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The Girl 
and the Rabbit
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And so she went.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    

One day the girl had nothing 
to do. All books had been looked 
at, all snacks eaten, postage 
stamps licked, chairs sat on. 
 

The only thing left was to go on an 
adventure.

The girl collected  
a few things that 
every proper 
adventurer might 
need. 

She peeked under 
the rocks and into the 
bushes, she squinted up 
at the sky. 

She crossed 
rivers and 
mountains.
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“Sniff sniff,” she sniffed at him, saying hello 
in Rabbittish.

The rabbit just looked at her.

The girl hopped a little Rabbit dance to 
introduce herself. The rabbit only twitched his 
whiskers.

“Sniff snuffle sniff,” tried the girl again.
“Excuse me, I couldn’t understand. Could  

you repeat that?” said the rabbit.
“You speak!” exclaimed the girl.
“And so do you. So do you,” philosophically 

remarked the rabbit.
“Would you like some carrots?” asked the girl.

The rabbit did like some carrots.

Soon the girl stopped for a picnic in a small 
clearing. She was just finishing her sandwich 
when she saw a rabbit.
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They had a very nice conversation about what 
was better - carrots or apples (they both liked 
carrots better), whether the sparrows who lived 
in the tree above were too chatty (they were), if 
the tails were necessary (they couldn’t agree on 
that) and other important things. Afterwards, 
the rabbit said that he had to go home because it 
might be raining later.

Before he left, he invited her to have some 
sourgrass with him the next day.

From that day on, they were the best of 
friends and visited each other often. Even if, 
on the rabbit’s part, it was mostly at night and 
mostly the girl’s garden he visited.
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A Crop of Pencils
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The girl liked to draw. Sometimes she 
drew the lines and colored outside of them. 
Sometimes, she colored first and then found 
lines in her drawing.

 
That afternoon, she 
was trying to draw a 
portrait of a fly. It was 
difficult, because the 
fly kept moving about 
and the girl wasn’t 
even sure if it was the 
same fly she started 
with. 

She was just starting a new portrait when
              SNAP! -
                     her favorite pencil broke. 

She sharpened the pencil but it got so short 
that she couldn’t use it anymore. She looked 
sadly at the tiny pencil in her hand. It looked 
just like a pencil seed. And the seeds need to be 
planted. Everyone knows that!

The girl gathered her pencil seeds, found a 
spade and went to work.
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She checked on her pencils every day, watered 
them and sang them a song.

Grow my pencils,
Grow, grow, grow.
Big and bright,
All in a row.

One day she came back and saw that all her 
pencils got picked up clean. But there was a trail 
of pencil nibbles leading away. 

So the girl followed the trail.
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THe Dancing Spider
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One day the girl was having a nice stroll 
through a forest when she heard an alarming 
sound. She stopped and listened. Someone was 
crying.  

One day the girl was having a nice stroll 
through a forest when she heard an alarming 
sound. She stopped and listened. Someone was 
crying.  
 
     The girl turned round and around until she 
was so dizzy that she had to sit down. Right in 
front of her face, on a branch, there sat a small 
spider with a shiny green mustache.



30 31

“Well,” said the spider, bobbing lightly up 
and down. “In our culture when one likes a lady, 
one makes a special dance for her. However, 
I cannot seem to make a dance that is not 
ludicrous. Perhaps it is true that I have eight left 
legs.” 

And he started crying harder.

“Can I see your dance? Maybe I can help.  
I love dancing!” said the girl.

The spider sighed, then straightened and 
danced a little dance. There was a lot of lifting of 
legs and turning around and shaking of the belly.

As she watched, a tear rolled down spider’s 
face and splashed on a leaf. The spider sniffed 
loudly.

“Are you hurt?” asked the girl.
“Not on the outside,” replied the spider.  

“But I am sad so badly.”

    
       “What’s wrong?” 
        asked the girl.
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The girl thought for a long time and then 
said: “ You need to tell a story with your dance. 
Let’s practice.”

“My story is that I am here and I dance like a 
bozo” - said spider gloomily.

“No, no, no, you do not dance like a bozo. 
Let’s practice ‘hello’ first.”

“And now ‘I am here’.”

It was a little difficult to practice, because the 
girl didn’t have eight legs. She never wanted to 
have so many until today. Oh, the stories she 
could tell with so many limbs! But she did the 
best she could and it made the spider giggle.
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They practiced all afternoon and then the 
spider hurried away to dance for his lady.

After all that dancing, the girl slept very well. 

In the morning the first thing she saw a 
beautiful silky web glistening with dew in her 
window. 
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The Book
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The girl decided to write a book. She went to 
visit her friend the rabbit to see if he had good 
ideas for her book. 

“You should write about potatoes” - he said 
with his mouth full of carrots.

     
    
    “Potatoes? Why?!”
    “Because they have   

                      many eyes, of course.”
    “Hmm. 
      That’s a great idea!”

She went away thinking. She spent a long 
time researching. She dug up holes in the garden 
and sat in them, she watched earthworms and 
listened with her ear to the ground. She even 
tried to  interview a potato, but it wouldn’t speak 
with her. There was much to think about and 
much to do for her book.
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Her book was finished before supper.

* This is a separate small book within the big book.
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The Girl
and 

the Flying Horse.
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One day the girl was laying on her back 
and looking at clouds. These were not ordinary 
clouds, oh no! These were the most magnificent 
Clouds she has ever seen. Big, fluffy and strong.

- I really want to fly with them, - she thought 
to herself as she ran home to get some rope. 
Back at the clearing in the forest she made 
lassoes out of the rope. After a couple of tries, 
she managed to lash two clouds. She pulled 
on the rope but the cloud just sat there. It was 
hopeless! She would never get to fly with the 
clouds. But then - a breeze! Then, a mighty 
wind! Whoosh! The clouds started to move, 
pulling at the rope. 

The girl held on tight and was lifted into the 
air. “Finally!” she shouted, “I’m flying!” 

She held on tight as the clouds moved gently 
across the sky. 
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 Soon she got tired, so she thanked the clouds 
and jumped down in her yard.  

“Flying high in the sky”- sang the girl, 
shivering, but with a huge grin on her face, 
“chills your feets, feets, feets”.  

Later that night, the girl was sitting on 
the windowsill, looking at the night sky and 
thinking of flying. All of a sudden she saw a 
rocket star (as she liked to call the shooting stars) 
rushing across the sky.  
 
The girl called to the rocket star and asked it 
(very politely) if she could please fly with it.   
The rocket star came closer and the girl jumped 
up as high as she could and grabbed the star by 
its tail.
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Together they flew all night long and the girl 
saw many wonders. They flew over the rabbit’s 
tree and over her house. They even saw a polar 
bear.

The night was amazing and so glittery and 
full of wonder.

 When the girl got tired, the star dropped her 
off back at home. The girl thanked it, gave it a 
big hug and went to sleep.

   The next day she went to visit  
   the rabbit to tell him about her  
   flying.

Unfortunately, he wasn’t home. She went to 
the lake to watch a family of whales who were 
visiting their friends there.
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Suddenly, she heard quiet sniffling.

”Hello?” the girl called out. “ Who is there?  
Is it you, spider?”

A very sad looking horse came out from 
behind a tree, tears streaming down his face.

”Why are you crying?” asked the girl

“I am sad because nobody wants to play with 
me. I have wings, you see. And other horses 
think it is strange.  

And sometimes I have fire shooting out of my 
nose. It’s very little fire, but I was told it is too 
unsightly.  I can’t help it, but nobody wants to 
be friends with me...”

“Oh, I want to be your friend!” exclaimed  
the girl. “Do you like toasted marshmallows?”
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“I am so happy,” said the horse as he did a 
little dance. ”Let’s go for a fly?”

“I would love it!”

And they flew. And flew and flew. They flew 
over the house and over the bears, over the 
clouds and over the rocket star. They could talk 
about what they saw and what they thought and 
what they dreamed about. And it was warm. 

From that day on, the horse and the girl were 
great friends. They often went to visit the Rabbit 
and once Rabbit even went with them for a fly. 
But he didn’t like it all that much.
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The end.


