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When you’ve got friends and cake, anger blows away

What’s up with the bunny on the cover? Why is he so angry? Since when do angry bunnies 
appear in picture books? What has happened to him? Has someone spread honey around his 
mouth again?

It’s just not Bobby the Bunny’s lucky day. You know, there are days when everything goes 
wrong, whether you’re a bunny or a person. His alarm didn’t go off, so he smashed it to bits (on 
purpose!), just to stay angry. Then he stubbed his paw on a chair and yelled, “You miserable 
hunk of wood!” He broke a glass just so he’d stay thirsty. But for this bunny there’s no shame 
and there’s no end to his anger. He toppled his basket of blueberries, and then Daddy Badger 
stomped all over them…  And then Vicky Vixen stepped on his paw – OUCH! Who wouldn’t be 
angry, furious, in despair? Is this the sort of day where you even want to get out of bed? On awful 
days like this, maybe it’s best to say, I don’t want to see anyone!

But just when things are so dark it seems there’s no way out, that everything, especially for 
Bobby the Bunny, is turning into bad luck, take a look at what his friends have left by his front 
door… Not only have they left a basket of blueberries, they’ve also brought some joy to wipe out 
the anger and despair. You know how it is, dear reader: sometimes it’s nice to be alone; when 
you’re alone, there’s no yelling, no bother, nobody stepping on your foot – but life among friends 
is a hundred times better, even if now and then things go wrong. Forget about all your worries – 
let’s all enjoy some blueberry cake... 

Dr. Igor Saksida
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Bobby the Bunny woke up, 
        rubbed his eyes and  
             looked angrily at his alarm clock.

“That’s just great. Today of all days, on Suzi Squirrel’s birthday.
Why didn’t you go off?” he said, raising a paw and shaking 
it at the clock.

But, look! The clock had fallen over and 
crashed to the floor.
                stamped the bunny furiously. 
Then he picked up the pieces and ran into 
the kitchen.

“Bang, bang!”



“Ow!” he groaned, as he stubbed a paw against a chair. He 
hopped around in pain for a while, then howled at the chair, 

He was thirsty. He took a glass from the cupboard, but it slipped 
from his paws and smashed to bits.

He slumped to the floor, on the verge of tears.

“Get out of my way, you miserable hunk of wood!”

“My favourite glass!”



“Ding-dong!” pealed the doorbell over and over again.
      Bunny hopped over to open up for Hedgehog.
             “Are you ready to go?” asked his friend.

Oh, right, Bunny remembered. He was supposed to pick 
blueberries so that he and Hedgehog could bake a cake 
for Suzi Squirrel.
“Oh, boy. Right away,” he said to Hedgehog, 
snatching his basket and running off into the woods.



“Blueberries… blueberries...,”
he murmured, as he rummaged among the bushes. 
Finally he saw some. He knelt down by a blueberry bush 
and set the basket down beside him. Quick as he could, 
he picked some blueberries and put them in the basket.

But just then Badger’s little one ran by, 
bumping into and knocking over the basket.

moaned Bunny. 
“My bluuuuueberries!”



He wanted to collect them 
when Daddy Badger appeared 
out of nowhere, marching 
all over  them. 
“Blueberries,” said Bunny, 
despairingly.

He kicked the basket: 

Angry. 

Furious. 

In despair.“Today I shouldn’t 

have even got up!”

He went home. 



And he ran right into Vicky Vixen, 
who happened to step on his paw.
“This can’t be true!!!” grouched Bunny.

Angry. 

Furious. 

In despair.

And limping hurriedly homeward...



First the problem with the clock.

Then that stupid chair.

After that his favourite glass.

And the blueberries.

Now, a sore paw to boot.

I don’t want to see anyone today!



When he got back to his home, 
in front of his door he saw Hedgehog, Badger, Vixen…

he hollered, entered his warren and slammed the
     door behind him.

“Leave me alone!” 



The animals set down the basket 
they’d brought, and went their ways.



Bunny had been sulking at home for quite a while.

He lay down on his bed. But he was unable to rest.

He picked up a book. But he was unable to read. 

He made himself a big bowl of vegetables. 
          But he was unable to eat.
     And so he decided to go out into the forest. 
                         He opened the door and saw

a big basket of blueberries.



    Rabbit felt terrible. 
          “I shooed my friends away, 
              and all they wanted to do was help me out.” 
                    He decided to bake the cake himself. 

      When the caked was done, 
                  Bunny ran off as only a bunny can.
                                         

Speedily!

Nimbly! 

Bouncily!

An enooooormous blueberry cake!

   Quickly! 



And he went to Suzi Squirrel’s house.
He saw the smiling faces of his friends, 
who were approaching him.

        “Come on, Bobby! 
            You’re the only one who’s missing!” 
                 they called out.





What’s up with the bunny on the cover? Why is he so angry? Since 
when do angry bunnies appear in picture books? What has happened 
to him? Has someone spread honey around his mouth again?
It’s just not Bobby the Bunny’s lucky day. You know, there are days when 
everything goes wrong, whether you’re a bunny or a person. But just 
when things are so dark it seems there’s no way out, that everything, 
especially for Bobby the Bunny, is turning into bad luck, take a look at 
what his friends have left by his front door… Not only have they left a 
basket of blueberries, they’ve also brought some joy to wipe out the 
anger and despair. Dr. Igor Saksida


