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This book is dedicated to my Nanny, without whom I would never have met Honey.
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Foreword 

––––––––
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There is nothing more magical than a bedtime story, and yet with all the wonders this modern age has brought us, the humble book seems to have lost its place in a child's life, imagination and routine. 

I come from a long line of Dads who love to tell stories and as a result I was practically weaned on the likes of A.A. Milne, C.S. Lewis and Lewis Carroll. My absolute greatest joy would be to one day find my own books sat alongside the works of these greats, but at the very least I hope that, like a poor mirror reflecting someone else's glory, these simple pages might bring you and your child some limited semblance of the joy and excitement I felt first hearing about Pooh Bear or Narnia. Long live bedtime stories! 
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Chapter 1 – Bunny
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These days most stories begin with something spectacular – a superhero flying through the sky, an incredible mystery or a strange monster. But not this story. This story starts in a very normal house, in a very normal street, in a very normal town – right in the heart of England. In fact, the only thing unusual is that it is a story about some very special toys, who were loved by some very special children.

Sleepy Bunny, known just as “Bunny” by her friends, was a small toy rabbit who wore a beautiful pink dress and had a matching headband with pretty little flowers sewn in. The lining of her dress had delicate lace stitched to the end, matching the pattern of the flowers in her hair and making her look extremely elegant indeed. 

Bunny lived in a higgledy-piggledy, red-brick house in Nottinghamshire, not far from Sherwood Forest where so many other adventures are set. The house was one of those buildings which had started off small but was slowly grown and extended by each new owner. As a result, the house was full of interesting nooks and crannies, and the ceilings were all completely different heights. This might have been annoying if you were a grownup, but for a child or a toy this just added to the sense of magic and excitement which permeated the house.

The house was owned by the Cooper family, made up of Dad, Mum and two wonderful little girls. As is usually the case, Dad was a silly man, who rarely took life too seriously. However, he was always around as much as he could be, and he took his duties of reading bedtime stories and teaching the children to use their imaginations extremely seriously. Mum was the most loving lady you could ever meet. She was the organized one of the family, who kept all their lives running and still had time to care for every scraped knee and every fall from a tree. 

The two girls were close in age and the best of friends, though as sisters have a tendency to do, they could also fight like the worst of enemies. However, they were a kind and loving pair and always made up and forgave each other in the end. The oldest girl was called Moomoo. She had a proper name, but in this family people were always referred to by some nickname or another, and this was hers. She was a kind and considerate girl – always looking out for the needs of others and ready with a shoulder to cry on or a hand to hold. She was also a natural artist, filling the house with beautiful paintings and drawings, with increasing skill and flare as she got older. 

Her younger sister was called Babs and she was quite different altogether. She was still very kind and gentle, but where Moomoo liked to think and create, Babs liked to explore and discover. She wanted to be a Vet and spent her time poring over all manner of bugs and animals, always fascinated to learn how they worked. While you might find Moomoo reading in her room, you were always best to search for Babs in the top of the nearest trees or in the middle of a muddy bog. 

There was something else special about both of these delightful and exemplary girls – they both loved their toys. Moomoo had a small number of extremely special teddies, who knew everything about her and were kept in pride of place in her room. Babs, by contrast, loved quantity! In fact, her bed was so full of toys that it was often quite difficult to tell where the teddies ended and the child began. However, for both girls, their favourite toy was Bunny.

Now, I’m sure you will agree that it is quite unusual for two sisters to share a favourite toy. However, I can assure you that just this once, this was the case. You see, the Cooper family had a special tradition which passed down the family for generations and generations. When a new child was born, the siblings would each pick one of their toys to give to the new baby. And so it was that when Babs was born, Moomoo, being the caring child that she is, didn’t pick her worst toy or even just an OK toy. Instead, Moomoo thought hard and picked out Bunny - her very favourite toy and gave it as a gift to her new baby sister as her very own way of showing how much she loved her. As a result, while Bunny was officially Babs’ toy, she held a special place in Moomoo’s heart as well.

The girls shared a room on the south side of the house, with huge, wooden bunkbeds and the biggest wardrobe you’ve ever seen, covered in pictures of flowers and butterflies. The bunkbeds were second hand, having been gifted to the family by an old friend whose children had grown too big for it; and so the beds were now covered with two generations of stickers and marks. The top bunk belonged to Moomoo and the lower bunk belonged to Babs and each night Bunny could be found curled up in the arms of one or other of the children, knowing that this was her home and that she was completely safe and happy.

Bunny was a shy little rabbit. She was always very approachable and had lots of friends in the bedroom, but she was nervous to go out of it unless she was clutched tightly to the chest of one of the children. She watched with longing as they went in and out of the house each day - off to do exciting things, like going to school or visiting friends. But when the children were away, Bunny liked to curl up in a comfy corner of the lower bunk, surrounded by other toys and just listen to them chatting. Sometime she felt jealous of the children having such a big world to explore, but she had never been away from the house, other than the odd car journey where she would be securely in the arms of a child the whole time. As a result, while she loved to hear bedtime stories of great adventurers, she had long ago resigned herself to the fact that she would never be like that. Or that’s what she thought.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 2 – Going away
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There was a great commotion in the house today. When the girls had finished their evening meal they had come straight upstairs with their parents to pack their bags. The children’s wardrobe had been emptied of their favourite clothes, which had all been delicately folded, stacked, and placed precisely into duffle bags. Mum loved everything to be organised and tidy, and this particularly applied to packing! 

The children were rushing around (“like headless chickens” said Dad), picking things up, staring at them with a deep look of contemplation, and then either placing them in a big plastic bag, covered in pictures of ladybirds; or dropping them untidily on the floor – much to the frustration of their parents, who followed the children around, picking up every dropped item and putting it back neatly where it came from.

The toys in the bedroom watched on with a sense of awe and interest. It was like watching an elaborate opera – full of energy and movement, but most of the time you had no idea what was going on! Bunny particularly watched with interest. First in the bag were the Barbies. That wasn’t unusual - the children often took them downstairs or to a friend’s house to play. Next however, were colouring pads and the children’s favourite books. When the night-time clock, which showed a sun when it was time to be awake, and a moon when it was time to sleep, went into the bag, Bunny started to worry. All the children’s favourite things, everything needed for bath time or their bedtime routine had been put into that bag...except her. In fact, none of the soft toys – whether teddy, rag doll or puppy – had gone in.

Bunny had heard horrible stories about children outgrowing their toys. In fact, they were more like nightmares, but surely they were still too young for that? Bunny and the other toys had a few more years left before they would be forgotten, didn’t they? 

As the children were put to bed that night, Bunny snuggled in as close as she could to Babs’ arms; uncertain whether this might be the final time.

Now, you may not know, but toys don’t need as much sleep as humans do. It is not unusual for toys to stay up all night when they want to, playing games or chatting together. However, usually they like to stay awake late into the night and then settle down for a couple of hours sleep when things quieten down and their games or conversations are over. But this night was different. As Bunny was keen to make the most of her time with Babs, she slept deeply, curled up in her arms the whole night. 

The next morning, Bunny was woken with a start. It was much earlier than when the children usually woke. Even without the aid of the glowing clock face Bunny could tell it was early because there were no signs of light
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