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A story for Riley
Happy Birthday Riley! 

Hope you get lots of toys xxx

ISBN: 9781785973314



It was late in the evening and 

This toy was special.

named Bonnie. She loved playing with toys too! Some of  

Bonnie’s toys were given to her by a boy named Andy, who had 

grown up and no longer played with them.

Riley knew that it was time for bed. 

Riley was tired, but there was a problem. 

Riley could not find a toy. It wasn’t just any toy either.

“How could I lose my favourite toy?” Riley 

thought. Riley had looked high and low, but it was no

use. Riley gave up the search and fell into bed.

In a matter of  seconds, Riley was fast asleep.

Riley began dreaming about an imaginative little girl 



Bonnie loved playing with 

Woody and the rest of  Andy’s toys.



  Bonnie was making an art project. She picked up a 

 spork and got to work. When she was finished, she wrote her 

name on her project’s stick feet. She decided to name him Forky. 

Woody was relieved to see her happy. 

At the end of  orientation, Bonnie put Forky into her 

backpack, right next to Woody. Then suddenly, Forky

her kindergarten orientation class. 

Woody was worried about Bonnie, so had gone along to 

keep an eye on her. 

The dream moved on...

...Riley could see Bonnie in

came to life! Riley couldn’t believe it!





Before the school year started, Bonnie’s family went on 

a road trip in their RV. Woody and all the toys came along, too, 

but Forky was a terrible passenger. 

“I am not a toy,” he declared. “I’m a spork.” Then he 

jumped out of  the moving RV. “Freedom!”

Woody gasped. He had made Forky his responsibility, and 

knew he had to go after him. 



Forky and began dragging him toward the RV park.

“Like it or not, you are a toy,” said Woody. “And you have 

to be there for Bonnie.” He explained that Bonnie loved 

Forky the same way Forky loved rubbish.  

“I get it now,” said Forky. “I’m 

Bonnie’s rubbish!” He finally 

realised how much he meant 

to Bonnie. “We’ve got to get going.

Riley sighed with relief. Woody had found

She needs me!” Riley smiled.



It was early morning, and the two toys were close to the RV 

park where Bonnie’s family had stopped overnight. Woody 

saw something in the window of  a store called Second 

Chance Antiques.



The cowboy gasped. It was Bo Peep’s lamp! He hadn’t 

seen his old friend Bo in years. Forky wanted to keep moving, 

but Woody had to see if  Bo was in there. He picked up the 

spork and the two wiggled through the store’s letterbox.

Riley didn’t have a good feeling about this.



Woody and Forky saw no sign of  Bo but were 

greeted by a doll named Gabby Gabby.

Gabby Gabby asked Woody about his voice box. 

She explained that her record worked, but her voice box 

was broken. She needed a new one to be complete—and 

Woody’s voice box would be a perfect fit.

Woody turned to Forky. “We’ve 

gotta go.”

“You can’t leave,” Gabby Gabby 

said. “You have what I need.”



was going to rescue Forky.

Suddenly Woody and Forky were surrounded by 

ventriloquists dummies! The dummies wrenched 

Forky from Woody’s grasp. Without any other options, Woody 

pulled his string and dropped onto the floor near Harmony, 

the shop owner’s granddaughter. 

The dummies held Forky as they watched Harmony carry

Woody out of  the shop. Riley wondered how Woody
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The next day, Simba and his friends traveled back to the Pride 

Lands. Simba was horrified by what he saw. The Pride Lands were 

bare and parched. Nothing grew, and bones lay everywhere. Unlike 

Mufasa, Scar had not respected the circle of life and had allowed the 

land to go to waste. 

As Simba prepared to face Scar, his friends reassured him that 

they would be by his side. 

“We’re with you till the end,” Timon promised. 

End of Sample


