








The Velveteene Rabbit   


by Margery Williams





One memento from my childhood is the book “The Velveteene Rabbit” by Margery Williams.  I am not sure when or from who I received the book , but I remember vividly how much I loved it.  My earliest memory of the book is of reading it myself, although I am sure my mother read it to me many, many times before.  I now read the same book to my two year old daughter, who is still a bit too young to sit through the entire story in one sitting.  





When I was growing up, I had a stuffed animal, a raccoon, that I slept with every night.  I just loved that thing, which may explain why I was so drawn to the story of the little stuffed animal who yearned to be real.  I used to imagine my little raccoon racing along the back yard fence with other real rabbits, raccoon, and squirrels.  Even today, as an adult, the story still takes me back to my childhood, and I hope my daughter will come to enjoy the story as much as I did.
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