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Narrator Hoppy 
Historian Ladybird Rosso (optional Italian accent) 
Big Buck Rabbit Pheasant 
Deer Rat 
Partridge Non-speaking parts: Rodina, Zenya, Bronko and Pikola 
 

Hoppy could not make any sense of the scene. With three skips and four jumps she 
landed in the small plum tree. 
“What’s your problem, you crazy insects? Why are you attacking the Ferrabys?” 
(screaming) “We’re not attacking the Ferrabys!” We’re telling the Ladybirdz to go 
home!” 
“He means us,” said Rosso. He flew to a twig in the plum tree where Hoppy and many 
of the other creatures could see him. 
“Who are you?” Hoppy asked. 
The other animals and birds were quiet now, listening - except for the pheasants, who 
were still asking each other what was happening. 
Rosso spoke up. His English was not perfect and his foreign accent was quite strong, 
but his words were perfectly clear. 
“I am Rosso. This is Rodina, and Zenya, and Bronko and Pikola.” 
The family flew up to join Rosso on the twig. 
“We came off ship yesterday. We fly and we fly and we find this garden. We make our 
camp. This is a perfect home for us, safe place for kidz. These ladybirds tell us Go 
Away! But we stay! We do no harm. We not want anyone upset. So-here we are.” 
There was an angry mutter from the two spotted ladybirds. 
“Why do you want them to leave?” Hoppy asked the mutterers. 
“They aren’t from around here,” said their leader. “They are strangers. They’re not like 
us-they look big and weird. They want to eat all our aphids.” 
“Aphids are not yours.” Rosso objected. 
“Until you catch them.” 
“Well they’re not yours!” howled the two-spotted ladybird. Why don’t you go home? Go 
back to where you came from. Where do you come from?” 
“Bohemia,” said Rosso. “We are Bohemians. But we don’t know where we came from 
before that.” 
“Oh, let them stay,” said a big buck rabbit. 
“There’s plenty of room. There are millions of aphids.” 
“Who’s asking you? shouted the two-spotted ladybird “ “Why don’t you go home too?” 
“This is my home,” retorted the rabbit. 
“No it isn’t!” shouted the ladybird. “The Romans brought you here in 43 AD!” 



“No they didn’t!” the rabbit exclaimed. “I was born in the warren by the crags.” 
“The Romans brought your ancestors here, said the ladybird. “I happen to be a 
historian, and you can’t argue with Historical Fact. The Romans also brought the 
pheasants. 
“Stuff Historical Fact,” replied the rabbit. 
“Stuff the peasants shouted one of the partridges.”Pheasants go home!” 
(Pheasants and partridges have never liked each other, because they compete for the 
same grubs.) 
“Stuff the partridges!” crowed a plump hen pheasant. “You lot were brought here from 
France. Why don’t you run back there and eat snails?” 
“Stuff you, fatty!” Hoppy yelled at the pheasant. “We’ve all got the right to live, haven’t 
we? Don’t we all get along just fine in this lovely wood…” 
“You would say that,” interrupted the Historian Ladybird.”Everyone knows you came 
here from America and you drove out all the red squirrels. You should be ashamed of 
yourselves.” 
“That’s a lie”, cried Hoppy. I’ve never even seen a red squirrel. And we didn’t choose 
to come here, we were brought here, and we like it here, and I was born here, and if 
you don’t like it why don’t you come and do something about it, you spotty little 
twerp?” 
 “What a disgraceful scene”, remarked one of the deer. 
Deer are extremely snobbish about rowdy behaviour. They are aesthetes, which 
means they value beauty, peace and quiet voices, except in the autumn when they go 
slightly wild and fight each other. (Deer do this, not aesthetes.) 
“Oh, knock it off!” growled a badger. 
(Badgers find deer snooty.) “You came here with the Normans and it’s a pity they 
didn’t eat you. French snobs!” 
“How ignorant”, remarked the deer, “As a matter of fact it was the Romans who bought 
deer here first, then the Normans.” 
“I don’t care if you came from China”, said the badger. “You’re still snobs.” 
“We came from China,” remarked a rat and we’re the cleverest animals in the 
country.” 
“Rats and deer,” huffed the badger, “who would miss them?” 
“When one is tall, intelligent and very beautiful it is remarkably difficult not to look 
down on muddy little fellows who live in holes!” 
All the other deer laughed.  



 


