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In the centre of a
small country town, not far from the ancient market square in what
had once been a highly fashionable location, stood the large, old
house where Emily was born.
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Built around the
early 1800’s, the house had deep sash windows, large rooms with
high ceilings, and an old wine cellar. The cellar was reached by a
short set of time-worn, musty brick steps and a solid oak door that
could only be opened with a key from the outside.

 


Just down the
road and around the corner in a side street, so that they lay
behind Emily’s house, stood a row of little terraced cottages that
would one day become small shops.

 


At Emily’s
fourth Christmas she was given a teddy bear; an old-fashioned,
quality bear with moveable arms, legs and head, that her mother had
bought in a house-clearance sale. He was about 30 cms tall with a
cream muzzle tipped by a black stitch-work nose. His fur was tan
coloured with his paws and the soles of his feet in a lighter
shade. He was slightly tattered and untidy, but none of that
mattered to Emily.

 


As soon as she
unwrapped him, she smiled a broad, gleeful smile, and immediately
named him ‘Treacle’. And she loved him dearly from the first moment
that she picked him up and hugged him.
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Now, this
‘Naming of Bears’ is both a curious and a weighty matter because
although a bear is born, so to speak, when his making is completed,
he awakens in that special moment when he is named by someone who
will love him. Until that moment comes, for all his charm and
appeal, he is nothing more than a stuffed toy.

 


The bond that
is made between namer and bear, and the gift of life that springs
like an invisible spark between them, remains for as long as the
namer lives even though the bear may be lost, discarded, or
forgotten.

 


For the bear at
least, that bond does not fade with the passing of the years and it
cannot be destroyed unless the bear himself be destroyed, and then
the spark goes out forever.

 


If, however,
the namer should pass away, then the situation is somewhat
different. The bear will do what all unnamed bears do: he will
return to that deep sleep he was in after his making was finished,
and before he was first named. He can then be awoken again by a new
namer, and that is exactly what happened to Treacle.

 


From that
Christmas day onward, Emily and Treacle became inseparable. She
would take him with her everywhere she went: on outings, picnics
and holidays. When she went shopping with her mother, she would
hold onto her mother with one hand, and Treacle with the other. He
shared her sorrows, joys and laughter; was her comforter, confessor
and friend. He shared her dreams and play-imaginings, and without
fail would always be tucked up with her in bed at night.

 


Of all the
times that Treacle shared with Emily, he always liked Christmas
best because that was when Emily was happiest. He loved the
Christmas tree with presents stacked all around it, and the
decorations in the rooms and around the fireplace. He loved the
festive feeling of joy and goodwill, the fun and frolics of
children’s games, and the story-telling around the flickering light
of the fire when she would hug him especially close. Most of all,
he enjoyed sharing the wide-eyed expectation and excitement of
opening her presents on Christmas morning.
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For seven happy
years Treacle was an indispensable part of Emily’s life until that
fateful day when she became eleven years old and her father decided
that she should no longer be playing teddy bears, but starting to
grow up and put childhood things behind her.

 


He took Treacle
from his normal resting place on Emily’s bed, to carry him down the
stairs and through that old oak door that stood under the staircase
in the hallway, down the musty brick steps into the old wine cellar
there to be cast upon a pile of old books, broken furniture, boxes,
and disused oddments that had been slowly rotting away in the
darkness for uncountable years.
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Emily never
knew that Treacle was locked up the cellar. Her father told her
that he had given her bear to a childrens' home where they didn't
have many toys to play with. He wasn’t a harsh man, or a bad
father, he just didn’t understand about bears.

 


Although the
rest of her childhood was spent without her favourite companion,
Emily never forgot Treacle and Treacle never forgot Emily.

 


At first, as
soon as Emily’s father had gone, Treacle scrambled back up the
stairs and tried to re-open the door that led back to the world of
light and happiness that he had come to know so well. But the door
was solid and heavy, and it could not be opened from the
inside.
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There was no
other way out of the damp and dusty cellar. No-one ever went down
there in the normal way of things; it was just a place in which to
dump unwanted objects, and then forget about them.

 


Treacle eked
out a miserable existence in that cellar for many long, lonely
years. Each year, at Christmas, he would hear the festive music and
singing faintly through the floor above; the merry laughter of the
people in the house, and the coming and going of many guests. At
such times he would sit on the bottom step of the brick stairs,
lower his tattered head into his paws, and cry bitter, hopeless
tears.

 


High up in the
outer wall of the cellar that backed onto the garden was a small
metal grating that allowed fresh air to enter. By climbing up onto
some old packing cases, Treacle could peer through the grating to
see a small patch of the garden and a little bit of the sky above
it. He came to know from long observation that, at certain times of
the year, a bright star would appear in that little bit of sky that
he could see and every time he saw the star he would make a wish, a
wish that one day Emily would remember him and come to release him
from his bleak prison, and that she would love him again as she
used to in those far-off happy days.
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So he would
keep his lonely vigil with his stitch-work nose pressed up against
the grating and his little stuffing heart bursting with sadness and
longing waiting for the bright star to climb into view. He did not
understand why he had been locked up in the cellar, he only knew
that he loved Emily in the unselfish, undemanding way that only a
bear can, but it seemed as though his wish would never be granted
for Emily never came.

 


Life in that
cellar would have been one long round of black desolation and
despair if it had not been for the mice.
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Low down in the
cellar wall opposite the grating there was a cracked brick. The
mortar between the bricks was old and soft, and a part of the
cracked brick had fallen out long ago, leaving a small hole.

 


Out of that
hole would come brownish-grey house mice. They would scuttle about
about the floor, scurrying this way and that, sniffing,
investigating and chasing each other in and out of the broken
oddments on the cellar floor.

 


Treacle could
not talk to them because bears may talk only to other bears when
no-one else is listening and to other creatures not at all but he
got to know them them quite well. Indeed, he became quite fond of
them and gave them all names.

 


There was
Longtail, Shortail, Two-Toes ( because he had a toe missing ) ,
Twitchnose, Longnose, Scamper and Chubby who was a very friendly
mouse but always looked as if he might have eaten more than his
fair share. They amused Treacle endlessly with their games and
antics as they scurried around the cellar playing catch-me or
hide-and-seek. Sometimes, one of them would even scuttle up
Treacle's back to sit for a while on the top of his head while it
preened it's whiskers.
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The mice did
not come into the cellar every day. Sometimes they appeared and
sometimes they did not, but they would always return after a while
and Treacle was always very pleased to see them.

 


There came a
winter just before Christmas was due once again when the mice had
not been to see Treacle for quite a long time and he had begun to
think he would never see them again, but the day before Christmas
Eve they returned, and this time they brought all their brothers,
sisters, uncles, aunts and cousins with them. Dozens and dozens of
them came tumbling out
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