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It was two days after Christmas. All the Toys were exhausted, most of 

them fast asleep. Since Julia and her cousin Flavio had opened their 

presents on Christmas morning they had been playing with the Toys non-

stop.  

Now the children were fast asleep in bed, curled into one another. A big 

cheese Moon shone down through the window, lighting up the bedroom. It 

seemed almost like daytime. 

 

‘I’m fed up with this! Look, my strings are completely tangled,’ complained 

Pinocchio the Puppet. He was very particular about his appearance.  

Coccinella the Magnetic Ladybird smiled from the top of the huge 

Bedroom mirror, opened her wing cases, very slowly stre-e-e-etching out her 

magic wings. If she flapped them carelessly strange things could happen.  

 

   

 

 

 

Coccinella and Pinocchio had been in Italy only a few months before, in a 

Toy-Shop, in a town called Lucca, where the chubby man had bought them as 

a Christmas present for Julia. 
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‘My Name is Pinocchio and I’m Scottish, from Glasgow,’ he had told the 

other Toys last night, when the children were asleep.   

It wasn’t true; Pinocchio was Italian, just like Coccinella. She knew all 

about Pinocchio and he was very forgetful. He could very bossy and annoying, 

but he was still her Best Friend.   

‘Hoy, listen up there you guys, I’m the Big Boss here now. So you have to 

do what I say, OK!’  

The Toys wakened up at once, because of the loudness of his shouty 

voice.   

‘Why? Why should you be the Big Boss?’ asked FIREWAGON, flashing his 

blue light and sounding “Neee-Naaaw, Neeh-Naaw, Neeeh-Naaw”. 

‘Yes,’ added Belyndia the Ballet Dancer, ‘why not me, I would make an 

excellent boss, look!’ She twirled on her mirror, setting her music tinkling. 

Julia wriggled then opened her eyes.  

‘Shush, please, I’m trying to sleep here!’ said Julia. 

The Toys froze into their ‘Toy positions’, keeping absolutely still and 

silent. 

Julia closed her eyes and sighed, ‘Aaaah’ and ‘Mmmmm,’ before pretending 

to go back to sleep: but she kept her ears wide open.   

 The Toys waited, still and silent. 

Frozen. 

Staying still.  

Like statues.  

All that could be heard was Hickory Dickory Clock up on the wall.   

 ‘TeeeK, TaawK’  

‘TeeeK, TaawK’  
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 Although still asleep Flavio started to mutter, arguing again with an 

invisible boy called Sergio.  

 ‘No, Sergio, it’s ME who’s fastest.’ 

‘NO! Sergio, listen, I’m much, much, much faster than you!’ 

 ‘No Sergio, I’m the fastest runner in the whole World.’ 

And now, just like the night before, he began to shout. 

‘YES I AM! AND I CAN BEAT ANYONE AT RUNNING! 

 The Toys waited.  

Julia kept her eyes tight shut, pretending she was still asleep.  

Flavio often had these night-time arguments with Sergio, a boy from his 

Kindergarten class, and it always made her want to giggle. But she managed 

to hold it in. Soon Flavio stopped arguing then slid back down into a deep, 

deep sleep.  

  All that could be heard was: 

 ‘TeeeK, TaawK’  

‘TeeeK, TaawK’  

 Pinocchio was first to speak, as usual, but he kept his voice low, just 

above a whisper.  

‘Hoy, did you know that I won a race at the Olympic Games?’ 

‘You did not!’ said FIREWAGON, flashing his blue light, but only twice. 

‘When, where and what race? Come on, spit it out.’ 

The funny thing was happening, again. Coccinella was first to spot it 

because she had seen it before: lots of times. 

Pinocchio’s nose was glowing red, just a little, and it was growing longer, 

just a little.  

But Belyndia the Ballet Dancer had sharp eyes. 

‘What’s wrong with your nose, Pinocchio, do you have a cold?’ 
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She used her very posh voice, very English, high and piercing.  

‘If you have, please keep it entirely to yourself, thank you very much.’ 

Coccinella smiled. She had heard nearly all of Pinocchio’s Tall Tales while 

she had been parcelled up with him in the chubby man’s house near Glasgow. 

‘Eh, I can’t remember,’ Pinocchio stuttered, ‘it was years ago, Athens I 

think, yes Athens, and it was, eh, eh, the Long Jump, no, I forgot, it was the 

High Jump, yes. In fact that’s it, I’ve got it now. Yes I won Gold in the Long 

Jump and in the High Jump and possibly the Pole Vault too. No, that was the 

year before in, eh, Rome, the year I won the Pole Vault and the Marathon.’ 

While he talked Pinocchio’s nose became a fiery bright red and it grew 

and grew until it was longer than his arm. 

 

‘Get away with you,’ said FIREWAGON, ‘you’re making it all up, you are. 

Last night you were a Champion Racing Driver, you said,  and then you were 

an Astronaut, you said, and you’ve been up there, up on the Moon, you said, 

and it tastes just like Parmesan, you said, and now tonight you say that 

you’ve won dozens of Gold Medals, is that right?’ 

Pinocchio was jiggling up and down, trying to stand up straight and stick 

out his chest but his nose was tangled in his cords and he was trapped, in a 

heap, on the ground. 

‘I can jump high, I can, I can, I can! I’ll show you,’ he shouted. 
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Julia risked a peek through one half-closed eye. Poor Pinocchio had tiny 

tears in the corners of his eyes. All the other Toys were laughing and 

giggling at him and saying rude things like: 

‘Liar, liar, big-nosed liar!’ squeaked Milton the Clockwork Mouse, zig-

zagging back and forth just out of reach of the struggling puppet.   

And, 

‘So you can Jump high, right up to the Sky? Sounds like Pie in the Sky to 

me!’ said Veronica the Goldfish, flipping her tail against the inside of her 

bowl. 

And, 

‘Win a race, him? Win a race? Heee-Haaw! Look! He can’t even stand up by 

himself!’ brayed Theo the Donkey. 

Coccinella said nothing. She liked Pinocchio very much but she had put up 

with bragging for a long, long time. Now she was quite happy to see him 

suffer.  

Poor Pinocchio was all on his own, entangled in his own cords, everyone 

laughing and making fun of him. And now big wet tears rolled down his cheeks 

and sizzled into steam on his nose. 

‘Cry baby, cry baby, he’s still wearing nappies, he’s still wearing nappies,’ 

they shouted together.  

Coccinella heard a voice speaking inside her head. A voice she knew. 

‘You MUST help him. He’s your Best Friend. Use your magic wings!’ 

Coccinella looked at once but Julia had already closed her eyelids tight 

shut. Then very slowly, Coccinella opened her wing cases, stre-e-e-eching d 

out her wings. She closed her tiny eyes to concentrate hard. 

Julia watched her doing it, through one half-open eye.  

Coccinella gave three full flaps of her wings.  

That should be enough magic, she thought. 
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Pinocchio’s cords started to untangle themselves and his nose became 

smaller. Pinocchio had no idea what was happening to him and, like the other 

Toys, he was amazed, speechless, just like all the Other Toys.  

“Something” made Pinocchio stand up, very slowly.  

“Something” made his knees bend.  

“Something” filled his legs with strange power.   

“Something” made Pinocchio leap straight upwards, like a grasshopper.    

Coccinella had used just a little too much magic.  

Pinocchio’s head bashed into the ceiling.  

Then his body was flattened against the ceiling.  

Pinocchio was stuck fast, like a fly, looking down. 

The Other Toys were staring upwards, looking at him.   

Coccinella opened her eyes. 

‘Oops!’ she said, very quietly. 

Her magic wings gave another tiny, tiny, tiny flap, moving backwards.  

Pinocchio’s legs started to drop down, slowly, until he was hanging from 

the ceiling by his strings.  

Then, very slowly, he began floating down again.  

Pinocchio was feeling very happy, and shouted at the top of his voice.  

‘SEE! I TOLD YOU, I CAN JUMP HIGH!’  

‘Shush, you guys, please. I told you before, I’m trying to get some sleep 

here.’ said Julia. 

The Toys stopped at once, in their ‘Toy positions’. 

Frozen. 

Staying still.  
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Like statues.  

All that could be heard was Hickory Dickory Clock up on the wall.   

 ‘TeeeK, TaawK’  

‘TeeeK, TaawK’  

Outside, high up in the sky, the big cheese Moon moved behind a hill. 

The Bedroom became dark, very dark.   

Soon all the Toys were asleep. 

Even Pinocchio and Coccinella. 

After a few little giggles, Julia fell asleep too.   


