One evening, while the Rabbit was lying
there alone, watching the ants that ran to
and fro between his velvet paws in the grass,
he saw two strange beings creep out of the
tall bracken near him.

‘They were rabbits like himself, but quite
furry and brand-new. They must have been
very well made, for their seams didn't show
at all, and they changed shape in a queer way
when they moved; one minute they were
long and thin and the next minute fat and
bunchy, instead of always staying the same

like he did.
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Weeks passed, and the little Rabbit
grew very old and shabby, but the Boy
loved him just as much. He loved him
so hard that he loved all his whiskers
off, and the pink lining to his ears
turned grey, and his brown spots faded.
He even began to lose his shape, and
he scarcely looked like a rabbit any
more, except to the Boy. To him he was
always beautiful, and that was all that
the little Rabbit cared about. He didn't
mind how he looked to other people,
because the nursery magic had made
him Real, and when you are Real

shabbiness doesn't matter.
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And then, one day, the Boy was ill.

His face grew very flushed, and he talked in his sleep, and his little
body was so hot that it burned the Rabbit when he held him close.
Strange people came and went in the nursery, and a light burned all
night and through it all the little Velveteen Rabbit lay there, hidden
from sight under the bedclothes, and he never stirred, for he was afraid
that if they found him some one might take him away, and he knew
that the Boy needed him.
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"How about his old Bunny?" she asked.

"That?" said the doctor. "Why, it's a mass of scarlet fever germs!-Burn E——
it at once. What? Nonsense! Get him a new one. He mustn't have that
any more!"

And so the little Rabbit was put into a sack with the old picture-books
and a lot of rubbish, and carried out to the end of the garden behind
the fowl-house. That was a fine place to make a bonfire, only the gar-
dener was too busy just then to attend to it. He had the potatoes to dig
and the green peas to gather, but next morning he promised to come
quite early and burn the whole lot.
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And a tear, a real tear, trickled down his little shabby velvet nose and fell to the ground.

And then a strange thing happened. For where the tear had fallen a flower grew out of the
ground, a mysterious flower, not at all like any that grew in the garden. It had slender
green leaves the color of emeralds, and in the centre of the leaves a blossom like a golden
cup. It was so beautiful that the little Rabbit forgot to cry, and just lay there watching it.
And presently the blossom opened, and out of it there stepped a fairy.

"You were Real to the Boy," the Fairy said, "because he loved you. Now you shall be Real

to every one."
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It was light now, for the moon had risen. All the
forest was beautiful, and the fronds of the
bracken shone like frosted silver. In the open
glade between the tree-trunks the wild rabbits
danced with their shadows on the velvet grass,
but when they saw the Fairy they all stopped

dancing and stood round in a ring to stare at her.

"I've brought you a new playfellow," the Fairy
said. "You must be very kind to him and teach
him all he needs to know in Rabbit-land, for he

is going to live with you for ever and ever!"
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