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Mások azt mondják, nyúl 
vagyok. Ami érthető, mivel 
annak is nézek ki.
Egy nyúlformájú kutya. 
Kutya: de nyúl. 
Nyúl: de kutya. 

Attól függ, honnan nézzük.
Tessék. Jobbról: nyúl, 
balról: nyúl, elölről: nyúl, 
hátulról: nyúl. 

Belülről nem vagyok az, de 
onnan sajnos csak én látom 
magamat. 
Ott teljesen kutya vagyok. 
Egy rendes kutya.
Nem fajtiszta, semmi extra, 
egy átlagos eb.
De ezt csak én tudom.

Egy nyúl, aki csak látszólag az.
Egy könyvbe zárt, rajzolt város.
Igaziak híján egy elképzelt barát.
Egy csomó kérdés, melyekre még ez a kitalált barát sem 
tudja a választ.

E könyv különös hőse kétféleképpen is idegen. Nincs otthon 
a saját testében, ahogy nem találja a helyét az őt örökösen 
másfélének ítélő világban sem. Egy elrajzolt figura, aki fel-
alá bolyong egy meghökkentően furcsa könyv oldalain. Ahol 
sok minden érthetetlen, bizarr vagy nevetséges – és talán 
éppen ezért lehet annyira ismerős, nemcsak a tizenéves, de 
a felnőtt olvasónak is. 

Dániel András formabontó képeskönyve sajátos módon 
beszél önmagunk és mások megismeréséről.

Így. 
Járom a könyvet, mindig, oda és vissza. 
Mint akit ezért rajzoltak ide. Hogy menjen 
fel-alá. Találjon valamit. Közben nézem, 
ha adódik esetleg néznivaló.
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I’m Charlie.

Or should I say,  
How do you do? 

Or um like…

  I mean Hi. 

 Or is it Hello?

ME

Let’s stick with Hel-
lo?
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I can’t see who you are — it’s a difficult place for greetings. I’m just pre-
tending to look at you, but from here on the page I can’t tell if you’re 
there or not. It’s not weird, I’m used to it. All I can see is what’s drawn 
here around me. If I look out there, all I see is this great whiteness. Like 
it’s forever snowing. 

Snow, except it isn’t cold. 

If I reach out to feel around, I only touch warm air. Is it possible there’s 
nothing here to touch?  
But if there’s nothing, you can’t be either. 
In that case, if there’s only emptiness out there, then I’m just talking to 
myself. It’s not weird, I’m used to it. 
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I’m Charlie. 
I know because it’s written right here:

If it was any other name here,  
say William or Henry, that’s what my 
name would be. That’s how it goes in 
books: something is written beside 
you and that’s what you are. 
Charlie, in this case. 
I am Charlie. 

It would be nice to know if this is acci-
dental. It may be, but we can’t rule out 
intentionality. Somebody made it up, 
let’s say. And wrote it here. But I’m 
just guessing. 

It’s not a name I like. 
It’s like a cane. 
CHAR — this is the straight shaft, 
LIE — this is the crooked handle. 

I think every name has its own 
shape. Emma is oval, Kevin  

is triangular, John is shaped like  
a chair, Leonard is like  

a wave, and Ellie is like a little  
semicircle, and so on. 

Char

lie
CHARLIE
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Everything has its own shape,  
so why wouldn’t names? 

 
I’m sure you have a shape too.  
Assuming you exist — out there in the whiteness. Or beyond it.  
Because what doesn’t exist probably doesn’t have one. I mean a shape. 
But I’m not entirely sure. 

I’ve even thought up a place for keeping shapes of things not yet in ex-
istance. Like a storage room. Whenever something needs bringing into 
existance, that’s the pick-up point for a shape, just so it has one. A rum-
mage and a browse around before finally settling on one: aha! this will do 
just fine! And from then on, that thing exists. 

For example, I have a shape. 

It looks just so.
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I’m not a hundred percent sure that’s how it goes, I’m just saying. I like 
saying all kinds of things. It’s nice to talk. Sometimes I just stop, look into 
the whiteness and say things.  
If you’re there and you hear me, you may be laughing now.  

                                              Like this: 

I imagine hearing it.

Haha, a talking dog. 
I’d love to believe that’s what you’d say. 

DOG
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Charlie, and dog. 
Charlie is written here,  
the dog part you’ll have to believe.  
If you can, you’ll be the first to. 

Others say I’m a rabbit. 
Understandably, since I do look like a rabbit. 
A rabbit-shaped dog. 

Dog                     but rabbit.                                                            Rabbit                   but dog.

HARLIE

Rabbit

Rabbit

Bunny

Bunny
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Depends on how we look at it. 
Look. 

Front-side view: rabbit. 
Backside view: rabbit. 

Right-side view: rabbit.  
Left-side view: rabbit. 

On the inside, I’m not a rabbit. 

But unfortunately I’m the only one to see  
myself from the inside. I’m totally a dog there.  

A proper dog. No pedigree, nothing fancy,  
an average canine. But I’m the only one  

who knows. 
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All this has implications. Trust me on this. 
For instance I’m walking down the street and they wave at me, hi, 
bunny! And I never stop to say hi back because I always think they are 
talking to someone else. That’s because I’m walking as a dog, not a bun-
ny. Of course I could notice they are waving at me, but still. 

But still, no. 

I need to understand rabbitness from the outside. After all, I’ve had plenty 
of time to get used to it. I should keep it in mind that the hi, bunny means 
me. Although even if I understood, I’d still not say “hi” back. What 
would people say to a bunny with a dog’s voice? 

I’ll tell you later. 
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This is how I walk. Rabbitwalk. Some-
times I try walking doglike. It’s hard. And 
what’s the point? They just point at me. 
Look at that rabbit’s walk!  
And they all laugh. 

Whenever the laughter comes up,  
question marks clog the inside. 

Ellie thinks all this is only  
in my head.  
Nobody is actually laughing. 
But I can hear them. Honest. 

Hahaha, that’s how they laugh. 

If Ellie happens to be right, someone is laughing  
inside my head. But what are they doing there?  
And what are they laughint at? Me? But I’m  
a proper dog inside. Is that funny too? Or it might  
be the fact that from the inside there’s a perfect  
view of the outside situation? 
That outside it’s a bunny? 

When it comes to me, these are the alter-
natives: rabbit shaped dog or bunny with 
dog’s voice. I’m not spoiled for choice. 

But that’s enough for me.  
I’d rather walk along. 

Dobbit, rag. 

© O
rch

ard
 Li

ter
ary

 A
ge

nc
y



 24

Leave it. Nobody can 
crawl into my head. I’m 
on the inside and that 
leaves no room for any-
one else. Except possi-
bly Ellie. I sit here like 
I’m in a house, my eyes 
are windows. I look 
around, let’s see what’s 
out there. 

A walking house.  
Rabbit shaped, it’s a dog from inside. 
I am not laughing. 

Let’s say this is just a rented place. I could  
walk away anytime, to leave this strange,  
rabbit shaped house behind. Someone else  
will move in instead of me. A rabbit, perhaps. 
That would be fitting. 
Bye, I’m out of here. 
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But that of course is not an option. 
You are a certain shape and there’s no escape. Not  
like a coat or a house for example. There’s no slipping out,  
or stepping out the door. You can’t just get up and leave for  
good. You have to stay. They drew you there, so there you stay. 

Oh yes, didn’t I tell you?  
Everything is drawn here. 
In pencil, I think. 

Or is it obvious? 
Somebody drew all the things 
here. 
Including me. It’s that kind of 
place. 

This. 

And those as well. 

And  
this.  

This too. 
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I’m a dog-drawing.                                                A dog that was drawn shaped  
like a rabbit. 

Rabbit.                                                                          Rabbit.

                              Dog.

Sometimes I wonder why they did it. 
Why give me such a shape? 

Because someone felt like it? Was it a pleasant shape? 
Was there a smile when I was drawn? Drawing the rab-
bit head and the rabbit legs? Were the ears finally  
adjusted to look longer? To make the overall  
effect more rabbitlike? 
Funnier? 
Is it funny to be a rabbit? 
When really you’re not? 
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These question marks again. When I walk around and wonder,  
sometimes it feels like I’m lost in a forest of question marks. 

Look, they are all like my name: 
straight at the bottom and  
crooked at the top. Like a cane. 

Maybe it’s because I’m a question mark too.  
This is why CHARLIE was written beside me. 
Just so I know. 
A rabbit shaped question mark. 
Not a dog. 
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Ellie says it may have been unintentional. That the person was not paying 
attention. They wanted a dog, but it somehow ended up a rabbit. Maybe 
they didn’t know how to draw a proper dog. And there was no time  
for corrections. They were otherwise engaged or something. Or, say, the 
eraser went missing. 
With an eraser, Ellie says, everything that was drawn can be removed.  
Us too, anything. You just rub the paper with it for a while and there  
you go. Like we were never even here. 

I know it’s like that too. Elsewhere. But not here. You can’t do that in  
a book. Once you get into a book, you stay like that and it’s final. You 
can’t be erased or corrected. It’s like a magic spell. Or some kind of curse. 
Whether you like it or not. 

Sometimes it comes to mind. 
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Like now that I stopped to talk to you again. If you 
exist! Because it already occurred to me that they 
may have erased you away. You’re not in the book, 
so it’s a possibility. That may be why everything is 
blank and white whenever I look out there. If books 
could be erased too, maybe there would be nothing 
in here either. But they can’t. I imagine it anyway. 
I imagine how everything here is the same blank 
white. Like this: 

I think about this, and I like it. 

© O
rch

ard
 Li

ter
ary

 A
ge

nc
y



 36  37

When they leave, I go on.  

But nobody erases anything around here. They can’t. They can where 
you are, though. So it’ possible that I am talking to myself here. Pass-
ers-by see a muttering rabbit when they walk past. I imagine they think 
I’m weird. 

Whenever someone 
walks up I start humming. 

Right now I’m on about trying to have a conversation here. There are 
a lot of folks in this book. So I walked up and started talking. The way 
others would do. I talk — they answer. They talk — I answer. Like we were 
throwing wordballs. A long series of balls between here and there. 

and on
and on
and on
and on
and on
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Talking is nice. Saying all kinds of things. 
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Like one day I walk up to the dogs, good morning, how do you do. They 
are sitting on a coffeeshop terrace, stirring their lattes, nibbling on bone 
cookies. Whassup rabbit, they say. Excuse me, I’m a dog, I quietly re-
mark. Though rabbit shaped, but still a dog like you. Oh come on, they 
giggle and slurp their milk froth, you’re a rabbit, totally a rabbit! Maybe 
a bit rabbitlike, I nod, or even rabbity. But a dog all the same! Consider 
my voice for instance. And I show them. Bow-wow. They guffaw, crumbs 
are flying around. Only we get to bark here, honey-bunny, they shout. 
There’s no such thing as a rabbitdog, or a dograbbit for that matter, we’re 
not in a fairytale, buns! And they storm me to tear at my fur. 

Rabbit runs. It’s useful, when needed. 
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I scuttle off, before one hits me  
on the head. I’m yowling now, it’s all over  
now anyway. 

Other times it’s the rabbits. They hang out at the square, chewing gum, 
spitting sunflower seed shells. There’s bass blasting through bluetooth. 
Hi bunnies, I smile. In a flash they are all perched along the fence. 
Getouttahere, they shout, you stinky dog! They tremble like… rabbits. 
But look, I’m waving and  hopping around dangling my rabbit ears. We’re 
not buying that, they say. Come on guys, I beg, I’m your bro! And I do  
a perfect bunny hop and a somersault. Yeah, sure, and then you eat us all 
up, they shout. You think we can’t hear it in your voice? You think we 
can’t see you’re a bunnyfaker? A wretched bunnyfaker! And they start 
flinging things at me. 
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No problem. 
I’m walking here. My name walks along with me. Charlie. Page after 
page. It’s like I could walk on forever in this book. I really could. It’s not 
weird, I’m used to it. 

As I walk, I fantasize, I’ve got the time. 

Like I fantasize about finding another one like me. Exactly the same. 
Well not exactly, but still. Another dog messed up in the exact same way. 
We would chat a while. How are you? Not bad. The way two dogs talk. 
Nothing special, two average dogs. We would be talking to a rabbit, but 
saying things to the dog inside. 

how? not bad
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Or just the opposite: I would find a dog shaped rabbit. Let’s say. A rabbit 
that is messed up exactly the opposite of me. Then what? Would I scare 
him if I asked what’s up — in a dog voice? Would he make silent gestures 
just to hide his inward rabbit? Would he even run away? Would people 
stare saying look, the dog’s running from the rabbit? 

Would an inward rabbit be afraid of an inward dog? 

Would the rabbit shape flee the dog shape — though no 
less of a dog himself inside? 

Or could the same happen with roles reversed? Would I run away with 
not so much as a what’s up? Because all I’d only see would be like wow,  
a dog? What with me looking all rabbit, of course? Best leave things as 
they are? Best avoid torn fur and gnawed rabbit ears? Would it never 
even occur to me he’s a rabbit inside all along? 
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Now I’ll stop, and shake my rabbit ears. 

Sometimes it’s the outside we fear, other  
times it’s the inside. Or is that just me? Is this  
a rabbit thing? I’d rather move along. 

All sorts of folks are walking up and down. I’m 
watching them. They’re all different. A bear,  
a shrew, a man with a horse’s head, a giraffe-like  
figure over there. And a lot of other folks, too. 

I’m not walking alone here, there are others. 
There’s quite a bustle going on in this book. 
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If you weren’t erased, maybe you can see them too. 
Here they come: a snake, a squirrel, all kinds. Beautiful, 
ugly, funny, big and small. Passers-by pencilled in. They’re 
walking in a book — they can’t be erased or even corrected. 
And a little to the side there I am too. Me, the rabbit. 

A rabbit shaped dog. 

I’m looking at them. I say: this is a bear, this is a shrew, this is a man with 
a horse’s head. And that’s a giraffe-like figure. And all the rest. There, 
that’s how they’re shaped. They were drawn this way. 
Somebody drew them this way. 

What are you looking at, asks Ellie. She al-
ways asks me that when I come to look out 
from the edge of the page. She keeps asking 
questions, too. Making more question  
marks. That’s not what she was made up for.  
Nothing, I’m just looking, I tell her. And  
I shrug. I’m just looking and thinking things. 
Thinking this and that. 

CHARLIE. This and that. 
This and that. 
This and that. 
This and that. 
This and that. 
This and that. 
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Like what? 
Like for instance could the bear walking along there have another bear 
living inside it? I mean he’s a bear on the inside too, but not the same one. 
A different kind of bear than on the outside. 

Or take that elephant over there. I imagine there’s an inside elephant too, 
only a much smaller one. A scruffy trunked creature lurking inside the 
burly elephant. 
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Or take that sprat of a mouse with the tote bag. Could it be he’s only small 
by mistake, while really he is big? A huge mouse inside the tiny one? Only 
they drew him too small, like me being a rabbit? How does the poor thing 
squeeze into himself? 

These are the things I think about.  
I’m poking the page’s edge and wriggling my  
whiskers rabbit-like.  
I see, says Ellie. 
Then again I don’t. 

Suddenly I pretend to hum, 
because somebody is 
coming this way. 

They’re gone. 
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I mean there’s no knowing for sure what lurks beneath the shapes, I tell 
Ellie. What’s really inside. Shapes are like closed boxes, we can’t see 
inside. The shape of the bear, the elephant, the mouse. And all the rest: 
the squirrel, the weasel, the bat, the two headed pony. That giraffe-like 
individual.

They were drawn this way — but wait! 
What if they didn’t turn out perfect either? 
If they too have been different on the inside all along? 
Even if only a little different? 

We need a huge question mark here.               Here you go. 

Of course I may be quite wrong, I don’t know. It’s a secret. 
I don’t have secrets. I speak up. 
A rabbit with a dog’s voice. 

I should go up to them once.  
Hello, are you sure this is really the kind of bear you are? Are you really such 
a big elephant? And are you truly such a trifling little mouse?  
Where would that get me? What would they think? Would 
there be shouting and getoutofherebunny? 
Or would they just stare at me dimly, like what the heck? Like what does 
this weird guy with the dog’s voice want? 
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Could they possibly not even follow what I tell them? 
Because bears only speak bear, elephants only elephant, and mice only 
sqeak mouse? 

Or could they possibly not even bother to stop and listen, but walk along 
their business? 
With not so much as a shrug? 
Like I’m not even drawn here? 
Like I’m just empty space on the paper? A nonexistent 
rabbit? 

Whatever. I’ll be moving along 
my way too. 
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Meanwhile I’m thinking this over. Really, what 
would it be like to be invisible? The idea comes to 
me out of the blue. It can happen. It’s not weird, 
I’m used to it. It may be easier that way. Nobody 
would mistake me for a rabbit.  

Someone is coming. 

They are gone. 

However! 

Would people know then that I’m here in the book? 
Would I exist at all? If somebody has no shape  

at all, do they actually exist? 
Wouldn’t people think it’s just  

a random bark they hear? 
Or maybe just an imagined bark?  

Which doesn’t actually exist? 
Supposing I would bark… Can invisible dogs bark,  

I ask. Can one bark out of a nonexistent rabbit? 

And my name? 
                                              

? 

What would happen to that? 

Ellie is looking at me. I imagine her  

looking at me as if she understood my idea. 

CHARLIE
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And she really doesn’t exist, because I made her up.  
So that I can talk to her. To tell her when something  
comes to my mind. It’s not weird, I’m used to it. Until  
someone comes along that I could really tell.        Hi, hello. 
While I walk up and down this book. 

Ellie. A badger shaped cat — that’s how she was made up. I’m 
Charlie, she’s Ellie. She could be named different, but this is what  
I came up with. It’s like she was also messed up by someone. That’s 
how I imagine it. That she was drawn wrong like me. She doesn’t 
mind, nobody sees her anyway. 
I’m visible, she’s not. 
Existent, 
nonexistent. 
Charlie, Ellie.  
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Ellie talks. She asks, she interrupts. Only I can 
hear. She’s here in my head. 
I don’t even have to close my eyes. Hi, hello. 
I’m walking. Right now I’m walking along this 
page, page 64. I don’t even know how many 
times I’ve been here. 

Says she would like to actually exist. And suchlike.  
And there’s that storage room. What storage room, I ask  
her in my head. Where you go to get a shape if you want to 
exist. Go, exist. This is silly, I say. There’s no such thing.  
You said so on page 13, Ellie sulks. And then on page 14  
I said I’m not a hundred percent sure, I reply, I just  
made it up. 

That’s too bad, she sighs. 
If I actually existed, you wouldn’t be alone. That’s what 
she says. We would walk around together. Maybe we 
could find others. Who, I ask. Others like us, you know. 
Uh-huh, I say. Maybe some day I will really find oth-
ers. Chill. On some backwoods page I‘ve accidentally 
missed. In a hidden place. That’s why I walk up and 
down the book all the time. I guess that’s why… And 
you walk along with me. This way and that. 

I walk and talk alone. 
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Someone is coming. 

And they’re gone. 

Isn’t it possible that when we think something 
up, it’ll somehow exist after all? That’s what  
I think. Ellie, for instance. She isn’t, but  
she still exists.  
She talks to me. 
She listens. 

I walk.

Who knows. Maybe there really are others. Like me. Like Ellie. 
Let’s say there was a park. They are sitting on a bench. Or just  
standing around in the middle of an empty page. What else could 
they do, having been drawn there. And they’re waiting. Messed up 
figures. A camel shaped horse for instance. A crocodile shaped pig, 
a hippo-like monkey and suchlike. They ended up different. They 
stand there and spend their time. There’s no erasing them, they can’t 
even be corrected. They’re waiting for someone to come. 

For me to come. 
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I’m not a hundred percent sure about it, but I’m saying it. 
I like to say all kinds of things. 
I don’t know if there is such a page. I’m searching. 

Watch me. 
I roam the book, back and forth, always. Like I was drawn here to  
do just that. Walk up and down. To find something. Meanwhile  
I keep watch in case there’s 
 something to see. 

A house, a coffee-mill, a pair of glasses. 
These are the kind of things in this book. 

A cactus. A crooked tower. 
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I’m walking along fully drawn pages. I see all kinds of passers-by. They 
look at me: a walking rabbit. Nothing special. Rabbitwalk. 
Rabbitfur. Rabbitears. They can’t see my thoughts. Dogthoughts. 

Or they never even look at me. What for. Just a rabbit. 
I pay attention anyway, in case I notice something. A signal,  
a trifle. Something to help, to show me where to go. Where  
I’m welcome. If there is such a place. 
 

Camel shaped horse, crocodile shaped pig, hippo-like monkey. There 
they are sitting on the bench, eating something out of a paper bag. Maybe 
they’d have names. I don’t know: Leslie, Tony, Martha. Suchlike. They 

may not like their names. Leslie is oval, Tony is triangular, Martha is 
shaped like an arch, like the letter U upside-down. There they sit, 

eating something from a bag. 
Raisins, let’s say. Salted peanuts. 

Sweet, salt. 
Dog, rabbit. 

Charlie, Ellie. 
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I don’t know, something like that. That’s how I imagine it. 
When they see me they schootch over so that I can sit with them on the 
bench. All right. Let’s say I sat down. Why not? Hi, hello. I‘d say my 
name in a dog’s voice. They would tell me theirs. The camel would neigh, 
the crocodile would go oink, a hippo would gibber. 

I’m not sure if we’d understand what the others are 
saying. It would be weird, but that’s okay. Let’s say one 
would offer me the paper bag so I can have a taste.  
Raisins. Maybe salted peanuts. 
We’d sit on the bench together. A couple of slightly 
messed up figures. On a secluded page of this book.  
We couldn’t be erased. We couldn’t be corrected. 
We would talk. Or try to. How are you? Thanks. 

Maybe we wouldn’t always really understand each 
other. 
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Meanwhile we‘d also be looking out of the book. To where 
everything is pure white, into blank nothing. We’d dangle our 
feet from the bench. 
We’d stare at imaginary snowfall. 
Camel eyes, crocodile eyes, hippo eyes. 
And rabbit eyes, my eyes. 
We’d try to guess if someone’s there. 
You. For instance. 
And in that case, who would that be? 

Somebody just watching from outside? 
Somebody who’s reading this book right now? 
Turning the pages? Looking at the pictures? 
Or the person who made this whole thing up? Who wrote what we say 
and drew our shapes? And checking it all out? 

Or maybe someone who 
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In the end I don’t think we’ll figure it out. 
We’d sit on the bench, eating raisins out of a paper bag. 
Salted peanuts. 

Either, or.  
A bit of both. 
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