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To the grown-up children who still enjoy a magical bedtime story, who still believe dreams can come true, and who remember that a wonderful night’s journey begins with a great tale…




To the children whose imaginations are filled with wonder and amazement, who delight in a magical adventure before you make your way to dreamland…




And finally to the very special person who provided the inspiration to write this book…




This book is dedicated to you!
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Welcome to Dad’s Untold Bedtime Stories! This collection was created with the simple but magical goal of making bedtime a special, joyful moment. Each story within these pages invites young minds to explore wondrous worlds, meet charming characters, and drift into peaceful dreams.




As you turn each page, you’ll find stories designed to spark imagination, warmth, and relaxation. Some will take you on gentle adventures, while others will wrap you in the comfort of home and love. Whether you’re a parent reading aloud or a child discovering these stories on your own, I hope they bring you a sense of calm and delight.




So, snuggle up, take a deep breath, and let’s begin our journey into the world of dreams…Welcome to The Magic of Night.
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The Quiet Garden
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In a secret corner of the world, there was a magical garden where everything was peaceful and calm. The flowers didn’t just bloom—they whispered goodnight to one another as the sun went down. The trees swayed gently, and the leaves rustled like soft lullabies.




One evening, a little rabbit named Benny was hopping through the garden. He had played all day and was feeling very sleepy, but he hadn’t found the perfect spot to rest.




As he wandered, he noticed the flowers bowing their heads, their petals glowing softly in the twilight. “Goodnight,” they whispered to each other. Benny stopped to listen, smiling at the gentle sounds. Even the trees seemed to be settling in for the night, their branches forming a cozy canopy over the garden.




Benny continued to hop along until he found a soft patch of grass under a tall tree. He lay down, curling into a little ball. The tree, noticing him, whispered, “Goodnight, little rabbit. May your dreams be peaceful.”




Benny yawned and stretched his ears. “Goodnight,” he murmured, closing his eyes. The gentle sounds of the garden wrapped around him like a blanket, and before long, Benny was fast asleep, dreaming of warm sunshine and endless fields of clover.
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The Dream Lighthouse
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At the very edge of Sleep Bay, where the sea whispered lullabies and the stars tiptoed across the sky, stood a lighthouse like no other. It didn’t blink with danger. It didn’t shout warnings to passing ships. No—this lighthouse glowed with the soft shimmer of dreams.




Its keeper was an old whale named Magnus, who was as gentle as the ocean breeze and twice as wise. Each night, Magnus climbed the spiraling shell staircase inside the lighthouse, his flippers echoing softly against the coral walls. He wore a knitted nightcap that always tilted just slightly to the left, and he carried with him a lantern made from a glowing seashell, one that pulsed with warmth and light whenever he was near.




As the moon rose, Magnus would light the top of the tower, but instead of beams of white light, the lighthouse shimmered with colors that danced like northern lights. Swirls of lavender, blue, and silver streamed across the sky, curling toward every sleepy town nearby.




The light wasn’t just pretty, it was magic. It drifted through open windows and whispered to heavy eyelids. Children snuggled into their blankets, parents yawned and stretched, and even the birds tucked their heads beneath their wings. The beams carried the scent of warm cocoa, the softness of lullabies, and the stories of faraway lands where dreams could take you anywhere.




Tonight, as the sky dimmed and the first stars blinked awake, Magnus gave a hum, deep and warm, and opened the shell lantern. Its glow mixed with the dreamlight above, and the beams flowed brighter than ever.




Down in the village, a little girl named Emmi stood at her window. She had been too excited to sleep, her mind full of wonder and questions. But as the dreamlight drifted in and brushed her cheeks, she smiled. She thought of cloud castles, talking teacups, and gentle whales who wore nightcaps.




“Thank you, Magnus,” she whispered, already drifting into her dreams.




And far above the sea, Magnus chuckled softly, watching over Sleep Bay with kindness in his eyes. The lighthouse beamed on, not with warning but with peace.
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The Rainbow in the Night
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One quiet evening, long after the sun had set, something extraordinary happened. A rainbow appeared in the night sky, its colors glowing softly against the dark blue backdrop. A curious boy named Leo had never seen a rainbow at night before, so he decided to follow it and see where it led.




Leo tiptoed through the silent streets of his village, keeping his eyes on the glowing rainbow. It seemed to stretch all the way to the stars, but the end of the rainbow shimmered just over a distant hill. Without hesitation, Leo began to climb.




When he reached the top, he was amazed to find a tiny, cozy village at the rainbow’s end. The houses were made of soft clouds, and the streets were paved with twinkling stardust. Everything was quiet, and as Leo wandered through the village, he noticed that all the inhabitants were fast asleep.




A gentle wind blew through the air, carrying the soft scent of lavender and whispers of dreams. Leo felt a wave of calm wash over him. He sat down on a small hill overlooking the village, watching the stars blink slowly in the sky.




He realized that the rainbow had led him to the perfect place to rest. His eyelids grew heavy as he listened to the soft hum of the night. Before long, Leo was lying on the soft grass, the night sky cradling him gently, as he drifted off into a peaceful sleep, dreaming of rainbows and starlight.
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The Slumbering Forest
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Deep in a quiet forest, all the animals were getting ready for bed. The tall trees whispered to one another, their leaves rustling softly in the breeze. A little squirrel named Pip had spent the day gathering acorns, and now he was looking for the perfect place to sleep.




As he wandered through the forest, Pip noticed the birds had already nestled into their nests, their tiny heads tucked under their wings. The deer were lying down on the soft moss, their eyes slowly closing. Even the owls, who usually stayed up late, were blinking sleepily.




Pip found a small, hollow tree that looked cozy, but before he could settle in, he heard a soft, soothing sound. It was the lullaby of the forest—branches swaying, leaves rustling, and a gentle breeze whispering through the trees.




Curious, Pip climbed up to the highest branch he could find, listening to the forest’s bedtime song. The sound was so peaceful that Pip could feel his eyes getting heavier and heavier. He curled up on the branch, his tiny paws tucked under his chin.




“Goodnight, Pip,” the forest whispered softly, “Sleep well, little one.”




With the lullaby surrounding him and the gentle breeze rocking him to sleep, Pip closed his eyes and drifted off into the sweetest of dreams, knowing the forest would keep him safe and sound through the night.
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