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    To every child who finds comfort in bedtime stories, wonders beneath the stars, and believes a little kindness can light even the quietest night.
And to the parents, grandparents, teachers, and caregivers whose gentle voices turn ordinary evenings into cherished memories.
With love,
Chinmay

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Sometimes the sweetest dreams begin not when we search harder, but when we slow down, breathe deeply, and let the quiet moonlight guide our hearts."
— Chinmay
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Chapter 1: The Missing Sleepy Yawn
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Barnaby woke just as evening tiptoed into his cosy burrow. A first silver moonbeam slid through the round window. It made a bright puddle on the rug. His bed still held the warmth of afternoon dozing.

Barnaby blinked and wriggled his soft paws. He stretched one way, then the other way. Then he waited for his usual sleepy yawn.
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Nothing happened. Barnaby waited a little longer, with his mouth closed. The burrow stayed quiet as a tucked-in sock.

At last, Barnaby opened his mouth very wide. He expected a large, round, rumbly yawn to roll out. Instead, a tiny squeak popped into the room. Barnaby's ears gave a puzzled little flop.
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“That is odd,” Barnaby said, patting his soft cream tummy. The words sounded small in the cosy burrow. He listened, but no yawn answered.

“My special sleepy yawn is missing!” he said. Barnaby looked at the rug, then at the window. “A yawn cannot just hop away, can it?”
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Barnaby began with the most sensible hiding place. He lifted his patchwork blanket and shook it gently. Only a crumb of clover biscuit rolled out.

Next, he peeked behind his squashy pillow. Then he opened his midnight blue scarf like a pocket. He checked every fold with careful paws. The yawn was not hiding in either place.
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Barnaby hopped to the little mirror by the shelf. It was round, shiny, and slightly wobbly. He stood very still and took a deep breath.

Then he made his best yawny face. He opened wide, scrunched his nose, and waited. The mirror only showed a very surprised bunny. Still, no yawn came out to meet him.
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Chapter 2: Into the Moonlit Meadow
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Barnaby pushed open the tiny burrow door. Outside, the meadow glowed with moonlight. Each blade of grass held a bead of dew.

The drops sparkled like little stars near the ground. Barnaby breathed in the cool, clean evening air. Waiting was not working at all. “I must look for my missing yawn,” he decided.
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Barnaby tied his midnight blue scarf snugly under his chin. The knot felt brave, even though he felt sleepy. He stepped out into the cool evening air.

The meadow gave a soft shiver around him. The moon watched from high above. “Do not worry, yawn,” Barnaby whispered kindly. “I am coming to find you.”
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Barnaby found a trail of pale moonbeams across the meadow. It lay over the grass like a silver ribbon. He followed it with careful, bouncy hops.

With every hop, his long ears flopped gently. Dew tickled his toes and cooled his feet. The night smelled of mint and rain. Barnaby smiled, sure the yawn was somewhere ahead.
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Chapter 3: Pip’s Dreamcatcher

[image: ]


[image: Chapter 3: Pip’s Dreamcatcher]

Barnaby hops further into the woods. He reaches the old oak tree where Pip the owl is perched on a thick branch.

Pip’s striped nightcap sits crookedly on his head. His eyes are nearly shut as he wobbles in the gentle night breeze.

The moon shines through the leaves. Barnaby waits quietly at the foot of the tall, sturdy tree.
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“Good evening, Pip,” Barnaby says softly. “Have you seen my sleepy yawn? It has gone missing.”

Pip lifts his tiny, intricate dreamcatcher with one claw. He blinks slowly and tilts his head to one side.

The owl looks very drowsy. He seems to be thinking hard about the missing yawn.
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“I caught three soft dreams tonight,” Pip murmurs. “I also found one small, silver feather near the bushes.”

He looks closely at the dreamcatcher. “But I have seen no bunny yawn here,” he adds with a heavy sigh.

Barnaby sighs too, but it is not a yawny sigh. It is just a very sad and tired one.
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Pip gives the dreamcatcher a gentle shake. He wants to be sure the yawn is not hiding inside the strings.

A bit of sparkling moon dust drifts down like snow. It lands on Barnaby’s soft cream-coloured fur.

They watch the dust fall together. Sadly, Barnaby’s yawn does not appear among the sparkles.
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“Maybe it floated away on the breeze,” Pip suggests sleepily. He settles back down into his feathers.

Barnaby thanks his friend and continues his walk. He hops slowly through the tall, whispering grass.

The night is very quiet now. Every little sound makes Barnaby think of his lost yawn.
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