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Chapter 1: Our Apologetic Beginning
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Every story begins, whether we want it to or not. No matter how much we wish it hadn’t begun, we are left with the inescapable conclusion that it wouldn’t be a story if it had never started, and the end is never a comfort as we will forever be cursed with the scars and knowledge that it ever happened. However, this story has already happened, so as much as you wish that it had never begun, its end is written, so I must tell it now.

This story did not have an unhappy beginning; you could not imagine one that was unhappy if it started with your friends. Tigger, Rabbit, dear Piglet, Eeyore, Kanga, Roo and Owl. And even a pair of new friends: Dusty and Odds, as you called them, a raccoon and snake who’d guided you home one frightful night. But frankly, it doesn’t matter how a story starts except that it tells you what kind of story you are in to read.

And this one started a little harrowing. You see, the whole woods had gathered around Owl’s tree to see him dangling from one of his branches, and odd activity for a bird, but don’t worry, as Odds was with him; that’s why he was dangling. Wrapped around Owl’s feathered body was Odds, dangling the poor fool upside down. There wasn’t much any witness could do, so all they did was witness.

“Confound it, Odds!” Owl blustered. “I told you not to do this! I can handle all this on my own!”

“But you were about to fall,” Odds bashfully replied. “Those nuts surely weren’t worth the fall.”

“I can fly, you brainless boa!” Owl barked, sacrificing accuracy for alliteration. “If I fell, I could just fly!”

“He’s right, Odds,” Dusty interjected. “How about you let him go and we can pretend this didn’t happen?”

Odds sighed, “Alright,” and let the bird go. Owl needed but a moment to catch himself, flapping his wings in a graceful landing.

“Bravo, birdy boy!” Tigger clapped. “Now, do a loop de loop!”

Rabbit swatted the back of Tigger’s head. “No!” he barked. “Now we’ll have to watch him fly the rest of the afternoon.”

“Not like I had anything planned,” Eeyore sighed, as boggy as his home.

“You say that like it’s a bad thing,” Owl chuckled, taking flight once again to do a loop. “Surely it’s not so bad to watch some aerial demonstrations?”

“P-personally,” Piglet stuttered, “I-I’d like to get on with t-tea.”

“Quite right, dear,” Kanga agreed. “It’s about time anyways. Who’s hosting today?”

Teatime in the woods is a special occasion, reserved for particular days of the week, particularly days of the year, and whenever there was something worth celebrating. Regardless of occasion, and regardless of who the hosting duties rotated to, it was always at 4 o’clock. In this case, the occasion was your miraculous return to the woods, which meant you wouldn’t need to host.

“I-I believe it’s my turn,” Piglet replied.

“Oh, that is simply marvelous,” you cheered. “You wouldn’t happen to have honey in your pantry, would you?”

“I-I always have honey in my pantry f-for you,” he assured you. You always ask him that, and that is what he always says.

“Good, good,” you said with your gentle smile. “After tea, I have an idea I’d like to expand upon.”

“You do?” Eeyore asked.

And what idea was one worth sharing with little Piglet? Well, you’d forget it. In all fairness, there were a lot of reasons you’d forget. Battenburg cakes, cucumber and watercress sandwiches, scones with clotted cream and strawberry jam, and Piglet’s preferred tea, white Ceylon. With all those things to distract you, how could you possibly remember even such a fantastic idea as the one you thought of?

And it wasn’t as though everyone else wasn’t doing their best to be as distracting as possible. Rabbit and Tigger bickering as they always do, Owl telling stories to no one in particular, Kanga minding Roo’s escape attempts, Odds’ attempts to make off with the sugar bowl. It was quite a full time. The only guests not causing a fuss were Eeyore, who rarely does, and Dusty.

That meant that only one thing reminded you of your idea: Owl taking flight to leave once everyone else was filing out at the end of teatime. The thought returned to your head must’ve made a noise, as Dusty turned to you with a cross expression. She always seemed to know something; she knew the woods well enough to walk them blindfolded despite having never been there, so who’s to say even your thoughts weren’t fair game?

“Don’t do it,” she warned. “It will only bring trouble on these woods.”

You weren’t sure if it would, but you decided to at least be careful.



A few days later, you were hosting teatime. I’m not sure if you know this, but I must say that everyone has mixed feelings about you hosting tea. Surely, your beloved honey cakes were a joy, but you never served sugar, and the absences of this most common sweetener was felt. Besides, you were unpredictable about what tea you were going to serve; it was Ceylon, but that was the only certainty, as you tended to keep that, regardless of white, black or what.

So, without the occasion disclosed, your friends were wary to join, but they did, as you were a very good friend still. Though they grew all the more concerned upon seeing something covered by a white cloth outside your house. If your intent was to bring questions, you certainly inspired several questions, none of which you would answer just yet. They would just have to let their imaginations run wild as you hosted.

When the teapot laid empty and the last scrap of food was eaten, you would not let them file out as normal, oh no. No, you led them back to that something covered by the cloth, wearing some conspicuous clothing you’d changed into behind their backs. A bomber jacket, a pilot’s helmet, a red scarf and a decent pair of gloves were unlike your typical wardrobe, but then, you barely wore anything, so any change was conspicuous.

“Gathered friends,” you told them, “and Dusty and Odds, you’ve asked why I’ve invited you here today. Well, I am about to be the first bear to fly.”

You could see the varied reactions from your friends, and Dusty and Odds. The raccoon’s head was in her hands, and the snake was trying to comfort her. As for the others, Tigger was springy and excited like always, Rabbit’s jaw was down to his paws, Kanga’s paw was over her mouth, Roo seemed just excited as Tigger, Owl was staring at you gob smacked, and Eeyore was as nonplussed as ever. And where was Piglet? Just beside you.

“Darling,” Kanga said rather diplomatically for such a statement as yours, “this is so unlike you. Are you sure you haven’t gone mad?”

You were rather indignant. “I’m in my right mind,” you tried to assure her, “rest assured. I don’t mean to fly on my own.”

And you pulled the cloth off the something, and that something was a flying machine. Inspired by the flapping of Owl’s wings, it too had great wings to flap, ones made of cloth and wood. They were attached to an engine you found along the side of the road at the wood’s edge, seemingly belonging to a motorcycle or something that only had two wheels, and that engine was now attached to a sled.

“I see,” Owl remarked mutedly. “An ornithopter. I must say, even da Vinci couldn’t get one of these to work, only leaving to sketches.”

“Dunno who this Da Vinky is,” Tigger retorted, “but how great can he be if he can’t do what our Winnie-the-Pooh can do?”

“Please don’t tell me you’re about to fly it,” Rabbit begged. “Please tell me this is some kind of play project and you’re not about to launch yourself into the sky.”

You shrugged, telling him and the others, “I mean what I say. You are about to witness history as I fly about the clouds!”

“This’ll end in disaster,” Eeyore remarked.

And yet, you and Piglet still loaded into the flying machine and twisted the key. The engine roared to life, as much as you wished it was quieter, and you saw one at a time each wing begin to flap, just as you’d seen it the day before. You let the device lift you into the sky, gliding up the ramp and into the air. You were, unlikely and remarkably, flying up and up
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