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Welcome to the neighborhood where Lucy and Bunny live.  These everyday adventures were inspired by Lucy’s fond memories while growing up in rural Southern California.  While the places are real, some of the names of people and places have been changed; any similarity to real names is purely coincidental.  We hope you enjoy this story and will be watching for the next one.
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Sometimes children feel afraid in the dark.  Some big people do too.  So, they plug in a small night light in their bedroom or bathroom.  These little lights are not very bright but make just enough glow to make some people feel safer.

Lucy didn’t mind her dark room at night.  It wasn’t really that dark.  There in Grandpa’s warm farmhouse, the moon was keeping watch most nights just outside the window.  And because the curtains only covered the bottom half of her window, Lucy loved to watch all those twinkling stars winking hello.  Then there was Calico the Cat who slept nearby, and Bruno the dog snug in his house just off the back porch.  If anything was ever wrong, those two would let her know right away.  Neighboring houses were a block away, so nighttime was nice and quiet.  But there was that one strange thing that happened each night around 10:00 o’clock.  It was past Lucy’s bedtime, but she was often still awake, talking to Bunny and making plans for tomorrow.  The first few times, she tried not to think about the blinking light on the wall.  Did she just imagine it?

The next morning at breakfast, Grandpa was about to leave for work and drive his tractor up to the orange groves.  Lucy asked her family, “Has anyone noticed a little glow of light at night in the house?”  “A glow?” frowned her mother.  “Yes,” said Lucy, “a little round glow on the wall of the bedroom keeps flashing off and on.”  Grandma whispered to Grandpa something about Lucy’s imagination.  Her mother said, “How long have you been seeing this little glow?”  Lucy said it had been there since last week.  Grandpa said, “Next time you see it, come and let me know and I’ll have a look.”

Lucy’s house was right next to the little town of Highgrove; named for all the groves of orange trees around it.  Grandpa’s farm was just down the road from Sugarloaf Mountain.  Besides the orange groves, there were lots of fun things to do out in the country.  There was also a nice sidewalk out front that led her through the neighborhood where Lucy’s friends lived.  They all loved to roller skate or ride their bikes together.  After school, or in the summer, they took turns visiting each other houses for lunch and games in the yard.  Everybody liked to visit Lucy’s yard, to swing on the tree swing, play with the chickens, Waddles the duck, and Bruno the dog.  Lucy’s closest friend was Bunny; a big toy rabbit almost as big as her.  When Lucy was hopscotching out front, Bunny would sit in the little red wagon nearby and watch.  When they were flying down the path on bikes, Bunny was tucked into the basket or in Lucy’s backpack.  

She didn’t care that some kids thought it was silly to have a toy rabbit for a friend.  Because, when no one else was around, Lucy and Bunny laughed and talked about lots of things.  Only Lucy could hear him, and she could tell him all her secrets.  She knew he could keep them.  Lucy asked Bunny, “What about that blinking light on the wall at night?”  He thought about it, and Lucy heard him say, “Like Grandpa said, go and get him next time you see it and maybe he will have an idea.”  But she knew what Grandpa would say if he found out how late Lucy was still awake.

The very next day at school, Mrs. Stevens her teacher, was talking about how we we should talk to each other.  She said we should be polite and be interested in what the other person is saying so you could learn about them and their day.  Mrs. Stevens also said we should never interrupt the other person but wait our turn.  Then Bobby raised his hand and asked, “What about people who can’t talk?”  Some of the children giggled, but Lucy’s teacher said, “That’s a good question Bobby.  Can anyone think of a reason we couldn’t talk to someone?”  “Maybe they’re too far away,” someone said.  “Maybe they can’t hear you,” another said.  Mrs. Stevens said, that’s right.  It’s easy to forget that not everyone can speak or hear like we do.  That’s why a special sign language was created so people who can’t hear can talk with their hands.  So, if we had a student whose ears don’t work like ours, there would be a teacher next to me who would spell out everything we say with her hands.

Lucy’s teacher continued to explain how other students learn with a special language.  “If someone moved here from another country,” she said, “They would need to learn out language to understand the pages in our books.”  Jessica raised her hand and asked, “What if they can’t see?”  Mrs. Stevens explained the special books available for blind people with little dots they can feel with their fingers.  All those little dots are their special language for reading books just like you.”  Jeremy’s hand popped up and he said, “I think train horns mean different things sometimes.”  “That’s right,” said the teacher.  “You can hear the horn a long way away telling you it’s coming to make sure everyone is out of the way.  Sometimes the horn sounds for a long time, sometimes little short noises.  Does anyone know why?”  When no hands went up, Mrs. Stevens explained that it was another language for people too far away to talk to normally. The special horn blasts told the workers at the train station, or even other trains, something important.

After school that day, and after her homework was done, there was just enough time for a quick zoom around the park on Lucy’s bike, and just enough time to
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