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Foreword

Is there anything more loving or accepting in the life of a child than their teddy? Soft toys sleep with them in our beds, protecting them from bad dreams; children hug them when they are sad or afraid and they play with them when they are happy.

For most children there is at least one special toy who goes with them throughout their childhood, and often into their adult lives – a source of stability and comfort in an ever-changing world. A source of unconditional love in a life where such a thing is often far too rare.

But what happens to all those toys who are turned aside by their owners? The ones who don’t ‘make the grade’ as a favourite toy, or who get lost or forgotten?

This book is about rediscovering the joy of an old friend, and how important it is to accept each other for all our differences. So, here’s to hope, redemption and acceptance, and may every one of us experience them in our own lives.

C. J. Cox
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Chapter 1 – Settling in
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Just how many times do you need to wake up in the same place before you can start to call it home? 100 times? Maybe 1,000? And for that matter, what makes a place a home rather than just another house? And, most importantly, where do you think they keep the honey? These were the thoughts that went through the mind of Horatio Oscar Nathaniel Elias Yorick Bear, or Honey for short, when he woke up that morning. 

Honey bear was a thinker and liked to turn over his thoughts and ideas for a long time, until he felt he fully understood them. He hadn’t always been like that, but as you get older you realise that life doesn’t need to be a constant rush, and if something is important then it’s worth taking time over.

Honey had come to live in the Cooper household only a few weeks earlier, after meeting Bunny on her recent trip to visit the children’s grandparents. He was settling in quickly and was treated as the wisest of creatures by most of the other toys belonging to the two girls – Moomoo and Babs. But was this “home”, or just another stop on the journey? That was the big question. 

As Honey sat and thought, he was interrupted by a cheerful cry from the foot of the bed.

“Good morning, Honey!” the voice declared. However, this was no ordinary voice – in fact this voice was extremely special, and that was because it belonged to Honey’s closest friend – Bunny. Bunny was much younger than the stately bear, and looked up to him like he was her big brother, but this suited Honey just fine as he had always rather wanted a little sister of his own.

Family! Maybe that was the answer? When did somewhere become home, and what made it different from just another house? The answer was clear now – being with family, and that’s exactly where he found himself now. That thought brought a smile to his fluffy, yellow face and he turned with a sparkle in his eye as he called back “Good morning Bunny, and how are we today?”

Bunny, not quite sure of the question, looked a little puzzled and replied “I’m very well thank you, and I think you look well too?”

Honey's smile stretched even further and a deep laugh leapt from his lips. “How very observant and completely correct you are my little friend!”

Bunny clambered quickly up the ladder at the end of the bed and onto the top bunk where Honey was sitting in his usual spot by the window, overlooking the front garden. She skipped up to his side and, looking around at the array of strange objects surrounding her friend, quickly cleared a space and sat down by his side.

The pair sat patiently, side by side, as they watched the world pass-by through the glass pane. A sparrow flew down and perched on the bird bath. Another hid on the top branch of a large tree, twittering fiercely. After a while, Bunny hesitantly asked “What are all these...things that you have laid out around you? What are they for?” 

She carefully picked up an oval piece of glass that looked suspiciously like the lens that Dad lost from his glasses just last week. She polished it with her skirt and then lifted it gently so that she could look through it and back down towards the other toys in the bedroom. She moved it around and laughed as it made the toys look like they were changing shape.

“These are parts for my new invention” Honey said, in a voice which suggested that he was feeling rather pleased with himself. In fact, he was sat now with his shoulders back, his chest swelled out and a cheeky look growing on his gentle face. 

“I am trying to build a spy glass” he declared. “On my first day here, I looked out this very window and said to myself, ‘what a wonderful view you have here old boy, wouldn’t it be nice to see it a little closer?’ Since that day, every time I see something interesting lying around, I pick it up and carry it back to add to my collection. One day soon, I will have enough pieces to make my very own spy glass.”

Bunny, with a muddled expression on her brow, thought for a moment then replied, “But what is a fly glass Honey?”

“A SPY glass my dear friend, not a fly glass!” laughed the big bear. “It is a sort of small telescope. Sailors used them a long, long time ago to help them navigate and explore new lands. You can look through one end and it makes the things you are looking at seem much bigger and closer” Honey continued.

“But Honey, if you want to see the outside closer up, couldn’t we just go out there?” Bunny said. 

Honey, with a look of surprise on his face, thought on this for a moment before responding. 

“What a very clever little rabbit you are. Very clever indeed! I think it’s time we organised a teddy bear’s picnic!” and with that, he stood up, made his way to the top of the ladder and called all the toys to order.
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Chapter 2 – Teddy bear’s picnic
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It was very high at the top of that ladder. Honey never used to mind heights, but as he balanced over the edge of the top bunk, looking down at all the toys gathering below, he couldn’t help thinking that it looked like a very long way down! 

Well, at least he was full of fluff, and the worst that could happen if he fell is that he might bust a seam or two. However, that would mean being relegated to Mummy’s sewing pile, and a toy could easily spend a month there before she had the time to sew them back up. 

With two growing children in the house, the sewing pile was always full – with tights, socks, dresses and always a toy or two, looking rather sorry for themselves. Honey didn’t relish ending up there – he’d already spent enough time alone before he met Bunny and he didn’t want to return to it! 

Honey took a deep breath, then called out to the waiting crown below.

“Hello my friends. My wonderful companion Bunny here has had the most fantastic idea. We are going to have a teddy bear’s picnic....outside.”

What began as cheers, soon turned to hushed silence at the mention of “outside”. Most of the toys had never been out of the house and many had never even left the bedroom! The outside was known for being a place where toys could easily get lost or damaged and so it was a source of fear for many of them. 

Slowly voices rose again as the toys discussed this new development. Many decided they were quite happy indoors and slowly drifted back to their former activities around the room. However, a few remained, clearly intrigued by this new and exciting proposition.

Despite the reduced audience, Honey was encouraged to see those that remained. Some he knew already, while a few were new to him, and he always enjoyed making new friends. He slowly and carefully descended the ladder with Bunny following closely after him, until he was back on the carpet surrounded by his new group of adventurers.

Among the friends were Jemima, a well-dressed female bear with cream coloured fur and a blue denim dress. She was a large bear – slightly taller than Honey and still filled with fresh enough stuffing to give her a plump and cuddly look; Rosie, an ancient doll almost as old as Honey himself, who had originally belonged to the children’s mother; Little Ted, a beautifully made bear who was given to Moomoo when she was born; and Roscoe, who was a small, black, white and brown Bernese Mountain Dog – destined to grow to gigantic proportions, though for now he was only a tiny puppy, hardly bigger than a clenched fist.

Honey surveyed his rag-tag band and started to make a plan. He gave each toy a task and they set off to prepare for their big adventure.

As the bedroom clock stuck midday, the group gathered again by the door. Honey checked what each toy had gathered, making sure that they were well prepared. When he reached the last in the line, he realised that someone was missing! As he looked around him to try to find them, a voice shouted up from behind him. 

“Don’t forget me!”

Honey turned to see Little Ted emerging from behind the wardrobe door with a HUGE piece of cloth rolled up and resting against his shoulder. The cloth started at his feet, and the roll extended to almost double his height! Over his other shoulder was a small, brown satchel which looked fit to burst.

“Whatever do you have there, Little Ted?” enquired Jemima, with her brow crumpled in confusion. “Honey only asked you to find some cutlery! Why do you have all that cloth?” she asked. Little Ted just smiled and said nothing as he proceeded to join the circle of toys and the items they had gathered.

Honey took a long and thoughtful look at Little Ted. Then he smiled and turned to address his audience. 

“Right, my friends,” he started. “Today we are going on our first real adventure – a picnic in the garden! Now, all the family are out, so we can move around freely. But even so, we must be careful to observe the first rule of the toys - we must never be seen moving by a human. So, before we go I want you all to practice with
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