of the reserve or detachment that the kindest of civilized 
humans retains as he reads his newspaper. To themselves, they seemed to 
struggle in the poisoned runs and to blaze with rage for poor Pimpernel in the 
ditch. This was their way of honoring the dead. The story over, the demands of 

 



A New World 
9b.   Lapine Imagination, Continued 

 
their own hard, rough lives began to re-assert themselves in their hearts, in 
their nerves, their blood and appetites. Would that the dead were not dead! But 
there is grass that must be eaten, pellets that must be chewed, hraka that must 
be passed, holes that must be dug, sleep that must be slept. Odysseus brings 
not one man to shore with him. Yet he sleeps sound beside Calypso and when 
he wakes thinks only of Penelope. (167-168) 
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10.  Teamwork 

Without Hazel, without Blackberry, Buckthorn and Pipkin—
Bigwig would have died. Without himself he would have died, 
for which else, of them all, would not have stopped running after 
such punishment? There was no more questioning of Bigwig’s 
strength, Fiver’s insight, Blackberry’s wits or Hazel’s authority. 
When the rats came, Buckthorn and Silver had obeyed Bigwig 
and stood their ground. The rest had followed Hazel when he 
roused them and, without explanation, told them to go quickly 
outside the barn. Later, Hazel had said that there was nothing for 
it but to cross the open pasture and under Silver’s direction they 
had crossed it, with Dandelion running ahead to reconnoiter. 
When Fiver said the iron tree was harmless they believed him. 
(129) 
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11.  Pipkin the Faithful 

“What are you doing?” he said sternly. “I told Speedwell no 
one was to come down.” 

“It isn’t Speedwell’s fault,” said Pipkin. “You stood by me at 
the river, so I thought I’d come and look for you, Hazel. Anyway, 
the holes are just here. Is it really Captain Holly you’ve found?” 

Bigwig and Dandelion approached.  
“I’ll tell you what,” said Bigwig. “These two will need to rest 

for a good long time. Suppose Pipkin here and Dandelion take 
them to an empty burrow and stay with them as long as they 
want? The rest of us had better keep away until they feel 
better.” (148) 
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12.  Hazel-rah 

Hazel’s anxiety and the reason for it were soon known to all 
the rabbits and there was not one who did not realize what they 
were up against. There was nothing very startling in what he had 
said. He was simply the one—as a Chief Rabbit ought to be—
through whom a strong feeling, latent throughout the warren, 
had come to the surface. But his plan to make use of the gull 
excited everyone and was seen as something that not even 
Blackberry could have hit upon. Reconnaissance is familiar to all 
rabbits—indeed, it is second nature—but the idea of making use 
of a bird, and one so strange and savage, convinced them that 
Hazel, if he could really do it, must be as clever as El-ahrairah 
himself. (194) 
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13.  Innovation 

“Those rabbits we left—Cowslip and the rest—a lot of the 
things they did weren’t natural to rabbits—pushing stones into 
the earth and carrying food underground and Frith knows what.” 

“The Threarah’s lettuce was carried underground, if it comes 
to that.” 

“Exactly. Don’t you see, they’d altered what rabbits do 
naturally because they thought they could do better? And if they 
altered their ways, so can we if we like. You say buck rabbits 
don’t dig. Nor they do. But they could, if they wanted to. Suppose 
we had deep, comfortable burrows to sleep in? To be out of bad 
weather and underground at night? Then we would be safe. And 
there’s nothing to stop us having them, except that buck rabbits 
won’t dig. Not can’t—won’t.” (138) 
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14.  Outside the Boundaries 

“Well,” said Hazel, “the idea is simply that in our situation we can’t 
afford to waste anything that might do us good. We’re in a strange place 
we don’t know much about and we need friends. Now, elil can’t do us 
good, obviously, but there are many creatures that aren’t elil—birds, mice, 
yonil and so on. Rabbits don’t usually have much to do with them, but 
their enemies are our enemies, for the most part. I think we ought to do all 
we can to make these creatures friendly. It might turn out to be well worth 
the trouble.” 

“I can’t say I fancy the idea myself,” said Silver, wiping Holly’s 
blood out of his nose. “These small animals are more to be despised than 
relied upon, I reckon. What good can they do us? They can’t dig for us, 
they can’t get food for us, they can’t fight for us. They’d say they were 
friendly, no doubt, as long as we were helping them; but that’s where it 
would stop. I heard that mouse tonight—’You want ‘im, ‘e come.’ You bet 
he will, as long as there’s any grub or warmth going, but surely we’re not 
going to have the warren overrun with mice and—and stag beetles, are 
we?” (169) 
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15.  Friends and Enemies 

“’Let me introduce you. This is Hufsa. I want you to be his friend 
and look after him.’ 

“’Where does he come from?’ asked El-ahrairah. ‘I certainly haven’t 
seen him before.’ 

“’He comes from another country,’ said Prince Rainbow, ‘but he is no 
different from any other rabbit. I hope you will help him to settle down 
here. And while he is getting to know the place, I’m sure you will be glad 
to let him share your hole.’ 

“El-ahrairah and Rabscuttle felt desperately annoyed that they were 
not to be allowed to live together in their hole. But it was one of El-
ahrairah’s rules never to let anyone see when he was angry and, besides, 
he felt sorry for Hufsa because he supposed that he was feeling lonely and 
awkward, being far away from his own people. So he welcomed him and 
promised to help him settle down. Hufsa was perfectly friendly and 
seemed anxious to please everyone; and Rabscuttle moved down to the 
other end of the warren.” (173) 
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16.  Rabbits v Elil 
 
“’They’re all mad, you know,’ whispered one of the stoats, 

‘nasty little beasts. They’ll say anything when they’re cornered. 
But this one is the worst I’ve ever heard. How much longer have 
we got to stay here? I’m hungry.’ 

“Now El-ahrairah had known beforehand that while elil 
detest all rabbits, they would dislike most the one who looked the 
biggest fool. That was why he had agreed to a jury of elil. A jury 
of rabbits might have tried to get to the bottom of Hufsa’s story; 
but not the elil, for they hated and despised the witness and 
wanted to be off hunting as soon as they could.” (182-183) 
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17.  Kehaar’s Suspicion 
 
“Still here?” said Hazel. “You fight hawk?” 
“No fight,” answered the bird. “No fight, but vatch, vatch, alvays 

vatch. Ees no good.” 
“Hungry?” 
The bird made no reply. 
“Listen,” said Hazel. “Rabbits not eat birds. Rabbits eat grass. We 

help you.” 
“Vat for ‘elp me?” 
“Never mind. We make you safe. Big hole. Food too.” 
The bird considered. “Legs fine. Ving no good. ‘E bad.” 
“Well, walk, then.” 
“You ‘urt me, I ‘urt you like damn.” 
Hazel turned away. The bird spoke again. 
“Ees long vay?” 
“No, not far.”  
“Come, den.” (189) 
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18.  A Word from Fiver 
 
As far as he was able, he kept his anxiety to himself, but one 

day when they were alone, he asked Fiver whether he thought 
Kehaar would return.  

“He will return,” said Fiver unhesitatingly. 
“And what will he bring with him?” 
“How can I tell?” replied Fiver. But later, when they were 

underground, silent and drowsy, he said suddenly, “The gifts of 
El-ahrairah. Trickery; great danger; and blessing for the warren.” 
When Hazel questioned him again, he seemed to be unaware that 
he had spoken and could add nothing more. (196) 
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19.  Fear in the Dark 
 
“That’s no cat!” said Bigwig, his lips drawn back in a 

stiffened, unnatural grimace. “That’s no cat! Don’t you know 
what it is? Your mother—” He broke off. Then he said, very low, 
“Your mother told you, didn’t she?” 

“No!” cried Dandelion. “It’s some bird—some rat—wounded
—” 

Bigwig stood up. His back was arched and his head nodded 
on his stiffened neck. 

“The Black Rabbit of Inlé,” he whispered. “What else—in a 
place like this?” 

“Don’t talk like that!” said Hazel. He could feel himself 
trembling, and braced his legs against the sides of the narrow cut. 
(143) 

 


