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Where Are We? 

1.  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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2.  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) 

 



Where Are We? 

3.  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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4.  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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5.  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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6.  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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7.  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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8a.   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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8b.   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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9.  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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10.  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) 
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11.  The Big and the Small (Bruce) 
 
My major thought isn’t necessarily just about this section of the book, but 

rather an overall thought. The whole epic story can be dismissed in that it is 
“just” about rabbits. For instance, the journey from the Sandleford Warren to 
Watership Down, which is the stuff of legends that will be told for generations, 
is only about four miles or so. I assume the lifespan of wild rabbits is only a 
few years, so the rise and fall of rabbit empires here happens in a year or so. So 
it is tempting to be dismissive, to minimize Hazel and company in comparison 
to our lives, the wars we fight, the rise and fall of our civilizations over 
multiple centuries. But, then, if we look at our own lives and civilizations from 
the outside, on a cosmic scale they are pretty insignificant. And so Adams 
teaches us to be humble about ourselves. But, on the flip side, Adams doesn’t 
let us dismiss Hazel and company. Their deeds are truly heroic, and they show 
nobleness of spirit, or depths of despotism etc. when you look at Woundwort, 
and the same applies to us as well. And so, once Adams humbles us, he also 
lifts us up. This is a big part of what I love about this book. 

I know you mentioned you aren’t trying to make this a Tolkien class and 
this isn’t all about comparing, but giving us this rabbit’s eye view of epic 
quests is closely related to Tolkien’s giving us the whole rise and fall of 
civilization in Middle-earth from the view of the very rabbit-like Hobbits. 
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12.  Parallels (Mark Wille) 
 
The one thing I have been wondering is, is it an example of 

“false narrative” to say that one story reminds me of another 
story? When I told you that Watership reminded me of a Bronze-
age saga, I actually wondered if I was accidentally missing 
something by seeing parallels that might not actually exist. How 
do you feel about comparing two very distant and unrelated 
stories and seeing similarities in them? Is it unproductive, or 
useful? 

 



Where Are We? 
13.  R.M. Lockley v Princess Irulan (Nancy Foasberg) 

 
Maybe it’s just the influence of the Dune class, but I’ve been thinking 

about the epigraphs for the chapters as I’ve come across them. Of course, their 
nature is completely different because they are totally external to the story.  

It’s interesting that they are there; we talked at the beginning of the class 
about Watership Down as another world existing side by side with the one we 
know by virtue of being seen through the eyes of rabbits, and the absence of 
any kind of frame narrative. But I’ve noticed that Adams frequently does 
things that acknowledge that he is a human writer addressing human readers.  
There are the moments when he steps aside and explains rabbits (as when he 
explains the concept of hrair), and other times, like at the beginning of chapter 
12, when he brings in a human being as a metaphor that no rabbit would 
understand. However, I think the quotations he uses are the clearest examples 
of this. 

Some of them are from Lockley and give us background information that 
helps us understand what is going on, but most of them are literary references. 
Not only that, they’re literary references which extend beyond the citation! 
We’ve talked about Cassandra already in the first quotation—but a lot of the 
meaning of that quotation isn’t in the quotation itself, but depends on the 
readers to understand who Cassandra is and why she perceives things 
differently. I suspect a lot of the others work the same way, but I don’t know all 
of them as well.  
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14.  Running Our Risks For Us (Kari Alexander) 
 
Self-sacrifice. Is it a rabbit virtue?  
That is, we see El-ahraihrah thinking about the needs of his people and 

putting them above his personal safety. Hazel does the same, as does Pipkin, 
Fiver, Bigwig...and all of the hero rabbits. We hear that the Threarah once did 
so (in the matter of the stoat), but has lettuce brought to him in later days.  

There was no self-sacrifice in the warren of the snares, nor (as far as we 
have read) is there a spirit of self-sacrifice in Efrafa. Going on dangerous 
missions seems to have a more Klingon-like air of battle-honor and 
competition. 

Is willingness to put yourself in danger for the good of fellow rabbits one 
of the traits that distinguishes a great rabbit from a lesser rabbit? Is that at odds 
with the blessing of being able to run away very very fast? 

At the outset of the adventure Bigwig was willing to leave the small 
rabbits behind when there was danger too big for him to fight. Bluebell also 
left Holly when he thought they were set on by elil: “I ran away when I heard 
you coming, I couldn’t get the captain to move. I thought you were elil and 
there was no point in staying to be killed. I don’t think I could fight a field 
mouse.” 

I am not sure if self-sacrifice is a virtue held up by all good rabbits, or if it 
is one of the ways that this particular warren is, well, weird in a nice way. 
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15.  Self-Justification (Alyssa House-Thomas) 

Since last class I’ve been thinking more about why Hazel would try after 
the fact to hide from Fiver where he’d been, in reconnaissance of Nuthanger 
Farm. I agree with the favorable interpretations raised in class, that Hazel is 
manifesting the mischievous spirit of El-ahrairah which like a verse from OE 
Maxims says that if there is a farm, a rabbit must raid it, and that Fiver is not 
correct in his loss-benefit analysis; also with the sense that the venture is 
nonetheless not quite right. I wonder if a textual clue to this latter point might 
be found in the verbal hesitations with which the narrative reports Hazel’s 
preconsideration:  

“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.” 

Your reading of this passage was that it demonstrated Hazel’s humility, 
the limits on his pride and desire for dominance. Would you accept an 
alternate reading of the hesitations as Hazel trying to mitigate or justify to 
himself a desire he knows is not completely kosher? Mixing works again, it 
sounds to me rather to resemble what you’ve termed the “ring-induced 
monologue,” the reasoning Hazel does there to justify a temptation that he has.        
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16.  Cowpat’s Warren (Michelle Parks) 

The name of Cowslip has another dimension in addition to the one 
you mentioned in class. Cowslip is a “polite” term for cattle dung, and 
cowslips are so named because of their tendency to be found sprouting in 
cow pies. I believe Silver is making a joke about this meaning when, while 
the rabbits are discussing whether to go over to Cowslip’s warren, he 
pretends to mistake Cowslip’s name as Cowpat. 

This underlying meaning of cowslip is apt in the context of the story:  
the sleek, well-fed Cowslip represents luxury to the band of homeless 
rabbits, but, like the delicious flower he’s named after, this luxury is 
found growing on top of something foul. 

 


