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The nursery figments’ parlor rests
inside the window seat,

behind dark walnut panels and
small children’s swinging feet.
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P R O L O G U E

A Birth of Sorts

(an essay by the guest speaker, reprinted with permission)

Augie could not sleep. He did not want to sleep.
The adventures of the day whirled in his little head like 

streamers fluttering ’round a maypole. He’d gone to the Fair! 
It was a day he would never forget, with music and laughter 
dancing together arm-in-arm . . . pretty ladies holding parasols 
weightless as dandelion seeds . . . and dashing gentlemen—one 
in an unforgettable, emerald-green, cutaway coat.

A long-nosed man with a white face lurched by on stilts. A 
fat lady with painted eyes tried to give Augie a hug. A strong 
man stared at him over curling mustaches. Augie looked away, 
but couldn’t help looking back. The man surprised him with a 
big grin, and everyone laughed.

And the animals! Beasts big as a room that snorted and 
pawed the straw. Augie tightened his grip on Momma’s hand. 
He preferred the rabbits, especially those with long flowing ears 
that drooped from the sides of shy, furry faces. Augie held one, 
with Momma’s help—a black one with a twitching nose.

Augie loved that bunny. He decided he would take it home. 
They would curl up together like the bunnies in their pen.

Momma and Poppa said no. Saying goodbye to the bunny 
with the floppy ears was hard for Augie. So he threw a fit, 
briefly, and napped in Poppa’s arms.
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But that night, back at home in his own bed, Augie refused 
to surrender. He fought to stay awake so he could relive the 
day’s adventures over and over again. 

Eventually, though, the evening air cooled. Damp curls on 
his forehead dried and curled tighter. Augie started slipping off 
to sleep. Real memories mingled with imagined. The maypole 
streamers of Augie’s dreamy thoughts pulled loose, twirling up 
and away on a swirling breeze.

Nearby, the nursery curtains stirred. The Moon’s bright-
beaming face peeked through.

The last thing Augie saw, or perhaps the first thing he 
dreamed, was a tiny gentleman in an emerald-green cutaway 
coat, standing in the bluish moonlight beside his pillow. A tiny 
gentleman whose head was that of a black, floppy-eared rabbit. 
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PART ONE

Two First Tuesdays
of the Month
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1

Welcome
(Jungfrau Room, October 13, 1927, 9:00 a.m.)

Welcome, Ladies and Gentlemen. My name is Thursby, 
and I have been asked to speak to you about the impor-

tance of imagination in human affairs. As you may have guessed, 
imagination is a subject with which I am personally familiar.

(The speaker pauses for laughter to subside.)

No, your eyes do not deceive you. But let me describe myself 
for those who will study these talks later in transcript form. For 
the sake of accuracy, I will refrain from my usual modesty—
much as it pains me to sing my own praises.

Although just under five inches tall, I am dressed in a green 
cutaway coat, a blue waistcoat, a white shirt and neckcloth, and 
charcoal-gray trousers. Eternally elegant, though I grant you, 
not so fashionable now as in a past century. 

I stand upright with a youthful and athletic physique. And 
yet—and some consider this my most distinctive feature—my 
head is that of a floppy-eared rabbit. An English lop rabbit, as 
you may have deduced from my accent. Not just any English 
lop, obviously, but one covered with soft, black fur of the most 
exquisite nature. 

(The speaker smooths his ears, then turns his 
head to display his appearance.) 
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Those of you in the back might think that I am wearing 
gloves—a common error, as my fur extends even over my other-
wise humanish hands. I wear no shoes due to the functional size 
of my rabbity feet.

(One foot is extended from behind the podium.) 

There again, my black fur completes the ensemble.
As you’ve no doubt surmised, I am what is commonly called 

a figment of the imagination. Now, generally speaking, fig-
ments do not inhabit this so-called real world. We are beings of 
the world of dreams. The Traumwelt. Le monde des rêves.

Please note that I am appearing here by special arrangement. 
The legal details are set forth in the lecture-series brochure.

There are exceptions. My colleagues and I, for example, are 
nursery figments—or Cozies as we are called in dreams where 
English is spoken. As such, we are visible to small children. And 
cats, of course, and most dogs. 

In fact, it is in the imaginations of children that my kind 
originate. Whether we come into this world by coincidence or 
design is a matter of debate. But the physics have been estab-
lished; to wit: Nursery figments are nudged into the physical 
world when moonlight enters a home and touches a child’s 
happy dreams. 

This explains why our existence here is so closely tied to that 
most popular of celestial orbs—the Moon.

(The speaker nods to his assistant, who turns 
back the flip-chart title page to reveal Exhibit 
#1: “Primary Source of Moonlight.”)
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For it is only when bathed by moonlight that Cozies become 
visible to adult humans. Only by moonlight do we gain full 
access to this world. Complex, I know, but I will explain the 
scientific details more as we proceed.

We will now pause briefly to allow any latecomers to find 
their seats. Also, I’ve been asked to announce that the seminar 
Green Dreams: Absinthe in Victorian England is next door in the 
Matterhorn Room. By the bewildered expression on some faces, 
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it appears that a few of you may’ve wandered into the wrong 
conference room.

Before we break, let me say that this talk will not rely on my 
published treatises. Those documents are for sale in the lobby, 
past the refreshment table. Instead I will share a tale from my 
own long experience: a story of simple pleasures and high-flying 
adventure . . . old friends and new enemies . . . bright ideas and 
dark shadows.

A story of imagination.
Please limit the break to no more than ten minutes.

*      *      *

2

The First Tuesday of the Month

If you’ll please take your seats, Ladies and Gentlemen. Thank 
you.

(The speaker pauses to allow the chatter to die 
down.)

My tale unfolds in a grand house in the country on a 
Tuesday afternoon. Upstairs at the end of the long hallway was 
the nursery, which overlooked the garden. One-year-old Bingo, 
whose real name was Benjamin, napped peacefully in his crib.

Mother—that is to say, Bingo’s mother—had slept in the 
same crib when she was a baby. Ah, many a night had I spent 
sitting on the crib rail, singing lullabies to her. Now she was all 
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