
The Hare and  
the Hedgehog

Early one Sunday morning, when the cowslips or paigles were 
showing their first honey- sweet buds in the meadows and the 
broom was in bloom, a hedgehog came to his little door to look 
out at the weather. He stood with arms a- kimbo, whistling a tune 
to himself— a tune no better and no worse than the tunes hedge-
hogs usually whistle to themselves on fine Sunday mornings. And 
as he whistled, the notion came into his head that, before turning 
in and while his wife was washing the children, he might take a 
little walk into the fields and see how his young nettles were get-
ting on. For there was a tasty beetle lived among the nettles; and 
no nettles— no beetles.

Off he went, taking his own little private path into the field. 
And as he came stepping along around a bush of blackthorn, its 
blossoming now over and its leaves showing green, he met a hare; 
and the hare had come out to look at his spring cabbages.

The hedgehog smiled and bade him a polite “Good- morning.” 
But the hare, who felt himself a particularly fine sleek gentleman 
in this Sunday sunshine, merely sneered at his greeting.
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And as he came stepping along around a bush of 
blackthorn . . . he met a hare.
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“And how is it,” he said, “you happen to be out so early?”
“I am taking a walk, sir,” said the hedgehog.
“A walk!” sniffed the hare. “I should have thought you might use 

those bandy little legs of yours to far better purpose.”
This angered the hedgehog, for as his legs were crooked by 

nature, he couldn’t bear to have bad made worse by any talk about 
them.

“You seem to suppose, sir,” he said, bristling all over, “that you 
can do more with your legs than I can with mine.”

“Well, perhaps,” said the hare, airily.
“See here, then,” said the hedgehog, his beady eyes fixed on the 

hare, “I say you can’t. Start fair, and I’d beat you nowt to ninepence. 
Ay, every time.”

“A race, my dear Master Hedgehog!” said the hare, laying back 
his whiskers. “You must be beside yourself. It’s childish. But still, 
what will you wager?”

“I’ll lay a Golden Guinea to a Bottle of Brandy,” said the 
hedgehog.

“Done!” said the hare. “Shake hands on it, and we’ll start at 
once.”

“Ay, but not quite so fast,” said the hedgehog. “I have had  
no breakfast yet. But if you will be here in half an hour’s time, so 
will I.”

The hare agreed, and at once took a little frisky practice along 
the dewy green border of the field, while the hedgehog went shuf-
fling home.

“He thinks a mighty deal of himself,” thought the hedgehog 
on his way. “But we shall see what we shall see.” When he reached 
home he bustled in and looking solemnly at his wife said:

“My dear, I have need of you. In all haste. Leave everything and 
follow me at once into the fields.”
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“Why, what’s going on?” says she.
“Why,” said her husband, “I have bet the hare a guinea to a 

Bottle of Brandy that I’ll beat him in a race, and you must come 
and see it.”

“Heavens! husband,” Mrs. Hedgehog cried, “are you daft? Are 
you gone crazy? You! Run a race with a hare!”

“Hold your tongue, woman,” said the hedgehog. “There are 
things simple brains cannot understand. Leave all this fussing and 
titivating. The children can dry themselves; and you come along at 
once with me.” So they went together.

“Now,” said the hedgehog, when they reached the ploughed 
field beyond the field which was sprouting with young green 
wheat, “listen to me, my dear. This is where the race is going to be. 
The hare is over there at the other end of the field. I am going to 
arrange that he shall start in that deep furrow, and I shall start in 
this. But as soon as I have scrambled along a few inches and he 
can’t see me, I shall turn back. And what you, my dear, must do is 
this: When he comes out of his furrow there, you must be sitting 
puffing like a porpoise here. And when you see him, you will say, 
‘Ahah! so you’ve come at last?’ Do you follow me, my dear?” At 
first Mrs. Hedgehog was a little nervous, but she smiled at her 
husband’s cunning, and gladly agreed to do what he said.

The hedgehog then went back to where he had promised to 
meet the hare, and he said, “Here I am, you see; and very much the 
better, sir, for a good breakfast.”

“How shall we run,” simpered the hare scornfully, “down or 
over; sideways, longways; three legs or altogether? It’s all one to 
me.”

“Well, to be honest with you,” said the hedgehog, “let me 
say this. I have now and then watched you taking a gambol and 
disporting yourself with your friends in the evening, and a pretty 
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“How shall we run?”
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runner you are. But you never keep straight. You all go round and 
round, and round and round, scampering now this way, now that 
and chasing one another’s scuts as if you were crazy. And as often 
as not you run uphill! But you can’t run races like that. You must 
keep straight; you must begin in one place, go steadily on, and end 
in another.”

“I could have told you that,” said the hare angrily.
“Very well then,” said the hedgehog. “You shall keep to that 

furrow, and I’ll keep to this.”
And the hare, being a good deal quicker on his feet than he was 

in his wits, agreed.
“One! Two! Three!— and AWAY! ” he shouted, and off he went like  

a little whirlwind up the field. But the hedgehog, after scuttling 
along a few paces, turned back and stayed quietly where he was.

When the hare came out of his furrow at the upper end of the 
field, the hedgehog’s wife sat panting there as if she would never 
be able to recover her breath, and at sight of him she sighed out, 
“Ahah! sir, so you’ve come at last?”

The hare was utterly shocked. His ears trembled. His eyes 
bulged in his head. “You’ve run it! You’ve run it!” he cried in aston-
ishment. For she being so exactly like her husband, he never for a 
moment doubted that her husband she actually was.

“Ay,” said she, “but I was afraid you had gone lame.”
“Lame!” said the hare, “lame! But there, what’s one furrow? 

‘Every time’ was what you said. We’ll try again.”
Away once more he went, and he had never run faster. Yet when 

he came out of his furrow at the bottom of the field, there was the 
hedgehog! And the hedgehog laughed, and said: “Ahah! So here 
you are again! At last!” At this the hare could hardly speak for rage.

“Not enough! not enough!” he said. “Three for luck! Again, 
again!”
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“As often as you please, my dear friend,” said the hedgehog. “It’s 
the long run that really counts.”

Again, and again, and yet again the hare raced up and down the 
long furrow of the field, and every time he reached the top, and 
every time he reached the bottom, there was the hedgehog, as he 
thought, with his mocking, “Ahah! So here you are again! At last!”

But at length the hare could run no more. He lay panting and 
speechless; he was dead beat. Stretched out there, limp on the 
grass, his fur bedraggled, his eyes dim, his legs quaking, it looked 
as if he might fetch his last breath at any moment.

So Mrs. Hedgehog went off to the hare’s house to fetch the 
Bottle of Brandy; and, if it had not been the best brandy, the hare 
might never have run again.

News of the contest spread far and wide. From that day to this, 
never has there been a race to compare with it. And lucky it was 
for the hedgehog he had the good sense to marry a wife like him-
self, and not a weasel, or a wombat, or a whale!
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