
The Quest for the Easter Bunny

Early on Easter Sunday morning, Egbert and Henrietta rushed into their parents’ 
room. ‘Has he been?’ 
    ‘Who?’ asked Mum.
    ‘The Easter Bunny! Has he hidden our eggs?’
    Mum looked at Dad, who shrugged. ‘I’m not sure he’s been, exactly … You both 
have an Easter egg…’
    ‘But the egg hunt!’ wailed Henrietta.
    Dad sat up in bed. ‘The thing is, kids…’ He rubbed his bristly chin. ‘You’re a bit 
old for the Easter Bunny now, and when you get too old, well, he disappears.’
    The children stared at him. ‘What, he just goes away? Vanishes?’ Egbert 
demanded.
    Mum pushed her hair back. ‘Yes, that’s it.’
    ‘I don’t believe it.’ Henrietta folded her arms and stuck out her lower lip.
    ‘Shall I make tea, dear?’ Dad asked Mum. She nodded. ‘Why don’t you go and 
play for a bit, kids? That’ll give you an appetite for your Easter egg.’
    Egbert and Henrietta slunk off and made a tent with Henrietta’s duvet. ‘The 
Easter Bunny can’t just disappear!’ Egbert cried.
    ‘Maybe he only does egg hunts for little kids,’ sniffed Henrietta.
    ‘Rubbish. He must be somewhere. We just need to track him down.’ Egbert 
looked thoughtful. ‘If you were a rabbit, Henrietta, where would you hide?’
    Henrietta wrinkled her nose. ‘In my burrow, I suppose, or in a bush.’
    ‘That’s it!’ Egbert slapped her on the back.
    ‘Ow!’
    Egbert flung the duvet off. ‘Henrietta, get your shoes on. We’re going to find the 
Easter Bunny!’
    The children tiptoed downstairs and inched the back door open, holding their 
breath. Mum and Dad were talking upstairs, but their voices were too low to make 
out what they were saying. It was cold outside. Henrietta wrapped her dressing 
gown around her and watched Egbert poking in a bush. ‘Can you see him?’
    ‘No, but — wait!’ Egbert crawled further into the bush until only his legs were 
visible. ‘Ooh!’ He reversed out, holding two little eggs and an envelope.
    ‘He has been!’ squealed Henrietta, clapping her hands.
Egbert opened the envelope, which contained… 

***
…a little note. ‘Reports of my disappearance have been greatly exaggerated. You 
can find out more in the place where the boring, non-Easter eggs live.’



    ‘I know! I know!’ cried Henrietta, putting her hand up.
    ‘We’re not in school, silly,’ said Egbert. ‘Come on!’ And they charged back into 
the house.

***
In the egg box, two of the eggs were wrapped in foil. 
    ‘What are you doing down there?’ called Mum from upstairs. ‘Don’t mess around 
in the kitchen.’
    ‘We won’t,’ Egbert shouted, in his most innocent voice. He reached behind the 
egg box. ‘Look, another note!’ 
    This one said, ‘Well done, Easter detectives! Don’t let the trail grow cold. Keep it 
warm!’ And that was it. 
    Egbert scratched his head. Henrietta looked up at him. ‘I don’t get it.’
    ‘I have an idea,’ said Egbert, and scurried off. ‘Follow me!’

***
    Egbert sped round the house checking all the radiators, but he didn’t find any 
eggs.
    ‘Don’t let the trail grow cold!’ Henrietta quavered.
    ‘What are you up to?’ Dad appeared at the top of the stairs holding a mug of tea.
    ‘The kettle!’ shouted Egbert, but it wasn’t there either. 
    ‘Stop running about!’ Dad came downstairs. ‘What on earth are you doing?’
    ‘The Easter Bunny!’ Henrietta cried. ‘He’s left us a trail! He hasn’t disappeared at 
all, you were wrong!’ She showed him the note. 
    ‘Don’t let the trail grow cold,’ read Dad. ‘Keep it warm. Hmmm.’ He thought for a 
moment, then called upstairs. ‘What keeps things warm?’
    ‘Huh?’ Mum’s voice came back.
    ‘It’s an egg hunt!’ called Dad, grinning.
    ‘What?’ Mum came into view, tying the cord of her dressing gown.
    ‘The Easter Bunny’s left a note!’
    ‘What? Let me see.’ Mum ran down the stairs and Henrietta held the note out for 
Mum to read. ‘Where did this come from?’ Mum asked Dad.
    ‘Don’t ask me,’ Dad laughed. ‘The kids found it. And they’ve found eggs, too.’
    Mum stared at him for a good few seconds. Then she turned back to the note. 
‘Keep it warm … errrr … radiator?’
    ‘Looked there,’ said Egbert, rather smugly.
    ‘Coat pockets? Gloves?’
    ‘OOOH!’ The children raced off, but came back empty-handed.
    ‘Hmm…’ Dad said, slowly, ‘when I’m late home, you put my dinner in the oven.’



    They all hurried to the kitchen. Sure enough, sitting in the oven were two more 
eggs and another note. ‘I hope you’re going to clean your teeth when you’ve eaten 
all these eggs!’

***
    Egbert let Henrietta find the eggs sitting in their tooth mugs. ‘That was an easy 
one,’ he said. ‘What does the note say?’
    Henrietta worked the envelope open, and Mum and Dad leaned over to read it 
with her. ‘Rushing around hiding eggs and leaving clues is hard work, you know! I’m 
quite a hot cross bunny!’

***
  ‘I know! Downstairs, quick!’ Mum shouted. They all thundered down like a herd of 
charging elephants, and Mum led the way to the kitchen. Behind the bread and 
buns were two more eggs, and another note. Mum reached for it, and then stopped. 
‘One of you two should open it,’ she said, looking rather embarrassed. 
    ‘No, go on, Mum,’ said Egbert. ‘You found the clue.’
    ‘Are you sure?’
    He smiled. ‘Yes, Mum. Go on.’
    Mum beamed, and ripped the envelope open. ‘Well, egg-hunters, you must be 
quite tired after all that, and ready for a rest. I like to sleep on my back. Goodnight!’
    ‘WHAT?’ shouted the children. ‘Is that it?’
    ‘It can’t be,’ muttered Dad. ‘An egg hunt can’t end like that.’ 
    ‘I don’t think it is the end,’ said Mum. ‘I think the Easter Bunny is too sneaky for 
that.’
    ‘Maybe there are eggs in our beds!’ Henrietta cried. ‘Let’s go and look!’
    But though they felt the bedding, looked in the pillowcases, and checked under 
the bed, they found nothing. 
    Mum read the note again. ‘I like to sleep on my back…’ She turned the paper 
over, and on the back was written a capital H. ‘That’s it! Where are the other clues?’

***
    After fishing in pockets and collecting stray clues, they spread out the turned-
over notes in a circle. ‘Ready for a rest,’ said Dad. ‘Well, if it isn’t a bed, it must be a 
—’
    ‘CHAIR!’ they all shouted. Sitting in the armchair was an egg for everyone, and a 
final note.
    ‘NO-ONE is too old for the Easter Bunny! See you next year!’
    A scratching sound came from outside. They rushed to the window just in time to 
see a white rabbit-tail whisk through a hole in the fence.
    ‘I wonder how he does it,’ said Henrietta.



    ‘Who knows?’ said Mum. ‘The important thing is that he does.’ She and Dad put 
their arms round Egbert and Henrietta, and they looked at the hole where the 
Easter Bunny’s tail had been. ‘Now, which egg shall we open first?’


