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The Secret of Getting Along

What is the most mysterious and marvellous thing in this world? Is it one of those fairy tale numbers 
so important the mystery of fairy tales? The number that matches the number of times Bobby Bunny 
hops to each sides – “Seven lefts, seven rights, seven lefts…”? Or is it perhaps the mysterious and mar-
vellous fate that life has in store for each of us, including for Bobby Bunny? One day Bobby finds a love-
ly little box in the grass. It may seem like pure chance, but perhaps fate has a hand in it, because the box 
is not empty! Who knows what’s inside… Is there a secret just for him? A secret that he might selfishly 
keep to himself? Is there something magical also in his playful ways when he answers the dormouse, 
the squirrel and the fox in almost the exact same words – he doesn’t want to talk to them! – before 
hopping off with fewer and fewer hops to the left, right and again to the left? Are his playful ways of hi-
ding the box, seeking excuses and hopping about something a sort of fleeing? – Of course! Everything 
is mysterious and marvellous! But most unusual, incomprehensible and even marvellous of all is 
what’s hiding in the box… Something strange indeed! A tooth – not a bunny’s, not a wolf’s, not even a 
deer’s… Is it perhaps a dragon’s tooth? Is that why Bobby Bunny tosses and turns so in his bed – “Three 
lefts, three rights, three lefts”?  

No. Hidden in the box is something that leads Bobby Bonny to the most mysterious secret in the 
world: the secret of friendship, compassion and respect for others. The magical object that belongs to 
the squirrel is that of fairy tale truth: we are all happiest if we can bravely and unselfishly do something 
nice for someone.



Bobby Bunny was hopping through the woods, 
towards the clearing:

“Seven lefts, 
        seven rights,    
               seven lefts...”



In the grass he spied a lovely little box. He took a quick look 
around him, picked it up and snatched it between his paws. 

Fox came by:
            “How are you, Bobby?”

“Why do you ask?” asked bunny, and hopped away.

“Six lefts,  
        six rights,  
             six lefts...”



Dormouse Danny crossed his path and asked,
                 “How are you, Bobby?”

“Don’t even ask,” said bunny, and quickly hopped away:

“Five lefts,  
              five rights,  
                            five lefts...”



He came across squirrel Suzi, 
who said,
     “How are you, Bobby?”

“I’m in a real hurry,”
answered bunny and quickly hopped away:

“Four lefts,  
              four rights,  
                            four lefts...”



And he kept up until 
    he got to his rabbit hole. 
         He quickly slipped into it and locked the door behind him. 



He opened his paw and stared at the little box he had found. 
“I wonder what’s inside,” he said, opening it. 

“A tooth?”

“It’s not a bunny’s.           

It’s also not a wolf’s. 

A deer’s? 

An elk?”



“Three lefts,  
              three rights,  
                            three lefts...”

ZAJEC JE ZMAJEVAL Z GLAVO IN ŠKATLICO 
ODNESEL V POSTELJO TER JO SKRIL POD 
BLAZINO. Bunny shook his head and carried the little box to his bed, where 

he hid it under his pillow.

That night he slept very badly. He tossed and turned in his bed.



In the morning, as soon as he woke up, he reached under his pillow. The 
little box was still there.

“This little box doesn’t belong to me. I have to take it back,” 
he decided, clutched it between his paws, and hopped off towards the 
clearing: 

“Two lefts,  
              two rights,  
                            two lefts...”



In the clearing he met Squirrel Suzi, who was crying inconsolably.
“Yesterday I found this little box in the clearing.  
      Do you perhaps know whose it is?” he asked her. 

Squirrel clapped her paws in glee:
“Thank you for finding it. I made it myself, you know. That’s my 
first tooth saved in it.” 

“You made it by yourself? The little box is truly beautiful,” 
said bunny, in praise.

Squirrel opened the little box and 
          pulled a tooth out of it. 
                  She put it in her pocket.



She offered the little box to Bunny. “Would you like it?”

“Me? The little box?” asked the surprised bunny.

Squirrel nodded: “I’ll make a new one for my tooth.”
Bunny was delighted. Thank you, Suzi. It’s marvellous.”
And he hopped off towards his hole:

And he hopped off towards his hole:



He quickly slipped into it and shut the door behind him.
He opened his paw and stared at the little box he had received: 

“O n e  left,  
              one right,  
                            one left...”



“I’m going to take you into the kitchen 
        and put you right in the middle of the table. 
                   That way everybody can see you!”

The end





What is the most mysterious and marvellous thing in this 
world?  Is it perhaps the mysterious and marvellous fate that 
life has in store for each of us, including for Bobby Bunny? 
One day Bobby finds a lovely little box in the grass. The 
box is hiding a tooth – not a bunny’s, not a wolf’s, not even 
a deer’s… Is it perhaps a dragon’s tooth? 
No. Hidden in the box is something that leads Bobby Bonny 
to the most mysterious secret in the world: the secret 
of friendship, compassion and respect for others. The 
magical object that belongs to the squirrel is that of fairy tale 

truth: we are all happiest if we 
can bravely and unselfishly do 
something nice for someone.
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