
�ere was once a velveteen rabbit, and in the beginning 
he was really splendid. He was fat and bunchy, as a 
rabbit should be; his coat was spotted brown and white, 
he had real thread whiskers, and his ears were lined 
with pink sateen. On Christmas morning, when he sat 
wedged in the top of the Boy's stocking, with a sprig of 
holly between his paws, the e�ect was charming.
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For a long time he lived in the toy cup-
board or on the nursery �oor, and no 
one thought very much about him. He 
was naturally shy, and being only made 
of velveteen, some of the more expensive 
toys quite snubbed him. �e mechanical 
toys were very superior, and looked 
down upon every one else; they were full 
of modern ideas, and pretended they 
were real. 
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�e Skin Horse had lived longer in the nursery than any of the others. He was so old that his 
brown coat was bald in patches and showed the seams underneath, and most of the hairs in 
his tail had been pulled out to string bead necklaces. He was wise, for he had seen a long 
succession of mechanical toys arrive to boast and swagger, and by-and-by break their 
mainsprings and pass away, and he knew that they were only toys, and would never turn into 
anything else. For nursery magic is very strange and wonderful, and only those playthings 
that are old and wise and experienced like the Skin Horse understand all about it.
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One evening, when the Boy was going to bed, he couldn't �nd the 
china dog that always slept with him. Nana was in a hurry, and it was 
too much trouble to hunt for china dogs at bedtime, so she simply 
looked about her, and seeing that the toy cupboard door stood open, 
she made a swoop.

"Here," she said, "take your old Bunny! He'll do to sleep with you!" 
And she dragged the Rabbit out by one ear, and put him into the 
Boy's arms.
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And so time went on, and the little Rabbit was very happy–so 
happy that he never noticed how his beautiful velveteen fur was 
getting shabbier and shabbier, and his tail becoming unsewn, and 
all the pink rubbed o� his nose where the Boy had kissed him.

Spring came, and they had long days in the garden, for wherever 
the Boy went the Rabbit went too. He had rides in the wheelbar-
row, and picnics on the grass, and lovely fairy huts built for him 
under the raspberry canes behind the �ower border. 
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