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It was spoilt Sop}lie’s birthclay and everyone gave her
presents. Too many presents!

“Oh, not another teddy!” she complained, as she tore
the wrapping paper from a l:)eautiful, si”zy bear.

“ Sophie, don’t be so ungrateful,” said her mother.
“He’s a lovely teddy. I'm sure he cost a lot of money.”

“T don’t care. I've got better teddies than him already,”
grumbled Sophie. “Next present!”

The poor tec].cly bear 1ay unwanted

and ignorecl on the floor.
Nobody noticed when he was
bundled up with all the wrapping
paper and taken outside.
Nobody noticed when
he was stuffed into the

rubbish bin .




All night long he lay fretting, squashecl amongst the wrapping
paper in the dark, smelly bin.

Why had the little girl not liked him? Had they meant to throw
him away? What would happen to him now?

There was nobocly to talk to, nobocly to aslz, so he just wondered

and wai’cec]., anxious and alone.

When morning came, it was with a crash and a clatter as the
dustbin men arrived. The lid was lifted noisily from the bin.

“Hello, Mate,” said the dustman in surprise. “You are a
handsome bear. T reckon I've got just the p]ace for you.”

He tied Throwaway Bear to the front or his lorry amidst
a jum})le of other ornaments and toys.

There was hardly room for Bear.
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The dustcart set off down the ]jusy street. The engine rattled and
roared as the 1orry jerlzecl along. And with every jerlz, Throwaway
Bear could feel the string around his middle getting looser.

Then everything happened at once. A clog ran out into the roacl,
the 1orry braked s}larply and Throwaway Bear was ﬂung high into
the air. The c].og snatched him up and bounded away t}lroug}l the
gates of the parlz.




It didn’t take long for the
clog to clig a cleep hole.
He was just about to ]:)ury Bear,

like an old l)one, when he heard

his master Calling and he raced away.

But Throwaway Bear was not alone for long. A crowd of rabbits
had been wa‘ccl‘ling from a safe distance. They sneaked up and
pounced on him, jostling and jeering, polzing and prodding.

“What'’s your name?”

“Cat got your ’congue?”

“Let’s tie him to a tree!”

“He can be our prisoner!”

Tl’ley were squal;l)ling over who could tie the best knots when a
lluge, black raven swoopecl down on them with a fearful screech.
The startled rabbits scattered in all direc’cions,

squealing at the tops of their voices.

10



11






“Yea,ll, that's rigll’cl Hop it, you cowarcuy bullies!”
squawlee(l the raven. He strutted over to Throwaway Bear.
“Well ’cllen, what have we got here? Something tasty, I hope.”
And seizing Bear in his strong claws, he flew with him to the

top 0£ a tree.

Higll in the swaying ljranclles, the raven peerecl at his lunch.

He tried a couple of hope{ul pecles.
“Kraa! N othing but fluff and sawdust,”
he spat. Then he launched himself away

on angry black wings, sen(ling poor

Bear sailing into the air.
Down he fell.
Down . ..
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. until he plungecl with a
loud SPLASH into the cold,
cleep water of the lake.

Slowly he sank to me bottom and 1ay loolzing up through the
green water. He could see the weeds waving above his head and the
sunlight sparlzling on the surface. Fish came to investigate, blowing
bubbles and mouthing silen‘cly at him. It was all very quiet and
dreamlike.

“This is where I'll stay forever,” thought
Throwaway Bear sadly. “Nobody will ever

fincl me c].own here.”
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Then sucldenly, through the sleepy silence,
he felt a sharp tug at the back of his neck.

There was a quicle jerk, and he was ljeing
pullecl upwards through the water.

Bubbles rushed in his ears as he broke through
the surface, and he found himself whizzing
through the air again.

This time he landed on the grass,
in a dazad, muddy heap.

17



“Wlly, it's nothing but a scrtu
old ’ceddy bear!” exclaimed the
£isherman, disappoin’cecl. “He’ll be
no use to anyone.” And he pa,clzecl
up his fishing rods and went home

in disgust.

Tl’lrowaway Bear la,y Sprawlecl on the lja,nle, the fisherman'’s
words ringing in his ears. It seemed a very 1ong time ago that he
had been a brand new ]:)irtl'lclay bear. And now it had come to this:
“No use to anyone.” It was unbearable.

But soon there was a new sound. It was a 1)0yJr laughing and
chatting.

“It's a gooc]. ’ching Poppy’s asleep," he was saying, “because she
won’t see me l)uy her ]:)ir’chday present.”

“Yes,” said his mum. “We should get a lovely present in the
market. How about a hairslide or a ljangle?”

There was no reply. The ]Joy had spotted Tl‘lrowaway Bear.

“Loolz, Mum!” he called. “Someone has lost their ’cedcly. 7
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“It doesn’t look like a lost
ted(‘ly to me,” said his mum.
“It looks like a dirty old
thrown away teclcly. Leave it
alone, Paul.”

7

“I want to take him home,’
said Paul, stu]:)]:)ornly. “Please,

Mum. I've had such a brilliant
| idea.”
A 1LY So Bear was bundled into
“\\;}ﬂ a plastic bag. He bumped

along at Paul’s side, Wondering
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N bout the brilliant idea. Wh
Y B [/ about the brilliant idea. at
NNJ‘M\‘ 21 [ - S could it be?

When tl'ley reached the marlze‘c, Paul made s‘craight for the stall
that sold ribbons and buttons and lace. “I need the 1ongest piece
of ribbon I can ljuy for fif‘cy pence, please,” he told the 1acly
behind the counter.

“And what colour would you like?” asked the lacly, 12incuy.

“Recl,” said Paul. “It’s Poppy's favourite colour.”

“What a goocl present,” said Paul’s mum. “Poppy will like that.”

“There’s going to be Something else, as well . . .” said Paul,

mysteriou sly.
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“Mum, will you mend this ’ceclcly?”
Paul asked when tliey were home.
“He’d he a great bear if he were fixed.”

Mum looked c].oulj’cfuny at the
scruffy bear. “Hmm. I don’t know,”

she said. “He really is in such a state.”

“P]ease, Mum,” begged Paul.
“Please, Mum,” ’chought Bear, wishing hard.
“Well, let’s pop him into the washing

machine first,” sighecl Mum, giving in.

And before he knew it,

Throwaway Bear was swislling

around and around in soapy water.

Then he was spinning,

faster and j[‘as’cer, until he felt quite dizzy,

When the spinning s’coppecl,
he was peggecl to the washing line.

“He’ll soon clry in this breeze,”
said Mum. “Then I'll have
another look at him.”

“Hurry up and clry me, Breeze!”
tllougl‘l’c Bear.
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That evening, Mum got out her sewing basket.

“Now ’cl‘len, Ted, let’s see what can be done with you,” she said.

First, she sewed Bear’s arm back on with strong, button thread.
Next, she pa’cchecl up all the rips and tears. She even pushecl
cotton wool into his foot where the s’cuffing had come out. Then
she gave him a goocl brush until his coat shone.

“Now tie this ribbon around his neclz,” said Paul.

Mum smiled and tied a big bow. Tl’ley both stared at Teclcly.

“What a difference!” she said. “You were rigl'l’c, Paul.
He’s a beautiful teclc].y. You were clever to think of mencling him.”

“He’s going to be Poppy’s present,” said Paul proudly.
“Thanks for fixing him up, Mum.”

So that was Paul’s brilliant idea!

“But what if Poppy doesn’t want me?”
tllougllt Tl’lrowaway Bear anxiously.
“Will T be thrown away again?”
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Throwaway Bear could hardly
believe his fixe(l-up ears.

“Own Bear,” he thought happily.
“Own Bear. Oh, I do like the sound
of that!”

A_Il(l lle was never, ever,

Throwaway Bear again.
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The next morning
was Poppy’s birthday and
everyone gave her presents.

There was a tea set from
her mum and dad and a
picture book from her
granclma. She liked
everything.

Then Pa,ul gave 1161‘

his present.

Poppy clapped her hands
with delight. “Bear!”
she criecl, hugging him.
“Own Bear!”
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