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Stories Perfect for Bedtime
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THIS PETER RABBIT story collection is full of tales that will help you wind down with Peter and his friends before you drift off to sleep. There are also activities throughout the book that you can do before getting ready for bed (some of them will need help from a grown-up). They are simple to do and will help make your bedtime a little more fun.
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Mrs. Rabbit’s Patchwork Quilt
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‘OH DEAR! This is going to take forever!’ Mrs. Rabbit sighed. She placed a bundle of cloth on the table and sat back in her chair, looking tired.

‘What’s the matter, Mother?’ asked Peter Rabbit.

‘I’m making a quilt for my bed,’ she replied, rubbing her eyes. ‘But it’s such fiddly work!’

Mrs. Rabbit spread her creation out over the table so that Peter could see everything more clearly. Flower-print patches had been carefully stitched next to patterns of polka dots and stripes.

‘Wait a minute!’ Peter exclaimed, pointing to some neatly trimmed squares of fabric. ‘That’s from my old jacket, and those are from Flopsy’s cape! You’ve cut them up!’

‘Your jacket was worn through at the elbows, and this was getting far too small for Flopsy!’ Mrs. Rabbit laughed, holding up the remains of a tiny cape. ‘Making a quilt is a good way of giving old clothes a whole new lease of life.’ Peter smiled and nodded in agreement.
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‘Who knows when it will be finished, though,’ his mother said, sighing again. ‘There’s still so much to do, and I’m not sure that I have enough material.’

As Peter watched Mrs. Rabbit fold up the quilt, he had an idea. ‘I know someone who might be able to help.’ And he darted out of the burrow.

*

‘Yes, yes! I can hear you!’ Mrs. Tiggy-winkle called a short while later as someone hammered on her front door.

The kindly old hedgehog chuckled as she opened it to find Peter standing there. ‘I might have known! Come in, come in! And leave the door open. I do so like these first warm March days.’

As the little rabbit followed Mrs. Tiggy-winkle inside, he noticed a spring in her step. She seemed very refreshed after her long winter sleep.

‘Now what can I do for you?’ she asked kindly.

When Peter had finished telling Mrs. Tiggy-winkle what his mother was making, the hedgehog clapped her paws together with joy.

‘What a lovely idea!’ she said, laughing. ‘Let me go and see what I can find.’

Mrs. Tiggy-winkle bustled out of the room, returning with a bundle of fabric pieces. ‘Will these do?’ she asked. ‘I’ve been collecting them up over the years for mending my blankets.’
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Peter was delighted. ‘They’ll be just perfect!’ he said. ‘Thank you very much!’

‘Try Mr. Jeremy Fisher next,’ the hedgehog suggested. ‘He never throws anything away!’

A short while later, as Peter splashed through a wet meadow by the pond, he spied Mr. Jeremy mending a fishing rod.

‘Perfect fishing weather!’ the old frog croaked. ‘Care to join me?’

‘I’m afraid I don’t have time today, Mr. Jeremy,’ Peter replied, before explaining the reason for his visit.

‘Well, you can have this,’ said the frog, pulling a frayed spotted handkerchief from his pocket. ‘It’s seen better days, I’m afraid – a bit like me!’
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As Peter was thanking Mr. Jeremy, Jemima Puddle-Duck flew overhead and landed gracefully on the opposite side of the pond.

Perhaps she’ll have something for me too, the rabbit thought, racing round the water’s edge to ask her.

‘What a lovely idea!’ Jemima Puddle-Duck said with a sigh when Peter told her about his mother’s work. ‘Your mother is always so kind to me. Would my old shawl be of any use?’

‘Are you sure?’ Peter replied as the duck shrugged the fabric off her shoulders.

‘Of course!’ Jemima quacked. ‘Mrs. Tiggy-winkle makes me a new one every year. I’m picking it up tomorrow – I must keep up with the latest fashions, you know.’
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Saying goodbye to Jemima Puddle-Duck, Peter travelled on to the farm, to his cousin Benjamin’s house and then back through the woods, visiting as many friends as he could along the way. By the time he arrived back home at the burrow, his bag was full of all kinds of material.

‘There’s more than enough here to finish my quilt!’ Mrs. Rabbit laughed as she looked at what he’d collected. ‘Thank you, Peter! Everyone has been so generous!’
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Over the coming months, the little rabbit watched as his mother’s quilt grew bigger and bigger. During the summer, Mrs. Rabbit worked outside as the evening shadows lengthened.

‘It’ll be ready when it’s ready!’ she told her children when they asked about her quilt at their Halloween party.

Then one crisp afternoon, just as the first snowflakes of winter were beginning to fall, Peter came home to find his mother standing up tall and stretching. She had been hard at work all day.

‘What do you think?’ Mrs. Rabbit said with a yawn. Her quilt was too big for their table now and she’d spread it out over the burrow floor.

Peter gasped. ‘You’ve finished it!’ he said, giving his mother a big hug. ‘It looks wonderful!’

Cotton-tail and her sisters, Flopsy and Mopsy, burst in behind Peter. ‘Let’s try it out!’ they chattered excitedly. ‘Please, can we?’

‘Only if you’re careful!’ Mrs. Rabbit replied as her children carried the large quilt into her bedroom.

A few minutes later, they were all lying together on Mrs. Rabbit’s bed under the new patchwork cover.

‘It’s so soft and cosy!’ cried Peter.

‘Make room for me!’ chuckled Mrs. Rabbit, squeezing in between them. Everyone started giggling.

‘Where’s that laughter coming from?’ a familiar voice asked from the burrow entrance.

A moment later, Benjamin Bunny hopped through the door, followed by his father, Mr. Bunny.
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‘There you all are!’ Benjamin laughed as he peered into the bedroom and found a heap of rabbits hiding under the patchwork quilt. ‘You’ve finished it, Mrs. Rabbit!’

‘Very impressive it looks too!’ Mr. Bunny added, clapping. ‘Hold on,’ he said, moving closer to inspect the patchwork. ‘I recognize that pattern. What have you done to my favourite waistcoat?’

‘Er, I think I’d better be leaving now!’ said Benjamin with a grin.
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Bathtime at the Farm
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PETER RABBIT skirted the edge of the farm track, doing his best to keep out of the pools of mud. It had been raining on and off for weeks, and the surrounding fields and woods were very wet.

The little rabbit was supposed to be meeting his friend Pigling Bland, but as the afternoon wore on, and he hopped closer to the farm, there was still no sign of the happy-go-lucky pig.

Suddenly, from the farmyard ahead, joyful squeaks and squeals filled the air, and Peter spotted a muddy Pigling catching his breath by the gate.

‘Sorry, Peter!’ the pig puffed. ‘I’ve been a bit held up! Could you lend a hand?’

As Peter drew closer, he could see that the whole farmyard was covered in thick mud. And, right in the middle of it, nine noisy piglets were rolling about, having the time of their lives.
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‘I don’t know what to do,’ Pigling Bland said with a sigh, shaking his head. ‘I promised Aunt Pettitoes that I’d keep an eye on her piglets while she went shopping. But the pesky creatures sneaked out of the pigsty and they won’t go back in. Look at them: they’re filthy!’

Poor Pigling sounded desperate. ‘I’ll help you,’ said Peter. ‘I’m sure together we can get them clean and safe in the pigsty before their mother gets back.’

At first they tried to round the piglets up like sheep, but even with the two of them working together, it was an impossible task. The slippery runaways scattered in different directions, giggling and snorting, as soon as the friends came close. It wasn’t long until Peter was as muddy as Pigling.

‘This is hopeless!’ the pig panted.

‘There are too many piglets to tackle all at once,’ Peter replied, an idea forming in his mind. ‘We’ll have to catch them one at a time. And to do that we’ll need something to tempt them with …’

Pigling looked confused, but Peter smiled.

‘Follow me,’ he said, and he led his friend over to a nearby barn. Inside, they found a wide wooden trough full of apples from last season’s harvest.

‘Of course!’ said Pigling, laughing, and the two friends began to fill Peter’s bag.

‘So we attract them with the apples,’ said Pigling. ‘Then what?’

‘Then you give them a scrub!’ said Peter. ‘Are there any buckets around here?’

Pigling nodded and fetched a battered old tin bucket from the back of the barn. With a smile, Peter took the bucket and filled it with water from an outside tap. The two friends then carried the bucket to the pigsty gate.

‘Now to catch our first piglet,’ Peter said with a chuckle.
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The determined rabbit hopped back over to the farmyard. Slowly he offered an apple to the nearest piglet. At first it took no notice, so Peter tossed the apple across the mud. Eventually the creature plucked up enough courage to sniff at the apple. Deciding it was safe, the piglet gobbled it down and looked around for more.

Pigling Bland watched from behind the barn wall as Peter took a hop backwards and threw another apple towards the piglet. This time the fruit fell short and the piglet had to move closer to reach it. The clever little rabbit carried on like this until the piglet had been lured out of the muddy farmyard and was almost at the pigsty gate.

And that was when Pigling Bland pounced!

Jumping from his hiding place, Peter’s friend grabbed the pesky piglet and dunked it straight into the bucket of water. After a good scrub with an old brush, the snorting, squeaking, cross little piglet was shiny and pink again.

Pigling Bland laughed. ‘One down, eight to go!’ he said, placing the piglet carefully into the pigsty.

Peter pulled out another apple. The two friends worked together like this until it was almost dark and there was just one piglet left in the muddy farmyard.

However, this last little piglet didn’t seem to be interested in apples, no matter how many pieces of fruit Peter threw. It just sat in the mud, refusing to move.

Peter sighed. ‘This one’s going to need a bit more persuading,’ he said. ‘Any suggestions?’

But poor Pigling Bland could only shrug his shoulders.

Then, all of a sudden, there came an almighty bellow from the farmyard gate.

‘REGINALD PIGLET?! Is that you? Get back in your pigsty at once!’

Pigling gasped. ‘Aunt Pettitoes! She’s back!’
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Peter’s eyes widened in terror. Aunt Pettitoes was a very imposing old sow, and the ground beneath her trotters shook as she came stomping towards them.

Reginald, the last naughty piglet, sprang up and raced out of the field at the sound of his mother’s voice. Peter and Pigling tried to grab him as he dashed past, but Reginald slipped out of their grasp and ran headlong into the bucket of water, which tipped over and gave him a good soaking.
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‘And let that be a lesson to you!’ Aunt Pettitoes grunted, picking up the sopping-wet piglet and dropping him back in the pigsty with the rest of her litter.

Then she turned to Peter and Pigling. After all their efforts, the friends were as muddy and bedraggled as the piglets had been.

‘What have you two been doing?’ she asked, looking them up and down. ‘You really should take a bath. I’d never allow my piglets to get that muddy.’

Peter and Pigling looked at one another and grinned.

‘If you don’t mind,’ Peter said, laughing and reaching for a hose before attaching it to the tap, ‘I think I’d rather have a shower!’

Pigling Bland began to giggle as he and Peter danced about in the spurting water. Finally, everyone was nice and clean.
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Bubble disguises

Ask a grown-up to help you.

Aunt Pettitoes’ piglets loved getting dirty and playing in the mud, but getting clean again can be just as fun!

Bath bubbles make excellent hats, beards and ears, so the next time you’re having a warm bath before bedtime, why not try using them to disguise yourself as Peter and his friends?

You will need:


	[image: ] A bath or shower

	[image: ] Bubble bath



Try using the bubbles to make …
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Peter Rabbit’s ears Jemima Puddle-Duck’s bonnet Mrs. Tiggy-winkle’s prickles or even … Mr. McGregor’s beard!

Can you think of any other bubble disguises?
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