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Being Cunning and Full of Tricks 

1.  Hazel’s Motivations 

A spirit of happy mischief entered into Hazel. He felt as he 
had on the morning when they crossed the Enborne and he had 
set out alone and found the beanfield. He was confident and 
ready for adventure. But what adventure? Something worth 
telling to Holly and Silver on their return. Something to—well, 
not to diminish what they were going to do. No, of course not—
but just to show them that their Chief Rabbit was up to anything 
that they were up to. He thought it over as he hopped down the 
bank and sniffed out a patch of salad burnet in the grass. What, 
now, would be likely to give them just a little, not unpleasant 
shock? Suddenly he thought, “Suppose, when they got back, that 
there were one or two does here already?” And in the same 
moment he remembered what Kehaar had said about a box full of 
rabbits at the farm. (203) 
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2.  Hazel’s Misdemeanor 

“Oh, I went foraging down the hill.” 
“Eating swedes: and your feet smell of farmyard—hens’ droppings 

and bran. But there’s some other funny thing besides—something I can’t 
smell. What happened?” 

“Well, I had a bit of a brush with a cat, but why worry?” 
“Because you’re concealing something, Hazel. Something 

dangerous.” 
“It’s Holly that’s in danger, not I. Why bother about me?” 
“Holly?” replied Fiver in surprise. “But Holly and the others reached 

the big warren early yesterday evening. Kehaar told us. Do you mean to 
say you didn’t know?” 

Hazel felt fairly caught out. “Well, I know now,” he replied. “I’m 
glad to hear it.” 

“So it comes to this,” said Fiver. “You went to a farm yesterday and 
escaped from a cat. And whatever you were up to,  it was so much on 
your mind that you forgot to ask about Holly last night.” (212) 
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3.  Fiver’s Discouragement 

“Well, all right, Fiver—I’ll tell you all about it. I took Pipkin and 
went to that farm that Kehaar told us about where there are rabbits in a 
hutch. I found the rabbits and talked to them and I’ve taken a notion to go 
back one night and get them out, to come and join us here.”  

“What for?” 
“Well, two of them are does, that’s what for.” 
“But if Holly’s successful we shall soon have plenty of does: and 

from all I’ve ever heard of hutch rabbits, they don’t take easily to wild life. 
The truth is, you’re just a silly show-off.” 

“A silly show-off?” said Hazel. “Well, we’ll just see whether Bigwig 
and Blackberry think so.” 

“Risking your life and other rabbits’ lives for something that’s of 
little or no value to us,” said Fiver. “Oh, yes, of course the others will go 
with you. You’re their Chief Rabbit. You’re supposed to decide what’s 
sensible and they trust you. Persuading them will prove nothing, but 
three or four dead rabbits will prove you’re a fool, when it’s too 
late.” (212-213) 
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4.  Fiver’s Misgivings 

“Look here,“ answered Hazel, “have you got one of your bad turns about 
the farm? If you have, why not say so straight out? Then we’d all know where 
we were.” 

“I’ve no feelings about the farm one way or the other,” said Fiver. “But 
that doesn’t necessarily mean it’s all right. The feelings come when they will—
they don’t always come. Not for the lendri, not for the crow. If it comes to that, 
I’ve no idea what’s happening to Holly and the others. It might be good or bad. 
But there’s something that frightens me about you yourself, Hazel: just you, 
not any of the others. You’re all alone, sharp and clear, like a dead branch 
against the sky.” 

“Well, if you mean you can see trouble for me and not for any of the 
others, tell them and I’ll leave it to them to decide whether I ought to keep out 
of it. But that’s giving up a lot, Fiver, you know. Even with your word for it, 
someone’s bound to think I’m afraid.” 

“Well, I say it’s not worth the risk, Hazel. Why not wait for Holly to come 
back? That’s all we have to do.” 

“I’ll be snared if I wait for Holly. Can’t you see that the very thing I want 
is to have these does here when he comes back? But look, Fiver, I’ll tell you 
what. I’ve come to trust you so much that I’ll take the greatest care. In fact, I 
won’t even go into the farmyard myself. I’ll stay outside, at the top of the lane: 
and if that’s not meeting your fears halfway, then I don’t know what 
is.” (214-215) 
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5.  The Aftermath 
 
When Pipkin had planted in himself, like some somber tree, the 

knowledge that Hazel would never return, his bewilderment exceeded his 
grief: and this bewilderment he saw on every side among his companions. 
Faced with no crisis of action and with nothing to prevent them from 
continuing their life in the warren as before, the rabbits were nevertheless 
overcome by the conviction that their luck was gone. Hazel was dead and 
Holly’s expedition had totally failed. What would follow? 

Holly, gaunt, his staring pelt full of goose grass and fragments of 
burdock, was talking with the three hutch rabbits and reassuring them as best 
he could. No one could say now that Hazel had thrown away his life in a 
foolhardy prank. The two does were the only gain that anyone had made—the 
warren’s only asset. But they were plainly so ill at ease in their new 
surroundings that Holly was already contending against his own belief that 
there was little to be hoped for from them. Does who are upset and on edge 
tend to be infertile; and how were these does to make themselves at home in 
strange conditions and a place where everyone was lost so poorly in his 
thoughts? They would die, perhaps, or wander away. He buckled once more to 
the task of explaining that he was sure better times lay ahead—and as he did 
so, felt himself the least convinced of any. (235-236) 
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6.  Standing Up to Elil 

“I shall be disappointed if we don’t meet a cat after all this,” 
said Dandelion, as he waited for his turn to run at a fallen beech 
branch from one side, claw it twice and dash out again. “I feel a 
really dangerous animal.” 

“You vatch heem, Meester Dando,” said Kehaar, who was 
hunting for snails in the grass nearby. “Meester Pigvig, ‘e vant 
you t’ink all vun peeg yoke; make you prave. Cat ‘e no yoke. You 
no see ‘im, you no ‘ear ‘im. Den yomp! ‘E come.” 

“But we’re not going there to eat, Kehaar,” said Bigwig. 
“That makes all the difference. We shan’t stop watching for cats 
the whole time.” 

“Why not eat the cat?” said Bluebell. “Or bring one back here 
for breeding? That ought to improve the warren stock no 
end.” (215-216) 
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7.  Efrafa 

“That’s the really frightening part. The Owsla—well, you can’t imagine it 
unless you’ve been there. The Chief is a rabbit named Woundwort: General 
Woundwort, they call him. I’ll tell you more about him in a minute. Then 
under him there are captains—each one in charge of a Mark—and each captain 
has his own officers and sentries. There’s a Mark captain with his band on duty 
at every time of the day and night. If a man happens to come anywhere near, 
which isn’t often, the sentries give warning long before he comes close enough 
to see anything. They give warning of elil, too. They prevent anyone dropping 
hraka except in special places in the ditches, where it’s buried. And if they see 
any rabbit above ground whom they don’t recognize as having the right to be 
there, they ask to see his mark. Frith knows what happens if he can’t explain 
himself—but I can guess pretty well. Rabbits in Efrafa quite often go days at a 
time without the sight of Frith. If their Mark’s on night silflay, they they feed 
by night, wet or fine, warm or cold. They’re all used to talking, playing and 
mating in the burrows underground. If a Mark can’t silflay at their appointed 
time for some reason or other—say there was a man working somewhere near
—that’s just too bad. They miss their turn till next day.” 

“But surely it alters them very much, living like that?” asked Dandelion. 
(239-240) 
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8.  Efrafan Hospitality 

“’Oh, yes,’ he said, ‘you’ll stay. But there’ll be no further occasion for you 
to take up the Council’s time—for the next few days at any rate.’ 

“I said that seemed very hard. Our request was surely a reasonable one. 
And I was just going to ask them to consider one or two things from our point 
of view, when another of the Councillors—a very old rabbit—said, ‘You seem 
to think you’re here to argue with us and drive a bargain. But we’re the ones to 
say what you’re going to do.’ 

“I said they should remember that we were representing another warren, 
even if it was smaller than theirs. We thought of ourselves as their guests. And 
it was only when I’d said that that I realized with a horrible shock that they 
thought of us as their prisoners: or as good as prisoners, whatever they might 
call it.” 

“Well, I’d rather say no more about the end of that meeting. Strawberry 
tried all he could to help me. He spoke very well about the decency and 
comradeship natural to animals. ‘Animals don’t behave like men,’ he said. ‘If 
they have to fight, they fight; and if they have to kill they kill. But they don’t sit 
down and set their wits to work to devise ways of spoiling other creatures’ 
lives and hurting them. They have dignity and animality.’” (242-243) 
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9.  Kehaar’s Longing 

“Ya, ya, ‘elp you for get mudders. But now ees dis, Meester 
‘Azel. Always I vant Peeg Vater now—alvays, alvays. Ees hearing 
Peeg Vater, vant to fly to Peeg Vater. Now soon you go for get 
mudders, I ‘elp you, ‘ow you like. Den, ven you getting mudders, 
I leave you dere, fly avay, no come back. But I come back anudder 
time, ya? Come in autumn, in vinter I come live ‘ere vid you, ya?” 

“We shall miss you, Kehaar. But when you come back we’ll 
have a fine warren here, with lots of mothers. You’ll be able to feel 
proud of all you did to help us.” 

“Ya, vill be so. But Meester ‘Azel, ven you go? I vant ‘elp you, 
but I no vant vait for go Peeg Vater. Ees hard now for stay, you 
know? Dis vat you do, do heem queek, ya?” (263) 
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10.  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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11.  The Bloody Rabbit 

“Fiver,” he said, “there’s bad news. Hazel—” 
“I know,” replied Fiver. “I know now.” 
“How do you know?” asked Blackberry, startled.  
“As you came through the grass just now,” said Fiver, very 

low, “there was a fourth rabbit behind you, limping and covered 
with blood. I ran to see who it was, and then there were only 
three of you, side by side.” 

He paused and looked across the down, as though still 
seeking the bleeding rabbit who had vanished in the half-light. 
Then, as Blackberry said nothing more, he asked, “Do you know 
what happened?”(229) 
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12.  Follow the Limping Rabbit 

Each time he woke, he remembered the loss of Hazel and 
suffered once more the knowledge that had pierced him as the 
shadowy, limping rabbit disappeared in the first light of morning 
on the down. Where was that rabbit now? Where had it gone? He 
began to follow it among the tangled paths of his own thoughts, 
over the cold, dew-wet ridge and down into the dawn mist of the 
fields below. 

The mist swirled round Fiver as he crept through thistles and 
nettles. Now he could no longer see the limping rabbit ahead. He 
was alone and afraid, yet perceiving old, familiar sounds and 
smells—those of the field where he was born. The thick weeds of 
summer were gone. He was under the bare ash boughs and the 
flowering blackthorn of March. (231) 
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13.  Fiver’s Dream 

“Well, that’s where ‘t’is, see?” said the man. “And I’ve got 
t’ang ‘im up on this ‘ere board. That’s t’ say, soon’s I gets it stood 
up proper. Same as you’d ‘ang up jay, like, or old stoat. Ah! Gon’ 
‘ang ‘im up.” 

“No!” cried Fiver. “No, you shan’t!” 
“On’y I ain’t got ‘im, see?” went on the man. “That’s why I 

can’t get done. I can’t ‘ang ‘im up, ‘cos ‘e’ve gone down th’ 
bloody ‘ole, that’s where ‘e’ve gone. ‘E’ve gone down th’ bloody 
‘ole, just when I’d got ‘n lined an’ all, and I can’t get ‘n out.” 

Fiver crept up to the man’s boots and peered into the hole. It 
was circular, a cylinder of baked earthenware that disappeared 
vertically into the ground. He called, “Hazel! Hazel!” Far down in 
the hole, something moved and he was about to call again. Then 
the man bent down and hit him between the ears. (232) 
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14.  The Bloody Hole 

The elms were still. There was not the least sound in the leaves. The ditch 
was thick with cow parsley, hemlock and long trails of green-flowering bryony. 
Blackberry led the way to the trampled patch of nettles and Fiver sat still 
among them, sniffing and looking about him in the silence. Blackberry 
watched him disconsolately. A faint breath of wind stole across the fields and a 
blackbird began to sing from somewhere beyond the elms. At last Fiver began 
to move along the bottom of the ditch. The insects buzzed round his ears and 
suddenly a little cloud of flies flew up, disturbed from a projecting stone. No, 
not a stone. It was smooth and regular—a circular lip of earthenware. The 
brown mouth of a drain, stained black at the lower edge by a thin, dried thread 
of blood: of rabbit’s blood.  

“The bloody hole!” whispered Fiver. “The bloody hole!” 
He peered into the dark opening. It was blocked. Blocked by a rabbit. 

That was plain to be smelled. A rabbit whose faint pulse could just be heard, 
magnified in the confined tunnel. 

“Hazel?” said Fiver.  
Blackberry was beside him at once. “What is it, Fiver?” 
“Hazel’s in that hole,” said Fiver, “and he’s alive.” (234) 
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15.  The Other Side 

“Hrairoo,” said Hazel one evening, “what would we have done without 
you? We’d none of us be here, would we?” 

“You’re sure we are here, then?” asked Fiver. 
“That’s too mysterious for me,” replied Hazel. “What do you mean?” 
“Well, there’s another place—another country, isn’t there? We go there 

when we sleep; at other times, too; and when we die. El-ahrairah comes and 
goes between the two as he wants, I suppose, but I could never quite make that 
out, from the tales. Some rabbits will tell you it’s all easy there, compared with 
the waking dangers that they understand. But I think that only shows they 
don’t know much about it. It’s a wild place, and very unsafe. And where are 
we really—there or here?” 

“Our bodies stay here—that’s good enough for me. You’d better go and 
talk to that Silverweed fellow—he might know more.” 

“Oh, you remember him? I felt that when we were listening to him, you 
know. He terrified me and yet I knew that I understood him better than anyone 
else in that place. He knew where he belonged, and it wasn’t here. Poor fellow, 
I’m sure he’s dead. They’d got him, all right—the ones in that country. They 
don’t give their secrets away for nothing, you know. But look! Here come 
Holly and Blackberry, so we’d better feel sure we’re here just for the moment, 
anyway.” (252-253) 
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16.  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. “No! 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) 
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17a. Divine Intervention 

 
“It’s going to be very hard to describe to you what happened next. 

Although all four of us were there, we don’t understand it ourselves. But what 
I’m going to say now is the cold truth. Lord Frith sent one of his great 
Messengers to save us from the Efrafan Owsla. Each one of us had fallen over 
the edge of the bank in one place or another. Buckthorn, who was half blinded 
with his own blood, went down almost to the bottom. I’d picked myself up 
and was looking back at the top. There was just enough light in the sky to see 
the Efrafans if they came over. And then—then an enormous thing—I can’t 
give you any idea of it—as big as a thousand hrududil—bigger—came rushing 
out of the night. It was full of fire and smoke and light and it roared and beat 
on the metal lines until the ground shook beneath it. It drove in between us 
and the Efrafans like a thousand thunderstorms with lightning. I tell you, I was 
beyond being afraid. I couldn’t move. The flashing and the noise—they split 
the whole night apart. I don’t know what happened to the Efrafans: either they 
ran away or it cut them down. And then suddenly it was gone and we heard it 
disappearing, rattle and bang, rattle and bang, far away in the distance. We 
were completely alone. 

“For a long time I couldn’t move. At last I got up and found the others, 
one by one, in the dark. None of us said a word. At the bottom of the slope we 
discovered a kind of tunnel that went right through the bank from one side to 
the other. We crept into it and came out on the side where we’d gone up.  
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17b. Divine Intervention, Continued 

Then we went a long way through the fields, until I reckoned we must be well 
clear of Efrafa. We crawled into a ditch and slept there, all four of us, until 
morning. There was no reason why anything shouldn’t have come and killed 
us, and yet we knew we were safe. You may think it’s a wonderful thing to be 
saved by Lord Frith in his power. How many rabbits has that happened to, I 
wonder? But I tell you, it was far more frightening than being chased by the 
Efrafans. Not one of us will forget lying on that bank in the rain while the fire 
creature went by above our heads. Why did it come on our account? That’s 
more than we shall ever know. (246-247) 
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18.  Mythic Stature 
 
The following morning all the rabbits were out at silflay by 

dawn and there was a good deal of excitement as they waited for 
Hazel. During the previous few days Blackberry had had to repeat 
several times the story of the journey to the farm and the finding of 
Hazel in the drain. One or two had suggested that Kehaar must have 
found Hazel and told Fiver secretly. But Kehaar denied this and, 
when pressed, replied cryptically that Fiver was one who had 
traveled a good deal further than he had himself. As for Hazel, he 
had acquired, in everyone’s eyes, a kind of magical quality. Of all the 
warren, Dandelion was the last rabbit to fail to do justice to a good 
story and he had made the most of Hazel’s heroic dash out of the 
ditch to save his friends from the farmers. No one had even suggested 
that Hazel might have been reckless in going to the farm. Against all 
odds he had got them two does: and now he was bringing their luck 
back to the warren. (257) 
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19.  Blackberry’s Destiny 
 
“It can’t be done.” 
“It can’t be done by fighting or fair words, no. So it will have to be 

done by means of a trick.” 
“There’s no trick will get the better of that lot, believe me. There are 

far more of them than there are of us: they’re very highly organized: and 
I’m only telling the truth when I say that they can fight, run and follow a 
trail every bit as well as we can, and a lot of them, much better.” 

“The trick,” said Hazel, turning to Blackberry, who all this time had 
been nibbling and listening in silence, “the trick will have to do three 
things. First, it will have to get the does out of Efrafa and secondly it will 
have to put paid to the pursuit. For a pursuit there’s bound to be and we 
can’t expect another miracle. But that’s not all. Once we’re clear of the 
place, we’ve got to become impossible to find—beyond the reach of any 
Wide Patrol.” 

“Yes,” said Blackberry doubtfully. “Yes, I agree. To succeed we 
should have to manage all those things.” 

“Yes. And this trick, Blackberry, is going to be devised by you.” (255) 

 


