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“Sleep tight,” said Daddy.
"Sweetdreams Mamq sald .




“Can't | stay up?
Just a little bit more?”

“NO, Edwin,” said Mama,
closing the door.




Edwin tossed and turned :
and thrashed about.
“There’s something going on,
and I'm missing out.”

Just then something rumbled.
Edwin sat up in bed.

“| can't fall asleep.

'm too hungry,” he said.

His nose twitched, he sniffed.
“What is that smell?

What's cooking downstairs?
Something sweet, | can tell.”

So Edwin crept down,
so silent,
S0 slow,
tiptoeing softly—
and wouldn't you know?







Strawberry creahl puffs, tarts, and pies,

cakes and cookies and chocolate surprise!
“This cake tastes delicious! This pudding’s just right!
Let's eat sugar cookies and stay up all night!”










“@o back to bed, Edwin.
Lie quiet, lie still.
You'll sleep better
now that you've eaten your fill.”

Dragging his feet,

Edwin trudged back to bed.
“I'd much rather eat.

I'm not tired,” he said.







Under the covers,

he lay wide awake.

“| can't wait till morning.
How long will it take?”

He pulled off his blanket
and sat up in bed.

“| can't fall asleep.

It's too stuffy,” he said.

From somewhere downstairs
came a cool, gentle breeze.
“I'm roasting up here.

I'd much rather freeze.”

So Edwin crept down,
so silent,
50 slow,
tiptoeing softly—
and wouldn't you know?



- Anigloo, a walrus,

o mountains of snow.
Bobsledding penguins
lined up in a row!

R % m e “Look!” Edwin shouted.

| 8 “The living room’s white!
; Let's build a big snowman
and stay up all night!”













Edwin tossed and turned and thrashed about.
“There’s something going on, and I'm missing out.”

He coughed a few times and sat up in bed.
“| can't fall asleep. I'm too thirsty,” he said.

“What’s gurgling? What's splashing? A fountain, | think.
'll just go downstairs and get something to drink.”

0 Edwin crept down,
" 50 silent,

~ soslow,
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Let's dnnk lemonade and stay up all m
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“GO BACK TO BED,

Your thirst must be quenched.
And change your pajamas,
now that they're drenched.”

Then sloshing his feet,
he splashed back to bed.
“I'd much rather swim.
I'm nottired,” he said.
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" pillow’s too b|g, the mattress too wide.
5 methmg is missing here at my side.

here is my bear? He S not here with me.

So Edwin crept down,
so silent,
so slow,

tiptoeing softly—
and wouldn’t you know?













“Oh, there you are, Bear!

You don't have to be brave.
You need me. You can't sleep
alone in this cave.

“I'll tell you a story,”
he said to his bear.

And hiding a yawn,
Edwin walked up the stais.







“I'll tuck you in bed and turn out the light.
But | am not tired. I'll stay up all night.”

Under the covers, he watched the moon rise.
And holding his bear, Edwin closed his eyes.




“Sleep tight,” Whi‘_s_pg-r'ed' Daddy. o
“Sweet dreams,” Mamasaid o
to Edwin Dupree, fast asleep in his bed.
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