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Thank the massive Pooh Bear in the sky for Law!

Now lots of you might not know why I (Winnie The Pooh) am so happy about the law, but finally I am free to do what I want again. Or at least, that’s what I’ve been told.

Because apparently I’m in this thing called the public domain, and at first I thought that was a nudist beach because I’m not wearing any clothes. But in reality or what classes as reality here in the Hundred Acre Wood, it means I can do what I want again like my good buddie A. A. Milne wanted. 

So as I lean against the wonderful rough bark of the tree which my house is inside (and no I have no idea what tree it is), I’m trying to imagine what I want to do with my newfound freedom because as I said earlier I can do anything I wanted.

I can dance, sing or eat honey!

With the wind that was wonderfully hinted with warming spices, carrots and even some lettuce from Rabbit’s garden gently blowing, I couldn’t understand why I wanted to eat honey.

And there lies my problem, now I loved A. A Milne, he allowed me and my friends to do some amazing adventures. We met Heffalumps and Woozles and I got to see my little friend Piglet. But I will never ever forgive my creator for making me obsessed with honey.

I hate it!

I hate its sticky feeling, horrible smell and all those disgusting bees, because they always, always sting me! And I don’t like getting stung by bees.

So in actual fact, I know exactly what I’m going to do with my newfound freedom, I’m going to destroy a beehive so no one (especially little old me) has to suffer the sight of disgraceful honey again. Yes, yes I need to do that. My only problem is how.

You see my little house inside a tree has a wonderfully long path in front of it that goes deeper into the Hundred Acre Wood filled with my friends, gently blowing wind and other wonderful things. 

But the bees. Now they were clever, they didn’t set up their hive in the Wood, oh no, they set it all up in the opposite direction. And my Creator never wanted me to go too much that way so this was going to be a rather scary adventure. 

Especially as I’m just a little Pooh bear filled with fluff.

I was about to pop into my house inside a tree that was filled with so much rubbish to grab a jar of disgusting honey like I always do, but that slightly defeats the whole point, doesn’t it? 

So I went round the back of the tree and started walking. Walking away from all the trees in the Hundred Acre Wood and started walking towards the Land Beyond. 

Of course I had no idea if there was a proper name but I didn’t care. I was free so I was going to call it the Land Beyond, Mr Milne never allowed me to do that before.

But as I kept walking, I couldn’t help but feel like the landscape was oddly white. Almost like I was walking through pages of a book or story, it was the most curious thing. I don’t know what Christopher Robin would have done, in fact I would have loved to have him come along on my little adventure. 

But oddly enough, he wasn’t here. So I did what all good Pooh Bears did and I thought and I thought and I thought. Until I started to see the white “pages” of the landscape transform into something rather magical.

I was surrounded by large knobbly trees with even larger orange leaves that were densely packed together. But don’t worry I was perfectly safe as I walked along a perfectly smooth yellow road that was made of cobblestones. 

I kept walking and walking and walking until I felt a little human hand tap my back and to my amazement standing there with a small Pooh Bear toy (without any clothes on, the Bear I mean) was a teenager Christopher Robin. 

He had a massive smile on his face at the sight of me and I too couldn’t believe he was here. But I did have a sneaky suspicion I had willed him here, for what purpose I obviously don’t know, for I am just a little Pooh Bear and my brain is made out of fluff. 

The two of us, peas in a pod, went to start walking along the yellow cobblestone path again but the path simply disappeared as I saw something coming towards us up the path. It seemed to be a little pink thing coming up towards us and in that moment I knew it was little Piglet. 

I ran towards it.

Scooping up my little best friend with his big pink ears slopping over my face, I placed him on the ground and with my two friends holding my hands we all went further into the Land Beyond.

After a few moments of walking, I could have sworn I was starting to hear the foul buzzing of little bees, yet there was nothing ahead of us except more of the path.

I wasn’t sure how this all worked, because (forgive me if I’m wrong) but a strangely silent Christopher Robin and Piglet turned up after I wondered about them. Don’t get me wrong it’s amazing having my best friends with me, and yet they only came once I imagined them.

So was this what my life was like now I was in this public domain? 

Without a creator or someone controlling me, was I just meant to live freely and imagine things?

It sounds wonderful if that was the case, but at the end of the day I am just a little Pooh Bear with a brain made out of fluff. How am I meant to think up things for me to do? Since as much as I want a massive oak tree to be filled with beehives I just don’t think that’s going to happen.

Christopher gasped and Piglet snorted and I fell over a tree root. 

If I was made of flesh and blood I would have bruised, but the fluff made me stronger than others. So I bounced back up and stared wide eyed with Piglet and Christopher as we all looked at a massive oak tree.

The ugly orange hives of death with their disgusting sweet treats inside were hanging like a disease on the oak. None of the oak was uncorrupted as even its long leaves dripped honey and I had to fight back the rage without me. 

This was honestly the most disgusting thing I had ever seen, Mr Milne would never have allowed such a foul creation in any of his books. 

A wave of sadness washed over me as I started to understand what this public domain rubbish meant, I was no longer protected against these horrible sights. Now I could imagine foul creations and they would happen, this couldn’t be allowed. 

I wanted, I needed someone else to control me. 

A warm gust of wind blew past me and I felt my yellow fur sweat slightly as I realised someone or something had just taken control of me. I tried to imagine the horrible tree was gone. It was useless. 

Instead I looked around for Piglet and Christopher Robin but they were gone, like they were never here. I had lost them. I had just lost my best friends. 

Yet in my fluffy white heart I had a feeling that to get my friends back I had to defeat the bees, hives and tree. I had to defeat them. I had to regain control over myself. I had to get my best friends back.

There was nothing righteous, good or happy about this oak tree, it was all covered in a horrible layer of sweet sticky honey. I know Pooh Bears aren’t normal bears by any measurement, yet I missed climbing as an option.

A small part of me wondered if my friends like Rabbit, Roo and Eeyore could come to my aid but I doubted that. I was a Pooh Bear, all alone and helpless against a terrible tree.

A light bulb appeared above my head and it disappeared as I realised that was exactly how I was going to save my friends. I was a Pooh Bear and that means I have a set of special skills. 

Mr Milne might not be with me anymore but he always made sure I was okay. I was a silly bear and that always saved me.

So I rushed back to my little house inside a tree, grabbed some large balloons and rushed right back to the horrible honey covered oak tree. 

I blew up the first balloon and hoped that when I filled them up enough I was going to be able to float up to the tree, grab the hives and throw them down to the ground. Hopefully destroying them.

This might sound awful, hateful and like I was killing bees here. But no one should have to suffer through the decades (probably a good century) of honey eating torture that I went through. I was doing the world a favour!

After a few seconds I blew up the first balloon, wrapped it around my hand and I started floating up to the oak tree. 

The higher I got the more disgusted I was by this tree, these bees were monsters inside their little hives. I watched all of them buzz louder and louder inside their hives as I went up. If there was a more unholy sight in the world, all these bees had to be it.

Blowing the balloon so it took me closer to the tree, I grabbed on a branch and hissed as my fingers slipped off it from all the foul honey that was covering it. This was getting ridiculous. 

As I continued to rise I was almost at the very top of the oak tree when I saw a branch and grabbed it with both hands. I managed to stop myself from flying away but my balloon kept rising and it hit
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