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			To Her

			
				Hand in hand we come
				

				Chris­toph­er Robin and I
				

				To lay this book in your lap.
				

				Say you’re sur­prised?
				

				Say you like it?
				

				Say it’s just what you wanted?
				

				Be­cause it’s yours—
				

				Be­cause we love you.
			

		
	
		
			Introduction

			If you hap­pen to have read an­oth­er book about Chris­toph­er Robin, you may re­mem­ber that he once had a swan (or the swan had Chris­toph­er Robin, I don’t know which) and that he used to call this swan Pooh. That was a long time ago, and when we said good­bye, we took the name with us, as we didn’t think the swan would want it any more. Well, when Ed­ward Bear said that he would like an ex­cit­ing name all to him­self, Chris­toph­er Robin said at once, without stop­ping to think, that he was Win­nie-the-Pooh. And he was. So, as I have ex­plained the Pooh part, I will now ex­plain the rest of it.

			You can’t be in Lon­don for long without go­ing to the Zoo. There are some people who be­gin the Zoo at the be­gin­ning, called Way­in, and walk as quickly as they can past every cage un­til they get to the one called Way­out, but the nicest people go straight to the an­im­al they love the most, and stay there. So when Chris­toph­er Robin goes to the Zoo, he goes to where the Po­lar Bears are, and he whis­pers some­thing to the third keep­er from the left, and doors are un­locked, and we wander through dark pas­sages and up steep stairs, un­til at last we come to the spe­cial cage, and the cage is opened, and out trots some­thing brown and furry, and with a happy cry of “Oh, Bear!” Chris­toph­er Robin rushes in­to its arms. Now this bear’s name is Win­nie, which shows what a good name for bears it is, but the funny thing is that we can’t re­mem­ber wheth­er Win­nie is called after Pooh, or Pooh after Win­nie. We did know once, but we have for­got­ten. …

			I had writ­ten as far as this when Pig­let looked up and said in his squeaky voice, “What about Me?” “My dear Pig­let,” I said, “the whole book is about you.” “So it is about Pooh,” he squeaked. You see what it is. He is jeal­ous be­cause he thinks Pooh is hav­ing a Grand In­tro­duc­tion all to him­self. Pooh is the fa­vour­ite, of course, there’s no deny­ing it, but Pig­let comes in for a good many things which Pooh misses; be­cause you can’t take Pooh to school without every­body know­ing it, but Pig­let is so small that he slips in­to a pock­et, where it is very com­fort­able to feel him when you are not quite sure wheth­er twice sev­en is twelve or twenty-two. Some­times he slips out and has a good look in the ink-pot, and in this way he has got more edu­ca­tion than Pooh, but Pooh doesn’t mind. Some have brains, and some haven’t, he says, and there it is.

			And now all the oth­ers are say­ing, “What about Us?” So per­haps the best thing to do is to stop writ­ing In­tro­duc­tions and get on with the book.

			
				
					A. A. M.
				

			
		
	
		
			Winnie-the-Pooh

		
	
		
			
				I

				In Which We Are In­tro­duced to Win­nie-the-Pooh and Some Bees, and the Stor­ies Be­gin

			
			Here is Ed­ward Bear, com­ing down­stairs now, bump, bump, bump, on the back of his head, be­hind Chris­toph­er Robin. It is, as far as he knows, the only way of com­ing down­stairs, but some­times he feels that there really is an­oth­er way, if only he could stop bump­ing for a mo­ment and think of it. And then he feels that per­haps there isn’t. Any­how, here he is at the bot­tom, and ready to be in­tro­duced to you. Win­nie-the-Pooh.

			When I first heard his name, I said, just as you are go­ing to say, “But I thought he was a boy?”

			“So did I,” said Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“Then you can’t call him Win­nie?”

			“I don’t.”

			“But you said—”

			“He’s Win­nie-ther-Pooh. Don’t you know what ‘ther’ means?”

			“Ah, yes, now I do,” I said quickly; and I hope you do too, be­cause it is all the ex­plan­a­tion you are go­ing to get.

			Some­times Win­nie-the-Pooh likes a game of some sort when he comes down­stairs, and some­times he likes to sit quietly in front of the fire and listen to a story. This even­ing—

			“What about a story?” said Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“What about a story?” I said.

			“Could you very sweetly tell Win­nie-the-Pooh one?”

			“I sup­pose I could,” I said. “What sort of stor­ies does he like?”

			“About him­self. Be­cause he’s that sort of Bear.”

			“Oh, I see.”

			“So could you very sweetly?”

			“I’ll try,” I said.

			So I tried.

			

			Once upon a time, a very long time ago now, about last Fri­day, Win­nie-the-Pooh lived in a forest all by him­self un­der the name of Sanders.

			(“What does ‘un­der the name’ mean?” asked Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“It means he had the name over the door in gold let­ters, and lived un­der it.”

			
				“Win­nie-the-Pooh wasn’t quite sure,” said Chris­toph­er Robin.
			

			
				“Now I am,” said a growly voice.
			

			“Then I will go on,” said I.)

			

			One day when he was out walk­ing, he came to an open place in the middle of the forest, and in the middle of this place was a large oak-tree, and, from the top of the tree, there came a loud buzz­ing-noise.

			Win­nie-the-Pooh sat down at the foot of the tree, put his head between his paws and began to think.

			First of all he said to him­self: “That buzz­ing-noise means some­thing. You don’t get a buzz­ing-noise like that, just buzz­ing and buzz­ing, without its mean­ing some­thing. If there’s a buzz­ing-noise, some­body’s mak­ing a buzz­ing-noise, and the only reas­on for mak­ing a buzz­ing-noise that I know of is be­cause you’re a bee.”

			Then he thought an­oth­er long time, and said: “And the only reas­on for be­ing a bee that I know of is mak­ing honey.”

			And then he got up, and said: “And the only reas­on for mak­ing honey is so as I can eat it.” So he began to climb the tree.

			He climbed and he climbed and he climbed, and as he climbed he sang a little song to him­self. It went like this:

			
				
					Isn’t it funny
					

					How a bear likes honey?
					

					Buzz! Buzz! Buzz!
					

					I won­der why he does?
				

			

			Then he climbed a little fur­ther … and a little fur­ther … and then just a little fur­ther. By that time he had thought of an­oth­er song.

			
				
					It’s a very funny thought that, if Bears were Bees,
					

					They’d build their nests at the bot­tom of trees.
					

					And that be­ing so (if the Bees were Bears),
					

					We shouldn’t have to climb up all these stairs.
				

			

			He was get­ting rather tired by this time, so that is why he sang a Com­plain­ing Song. He was nearly there now, and if he just stood on that branch …

			
				Crack!
			

			“Oh, help!” said Pooh, as he dropped ten feet on the branch be­low him.

			“If only I hadn’t—” he said, as he bounced twenty feet on to the next branch.

			“You see, what I meant to do,” he ex­plained, as he turned head-over-heels, and crashed on to an­oth­er branch thirty feet be­low, “what I meant to do—”

			“Of course, it was rather—” he ad­mit­ted, as he slithered very quickly through the next six branches.

			“It all comes, I sup­pose,” he de­cided, as he said good­bye to the last branch, spun round three times, and flew grace­fully in­to a gorse-bush, “it all comes of lik­ing honey so much. Oh, help!”

			He crawled out of the gorse-bush, brushed the prickles from his nose, and began to think again. And the first per­son he thought of was Chris­toph­er Robin.

			

			(“Was that me?” said Chris­toph­er Robin in an awed voice, hardly dar­ing to be­lieve it.

			“That was you.”

			Chris­toph­er Robin said noth­ing, but his eyes got lar­ger and lar­ger, and his face got pinker and pinker.)

			

			So Win­nie-the-Pooh went round to his friend Chris­toph­er Robin, who lived be­hind a green door in an­oth­er part of the forest.

			“Good morn­ing, Chris­toph­er Robin,” he said.

			“Good morn­ing, Win­nie-ther-Pooh,” said you.

			“I won­der if you’ve got such a thing as a bal­loon about you?”

			“A bal­loon?”

			“Yes, I just said to my­self com­ing along: ‘I won­der if Chris­toph­er Robin has such a thing as a bal­loon about him?’ I just said it to my­self, think­ing of bal­loons, and won­der­ing.”

			“What do you want a bal­loon for?” you said.

			Win­nie-the-Pooh looked round to see that nobody was listen­ing, put his paw to his mouth, and said in a deep whis­per: “Honey!”

			“But you don’t get honey with bal­loons!”

			“I do,” said Pooh.

			Well, it just happened that you had been to a party the day be­fore at the house of your friend Pig­let, and you had bal­loons at the party. You had had a big green bal­loon; and one of Rab­bit’s re­la­tions had had a big blue one, and had left it be­hind, be­ing really too young to go to a party at all; and so you had brought the green one and the blue one home with you.

			“Which one would you like?” you asked Pooh.

			He put his head between his paws and thought very care­fully.

			“It’s like this,” he said. “When you go after honey with a bal­loon, the great thing is not to let the bees know you’re com­ing. Now, if you have a green bal­loon, they might think you were only part of the tree, and not no­tice you, and, if you have a blue bal­loon, they might think you were only part of the sky, and not no­tice you, and the ques­tion is: Which is most likely?”

			“Wouldn’t they no­tice you un­der­neath the bal­loon?” you asked.

			“They might or they might not,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh. “You nev­er can tell with bees.” He thought for a mo­ment and said: “I shall try to look like a small black cloud. That will de­ceive them.”

			“Then you had bet­ter have the blue bal­loon,” you said; and so it was de­cided.

			Well, you both went out with the blue bal­loon, and you took your gun with you, just in case, as you al­ways did, and Win­nie-the-Pooh went to a very muddy place that he knew of, and rolled and rolled un­til he was black all over; and then, when the bal­loon was blown up as big as big, and you and Pooh were both hold­ing on to the string, you let go sud­denly, and Pooh Bear floated grace­fully up in­to the sky, and stayed there—level with the top of the tree and about twenty feet away from it.

			“Hoo­ray!” you shouted.

			“Isn’t that fine?” shouted Win­nie-the-Pooh down to you. “What do I look like?”

			“You look like a Bear hold­ing on to a bal­loon,” you said.

			“Not,” said Pooh anxiously, “—not like a small black cloud in a blue sky?”

			“Not very much.”

			“Ah, well, per­haps from up here it looks dif­fer­ent. And, as I say, you nev­er can tell with bees.”

			There was no wind to blow him near­er to the tree, so there he stayed. He could see the honey, he could smell the honey, but he couldn’t quite reach the honey.

			After a little while he called down to you.

			“Chris­toph­er Robin!” he said in a loud whis­per.

			“Hallo!”

			“I think the bees sus­pect some­thing!”

			“What sort of thing?”

			“I don’t know. But some­thing tells me that they’re sus­pi­cious!”

			“Per­haps they think that you’re after their honey.”

			“It may be that. You nev­er can tell with bees.”

			There was an­oth­er little si­lence, and then he called down to you again.

			“Chris­toph­er Robin!”

			“Yes?”

			“Have you an um­brella in your house?”

			“I think so.”

			“I wish you would bring it out here, and walk up and down with it, and look up at me every now and then, and say ‘Tut-tut, it looks like rain.’ I think, if you did that, it would help the de­cep­tion which we are prac­tising on these bees.”

			Well, you laughed to your­self, “Silly old Bear!” but you didn’t say it aloud be­cause you were so fond of him, and you went home for your um­brella.

			“Oh, there you are!” called down Win­nie-the-Pooh, as soon as you got back to the tree. “I was be­gin­ning to get anxious. I have dis­covered that the bees are now def­in­itely Sus­pi­cious.”

			“Shall I put my um­brella up?” you said.

			“Yes, but wait a mo­ment. We must be prac­tic­al. The im­port­ant bee to de­ceive is the Queen Bee. Can you see which is the Queen Bee from down there?”

			“No.”

			“A pity. Well, now, if you walk up and down with your um­brella, say­ing, ‘Tut-tut, it looks like rain,’ I shall do what I can by singing a little Cloud Song, such as a cloud might sing. … Go!”

			So, while you walked up and down and wondered if it would rain, Win­nie-the-Pooh sang this song:

			
				
					How sweet to be a Cloud
					

					Float­ing in the Blue!
					

					Every little cloud
					

					Al­ways sings aloud.
				

				
					“How sweet to be a Cloud
					

					Float­ing in the Blue!”
					

					It makes him very proud
					

					To be a little cloud.
				

			

			The bees were still buzz­ing as sus­pi­ciously as ever. Some of them, in­deed, left their nests and flew all round the cloud as it began the second verse of this song, and one bee sat down on the nose of the cloud for a mo­ment, and then got up again.

			“Chris­toph­er—ow!—Robin,” called out the cloud.

			“Yes?”

			“I have just been think­ing, and I have come to a very im­port­ant de­cision. These are the wrong sort of bees.”

			“Are they?”

			“Quite the wrong sort. So I should think they would make the wrong sort of honey, shouldn’t you?”

			“Would they?”

			“Yes. So I think I shall come down.”

			“How?” asked you.

			Win­nie-the-Pooh hadn’t thought about this. If he let go of the string, he would fall—bump—and he didn’t like the idea of that. So he thought for a long time, and then he said:

			“Chris­toph­er Robin, you must shoot the bal­loon with your gun. Have you got your gun?”

			“Of course I have,” you said. “But if I do that, it will spoil the bal­loon,” you said.

			“But if you don’t,” said Pooh, “I shall have to let go, and that would spoil me.”

			When he put it like this, you saw how it was, and you aimed very care­fully at the bal­loon, and fired.

			“Ow!” said Pooh.

			“Did I miss?” you asked.

			“You didn’t ex­actly miss,” said Pooh, “but you missed the bal­loon.”

			“I’m so sorry,” you said, and you fired again, and this time you hit the bal­loon, and the air came slowly out, and Win­nie-the-Pooh floated down to the ground.

			But his arms were so stiff from hold­ing on to the string of the bal­loon all that time that they stayed up straight in the air for more than a week, and whenev­er a fly came and settled on his nose he had to blow it off. And I think—but I am not sure—that that is why he was al­ways called Pooh.

			

			“Is that the end of the story?” asked Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“That’s the end of that one. There are oth­ers.”

			“About Pooh and Me?”

			“And Pig­let and Rab­bit and all of you. Don’t you re­mem­ber?”

			“I do re­mem­ber, and then when I try to re­mem­ber, I for­get.”

			“That day when Pooh and Pig­let tried to catch the Hef­fa­lump—”

			“They didn’t catch it, did they?”

			“No.”

			“Pooh couldn’t, be­cause he hasn’t any brain. Did I catch it?”

			“Well, that comes in­to the story.”

			Chris­toph­er Robin nod­ded.

			“I do re­mem­ber,” he said, “only Pooh doesn’t very well, so that’s why he likes hav­ing it told to him again. Be­cause then it’s a real story and not just a re­mem­ber­ing.”

			“That’s just how I feel,” I said.

			Chris­toph­er Robin gave a deep sigh, picked his Bear up by the leg, and walked off to the door, trail­ing Pooh be­hind him. At the door he turned and said, “Com­ing to see me have my bath?”

			“I might,” I said.

			“I didn’t hurt him when I shot him, did I?”

			“Not a bit.”

			He nod­ded and went out, and in a mo­ment I heard Win­nie-the-Pooh—bump, bump, bump—go­ing up the stairs be­hind him.

		
	
		
			
				II

				In Which Pooh Goes Vis­it­ing and Gets In­to a Tight Place

			
			Ed­ward Bear, known to his friends as Win­nie-the-Pooh, or Pooh for short, was walk­ing through the forest one day, hum­ming proudly to him­self. He had made up a little hum that very morn­ing, as he was do­ing his Stout­ness Ex­er­cises in front of the glass: Tra-la-la, tra-la-la, as he stretched up as high as he could go, and then Tra-la-la, tra-la—oh, help!—la, as he tried to reach his toes. After break­fast he had said it over and over to him­self un­til he had learnt it off by heart, and now he was hum­ming it right through, prop­erly. It went like this:

			
				
					Tra-la-la, tra-la-la,
					

					Tra-la-la, tra-la-la,
					

					Rum-tum-tiddle-um-tum.
					

					Tiddle-iddle, tiddle-iddle,
					

					Tiddle-iddle, tiddle-iddle,
					

					Rum-tum-tum-tiddle-um.
				

			

			Well, he was hum­ming this hum to him­self, and walk­ing along gaily, won­der­ing what every­body else was do­ing, and what it felt like, be­ing some­body else, when sud­denly he came to a sandy bank, and in the bank was a large hole.

			“Aha!” said Pooh. (Rum-tum-tiddle-um-tum.) “If I know any­thing about any­thing, that hole means Rab­bit,” he said, “and Rab­bit means Com­pany,” he said, “and Com­pany means Food and Listen­ing-to-Me-Hum­ming and such­like. Rum-tum-tum-tiddle-um.”

			So he bent down, put his head in­to the hole, and called out:

			“Is any­body at home?”

			There was a sud­den scuff­ling noise from in­side the hole, and then si­lence.

			“What I said was, ‘Is any­body at home?’ ” called out Pooh very loudly.

			“No!” said a voice; and then ad­ded, “You needn’t shout so loud. I heard you quite well the first time.”

			“Both­er!” said Pooh. “Isn’t there any­body here at all?”

			“Nobody.”

			Win­nie-the-Pooh took his head out of the hole, and thought for a little, and he thought to him­self, “There must be some­body there, be­cause some­body must have said ‘Nobody.’ ” So he put his head back in the hole, and said:

			“Hallo, Rab­bit, isn’t that you?”

			“No,” said Rab­bit, in a dif­fer­ent sort of voice this time.

			“But isn’t that Rab­bit’s voice?”

			“I don’t think so,” said Rab­bit. “It isn’t meant to be.”

			“Oh!” said Pooh.

			He took his head out of the hole, and had an­oth­er think, and then he put it back, and said:

			“Well, could you very kindly tell me where Rab­bit is?”

			“He has gone to see his friend Pooh Bear, who is a great friend of his.”

			“But this is Me!” said Bear, very much sur­prised.

			“What sort of Me?”

			“Pooh Bear.”

			“Are you sure?” said Rab­bit, still more sur­prised.

			“Quite, quite sure,” said Pooh.

			“Oh, well, then, come in.”

			So Pooh pushed and pushed and pushed his way through the hole, and at last he got in.

			“You were quite right,” said Rab­bit, look­ing at him all over. “It is you. Glad to see you.”

			“Who did you think it was?”

			“Well, I wasn’t sure. You know how it is in the Forest. One can’t have any­body com­ing in­to one’s house. One has to be care­ful. What about a mouth­ful of some­thing?”

			Pooh al­ways liked a little some­thing at el­ev­en o’clock in the morn­ing, and he was very glad to see Rab­bit get­ting out the plates and mugs; and when Rab­bit said, “Honey or con­densed milk with your bread?” he was so ex­cited that he said, “Both,” and then, so as not to seem greedy, he ad­ded, “But don’t both­er about the bread, please.” And for a long time after that he said noth­ing … un­til at last, hum­ming to him­self in a rather sticky voice, he got up, shook Rab­bit lov­ingly by the paw, and said that he must be go­ing on.

			“Must you?” said Rab­bit po­litely.

			“Well,” said Pooh, “I could stay a little longer if it—if you—” and he tried very hard to look in the dir­ec­tion of the lar­der.

			“As a mat­ter of fact,” said Rab­bit, “I was go­ing out my­self dir­ectly.”

			“Oh, well, then, I’ll be go­ing on. Good­bye.”

			“Well, good­bye, if you’re sure you won’t have any more.”

			“Is there any more?” asked Pooh quickly.

			Rab­bit took the cov­ers off the dishes, and said, “No, there wasn’t.”

			“I thought not,” said Pooh, nod­ding to him­self. “Well, good­bye. I must be go­ing on.”

			So he star­ted to climb out of the hole. He pulled with his front paws, and pushed with his back paws, and in a little while his nose was out in the open again … and then his ears … and then his front paws … and then his shoulders … and then—

			“Oh, help!” said Pooh. “I’d bet­ter go back.”

			“Oh, both­er!” said Pooh. “I shall have to go on.”

			“I can’t do either!” said Pooh. “Oh, help and both­er!”

			Now by this time Rab­bit wanted to go for a walk too, and find­ing the front door full, he went out by the back door, and came round to Pooh, and looked at him.

			“Hallo, are you stuck?” he asked.

			“N-no,” said Pooh care­lessly. “Just rest­ing and think­ing and hum­ming to my­self.”

			“Here, give us a paw.”

			Pooh Bear stretched out a paw, and Rab­bit pulled and pulled and pulled. …

			“Ow!” cried Pooh. “You’re hurt­ing!”

			“The fact is,” said Rab­bit, “you’re stuck.”

			“It all comes,” said Pooh crossly, “of not hav­ing front doors big enough.”

			“It all comes,” said Rab­bit sternly, “of eat­ing too much. I thought at the time,” said Rab­bit, “only I didn’t like to say any­thing,” said Rab­bit, “that one of us was eat­ing too much,” said Rab­bit, “and I knew it wasn’t me,” he said. “Well, well, I shall go and fetch Chris­toph­er Robin.”

			Chris­toph­er Robin lived at the oth­er end of the Forest, and when he came back with Rab­bit, and saw the front half of Pooh, he said, “Silly old Bear,” in such a lov­ing voice that every­body felt quite hope­ful again.

			“I was just be­gin­ning to think,” said Bear, sniff­ing slightly, “that Rab­bit might nev­er be able to use his front door again. And I should hate that,” he said.

			“So should I,” said Rab­bit.

			“Use his front door again?” said Chris­toph­er Robin. “Of course he’ll use his front door again.”

			“Good,” said Rab­bit.

			“If we can’t pull you out, Pooh, we might push you back.”

			Rab­bit scratched his whiskers thought­fully, and poin­ted out that, when once Pooh was pushed back, he was back, and of course nobody was more glad to see Pooh than he was, still there it was, some lived in trees and some lived un­der­ground, and—

			“You mean I’d nev­er get out?” said Pooh.

			“I mean,” said Rab­bit, “that hav­ing got so far, it seems a pity to waste it.”

			Chris­toph­er Robin nod­ded.

			“Then there’s only one thing to be done,” he said. “We shall have to wait for you to get thin again.”

			“How long does get­ting thin take?” asked Pooh anxiously.

			“About a week, I should think.”

			“But I can’t stay here for a week!”

			“You can stay here all right, silly old Bear. It’s get­ting you out which is so dif­fi­cult.”

			“We’ll read to you,” said Rab­bit cheer­fully. “And I hope it won’t snow,” he ad­ded. “And I say, old fel­low, you’re tak­ing up a good deal of room in my house—do you mind if I use your back legs as a tow­el-horse? Be­cause, I mean, there they are—do­ing noth­ing—and it would be very con­veni­ent just to hang the tow­els on them.”

			“A week!” said Pooh gloomily. “What about meals?”

			“I’m afraid no meals,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, “be­cause of get­ting thin quick­er. But we will read to you.”

			Bear began to sigh, and then found he couldn’t be­cause he was so tightly stuck; and a tear rolled down his eye, as he said:

			“Then would you read a Sus­tain­ing Book, such as would help and com­fort a Wedged Bear in Great Tight­ness?”

			So for a week Chris­toph­er Robin read that sort of book at the North end of Pooh, and Rab­bit hung his wash­ing on the South end … and in between Bear felt him­self get­ting slen­der­er and slen­der­er. And at the end of the week Chris­toph­er Robin said, “Now!”

			So he took hold of Pooh’s front paws and Rab­bit took hold of Chris­toph­er Robin, and all Rab­bit’s friends and re­la­tions took hold of Rab­bit, and they all pulled to­geth­er. …

			And for a long time Pooh only said “Ow!” …

			And “Oh!” …

			And then, all of a sud­den, he said “Pop!” just as if a cork were com­ing out of a bottle.

			And Chris­toph­er Robin and Rab­bit and all Rab­bit’s friends and re­la­tions went head-over-heels back­wards … and on the top of them came Win­nie-the-Pooh—free!

			So, with a nod of thanks to his friends, he went on with his walk through the forest, hum­ming proudly to him­self. But, Chris­toph­er Robin looked after him lov­ingly, and said to him­self, “Silly old Bear!”

		
	
		
			
				III

				In Which Pooh and Pig­let Go Hunt­ing and Nearly Catch a Woozle

			
			The Pig­let lived in a very grand house in the middle of a beech-tree, and the beech-tree was in the middle of the forest, and the Pig­let lived in the middle of the house. Next to his house was a piece of broken board which had: “Tres­pass­ers W” on it. When Chris­toph­er Robin asked the Pig­let what it meant, he said it was his grand­fath­er’s name, and had been in the fam­ily for a long time, Chris­toph­er Robin said you couldn’t be called Tres­pass­ers W, and Pig­let said yes, you could, be­cause his grand­fath­er was, and it was short for Tres­pass­ers Will, which was short for Tres­pass­ers Wil­li­am. And his grand­fath­er had had two names in case he lost one—Tres­pass­ers after an uncle, and Wil­li­am after Tres­pass­ers.

			“I’ve got two names,” said Chris­toph­er Robin care­lessly.

			“Well, there you are, that proves it,” said Pig­let.

			One fine winter’s day when Pig­let was brush­ing away the snow in front of his house, he happened to look up, and there was Win­nie-the-Pooh. Pooh was walk­ing round and round in a circle, think­ing of some­thing else, and when Pig­let called to him, he just went on walk­ing.

			“Hallo!” said Pig­let, “what are you do­ing?”

			“Hunt­ing,” said Pooh.

			“Hunt­ing what?”

			“Track­ing some­thing,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh very mys­ter­i­ously.

			“Track­ing what?” said Pig­let, com­ing closer.

			“That’s just what I ask my­self. I ask my­self, What?”

			“What do you think you’ll an­swer?”

			“I shall have to wait un­til I catch up with it,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh. “Now, look there.” He poin­ted to the ground in front of him. “What do you see there?”

			“Tracks,” said Pig­let. “Paw-marks.” He gave a little squeak of ex­cite­ment. “Oh, Pooh! Do you think it’s a—a—a Woozle?”

			“It may be,” said Pooh. “Some­times it is, and some­times it isn’t. You nev­er can tell with paw-marks.”

			With these few words he went on track­ing, and Pig­let, after watch­ing him for a minute or two, ran after him. Win­nie-the-Pooh had come to a sud­den stop, and was bend­ing over the tracks in a puzzled sort of way.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” asked Pig­let.

			“It’s a very funny thing,” said Bear, “but there seem to be two an­im­als now. This—whatever-it-was—has been joined by an­oth­er—whatever-it-is—and the two of them are now pro­ceed­ing in com­pany. Would you mind com­ing with me, Pig­let, in case they turn out to be Hos­tile An­im­als?”

			Pig­let scratched his ear in a nice sort of way, and said that he had noth­ing to do un­til Fri­day, and would be de­lighted to come, in case it really was a Woozle.

			“You mean, in case it really is two Woozles,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh, and Pig­let said that any­how he had noth­ing to do un­til Fri­day. So off they went to­geth­er.

			There was a small spin­ney of larch trees just here, and it seemed as if the two Woozles, if that is what they were, had been go­ing round this spin­ney; so round this spin­ney went Pooh and Pig­let after them; Pig­let passing the time by telling Pooh what his Grand­fath­er Tres­pass­ers W had done to Re­move Stiff­ness after Track­ing, and how his Grand­fath­er Tres­pass­ers W had suffered in his later years from Short­ness of Breath, and oth­er mat­ters of in­terest, and Pooh won­der­ing what a Grand­fath­er was like, and if per­haps this was Two Grand­fath­ers they were after now, and, if so, wheth­er he would be al­lowed to take one home and keep it, and what Chris­toph­er Robin would say. And still the tracks went on in front of them. …

			Sud­denly Win­nie-the-Pooh stopped, and poin­ted ex­citedly in front of him. “Look!”

			“What?” said Pig­let, with a jump. And then, to show that he hadn’t been frightened, he jumped up and down once or twice more in an ex­er­cising sort of way.

			“The tracks!” said Pooh. “A third an­im­al has joined the oth­er two!”

			“Pooh!” cried Pig­let. “Do you think it is an­oth­er Woozle?”

			“No,” said Pooh, “be­cause it makes dif­fer­ent marks. It is either Two Woozles and one, as it might be, Wizzle, or Two, as it might be, Wizzles and one, if so it is, Woozle. Let us con­tin­ue to fol­low them.”

			So they went on, feel­ing just a little anxious now, in case the three an­im­als in front of them were of Hos­tile In­tent. And Pig­let wished very much that his Grand­fath­er T. W. were there, in­stead of else­where, and Pooh thought how nice it would be if they met Chris­toph­er Robin sud­denly but quite ac­ci­dent­ally, and only be­cause he liked Chris­toph­er Robin so much. And then, all of a sud­den, Win­nie-the-Pooh stopped again, and licked the tip of his nose in a cool­ing man­ner, for he was feel­ing more hot and anxious than ever in his life be­fore. There were four an­im­als in front of them!

			“Do you see, Pig­let? Look at their tracks! Three, as it were, Woozles, and one, as it was, Wizzle. An­oth­er Woozle has joined them!”

			And so it seemed to be. There were the tracks; cross­ing over each oth­er here, get­ting muddled up with each oth­er there; but, quite plainly every now and then, the tracks of four sets of paws.

			“I think,” said Pig­let, when he had licked the tip of his nose too, and found that it brought very little com­fort, “I think that I have just re­membered some­thing. I have just re­membered some­thing that I for­got to do yes­ter­day and shan’t be able to do to­mor­row. So I sup­pose I really ought to go back and do it now.”

			“We’ll do it this af­ter­noon, and I’ll come with you,” said Pooh.

			“It isn’t the sort of thing you can do in the af­ter­noon,” said Pig­let quickly. “It’s a very par­tic­u­lar morn­ing thing, that has to be done in the morn­ing, and, if pos­sible, between the hours of—What would you say the time was?”

			“About twelve,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh, look­ing at the sun.

			“Between, as I was say­ing, the hours of twelve and twelve five. So, really, dear old Pooh, if you’ll ex­cuse me—What’s that?”

			Pooh looked up at the sky, and then, as he heard the whistle again, he looked up in­to the branches of a big oak-tree, and then he saw a friend of his.

			“It’s Chris­toph­er Robin,” he said.

			“Ah, then you’ll be all right,” said Pig­let. “You’ll be quite safe with him. Good­bye,” and he trot­ted off home as quickly as he could, very glad to be Out of All Danger again.

			Chris­toph­er Robin came slowly down his tree.

			“Silly old Bear,” he said, “what were you do­ing? First you went round the spin­ney twice by your­self, and then Pig­let ran after you and you went round again to­geth­er, and then you were just go­ing round a fourth time—”

			“Wait a mo­ment,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh, hold­ing up his paw.

			He sat down and thought, in the most thought­ful way he could think. Then he fit­ted his paw in­to one of the Tracks … and then he scratched his nose twice, and stood up.

			“Yes,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh.

			“I see now,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh.

			“I have been Fool­ish and De­luded,” said he, “and I am a Bear of No Brain at All.”

			“You’re the Best Bear in All the World,” said Chris­toph­er Robin sooth­ingly.

			“Am I?” said Pooh hope­fully. And then he brightened up sud­denly.

			“Any­how,” he said, “it is nearly Lunch­eon Time.”

			So he went home for it.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				In Which Eeyore Loses a Tail and Pooh Finds One

			
			The Old Grey Don­key, Eeyore, stood by him­self in a thistly corner of the forest, his front feet well apart, his head on one side, and thought about things. Some­times he thought sadly to him­self, “Why?” and some­times he thought, “Where­fore?” and some­times he thought, “Inas­much as which?”—and some­times he didn’t quite know what he was think­ing about. So when Win­nie-the-Pooh came stump­ing along, Eeyore was very glad to be able to stop think­ing for a little, in or­der to say “How do you do?” in a gloomy man­ner to him.

			“And how are you?” said Win­nie-the-Pooh.

			Eeyore shook his head from side to side.

			“Not very how,” he said. “I don’t seem to have felt at all how for a long time.”

			“Dear, dear,” said Pooh, “I’m sorry about that. Let’s have a look at you.”

			So Eeyore stood there, gaz­ing sadly at the ground, and Win­nie-the-Pooh walked all round him once.

			“Why, what’s happened to your tail?” he said in sur­prise.

			“What has happened to it?” said Eeyore.

			“It isn’t there!”

			“Are you sure?”

			“Well, either a tail is there or it isn’t there. You can’t make a mis­take about it. And yours isn’t there!”

			“Then what is?”

			“Noth­ing.”

			“Let’s have a look,” said Eeyore, and he turned slowly round to the place where his tail had been a little while ago, and then, find­ing that he couldn’t catch it up, he turned round the oth­er way, un­til he came back to where he was at first, and then he put his head down and looked between his front legs, and at last he said, with a long, sad sigh, “I be­lieve you’re right.”

			“Of course I’m right,” said Pooh.

			“That Ac­counts for a Good Deal,” said Eeyore gloomily. “It Ex­plains Everything. No Won­der.”

			“You must have left it some­where,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh.

			“Some­body must have taken it,” said Eeyore. “How Like Them,” he ad­ded, after a long si­lence.

			Pooh felt that he ought to say some­thing help­ful about it, but didn’t quite know what. So he de­cided to do some­thing help­ful in­stead.

			“Eeyore,” he said sol­emnly, “I, Win­nie-the-Pooh, will find your tail for you.”

			“Thank you, Pooh,” answered Eeyore. “You’re a real friend,” said he. “Not like Some,” he said.

			So Win­nie-the-Pooh went off to find Eeyore’s tail.

			It was a fine spring morn­ing in the forest as he star­ted out. Little soft clouds played hap­pily in a blue sky, skip­ping from time to time in front of the sun as if they had come to put it out, and then slid­ing away sud­denly so that the next might have his turn. Through them and between them the sun shone bravely; and a copse which had worn its firs all the year round seemed old and dowdy now be­side the new green lace which the beeches had put on so pret­tily. Through copse and spin­ney marched Bear; down open slopes of gorse and heath­er, over rocky beds of streams, up steep banks of sand­stone in­to the heath­er again; and so at last, tired and hungry, to the Hun­dred Acre Wood. For it was in the Hun­dred Acre Wood that Owl lived.

			“And if any­one knows any­thing about any­thing,” said Bear to him­self, “it’s Owl who knows some­thing about some­thing,” he said, “or my name’s not Win­nie-the-Pooh,” he said. “Which it is,” he ad­ded. “So there you are.”

			Owl lived at The Chest­nuts, an old-world res­id­ence of great charm, which was grander than any­body else’s, or seemed so to Bear, be­cause it had both a knock­er and a bell-pull. Un­der­neath the knock­er there was a no­tice which said:

			
				Ples ring if an rnser is re­qird.

			

			Un­der­neath the bell-pull there was a no­tice which said:

			
				Plez cnoke if an rnsr is not re­qid.

			

			These no­tices had been writ­ten by Chris­toph­er Robin, who was the only one in the forest who could spell; for Owl, wise though he was in many ways, able to read and write and spell his own name Wol, yet some­how went all to pieces over del­ic­ate words like measles and buttered toast.

			Win­nie-the-Pooh read the two no­tices very care­fully, first from left to right, and af­ter­wards, in case he had missed some of it, from right to left. Then, to make quite sure, he knocked and pulled the knock­er, and he pulled and knocked the bell-rope, and he called out in a very loud voice, “Owl! I re­quire an an­swer! It’s Bear speak­ing.” And the door opened, and Owl looked out.

			“Hallo, Pooh,” he said. “How’s things?”

			“Ter­rible and Sad,” said Pooh, “be­cause Eeyore, who is a friend of mine, has lost his tail. And he’s Mop­ing about it. So could you very kindly tell me how to find it for him?”

			“Well,” said Owl, “the cus­tom­ary pro­ced­ure in such cases is as fol­lows.”

			“What does Crus­ti­money Pro­seed­cake mean?” said Pooh. “For I am a Bear of Very Little Brain, and long words Both­er me.”

			“It means the Thing to Do.”

			“As long as it means that, I don’t mind,” said Pooh humbly.

			“The thing to do is as fol­lows. First, Is­sue a Re­ward. Then—”

			“Just a mo­ment,” said Pooh, hold­ing up his paw. “What do we do to this—what you were say­ing? You sneezed just as you were go­ing to tell me.”

			“I didn’t sneeze.”

			“Yes, you did, Owl.”

			“Ex­cuse me, Pooh, I didn’t. You can’t sneeze without know­ing it.”

			“Well, you can’t know it without some­thing hav­ing been sneezed.”

			“What I said was, ‘First Is­sue a Re­ward.’ ”

			“You’re do­ing it again,” said Pooh sadly.

			“A Re­ward!” said Owl very loudly. “We write a no­tice to say that we will give a large some­thing to any­body who finds Eeyore’s tail.”

			“I see, I see,” said Pooh, nod­ding his head. “Talk­ing about large somethings,” he went on dream­ily, “I gen­er­ally have a small some­thing about now—about this time in the morn­ing,” and he looked wist­fully at the cup­board in the corner of Owl’s par­lour; “just a mouth­ful of con­densed milk or what­not, with per­haps a lick of honey—”

			“Well, then,” said Owl, “we write out this no­tice, and we put it up all over the forest.”

			“A lick of honey,” mur­mured Bear to him­self, “or—or not, as the case may be.” And he gave a deep sigh, and tried very hard to listen to what Owl was say­ing.

			But Owl went on and on, us­ing longer and longer words, un­til at last he came back to where he star­ted, and he ex­plained that the per­son to write out this no­tice was Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“It was he who wrote the ones on my front door for me. Did you see them, Pooh?”

			For some time now Pooh had been say­ing “Yes” and “No” in turn, with his eyes shut, to all that Owl was say­ing, and hav­ing said, “Yes, yes,” last time, he said “No, not at all,” now, without really know­ing what Owl was talk­ing about.

			“Didn’t you see them?” said Owl, a little sur­prised. “Come and look at them now.”

			So they went out­side. And Pooh looked at the knock­er and the no­tice be­low it, and he looked at the bell-rope and the no­tice be­low it, and the more he looked at the bell-rope, the more he felt that he had seen some­thing like it, some­where else, some­time be­fore.

			“Hand­some bell-rope, isn’t it?” said Owl.

			Pooh nod­ded.

			“It re­minds me of some­thing,” he said, “but I can’t think what. Where did you get it?”

			“I just came across it in the Forest. It was hanging over a bush, and I thought at first some­body lived there, so I rang it, and noth­ing happened, and then I rang it again very loudly, and it came off in my hand, and as nobody seemed to want it, I took it home, and—”

			“Owl,” said Pooh sol­emnly, “you made a mis­take. Some­body did want it.”

			“Who?”

			“Eeyore. My dear friend Eeyore. He was—he was fond of it.”

			“Fond of it?”

			“At­tached to it,” said Win­nie-the-Pooh sadly.

			

			So with these words he un­hooked it, and car­ried it back to Eeyore; and when Chris­toph­er Robin had nailed it on in its right place again, Eeyore frisked about the forest, wav­ing his tail so hap­pily that Win­nie-the-Pooh came over all funny, and had to hurry home for a little snack of some­thing to sus­tain him. And, wip­ing his mouth half an hour af­ter­wards, he sang to him­self proudly:

			
				
					
						Who found the Tail?
					
					

					“I,” said Pooh,
					

					“At a quarter to two
					

					(Only it was quarter to el­ev­en really),
					

					I found the Tail!”
				

			

		
	
		
			
				V

				In Which Pig­let Meets a Hef­fa­lump

			
			One day, when Chris­toph­er Robin and Win­nie-the-Pooh and Pig­let were all talk­ing to­geth­er, Chris­toph­er Robin fin­ished the mouth­ful he was eat­ing and said care­lessly: “I saw a Hef­fa­lump today, Pig­let.”

			“What was it do­ing?” asked Pig­let.

			“Just lump­ing along,” said Chris­toph­er Robin. “I don’t think it saw me.”

			“I saw one once,” said Pig­let. “At least, I think I did,” he said. “Only per­haps it wasn’t.”

			“So did I,” said Pooh, won­der­ing what a Hef­fa­lump was like.

			“You don’t of­ten see them,” said Chris­toph­er Robin care­lessly.

			“Not now,” said Pig­let.

			“Not at this time of year,” said Pooh.

			Then they all talked about some­thing else, un­til it was time for Pooh and Pig­let to go home to­geth­er. At first as they stumped along the path which edged the Hun­dred Acre Wood, they didn’t say much to each oth­er; but when they came to the stream and had helped each oth­er across the step­ping stones, and were able to walk side by side again over the heath­er, they began to talk in a friendly way about this and that, and Pig­let said, “If you see what I mean, Pooh,” and Pooh said, “It’s just what I think my­self, Pig­let,” and Pig­let said, “But, on the oth­er hand, Pooh, we must re­mem­ber,” and Pooh said, “Quite true, Pig­let, al­though I had for­got­ten it for the mo­ment.” And then, just as they came to the Six Pine Trees, Pooh looked round to see that nobody else was listen­ing, and said in a very sol­emn voice:

			“Pig­let, I have de­cided some­thing.”

			“What have you de­cided, Pooh?”

			“I have de­cided to catch a Hef­fa­lump.”

			Pooh nod­ded his head sev­er­al times as he said this, and waited for Pig­let to say “How?” or “Pooh, you couldn’t!” or some­thing help­ful of that sort, but Pig­let said noth­ing. The fact was Pig­let was wish­ing that he had thought about it first.

			“I shall do it,” said Pooh, after wait­ing a little longer, “by means of a trap. And it must be a Cun­ning Trap, so you will have to help me, Pig­let.”

			“Pooh,” said Pig­let, feel­ing quite happy again now, “I will.” And then he said, “How shall we do it?” and Pooh said, “That’s just it. How?” And then they sat down to­geth­er to think it out.

			Pooh’s first idea was that they should dig a Very Deep Pit, and then the Hef­fa­lump would come along and fall in­to the Pit, and—

			“Why?” said Pig­let.

			“Why what?” said Pooh.

			“Why would he fall in?”

			Pooh rubbed his nose with his paw, and said that the Hef­fa­lump might be walk­ing along, hum­ming a little song, and look­ing up at the sky, won­der­ing if it would rain, and so he wouldn’t see the Very Deep Pit un­til he was halfway down, when it would be too late.

			Pig­let said that this was a very good Trap, but sup­pos­ing it were rain­ing already?

			Pooh rubbed his nose again, and said that he hadn’t thought of that. And then he brightened up, and said that, if it were rain­ing already, the Hef­fa­lump would be look­ing at the sky won­der­ing if it would clear up, and so he wouldn’t see the Very Deep Pit un­til he was halfway down. … When it would be too late.

			Pig­let said that, now that this point had been ex­plained, he thought it was a Cun­ning Trap.

			Pooh was very proud when he heard this, and he felt that the Hef­fa­lump was as good as caught already, but there was just one oth­er thing which had to be thought about, and it was this. Where should they dig the Very Deep Pit?

			Pig­let said that the best place would be some­where where a Hef­fa­lump was, just be­fore he fell in­to it, only about a foot farther on.

			“But then he would see us dig­ging it,” said Pooh.

			“Not if he was look­ing at the sky.”

			“He would Sus­pect,” said Pooh, “if he happened to look down.” He thought for a long time and then ad­ded sadly, “It isn’t as easy as I thought. I sup­pose that’s why Hef­fa­lumps hardly ever get caught.”

			“That must be it,” said Pig­let.

			They sighed and got up; and when they had taken a few gorse prickles out of them­selves they sat down again; and all the time Pooh was say­ing to him­self, “If only I could think of some­thing!” For he felt sure that a Very Clev­er Brain could catch a Hef­fa­lump if only he knew the right way to go about it.

			“Sup­pose,” he said to Pig­let, “you wanted to catch me, how would you do it?”

			“Well,” said Pig­let, “I should do it like this. I should make a Trap, and I should put a Jar of Honey in the Trap, and you would smell it, and you would go in after it, and—”

			“And I would go in after it,” said Pooh ex­citedly, “only very care­fully so as not to hurt my­self, and I would get to the Jar of Honey, and I should lick round the edges first of all, pre­tend­ing that there wasn’t any more, you know, and then I should walk away and think about it a little, and then I should come back and start lick­ing in the middle of the jar, and then—”

			“Yes, well nev­er mind about that. There you would be, and there I should catch you. Now the first thing to think of is, What do Hef­fa­lumps like? I should think acorns, shouldn’t you? We’ll get a lot of—I say, wake up, Pooh!”

			Pooh, who had gone in­to a happy dream, woke up with a start, and said that Honey was a much more trappy thing than Hay­corns. Pig­let didn’t think so; and they were just go­ing to ar­gue about it, when Pig­let re­membered that, if they put acorns in the Trap, he would have to find the acorns, but if they put honey, then Pooh would have to give up some of his own honey, so he said, “All right, honey then,” just as Pooh re­membered it too, and was go­ing to say, “All right, hay­corns.”

			“Honey,” said Pig­let to him­self in a thought­ful way, as if it were now settled. “I’ll dig the pit, while you go and get the honey.”

			“Very well,” said Pooh, and he stumped off.

			As soon as he got home, he went to the lar­der; and he stood on a chair, and took down a very large jar of honey from the top shelf. It had hunny writ­ten on it, but, just to make sure, he took off the pa­per cov­er and looked at it, and it looked just like honey. “But you nev­er can tell,” said Pooh. “I re­mem­ber my uncle say­ing once that he had seen cheese just this col­our.” So he put his tongue in, and took a large lick. “Yes,” he said, “it is. No doubt about that. And honey, I should say, right down to the bot­tom of the jar. Un­less, of course,” he said, “some­body put cheese in at the bot­tom just for a joke. Per­haps I had bet­ter go a little fur­ther … just in case … in case Hef­fa­lumps don’t like cheese … same as me. … Ah!” And he gave a deep sigh. “I was right. It is honey, right the way down.”

			Hav­ing made cer­tain of this, he took the jar back to Pig­let, and Pig­let looked up from the bot­tom of his Very Deep Pit, and said, “Got it?” and Pooh said, “Yes, but it isn’t quite a full jar,” and he threw it down to Pig­let, and Pig­let said, “No, it isn’t! Is that all you’ve got left?” and Pooh said “Yes.” Be­cause it was. So Pig­let put the jar at the bot­tom of the Pit, and climbed out, and they went off home to­geth­er.

			“Well, good night, Pooh,” said Pig­let, when they had got to Pooh’s house. “And we meet at six o’clock to­mor­row morn­ing by the Pine Trees, and see how many Hef­fa­lumps we’ve got in our Trap.”

			“Six o’clock, Pig­let. And have you got any string?”

			“No. Why do you want string?”

			“To lead them home with.”

			“Oh! … I think Hef­fa­lumps come if you whistle.”

			“Some do and some don’t. You nev­er can tell with Hef­fa­lumps. Well, good night!”

			“Good night!”

			And off Pig­let trot­ted to his house Tres­pass­ers W, while Pooh made his pre­par­a­tions for bed.

			Some hours later, just as the night was be­gin­ning to steal away, Pooh woke up sud­denly with a sink­ing feel­ing. He had had that sink­ing feel­ing be­fore, and he knew what it meant. He was hungry. So he went to the lar­der, and he stood on a chair and reached up to the top shelf, and found—noth­ing.

			“That’s funny,” he thought. “I know I had a jar of honey there. A full jar, full of honey right up to the top, and it had hunny writ­ten on it, so that I should know it was honey. That’s very funny.” And then he began to wander up and down, won­der­ing where it was and mur­mur­ing a mur­mur to him­self. Like this:

			
				
					It’s very, very funny,
					

					’Cos I know I had some honey;
					

					’Cos it had a la­bel on,
					

					Say­ing hunny.
				

				
					A go­l­op­tious full-up pot too,
					

					And I don’t know where it’s got to,
					

					No, I don’t know where it’s gone—
					

					Well, it’s funny.
				

			

			He had mur­mured this to him­self three times in a singing sort of way, when sud­denly he re­membered. He had put it in­to the Cun­ning Trap to catch the Hef­fa­lump.

			“Both­er!” said Pooh. “It all comes of try­ing to be kind to Hef­fa­lumps.” And he got back in­to bed.

			But he couldn’t sleep. The more he tried to sleep, the more he couldn’t. He tried Count­ing Sheep, which is some­times a good way of get­ting to sleep, and, as that was no good, he tried count­ing Hef­fa­lumps. And that was worse. Be­cause every Hef­fa­lump that he coun­ted was mak­ing straight for a pot of Pooh’s honey, and eat­ing it all. For some minutes he lay there miser­ably, but when the five hun­dred and eighty-sev­enth Hef­fa­lump was lick­ing its jaws, and say­ing to it­self, “Very good honey this, I don’t know when I’ve tasted bet­ter,” Pooh could bear it no longer. He jumped out of bed, he ran out of the house, and he ran straight to the Six Pine Trees.

			The Sun was still in bed, but there was a light­ness in the sky over the Hun­dred Acre Wood which seemed to show that it was wak­ing up and would soon be kick­ing off the clothes. In the half-light the Pine Trees looked cold and lonely, and the Very Deep Pit seemed deep­er than it was, and Pooh’s jar of honey at the bot­tom was some­thing mys­ter­i­ous, a shape and no more. But as he got near­er to it his nose told him that it was in­deed honey, and his tongue came out and began to pol­ish up his mouth, ready for it.

			“Both­er!” said Pooh, as he got his nose in­side the jar. “A Hef­fa­lump has been eat­ing it!” And then he thought a little and said, “Oh, no, I did. I for­got.”

			In­deed, he had eaten most of it. But there was a little left at the very bot­tom of the jar, and he pushed his head right in, and began to lick. …

			By and by Pig­let woke up. As soon as he woke he said to him­self, “Oh!” Then he said bravely, “Yes,” and then, still more bravely, “Quite so.” But he didn’t feel very brave, for the word which was really jig­get­ing about in his brain was “Hef­fa­lumps.”

			What was a Hef­fa­lump like?

			Was it Fierce?

			Did it come when you whistled? And how did it come?

			Was it Fond of Pigs at all?

			If it was Fond of Pigs, did it make any dif­fer­ence what sort of Pig?

			Sup­pos­ing it was Fierce with Pigs, would it make any dif­fer­ence if the Pig had a grand­fath­er called Tres­pass­ers Wil­li­am?

			He didn’t know the an­swer to any of these ques­tions … and he was go­ing to see his first Hef­fa­lump in about an hour from now!

			Of course Pooh would be with him, and it was much more Friendly with two. But sup­pose Hef­fa­lumps were Very Fierce with Pigs and Bears? Wouldn’t it be bet­ter to pre­tend that he had a head­ache, and couldn’t go up to the Six Pine Trees this morn­ing? But then sup­pose that it was a very fine day, and there was no Hef­fa­lump in the trap, here he would be, in bed all the morn­ing, simply wast­ing his time for noth­ing. What should he do?

			And then he had a Clev­er Idea. He would go up very quietly to the Six Pine Trees now, peep very cau­tiously in­to the Trap, and see if there was a Hef­fa­lump there. And if there was, he would go back to bed, and if there wasn’t, he wouldn’t.

			So off he went. At first he thought that there wouldn’t be a Hef­fa­lump in the Trap, and then he thought that there would, and as he got near­er he was sure that there would, be­cause he could hear it hef­fa­lump­ing about it like any­thing.

			“Oh, dear, oh, dear, oh, dear!” said Pig­let to him­self. And he wanted to run away. But some­how, hav­ing got so near, he felt that he must just see what a Hef­fa­lump was like. So he crept to the side of the Trap and looked in. …

			And all the time Win­nie-the-Pooh had been try­ing to get the honey-jar off his head. The more he shook it, the more tightly it stuck. “Both­er!” he said, in­side the jar, and “Oh, help!” and, mostly, “Ow!” And he tried bump­ing it against things, but as he couldn’t see what he was bump­ing it against, it didn’t help him; and he tried to climb out of the Trap, but as he could see noth­ing but jar, and not much of that, he couldn’t find his way. So at last he lif­ted up his head, jar and all, and made a loud, roar­ing noise of Sad­ness and Des­pair … and it was at that mo­ment that Pig­let looked down.

			“Help, help!” cried Pig­let, “a Hef­fa­lump, a Hor­rible Hef­fa­lump!” and he scampered off as hard as he could, still cry­ing out, “Help, help, a Her­rible Hof­fa­lump! Hoff, Hoff, a Hellible Hor­ra­lump! Holl, Holl, a Hof­fable Heller­ump!” And he didn’t stop cry­ing and scam­per­ing un­til he got to Chris­toph­er Robin’s house.

			“Whatever’s the mat­ter, Pig­let?” said Chris­toph­er Robin, who was just get­ting up.

			“Heff,” said Pig­let, breath­ing so hard that he could hardly speak, “a Heff—a Heff—a Hef­fa­lump.”

			“Where?”

			“Up there,” said Pig­let, wav­ing his paw.

			“What did it look like?”

			“Like—like—It had the biggest head you ever saw, Chris­toph­er Robin. A great enorm­ous thing, like—like noth­ing. A huge big—well, like a—I don’t know—like an enorm­ous big noth­ing. Like a jar.”

			“Well,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, put­ting on his shoes, “I shall go and look at it. Come on.”

			Pig­let wasn’t afraid if he had Chris­toph­er Robin with him, so off they went. …

			“I can hear it, can’t you?” said Pig­let anxiously, as they got near.

			“I can hear some­thing,” said Chris­toph­er Robin.

			It was Pooh bump­ing his head against a tree-root he had found.

			“There!” said Pig­let. “Isn’t it aw­ful?” And he held on tight to Chris­toph­er Robin’s hand.

			Sud­denly Chris­toph­er Robin began to laugh … and he laughed … and he laughed … and he laughed. And while he was still laugh­ing—Crash went the Hef­fa­lump’s head against the tree-root, Smash went the jar, and out came Pooh’s head again. …

			Then Pig­let saw what a Fool­ish Pig­let he had been, and he was so ashamed of him­self that he ran straight off home and went to bed with a head­ache. But Chris­toph­er Robin and Pooh went home to break­fast to­geth­er.

			“Oh, Bear!” said Chris­toph­er Robin. “How I do love you!”

			“So do I,” said Pooh.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				In Which Eeyore Has a Birth­day and Gets Two Presents

			
			Eeyore, the old grey Don­key, stood by the side of the stream, and looked at him­self in the wa­ter.

			“Pathet­ic,” he said. “That’s what it is. Pathet­ic.”

			He turned and walked slowly down the stream for twenty yards, splashed across it, and walked slowly back on the oth­er side. Then he looked at him­self in the wa­ter again.

			“As I thought,” he said. “No bet­ter from this side. But nobody minds. Nobody cares. Pathet­ic, that’s what it is.”

			There was a crack­ling noise in the brack­en be­hind him, and out came Pooh.

			“Good morn­ing, Eeyore,” said Pooh.

			“Good morn­ing, Pooh Bear,” said Eeyore gloomily. “If it is a good morn­ing,” he said. “Which I doubt,” said he.

			“Why, what’s the mat­ter?”

			“Noth­ing, Pooh Bear, noth­ing. We can’t all, and some of us don’t. That’s all there is to it.”

			“Can’t all what?” said Pooh, rub­bing his nose.

			“Gaiety. Song-and-dance. Here we go round the mul­berry bush.”

			“Oh!” said Pooh. He thought for a long time, and then asked, “What mul­berry bush is that?”

			“Bon-hommy,” went on Eeyore gloomily. “French word mean­ing bon­hommy,” he ex­plained. “I’m not com­plain­ing, but There It Is.”

			Pooh sat down on a large stone, and tried to think this out. It soun­ded to him like a riddle, and he was nev­er much good at riddles, be­ing a Bear of Very Little Brain. So he sang “Cottle­ston Pie” in­stead:

			
				
					Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston Pie,
					

					A fly can’t bird, but a bird can fly.
					

					Ask me a riddle and I reply:
					

					“Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston Pie.”
				

			

			That was the first verse. When he had fin­ished it, Eeyore didn’t ac­tu­ally say that he didn’t like it, so Pooh very kindly sang the second verse to him:

			
				
					Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston Pie,
					

					A fish can’t whistle and neither can I.
					

					Ask me a riddle and I reply:
					

					“Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston Pie.”
				

			

			Eeyore still said noth­ing at all, so Pooh hummed the third verse quietly to him­self:

			
				
					Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston Pie,
					

					Why does a chick­en, I don’t know why.
					

					Ask me a riddle and I reply:
					

					“Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston, Cottle­ston Pie.”
				

			

			“That’s right,” said Eeyore. “Sing. Umty-tiddly, umty-too. Here we go gath­er­ing Nuts and May. En­joy your­self.”

			“I am,” said Pooh.

			“Some can,” said Eeyore.

			“Why, what’s the mat­ter?”

			“Is any­thing the mat­ter?”

			“You seem so sad, Eeyore.”

			“Sad? Why should I be sad? It’s my birth­day. The hap­pi­est day of the year.”

			“Your birth­day?” said Pooh in great sur­prise.

			“Of course it is. Can’t you see? Look at all the presents I have had.” He waved a foot from side to side. “Look at the birth­day cake. Candles and pink sug­ar.”

			Pooh looked—first to the right and then to the left.

			“Presents?” said Pooh. “Birth­day cake?” said Pooh. “Where?”

			“Can’t you see them?”

			“No,” said Pooh.

			“Neither can I,” said Eeyore. “Joke,” he ex­plained. “Ha ha!”

			Pooh scratched his head, be­ing a little puzzled by all this.

			“But is it really your birth­day?” he asked.

			“It is.”

			“Oh! Well, Many happy re­turns of the day, Eeyore.”

			“And many happy re­turns to you, Pooh Bear.”

			“But it isn’t my birth­day.”

			“No, it’s mine.”

			“But you said ‘Many happy re­turns’—”

			“Well, why not? You don’t al­ways want to be miser­able on my birth­day, do you?”

			“Oh, I see,” said Pooh.

			“It’s bad enough,” said Eeyore, al­most break­ing down, “be­ing miser­able my­self, what with no presents and no cake and no candles, and no prop­er no­tice taken of me at all, but if every­body else is go­ing to be miser­able too—”

			This was too much for Pooh. “Stay there!” he called to Eeyore, as he turned and hur­ried back home as quick as he could; for he felt that he must get poor Eeyore a present of some sort at once, and he could al­ways think of a prop­er one af­ter­wards.

			Out­side his house he found Pig­let, jump­ing up and down try­ing to reach the knock­er.

			“Hallo, Pig­let,” he said.

			“Hallo, Pooh,” said Pig­let.

			“What are you try­ing to do?”

			“I was try­ing to reach the knock­er,” said Pig­let. “I just came round—”

			“Let me do it for you,” said Pooh kindly. So he reached up and knocked at the door. “I have just seen Eeyore,” he began, “and poor Eeyore is in a Very Sad Con­di­tion, be­cause it’s his birth­day, and nobody has taken any no­tice of it, and he’s very Gloomy—you know what Eeyore is—and there he was, and—What a long time who­ever lives here is an­swer­ing this door.” And he knocked again.

			“But Pooh,” said Pig­let, “it’s your own house!”

			“Oh!” said Pooh. “So it is,” he said. “Well, let’s go in.”

			So in they went. The first thing Pooh did was to go to the cup­board to see if he had quite a small jar of honey left; and he had, so he took it down.

			“I’m giv­ing this to Eeyore,” he ex­plained, “as a present. What are you go­ing to give?”

			“Couldn’t I give it too?” said Pig­let. “From both of us?”

			“No,” said Pooh. “That would not be a good plan.”

			“All right, then, I’ll give him a bal­loon. I’ve got one left from my party. I’ll go and get it now, shall I?”

			“That, Pig­let, is a very good idea. It is just what Eeyore wants to cheer him up. Nobody can be un­cheered with a bal­loon.”

			So off Pig­let trot­ted; and in the oth­er dir­ec­tion went Pooh, with his jar of honey.

			It was a warm day, and he had a long way to go. He hadn’t gone more than halfway when a sort of funny feel­ing began to creep all over him. It began at the tip of his nose and trickled all through him and out at the soles of his feet. It was just as if some­body in­side him were say­ing, “Now then, Pooh, time for a little some­thing.”

			“Dear, dear,” said Pooh, “I didn’t know it was as late as that.” So he sat down and took the top off his jar of honey. “Lucky I brought this with me,” he thought. “Many a bear go­ing out on a warm day like this would nev­er have thought of bring­ing a little some­thing with him.” And he began to eat.

			“Now let me see,” he thought, as he took his last lick of the in­side of the jar, “where was I go­ing? Ah, yes, Eeyore.” He got up slowly.

			And then, sud­denly, he re­membered. He had eaten Eeyore’s birth­day present!

			“Both­er!” said Pooh. “What shall I do? I must give him some­thing.”

			For a little while he couldn’t think of any­thing. Then he thought: “Well, it’s a very nice pot, even if there’s no honey in it, and if I washed it clean, and got some­body to write ‘A Happy Birth­day’ on it, Eeyore could keep things in it, which might be Use­ful.” So, as he was just passing the Hun­dred Acre Wood, he went in­side to call on Owl, who lived there.

			“Good morn­ing, Owl,” he said.

			“Good morn­ing, Pooh,” said Owl.

			“Many happy re­turns of Eeyore’s birth­day,” said Pooh.

			“Oh, is that what it is?”

			“What are you giv­ing him, Owl?”

			“What are you giv­ing him, Pooh?”

			“I’m giv­ing him a Use­ful Pot to Keep Things In, and I wanted to ask you—”

			“Is this it?” said Owl, tak­ing it out of Pooh’s paw.

			“Yes, and I wanted to ask you—”

			“Some­body has been keep­ing honey in it,” said Owl.

			“You can keep any­thing in it,” said Pooh earn­estly. “It’s Very Use­ful like that. And I wanted to ask you—”

			“You ought to write ‘A Happy Birth­day’ on it.”

			“That was what I wanted to ask you,” said Pooh. “Be­cause my spelling is Wobbly. It’s good spelling but it Wobbles, and the let­ters get in the wrong places. Would you write ‘A Happy Birth­day’ on it for me?”

			“It’s a nice pot,” said Owl, look­ing at it all round. “Couldn’t I give it too? From both of us?”

			“No,” said Pooh. “That would not be a good plan. Now I’ll just wash it first, and then you can write on it.”

			Well, he washed the pot out, and dried it, while Owl licked the end of his pen­cil, and wondered how to spell “birth­day.”

			“Can you read, Pooh?” he asked a little anxiously. “There’s a no­tice about knock­ing and ringing out­side my door, which Chris­toph­er Robin wrote. Could you read it?”

			“Chris­toph­er Robin told me what it said, and then I could.”

			“Well, I’ll tell you what this says, and then you’ll be able to.”

			So Owl wrote … and this is what he wrote:

			
				Hipy Pa­py Bthuth­dth Thuthda

				Bthuthdy.

			

			Pooh looked on ad­mir­ingly.

			“I’m just say­ing ‘A Happy Birth­day,’ ” said Owl care­lessly.

			“It’s a nice long one,” said Pooh, very much im­pressed by it.

			“Well, ac­tu­ally, of course, I’m say­ing ‘A Very Happy Birth­day with love from Pooh.’ Nat­ur­ally it takes a good deal of pen­cil to say a long thing like that.”

			“Oh, I see,” said Pooh.

			While all this was hap­pen­ing, Pig­let had gone back to his own house to get Eeyore’s bal­loon. He held it very tightly against him­self, so that it shouldn’t blow away, and he ran as fast as he could so as to get to Eeyore be­fore Pooh did; for he thought that he would like to be the first one to give a present, just as if he had thought of it without be­ing told by any­body. And run­ning along, and think­ing how pleased Eeyore would be, he didn’t look where he was go­ing … and sud­denly he put his foot in a rab­bit hole, and fell down flat on his face.

			Bang!!!???***!!!

			Pig­let lay there, won­der­ing what had happened. At first he thought that the whole world had blown up; and then he thought that per­haps only the Forest part of it had; and then he thought that per­haps only he had, and he was now alone in the moon or some­where, and would nev­er see Chris­toph­er Robin or Pooh or Eeyore again. And then he thought, “Well, even if I’m in the moon, I needn’t be face down­wards all the time,” so he got cau­tiously up and looked about him.

			He was still in the Forest!

			“Well, that’s funny,” he thought. “I won­der what that bang was. I couldn’t have made such a noise just fall­ing down. And where’s my bal­loon? And what’s that small piece of damp rag do­ing?”

			It was the bal­loon!

			“Oh, dear!” said Pig­let. “Oh, dear, oh, dear­ie, dear­ie, dear! Well, it’s too late now. I can’t go back, and I haven’t an­oth­er bal­loon, and per­haps Eeyore doesn’t like bal­loons so very much.”

			So he trot­ted on, rather sadly now, and down he came to the side of the stream where Eeyore was, and called out to him.

			“Good morn­ing, Eeyore,” shouted Pig­let.

			“Good morn­ing, Little Pig­let,” said Eeyore. “If it is a good morn­ing,” he said. “Which I doubt,” said he. “Not that it mat­ters,” he said.

			“Many happy re­turns of the day,” said Pig­let, hav­ing now got closer.

			Eeyore stopped look­ing at him­self in the stream, and turned to stare at Pig­let.

			“Just say that again,” he said.

			“Many hap—”

			“Wait a mo­ment.”

			Bal­an­cing on three legs, he began to bring his fourth leg very cau­tiously up to his ear. “I did this yes­ter­day,” he ex­plained, as he fell down for the third time. “It’s quite easy. It’s so as I can hear bet­ter. … There, that’s done it! Now then, what were you say­ing?” He pushed his ear for­ward with his hoof.

			“Many happy re­turns of the day,” said Pig­let again.

			“Mean­ing me?”

			“Of course, Eeyore.”

			“My birth­day?”

			“Yes.”

			“Me hav­ing a real birth­day?”

			“Yes, Eeyore, and I’ve brought you a present.”

			Eeyore took down his right hoof from his right ear, turned round, and with great dif­fi­culty put up his left hoof.

			“I must have that in the oth­er ear,” he said. “Now then.”

			“A present,” said Pig­let very loudly.

			“Mean­ing me again?”

			“Yes.”

			“My birth­day still?”

			“Of course, Eeyore.”

			“Me go­ing on hav­ing a real birth­day?”

			“Yes, Eeyore, and I brought you a bal­loon.”

			“Bal­loon?” said Eeyore. “You did say bal­loon? One of those big col­oured things you blow up? Gaiety, song-and-dance, here we are and there we are?”

			“Yes, but I’m afraid—I’m very sorry, Eeyore—but when I was run­ning along to bring it you, I fell down.”

			“Dear, dear, how un­lucky! You ran too fast, I ex­pect. You didn’t hurt your­self, Little Pig­let?”

			“No, but I—I—oh, Eeyore, I burst the bal­loon!”

			There was a very long si­lence.

			“My bal­loon?” said Eeyore at last.

			Pig­let nod­ded.

			“My birth­day bal­loon?”

			“Yes, Eeyore,” said Pig­let sniff­ing a little. “Here it is. With—with many happy re­turns of the day.” And he gave Eeyore the small piece of damp rag.

			“Is this it?” said Eeyore, a little sur­prised.

			Pig­let nod­ded.

			“My present?”

			Pig­let nod­ded again.

			“The bal­loon?”

			“Yes.”

			“Thank you, Pig­let,” said Eeyore. “You don’t mind my ask­ing,” he went on, “but what col­our was this bal­loon when it—when it was a bal­loon?”

			“Red.”

			“I just wondered. … Red,” he mur­mured to him­self. “My fa­vour­ite col­our. … How big was it?”

			“About as big as me.”

			“I just wondered. … About as big as Pig­let,” he said to him­self sadly. “My fa­vour­ite size. Well, well.”

			Pig­let felt very miser­able, and didn’t know what to say. He was still open­ing his mouth to be­gin some­thing, and then de­cid­ing that it wasn’t any good say­ing that, when he heard a shout from the oth­er side of the river, and there was Pooh.

			“Many happy re­turns of the day,” called out Pooh, for­get­ting that he had said it already.

			“Thank you, Pooh, I’m hav­ing them,” said Eeyore gloomily.

			“I’ve brought you a little present,” said Pooh ex­citedly.

			“I’ve had it,” said Eeyore.

			Pooh had now splashed across the stream to Eeyore, and Pig­let was sit­ting a little way off, his head in his paws, snuff­ling to him­self.

			“It’s a Use­ful Pot,” said Pooh. “Here it is. And it’s got ‘A Very Happy Birth­day with love from Pooh’ writ­ten on it. That’s what all that writ­ing is. And it’s for put­ting things in. There!”

			When Eeyore saw the pot, he be­came quite ex­cited.

			“Why!” he said. “I be­lieve my Bal­loon will just go in­to that Pot!”

			“Oh, no, Eeyore,” said Pooh. “Bal­loons are much too big to go in­to Pots. What you do with a bal­loon is, you hold the bal­lon—”

			“Not mine,” said Eeyore proudly. “Look, Pig­let!” And as Pig­let looked sor­row­fully round, Eeyore picked the bal­loon up with his teeth, and placed it care­fully in the pot; picked it out and put it on the ground; and then picked it up again and put it care­fully back.

			“So it does!” said Pooh. “It goes in!”

			“So it does!” said Pig­let. “And it comes out!”

			“Doesn’t it?” said Eeyore. “It goes in and out like any­thing.”

			“I’m very glad,” said Pooh hap­pily, “that I thought of giv­ing you a Use­ful Pot to put things in.”

			“I’m very glad,” said Pig­let hap­pily, “that I thought of giv­ing you Some­thing to put in a Use­ful Pot.”

			But Eeyore wasn’t listen­ing. He was tak­ing the bal­loon out, and put­ting it back again, as happy as could be. …

			

			“And didn’t I give him any­thing?” asked Chris­toph­er Robin sadly.

			“Of course you did,” I said. “You gave him—don’t you re­mem­ber—a little—a little—”

			“I gave him a box of paints to paint things with.”

			“That was it.”

			“Why didn’t I give it to him in the morn­ing?”

			“You were so busy get­ting his party ready for him. He had a cake with icing on the top, and three candles, and his name in pink sug­ar, and—”

			“Yes, I re­mem­ber,” said Chris­toph­er Robin.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				In Which Kanga and Baby Roo Come to the Forest, and Pig­let Has a Bath

			
			Nobody seemed to know where they came from, but there they were in the Forest: Kanga and Baby Roo. When Pooh asked Chris­toph­er Robin, “How did they come here?” Chris­toph­er Robin said, “In the Usu­al Way, if you know what I mean, Pooh,” and Pooh, who didn’t, said “Oh!” Then he nod­ded his head twice and said, “In the Usu­al Way. Ah!” Then he went to call upon his friend Pig­let to see what he thought about it. And at Pig­let’s house he found Rab­bit. So they all talked about it to­geth­er.

			“What I don’t like about it is this,” said Rab­bit. “Here are we—you, Pooh, and you, Pig­let, and Me—and sud­denly—”

			“And Eeyore,” said Pooh.

			“And Eeyore—and then sud­denly—”

			“And Owl,” said Pooh.

			“And Owl—and then all of a sud­den—”

			“Oh, and Eeyore,” said Pooh. “I was for­get­ting him.”

			“Here—we—are,” said Rab­bit very slowly and care­fully, “all—of—us, and then, sud­denly, we wake up one morn­ing and, what do we find? We find a Strange An­im­al among us. An an­im­al of whom we have nev­er even heard be­fore! An an­im­al who car­ries her fam­ily about with her in her pock­et! Sup­pose I car­ried my fam­ily about with me in my pock­et, how many pock­ets should I want?”

			“Six­teen,” said Pig­let.

			“Sev­en­teen, isn’t it?” said Rab­bit. “And one more for a handker­chief—that’s eight­een. Eight­een pock­ets in one suit! I haven’t time.”

			There was a long and thought­ful si­lence … and then Pooh, who had been frown­ing very hard for some minutes, said: “I make it fif­teen.”

			“What?” said Rab­bit.

			“Fif­teen.”

			“Fif­teen what?”

			“Your fam­ily.”

			“What about them?”

			Pooh rubbed his nose and said that he thought Rab­bit had been talk­ing about his fam­ily.

			“Did I?” said Rab­bit care­lessly.

			“Yes, you said—”

			“Nev­er mind, Pooh,” said Pig­let im­pa­tiently.

			“The ques­tion is, What are we to do about Kanga?”

			“Oh, I see,” said Pooh.

			“The best way,” said Rab­bit, “would be this. The best way would be to steal Baby Roo and hide him, and then when Kanga says, ‘Where’s Baby Roo?’ we say, ‘Aha!’ ”

			“Aha!” said Pooh, prac­tising. “Aha! Aha! … Of course,” he went on, “we could say ‘Aha!’ even if we hadn’t stolen Baby Roo.”

			“Pooh,” said Rab­bit kindly, “you haven’t any brain.”

			“I know,” said Pooh humbly.

			“We say ‘Aha!’ so that Kanga knows that we know where Baby Roo is. ‘Aha!’ means ‘We’ll tell you where Baby Roo is, if you prom­ise to go away from the Forest and nev­er come back.’ Now don’t talk while I think.”

			Pooh went in­to a corner and tried say­ing “Aha!” in that sort of voice. Some­times it seemed to him that it did mean what Rab­bit said, and some­times it seemed to him that it didn’t. “I sup­pose it’s just prac­tice,” he thought. “I won­der if Kanga will have to prac­tise too so as to un­der­stand it.”

			“There’s just one thing,” said Pig­let, fid­get­ing a bit. “I was talk­ing to Chris­toph­er Robin, and he said that a Kanga was Gen­er­ally Re­garded as One of the Fiercer An­im­als. I am not frightened of Fierce An­im­als in the or­din­ary way, but it is well known that, if One of the Fiercer An­im­als is De­prived of Its Young, it be­comes as fierce as Two of the Fiercer An­im­als. In which case ‘Aha!’ is per­haps a fool­ish thing to say.”

			“Pig­let,” said Rab­bit, tak­ing out a pen­cil, and lick­ing the end of it, “you haven’t any pluck.”

			“It is hard to be brave,” said Pig­let, sniff­ing slightly, “when you’re only a Very Small An­im­al.”

			Rab­bit, who had be­gun to write very busily, looked up and said:

			“It is be­cause you are a very small an­im­al that you will be Use­ful in the ad­ven­ture be­fore us.”

			Pig­let was so ex­cited at the idea of be­ing Use­ful that he for­got to be frightened any more, and when Rab­bit went on to say that Kan­gas were only Fierce dur­ing the winter months, be­ing at oth­er times of an Af­fec­tion­ate Dis­pos­i­tion, he could hardly sit still, he was so eager to be­gin be­ing use­ful at once.

			“What about me?” said Pooh sadly. “I sup­pose I shan’t be use­ful?”

			“Nev­er mind, Pooh,” said Pig­let com­fort­ingly. “An­oth­er time per­haps.”

			“Without Pooh,” said Rab­bit sol­emnly as he sharpened his pen­cil, “the ad­ven­ture would be im­possible.”

			“Oh!” said Pig­let, and tried not to look dis­ap­poin­ted. But Pooh went in­to a corner of the room and said proudly to him­self, “Im­possible without Me! That sort of Bear.”

			“Now listen all of you,” said Rab­bit when he had fin­ished writ­ing, and Pooh and Pig­let sat listen­ing very eagerly with their mouths open. This was what Rab­bit read out:

			
				
					Plan to Cap­ture Baby Roo

				
				
						
						Gen­er­al Re­marks. Kanga runs faster than any of Us, even Me.

					

						
						More Gen­er­al Re­marks. Kanga nev­er takes her eye off Baby Roo, ex­cept when he’s safely buttoned up in her pock­et.

					

						
						There­fore. If we are to cap­ture Baby Roo, we must get a Long Start, be­cause Kanga runs faster than any of Us, even Me. (See 1.)

					

						
						A Thought. If Roo had jumped out of Kanga’s pock­et and Pig­let had jumped in, Kanga wouldn’t know the dif­fer­ence, be­cause Pig­let is a Very Small An­im­al.

					

						
						Like Roo.

					

						
						But Kanga would have to be look­ing the oth­er way first, so as not to see Pig­let jump­ing in.

					

						
						See 2.

					

						
						An­oth­er Thought. But if Pooh was talk­ing to her very ex­citedly, she might look the oth­er way for a mo­ment.

					

						
						And then I could run away with Roo.

					

						
						Quickly.

					

						
						
							And Kanga wouldn’t dis­cov­er the dif­fer­ence un­til Af­ter­wards.
						

					

				

			

			Well, Rab­bit read this out proudly, and for a little while after he had read it nobody said any­thing. And then Pig­let, who had been open­ing and shut­ting his mouth without mak­ing any noise, man­aged to say very husk­ily:

			“And—Af­ter­wards?”

			“How do you mean?”

			“When Kanga does Dis­cov­er the Dif­fer­ence?”

			“Then we all say ‘Aha!’ ”

			“All three of us?”

			“Yes.”

			“Oh!”

			“Why, what’s the trouble, Pig­let?”

			“Noth­ing,” said Pig­let, “as long as we all three say it. As long as we all three say it,” said Pig­let, “I don’t mind,” he said, “but I shouldn’t care to say ‘Aha!’ by my­self. It wouldn’t sound nearly so well. By the way,” he said, “you are quite sure about what you said about the winter months?”

			“The winter months?”

			“Yes, only be­ing Fierce in the Winter Months.”

			“Oh, yes, yes, that’s all right. Well, Pooh? You see what you have to do?”

			“No,” said Pooh Bear. “Not yet,” he said. “What do I do?”

			“Well, you just have to talk very hard to Kanga so as she doesn’t no­tice any­thing.”

			“Oh! What about?”

			“Any­thing you like.”

			“You mean like telling her a little bit of po­etry or some­thing?”

			“That’s it,” said Rab­bit. “Splen­did. Now come along.”

			So they all went out to look for Kanga.

			Kanga and Roo were spend­ing a quiet af­ter­noon in a sandy part of the Forest. Baby Roo was prac­tising very small jumps in the sand, and fall­ing down mouse-holes and climb­ing out of them, and Kanga was fid­get­ing about and say­ing “Just one more jump, dear, and then we must go home.” And at that mo­ment who should come stump­ing up the hill but Pooh.

			“Good af­ter­noon, Kanga.”

			“Good af­ter­noon, Pooh.”

			“Look at me jump­ing,” squeaked Roo, and fell in­to an­oth­er mouse-hole.

			“Hallo, Roo, my little fel­low!”

			“We were just go­ing home,” said Kanga. “Good af­ter­noon, Rab­bit. Good af­ter­noon, Pig­let.”

			Rab­bit and Pig­let, who had now come up from the oth­er side of the hill, said “Good af­ter­noon,” and “Hallo, Roo,” and Roo asked them to look at him jump­ing, so they stayed and looked.

			And Kanga looked too. …

			“Oh, Kanga,” said Pooh, after Rab­bit had winked at him twice, “I don’t know if you are in­ter­ested in Po­etry at all?”

			“Hardly at all,” said Kanga.

			“Oh!” said Pooh.

			“Roo, dear, just one more jump and then we must go home.”

			There was a short si­lence while Roo fell down an­oth­er mouse-hole.

			“Go on,” said Rab­bit in a loud whis­per be­hind his paw.

			“Talk­ing of Po­etry,” said Pooh, “I made up a little piece as I was com­ing along. It went like this. Er—now let me see—”

			“Fancy!” said Kanga. “Now Roo, dear—”

			“You’ll like this piece of po­etry,” said Rab­bit.

			“You’ll love it,” said Pig­let.

			“You must listen very care­fully,” said Rab­bit.

			“So as not to miss any of it,” said Pig­let.

			“Oh, yes,” said Kanga, but she still looked at Baby Roo.

			“How did it go, Pooh?” said Rab­bit.

			Pooh gave a little cough and began.

			
				
					Lines Writ­ten by a Bear of Very Little Brain

				
				
					On Monday, when the sun is hot
					

					I won­der to my­self a lot:
					

					“Now is it true, or is it not,
					

					“That what is which and which is what?”
				

				
					On Tues­day, when it hails and snows,
					

					The feel­ing on me grows and grows
					

					That hardly any­body knows
					

					If those are these or these are those.
				

				
					On Wed­nes­day, when the sky is blue,
					

					And I have noth­ing else to do,
					

					I some­times won­der if it’s true
					

					That who is what and what is who.
				

				
					On Thursday, when it starts to freeze
					

					And hoar­frost twinkles on the trees,
					

					How very read­ily one sees
					

					That these are whose—but whose are these?
				

				
					On Fri­day—
				

			

			“Yes, it is, isn’t it?” said Kanga, not wait­ing to hear what happened on Fri­day. “Just one more jump, Roo, dear, and then we really must be go­ing.”

			Rab­bit gave Pooh a hur­ry­ing-up sort of nudge.

			“Talk­ing of Po­etry,” said Pooh quickly, “have you ever no­ticed that tree right over there?”

			“Where?” said Kanga. “Now, Roo—”

			“Right over there,” said Pooh, point­ing be­hind Kanga’s back.

			“No,” said Kanga. “Now jump in, Roo, dear, and we’ll go home.”

			“You ought to look at that tree right over there,” said Rab­bit. “Shall I lift you in, Roo?” And he picked up Roo in his paws.

			“I can see a bird in it from here,” said Pooh. “Or is it a fish?”

			“You ought to see that bird from here,” said Rab­bit. “Un­less it’s a fish.”

			“It isn’t a fish, it’s a bird,” said Pig­let.

			“So it is,” said Rab­bit.

			“Is it a starling or a black­bird?” said Pooh.

			“That’s the whole ques­tion,” said Rab­bit. “Is it a black­bird or a starling?”

			And then at last Kanga did turn her head to look. And the mo­ment that her head was turned, Rab­bit said in a loud voice “In you go, Roo!” and in jumped Pig­let in­to Kanga’s pock­et, and off scampered Rab­bit, with Roo in his paws, as fast as he could.

			“Why, where’s Rab­bit?” said Kanga, turn­ing round again. “Are you all right, Roo, dear?”

			Pig­let made a squeaky Roo-noise from the bot­tom of Kanga’s pock­et.

			“Rab­bit had to go away,” said Pooh. “I think he thought of some­thing he had to go and see about sud­denly.”

			“And Pig­let?”

			“I think Pig­let thought of some­thing at the same time. Sud­denly.”

			“Well, we must be get­ting home,” said Kanga. “Good­bye, Pooh.” And in three large jumps she was gone.

			Pooh looked after her as she went.

			“I wish I could jump like that,” he thought. “Some can and some can’t. That’s how it is.”

			But there were mo­ments when Pig­let wished that Kanga couldn’t. Of­ten, when he had had a long walk home through the Forest, he had wished that he were a bird; but now he thought jerkily to him­self at the bot­tom of Kanga’s pock­et,

			
				“If this is fly­ing I shall nev­er really take

				“If this is fly­ing I shall nev­er really take to

				“If this is fly­ing I shall nev­er really take to it.”

			

			And as he went up in the air he said, “Ooooooo!” and as he came down he said, “Ow!” And he was say­ing, “Ooooooo-ow, Ooooooo-ow, Ooooooo-ow” all the way to Kanga’s house.

			Of course as soon as Kanga un­buttoned her pock­et, she saw what had happened. Just for a mo­ment, she thought she was frightened, and then she knew she wasn’t; for she felt quite sure that Chris­toph­er Robin would nev­er let any harm hap­pen to Roo. So she said to her­self, “If they are hav­ing a joke with me, I will have a joke with them.”

			“Now then, Roo, dear,” she said, as she took Pig­let out of her pock­et. “Bed­time.”

			“Aha!” said Pig­let, as well as he could after his Ter­ri­fy­ing Jour­ney. But it wasn’t a very good “Aha!” and Kanga didn’t seem to un­der­stand what it meant.

			“Bath first,” said Kanga in a cheer­ful voice.

			“Aha!” said Pig­let again, look­ing round anxiously for the oth­ers. But the oth­ers wer­en’t there. Rab­bit was play­ing with Baby Roo in his own house, and feel­ing more fond of him every minute, and Pooh, who had de­cided to be a Kanga, was still at the sandy place on the top of the Forest, prac­tising jumps.

			“I am not at all sure,” said Kanga in a thought­ful voice, “that it wouldn’t be a good idea to have a cold bath this even­ing. Would you like that, Roo, dear?”

			Pig­let, who had nev­er been really fond of baths, shuddered a long in­dig­nant shud­der, and said in as brave a voice as he could:

			“Kanga, I see that the time has come to spleak painly.”

			“Funny little Roo,” said Kanga, as she got the bath-wa­ter ready.

			“I am not Roo,” said Pig­let loudly. “I am Pig­let!”

			“Yes, dear, yes,” said Kanga sooth­ingly. “And im­it­at­ing Pig­let’s voice too! So clev­er of him,” she went on, as she took a large bar of yel­low soap out of the cup­board. “What will he be do­ing next?”

			“Can’t you see?” shouted Pig­let. “Haven’t you got eyes? Look at me!”

			“I am look­ing, Roo, dear,” said Kanga rather severely. “And you know what I told you yes­ter­day about mak­ing faces. If you go on mak­ing faces like Pig­let’s, you will grow up to look like Pig­let—and then think how sorry you will be. Now then, in­to the bath, and don’t let me have to speak to you about it again.”

			Be­fore he knew where he was, Pig­let was in the bath, and Kanga was scrub­bing him firmly with a large lath­ery flan­nel.

			“Ow!” cried Pig­let. “Let me out! I’m Pig­let!”

			“Don’t open the mouth, dear, or the soap goes in,” said Kanga. “There! What did I tell you?”

			“You—you—you did it on pur­pose,” spluttered Pig­let, as soon as he could speak again … and then ac­ci­dent­ally had an­oth­er mouth­ful of lath­ery flan­nel.

			“That’s right, dear, don’t say any­thing,” said Kanga, and in an­oth­er minute Pig­let was out of the bath, and be­ing rubbed dry with a tow­el.

			“Now,” said Kanga, “there’s your medi­cine, and then bed.”

			“W-w-what medi­cine?” said Pig­let.

			“To make you grow big and strong, dear, You don’t want to grow up small and weak like Pig­let, do you? Well, then!”

			At that mo­ment there was a knock at the door.

			“Come in,” said Kanga, and in came Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“Chris­toph­er Robin, Chris­toph­er Robin!” cried Pig­let. “Tell Kanga who I am! She keeps say­ing I’m Roo. I’m not Roo, am I?”

			Chris­toph­er Robin looked at him very care­fully, and shook his head.

			“You can’t be Roo,” he said, “be­cause I’ve just seen Roo play­ing in Rab­bit’s house.”

			“Well!” said Kanga. “Fancy that! Fancy my mak­ing a mis­take like that.”

			“There you are!” said Pig­let. “I told you so. I’m Pig­let.”

			Chris­toph­er Robin shook his head again.

			“Oh, you’re not Pig­let,” he said. “I know Pig­let well, and he’s quite a dif­fer­ent col­our.”

			Pig­let began to say that this was be­cause he had just had a bath, and then he thought that per­haps he wouldn’t say that, and as he opened his mouth to say some­thing else, Kanga slipped the medi­cine spoon in, and then pat­ted him on the back and told him that it was really quite a nice taste when you got used to it.

			“I knew it wasn’t Pig­let,” said Kanga. “I won­der who it can be.”

			“Per­haps it’s some re­la­tion of Pooh’s,” said Chris­toph­er Robin. “What about a neph­ew or an uncle or some­thing?”

			Kanga agreed that this was prob­ably what it was, and said that they would have to call it by some name.

			“I shall call it Pootel,” said Chris­toph­er Robin. “Henry Pootel for short.”

			And just when it was de­cided, Henry Pootel wriggled out of Kanga’s arms and jumped to the ground. To his great joy Chris­toph­er Robin had left the door open. Nev­er had Henry Pootel Pig­let run so fast as he ran then, and he didn’t stop run­ning un­til he had got quite close to his house. But when he was a hun­dred yards away he stopped run­ning, and rolled the rest of the way home, so as to get his own nice com­fort­able col­our again. …

			So Kanga and Roo stayed in the Forest. And every Tues­day Roo spent the day with his great friend Rab­bit, and every Tues­day Kanga spent the day with her great friend Pooh, teach­ing him to jump, and every Tues­day Pig­let spent the day with his great friend Chris­toph­er Robin. So they were all happy again.

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				In Which Chris­toph­er Robin Leads an Ex­poti­tion to the North Pole

			
			One fine day Pooh had stumped up to the top of the Forest to see if his friend Chris­toph­er Robin was in­ter­ested in Bears at all. At break­fast that morn­ing (a simple meal of marmalade spread lightly over a hon­ey­comb or two) he had sud­denly thought of a new song. It began like this:

			
				
					“Sing Ho! for the life of a Bear!”
				

			

			When he had got as far as this, he scratched his head, and thought to him­self “That’s a very good start for a song, but what about the second line?” He tried singing “Ho,” two or three times, but it didn’t seem to help. “Per­haps it would be bet­ter,” he thought, “if I sang Hi for the life of a Bear.” So he sang it … but it wasn’t. “Very well, then,” he said, “I shall sing that first line twice, and per­haps if I sing it very quickly, I shall find my­self singing the third and fourth lines be­fore I have time to think of them, and that will be a Good Song. Now then:”

			
				
					Sing Ho! for the life of a Bear!
					

					Sing Ho! for the life of a Bear!
					

					I don’t much mind if it rains or snows,
					

					’Cos I’ve got a lot of honey on my nice new nose,
					

					I don’t much care if it snows or thaws,
					

					’Cos I’ve got a lot of honey on my nice clean paws!
					

					Sing Ho! for a Bear!
					

					Sing Ho! for a Pooh!
					

					And I’ll have a little some­thing in an hour or two!
				

			

			He was so pleased with this song that he sang it all the way to the top of the Forest, “and if I go on singing it much longer,” he thought, “it will be time for the little some­thing, and then the last line won’t be true.” So he turned it in­to a hum in­stead.

			Chris­toph­er Robin was sit­ting out­side his door, put­ting on his Big Boots. As soon as he saw the Big Boots, Pooh knew that an Ad­ven­ture was go­ing to hap­pen, and he brushed the honey off his nose with the back of his paw, and spruced him­self up as well as he could, so as to look Ready for Any­thing.

			“Good morn­ing, Chris­toph­er Robin,” he called out.

			“Hallo, Pooh Bear. I can’t get this boot on.”

			“That’s bad,” said Pooh.

			“Do you think you could very kindly lean against me, ’cos I keep pulling so hard that I fall over back­wards.”

			Pooh sat down, dug his feet in­to the ground, and pushed hard against Chris­toph­er Robin’s back, and Chris­toph­er Robin pushed hard against his, and pulled and pulled at his boot un­til he had got it on.

			“And that’s that,” said Pooh. “What do we do next?”

			“We are all go­ing on an Ex­ped­i­tion,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, as he got up and brushed him­self. “Thank you, Pooh.”

			“Go­ing on an Ex­poti­tion?” said Pooh eagerly. “I don’t think I’ve ever been on one of those. Where are we go­ing to on this Ex­poti­tion?”

			“Ex­ped­i­tion, silly old Bear. It’s got an x in it.”

			“Oh!” said Pooh. “I know.” But he didn’t really.

			“We’re go­ing to dis­cov­er the North Pole.”

			“Oh!” said Pooh again. “What is the North Pole?” he asked.

			“It’s just a thing you dis­cov­er,” said Chris­toph­er Robin care­lessly, not be­ing quite sure him­self.

			“Oh! I see,” said Pooh. “Are bears any good at dis­cov­er­ing it?”

			“Of course they are. And Rab­bit and Kanga and all of you. It’s an Ex­ped­i­tion. That’s what an Ex­ped­i­tion means. A long line of every­body. You’d bet­ter tell the oth­ers to get ready, while I see if my gun’s all right. And we must all bring Pro­vi­sions.”

			“Bring what?”

			“Things to eat.”

			“Oh!” said Pooh hap­pily. “I thought you said Pro­vi­sions. I’ll go and tell them.” And he stumped off.

			The first per­son he met was Rab­bit.

			“Hallo, Rab­bit,” he said, “is that you?”

			“Let’s pre­tend it isn’t,” said Rab­bit, “and see what hap­pens.”

			“I’ve got a mes­sage for you.”

			“I’ll give it to him.”

			“We’re all go­ing on an Ex­poti­tion with Chris­toph­er Robin!”

			“What is it when we’re on it?”

			“A sort of boat, I think,” said Pooh.

			“Oh! that sort.”

			“Yes. And we’re go­ing to dis­cov­er a Pole or some­thing. Or was it a Mole? Any­how we’re go­ing to dis­cov­er it.”

			“We are, are we?” said Rab­bit.

			“Yes. And we’ve got to bring Pro—things to eat with us. In case we want to eat them. Now I’m go­ing down to Pig­let’s. Tell Kanga, will you?”

			He left Rab­bit and hur­ried down to Pig­let’s house. The Pig­let was sit­ting on the ground at the door of his house blow­ing hap­pily at a dan­deli­on, and won­der­ing wheth­er it would be this year, next year, some­time or nev­er. He had just dis­covered that it would be nev­er, and was try­ing to re­mem­ber what “it” was, and hop­ing it wasn’t any­thing nice, when Pooh came up.

			“Oh! Pig­let,” said Pooh ex­citedly, “we’re go­ing on an Ex­poti­tion, all of us, with things to eat. To dis­cov­er some­thing.”

			“To dis­cov­er what?” said Pig­let anxiously.

			“Oh! just some­thing.”

			“Noth­ing fierce?”

			“Chris­toph­er Robin didn’t say any­thing about fierce. He just said it had an x.”

			“It isn’t their necks I mind,” said Pig­let earn­estly. “It’s their teeth. But if Chris­toph­er Robin is com­ing I don’t mind any­thing.”

			In a little while they were all ready at the top of the Forest, and the Ex­poti­tion star­ted. First came Chris­toph­er Robin and Rab­bit, then Pig­let and Pooh; then Kanga, with Roo in her pock­et, and Owl; then Eeyore; and, at the end, in a long line, all Rab­bit’s friends-and-re­la­tions.

			“I didn’t ask them,” ex­plained Rab­bit care­lessly. “They just came. They al­ways do. They can march at the end, after Eeyore.”

			“What I say,” said Eeyore, “is that it’s un­set­tling. I didn’t want to come on this Expo—what Pooh said. I only came to ob­lige. But here I am; and if I am the end of the Expo—what we’re talk­ing about—then let me be the end. But if, every time I want to sit down for a little rest, I have to brush away half a dozen of Rab­bit’s smal­ler friends-and-re­la­tions first, then this isn’t an Expo—whatever it is—at all, it’s simply a Con­fused Noise. That’s what I say.”

			“I see what Eeyore means,” said Owl. “If you ask me—”

			“I’m not ask­ing any­body,” said Eeyore. “I’m just telling every­body. We can look for the North Pole, or we can play ‘Here we go gath­er­ing Nuts and May’ with the end part of an ant’s nest. It’s all the same to me.”

			There was a shout from the top of the line.

			“Come on!” called Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“Come on!” called Pooh and Pig­let.

			“Come on!” called Owl.

			“We’re start­ing,” said Rab­bit. “I must go.” And he hur­ried off to the front of the Ex­poti­tion with Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“All right,” said Eeyore. “We’re go­ing. Only Don’t Blame Me.”

			So off they all went to dis­cov­er the Pole. And as they walked, they chattered to each oth­er of this and that, all ex­cept Pooh, who was mak­ing up a song.

			“This is the first verse,” he said to Pig­let, when he was ready with it.

			“First verse of what?”

			“My song.”

			“What song?”

			“This one.”

			“Which one?”

			“Well, if you listen, Pig­let, you’ll hear it.”

			“How do you know I’m not listen­ing?”

			Pooh couldn’t an­swer that one, so he began to sing.

			
				
					They all went off to dis­cov­er the Pole,
					

					Owl and Pig­let and Rab­bit and all;
					

					It’s a Thing you Dis­cov­er, as I’ve been tole
					

					By Owl and Pig­let and Rab­bit and all.
					

					Eeyore, Chris­toph­er Robin and Pooh
					

					And Rab­bit’s re­la­tions all went too—
					

					And where the Pole was none of them knew. …
					

					Sing Hey! for Owl and Rab­bit and all!
				

			

			“Hush!” said Chris­toph­er Robin turn­ing round to Pooh, “we’re just com­ing to a Dan­ger­ous Place.”

			“Hush!” said Pooh turn­ing round quickly to Pig­let.

			“Hush!” said Pig­let to Kanga.

			“Hush!” said Kanga to Owl, while Roo said “Hush!” sev­er­al times to him­self very quietly.

			“Hush!” said Owl to Eeyore.

			“Hush!” said Eeyore in a ter­rible voice to all Rab­bit’s friends-and-re­la­tions, and “Hush!” they said hast­ily to each oth­er all down the line, un­til it got to the last one of all. And the last and smal­lest friend-and-re­la­tion was so up­set to find that the whole Ex­poti­tion was say­ing “Hush!” to him, that he bur­ied him­self head down­wards in a crack in the ground, and stayed there for two days un­til the danger was over, and then went home in a great hurry, and lived quietly with his Aunt ever-af­ter­wards. His name was Al­ex­an­der Beetle.

			They had come to a stream which twis­ted and tumbled between high rocky banks, and Chris­toph­er Robin saw at once how dan­ger­ous it was.

			“It’s just the place,” he ex­plained, “for an Am­bush.”

			“What sort of bush?” whispered Pooh to Pig­let. “A gorse-bush?”

			“My dear Pooh,” said Owl in his su­per­i­or way, “don’t you know what an Am­bush is?”

			“Owl,” said Pig­let, look­ing round at him severely, “Pooh’s whis­per was a per­fectly private whis­per, and there was no need—”

			“An Am­bush,” said Owl, “is a sort of Sur­prise.”

			“So is a gorse-bush some­times,” said Pooh.

			“An Am­bush, as I was about to ex­plain to Pooh,” said Pig­let, “is a sort of Sur­prise.”

			“If people jump out at you sud­denly, that’s an Am­bush,” said Owl.

			“It’s an Am­bush, Pooh, when people jump at you sud­denly,” ex­plained Pig­let.

			Pooh, who now knew what an Am­bush was, said that a gorse-bush had sprung at him sud­denly one day when he fell off a tree, and he had taken six days to get all the prickles out of him­self.

			“We are not talk­ing about gorse-bushes,” said Owl a little crossly.

			“I am,” said Pooh.

			They were climb­ing very cau­tiously up the stream now, go­ing from rock to rock, and after they had gone a little way they came to a place where the banks widened out at each side, so that on each side of the wa­ter there was a level strip of grass on which they could sit down and rest. As soon as he saw this, Chris­toph­er Robin called “Halt!” and they all sat down and res­ted.

			“I think,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, “that we ought to eat all our Pro­vi­sions now, so that we shan’t have so much to carry.”

			“Eat all our what?” said Pooh.

			“All that we’ve brought,” said Pig­let, get­ting to work.

			“That’s a good idea,” said Pooh, and he got to work too.

			“Have you all got some­thing?” asked Chris­toph­er Robin with his mouth full.

			“All ex­cept me,” said Eeyore. “As Usu­al.” He looked round at them in his mel­an­choly way. “I sup­pose none of you are sit­ting on a thistle by any chance?”

			“I be­lieve I am,” said Pooh. “Ow!” He got up, and looked be­hind him. “Yes, I was. I thought so.”

			“Thank you, Pooh. If you’ve quite fin­ished with it.” He moved across to Pooh’s place, and began to eat.

			“It don’t do them any Good, you know, sit­ting on them,” he went on, as he looked up munch­ing. “Takes all the Life out of them. Re­mem­ber that an­oth­er time, all of you. A little Con­sid­er­a­tion, a little Thought for Oth­ers, makes all the dif­fer­ence.”

			As soon as he had fin­ished his lunch Chris­toph­er Robin whispered to Rab­bit, and Rab­bit said “Yes, yes, of course,” and they walked a little way up the stream to­geth­er.

			“I didn’t want the oth­ers to hear,” said Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“Quite so,” said Rab­bit, look­ing im­port­ant.

			“It’s—I wondered—It’s only—Rab­bit, I sup­pose you don’t know, What does the North Pole look like?”

			“Well,” said Rab­bit, strok­ing his whiskers. “Now you’re ask­ing me.”

			“I did know once, only I’ve sort of for­got­ten,” said Chris­toph­er Robin care­lessly.

			“It’s a funny thing,” said Rab­bit, “but I’ve sort of for­got­ten too, al­though I did know once.”

			“I sup­pose it’s just a pole stuck in the ground?”

			“Sure to be a pole,” said Rab­bit, “be­cause of call­ing it a pole, and if it’s a pole, well, I should think it would be stick­ing in the ground, shouldn’t you, be­cause there’d be nowhere else to stick it.”

			“Yes, that’s what I thought.”

			“The only thing,” said Rab­bit, “is, where is it stick­ing?”

			“That’s what we’re look­ing for,” said Chris­toph­er Robin.

			They went back to the oth­ers. Pig­let was ly­ing on his back, sleep­ing peace­fully. Roo was wash­ing his face and paws in the stream, while Kanga ex­plained to every­body proudly that this was the first time he had ever washed his face him­self, and Owl was telling Kanga an In­ter­est­ing An­ec­dote full of long words like En­cyc­lo­pae­dia and Rhodo­den­dron to which Kanga wasn’t listen­ing.

			“I don’t hold with all this wash­ing,” grumbled Eeyore. “This mod­ern Be­hind-the-ears non­sense. What do you think, Pooh?”

			“Well,” said Pooh, “I think—”

			But we shall nev­er know what Pooh thought, for there came a sud­den squeak from Roo, a splash, and a loud cry of alarm from Kanga.

			“So much for wash­ing,” said Eeyore.

			“Roo’s fallen in!” cried Rab­bit, and he and Chris­toph­er Robin came rush­ing down to the res­cue.

			“Look at me swim­ming!” squeaked Roo from the middle of his pool, and was hur­ried down a wa­ter­fall in­to the next pool.

			“Are you all right, Roo dear?” called Kanga anxiously.

			“Yes!” said Roo. “Look at me sw—” and down he went over the next wa­ter­fall in­to an­oth­er pool.

			Every­body was do­ing some­thing to help. Pig­let, wide awake sud­denly, was jump­ing up and down and mak­ing “Oo, I say” noises; Owl was ex­plain­ing that in a case of Sud­den and Tem­por­ary Im­mer­sion the Im­port­ant Thing was to keep the Head Above Wa­ter; Kanga was jump­ing along the bank, say­ing “Are you sure you’re all right, Roo dear?” to which Roo, from whatever pool he was in at the mo­ment, was an­swer­ing “Look at me swim­ming!” Eeyore had turned round and hung his tail over the first pool in­to which Roo fell, and with his back to the ac­ci­dent was grumbling quietly to him­self, and say­ing, “All this wash­ing; but catch on to my tail, little Roo, and you’ll be all right”; and, Chris­toph­er Robin and Rab­bit came hur­ry­ing past Eeyore, and were call­ing out to the oth­ers in front of them.

			“All right, Roo, I’m com­ing,” called Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“Get some­thing across the stream lower down, some of you fel­lows,” called Rab­bit.

			But Pooh was get­ting some­thing. Two pools be­low Roo he was stand­ing with a long pole in his paws, and Kanga came up and took one end of it, and between them they held it across the lower part of the pool; and Roo, still bub­bling proudly, “Look at me swim­ming,” drif­ted up against it, and climbed out.

			“Did you see me swim­ming?” squeaked Roo ex­citedly, while Kanga scol­ded him and rubbed him down. “Pooh, did you see me swim­ming? That’s called swim­ming, what I was do­ing. Rab­bit, did you see what I was do­ing? Swim­ming. Hallo, Pig­let! I say, Pig­let! What do you think I was do­ing! Swim­ming! Chris­toph­er Robin, did you see me—”

			But Chris­toph­er Robin wasn’t listen­ing. He was look­ing at Pooh.

			“Pooh,” he said, “where did you find that pole?”

			Pooh looked at the pole in his hands.

			“I just found it,” he said. “I thought it ought to be use­ful. I just picked it up.”

			“Pooh,” said Chris­toph­er Robin sol­emnly, “the Ex­ped­i­tion is over. You have found the North Pole!”

			“Oh!” said Pooh.

			Eeyore was sit­ting with his tail in the wa­ter when they all got back to him.

			“Tell Roo to be quick, some­body,” he said. “My tail’s get­ting cold. I don’t want to men­tion it, but I just men­tion it. I don’t want to com­plain but there it is. My tail’s cold.”

			“Here I am!” squeaked Roo.

			“Oh, there you are.”

			“Did you see me swim­ming?”

			Eeyore took his tail out of the wa­ter, and swished it from side to side.

			“As I ex­pec­ted,” he said. “Lost all feel­ing. Numbed it. That’s what it’s done. Numbed it. Well, as long as nobody minds, I sup­pose it’s all right.”

			“Poor old Eeyore. I’ll dry it for you,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, and he took out his handker­chief and rubbed it up.

			“Thank you, Chris­toph­er Robin. You’re the only one who seems to un­der­stand about tails. They don’t think—that’s what the mat­ter with some of these oth­ers. They’ve no ima­gin­a­tion. A tail isn’t a tail to them, it’s just a Little Bit Ex­tra at the back.”

			“Nev­er mind, Eeyore,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, rub­bing his hard­est. “Is that bet­ter?”

			“It’s feel­ing more like a tail per­haps. It Be­longs again, if you know what I mean.”

			“Hullo, Eeyore,” said Pooh, com­ing up to them with his pole.

			“Hullo, Pooh. Thank you for ask­ing, but I shall be able to use it again in a day or two.”

			“Use what?” said Pooh.

			“What we are talk­ing about.”

			“I wasn’t talk­ing about any­thing,” said Pooh, look­ing puzzled.

			“My mis­take again. I thought you were say­ing how sorry you were about my tail, be­ing all numb, and could you do any­thing to help?”

			“No,” said Pooh. “That wasn’t me,” he said. He thought for a little and then sug­ges­ted help­fully, “Per­haps it was some­body else.”

			“Well, thank him for me when you see him.”

			Pooh looked anxiously at Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“Pooh’s found the North Pole,” said Chris­toph­er Robin. “Isn’t that lovely?”

			Pooh looked mod­estly down.

			“Is that it?” said Eeyore.

			“Yes,” said Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“Is that what we were look­ing for?”

			“Yes,” said Pooh.

			“Oh!” said Eeyore. “Well, any­how—it didn’t rain,” he said.

			They stuck the pole in the ground, and Chris­toph­er Robin tied a mes­sage on to it.

			
				North Pole

				Dis­covered by Pooh

				Pooh Found It.

			

			Then they all went home again. And I think, but I am not quite sure, that Roo had a hot bath and went straight to bed. But Pooh went back to his own house, and feel­ing very proud of what he had done, had a little some­thing to re­vive him­self.

		
	
		
			
				IX

				In Which Pig­let Is En­tirely Sur­roun­ded by Wa­ter

			
			It rained and it rained and it rained. Pig­let told him­self that nev­er in all his life, and he was good­ness knows how old—three, was it, or four?—nev­er had he seen so much rain. Days and days and days.

			“If only,” he thought, as he looked out of the win­dow, “I had been in Pooh’s house, or Chris­toph­er Robin’s house, or Rab­bit’s house when it began to rain, then I should have had Com­pany all this time, in­stead of be­ing here all alone, with noth­ing to do ex­cept won­der when it will stop.” And he ima­gined him­self with Pooh, say­ing, “Did you ever see such rain, Pooh?” and Pooh say­ing, “Isn’t it aw­ful, Pig­let?” and Pig­let say­ing, “I won­der how it is over Chris­toph­er Robin’s way” and Pooh say­ing, “I should think poor old Rab­bit is about flooded out by this time.” It would have been jolly to talk like this, and really, it wasn’t much good hav­ing any­thing ex­cit­ing like floods, if you couldn’t share them with some­body.

			For it was rather ex­cit­ing. The little dry ditches in which Pig­let had nosed about so of­ten had be­come streams, the little streams across which he had splashed were rivers, and the river, between whose steep banks they had played so hap­pily, had sprawled out of its own bed and was tak­ing up so much room every­where, that Pig­let was be­gin­ning to won­der wheth­er it would be com­ing in­to his bed soon.

			“It’s a little Anxious,” he said to him­self, “to be a Very Small An­im­al En­tirely Sur­roun­ded by Wa­ter. Chris­toph­er Robin and Pooh could es­cape by Climb­ing Trees, and Kanga could es­cape by Jump­ing, and Rab­bit could es­cape by Bur­row­ing, and Owl could es­cape by Fly­ing, and Eeyore could es­cape by—by Mak­ing a Loud Noise Un­til Res­cued, and here am I, sur­roun­ded by wa­ter and I can’t do any­thing.”

			It went on rain­ing, and every day the wa­ter got a little high­er, un­til now it was nearly up to Pig­let’s win­dow … and still he hadn’t done any­thing.

			“There’s Pooh,” he thought to him­self. “Pooh hasn’t much Brain, but he nev­er comes to any harm. He does silly things and they turn out right. There’s Owl. Owl hasn’t ex­actly got Brain, but he Knows Things. He would know the Right Thing to Do when Sur­roun­ded by Wa­ter. There’s Rab­bit. He hasn’t Learnt in Books, but he can al­ways Think of a Clev­er Plan. There’s Kanga. She isn’t Clev­er, Kanga isn’t, but she would be so anxious about Roo that she would do a Good Thing to Do without think­ing about It. And then there’s Eeyore. And Eeyore is so miser­able any­how that he wouldn’t mind about this. But I won­der what Chris­toph­er Robin would do?”

			Then sud­denly he re­membered a story which Chris­toph­er Robin had told him about a man on a desert is­land who had writ­ten some­thing in a bottle and thrown it in the sea; and Pig­let thought that if he wrote some­thing in a bottle and threw it in the wa­ter, per­haps some­body would come and res­cue him!

			He left the win­dow and began to search his house, all of it that wasn’t un­der wa­ter, and at last he found a pen­cil and a small piece of dry pa­per, and a bottle with a cork to it. And he wrote on one side of the pa­per:

			
				Help!

				Pig­let (Me)

			

			and on the oth­er side:

			
				It’s me Pig­let, Help Help.

			

			Then he put the pa­per in the bottle, and he corked the bottle up as tightly as he could, and he leant out of his win­dow as far as he could lean without fall­ing in, and he threw the bottle as far as he could throw—splash!—and in a little while it bobbed up again on the wa­ter; and he watched it float­ing slowly away in the dis­tance, un­til his eyes ached with look­ing, and some­times he thought it was the bottle, and some­times he thought it was just a ripple on the wa­ter which he was fol­low­ing, and then sud­denly he knew that he would nev­er see it again and that he had done all that he could do to save him­self.

			“So now,” he thought, “some­body else will have to do some­thing, and I hope they will do it soon, be­cause if they don’t I shall have to swim, which I can’t, so I hope they do it soon.” And then he gave a very long sigh and said, “I wish Pooh were here. It’s so much more friendly with two.”

			

			When the rain began Pooh was asleep. It rained, and it rained, and it rained, and he slept and he slept and he slept. He had had a tir­ing day. You re­mem­ber how he dis­covered the North Pole; well, he was so proud of this that he asked Chris­toph­er Robin if there were any oth­er Poles such as a Bear of Little Brain might dis­cov­er.

			“There’s a South Pole,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, “and I ex­pect there’s an East Pole and a West Pole, though people don’t like talk­ing about them.”

			Pooh was very ex­cited when he heard this, and sug­ges­ted that they should have an Ex­poti­tion to dis­cov­er the East Pole, but Chris­toph­er Robin had thought of some­thing else to do with Kanga; so Pooh went out to dis­cov­er the East Pole by him­self. Wheth­er he dis­covered it or not, I for­get; but he was so tired when he got home that, in the very middle of his sup­per, after he had been eat­ing for little more than half-an-hour, he fell fast asleep in his chair, and slept and slept and slept.

			Then sud­denly he was dream­ing. He was at the East Pole, and it was a very cold pole with the cold­est sort of snow and ice all over it. He had found a bee­hive to sleep in, but there wasn’t room for his legs, so he had left them out­side. And Wild Woozles, such as in­hab­it the East Pole, came and nibbled all the fur off his legs to make nests for their Young. And the more they nibbled, the colder his legs got, un­til sud­denly he woke up with an Ow!—and there he was, sit­ting in his chair with his feet in the wa­ter, and wa­ter all round him!

			He splashed to his door and looked out. …

			“This is Ser­i­ous,” said Pooh. “I must have an Es­cape.”

			So he took his largest pot of honey and es­caped with it to a broad branch of his tree, well above the wa­ter, and then he climbed down again and es­caped with an­oth­er pot … and when the whole Es­cape was fin­ished, there was Pooh sit­ting on his branch, dangling his legs, and there, be­side him, were ten pots of honey. …

			Two days later, there was Pooh, sit­ting on his branch, dangling his legs, and there, be­side him, were four pots of honey. …

			Three days later, there was Pooh, sit­ting on his branch, dangling his legs, and there be­side him, was one pot of honey.

			Four days later, there was Pooh …

			And it was on the morn­ing of the fourth day that Pig­let’s bottle came float­ing past him, and with one loud cry of “Honey!” Pooh plunged in­to the wa­ter, seized the bottle, and struggled back to his tree again.

			“Both­er!” said Pooh, as he opened it. “All that wet for noth­ing. What’s that bit of pa­per do­ing?”

			He took it out and looked at it.

			“It’s a Mis­sage,” he said to him­self, “that’s what it is. And that let­ter is a P, and so is that, and so is that, and P means ‘Pooh,’ so it’s a very im­port­ant Mis­sage to me, and I can’t read it. I must find Chris­toph­er Robin or Owl or Pig­let, one of those Clev­er Read­ers who can read things, and they will tell me what this mis­sage means. Only I can’t swim. Both­er!”

			Then he had an idea, and I think that for a Bear of Very Little Brain, it was a good idea. He said to him­self:

			“If a bottle can float, then a jar can float, and if a jar floats, I can sit on the top of it, if it’s a very big jar.”

			So he took his biggest jar, and corked it up. “All boats have to have a name,” he said, “so I shall call mine The Float­ing Bear.” And with these words he dropped his boat in­to the wa­ter and jumped in after it.

			For a little while Pooh and The Float­ing Bear were un­cer­tain as to which of them was meant to be on the top, but after try­ing one or two dif­fer­ent po­s­i­tions, they settled down with The Float­ing Bear un­der­neath and Pooh tri­umphantly astride it, pad­dling vig­or­ously with his feet.

			

			Chris­toph­er Robin lived at the very top of the Forest. It rained, and it rained, and it rained, but the wa­ter couldn’t come up to his house. It was rather jolly to look down in­to the val­leys and see the wa­ter all round him, but it rained so hard that he stayed in­doors most of the time, and thought about things. Every morn­ing he went out with his um­brella and put a stick in the place where the wa­ter came up to, and every next morn­ing he went out and couldn’t see his stick any more, so he put an­oth­er stick in the place where the wa­ter came up to, and then he walked home again, and each morn­ing he had a short­er way to walk than he had had the morn­ing be­fore. On the morn­ing of the fifth day he saw the wa­ter all round him, and knew that for the first time in his life he was on a real is­land. Which was very ex­cit­ing.

			It was on this morn­ing that Owl came fly­ing over the wa­ter to say “How do you do,” to his friend Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“I say, Owl,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, “isn’t this fun? I’m on an is­land!”

			“The at­mo­spher­ic con­di­tions have been very un­fa­vour­able lately,” said Owl.

			“The what?”

			“It has been rain­ing,” ex­plained Owl.

			“Yes,” said Chris­toph­er Robin. “It has.”

			“The flood-level has reached an un­pre­ced­en­ted height.”

			“The who?”

			“There’s a lot of wa­ter about,” ex­plained Owl.

			“Yes,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, “there is.”

			“How­ever, the pro­spects are rap­idly be­com­ing more fa­vour­able. At any mo­ment—”

			“Have you seen Pooh?”

			“No. At any mo­ment—”

			“I hope he’s all right,” said Chris­toph­er Robin. “I’ve been won­der­ing about him. I ex­pect Pig­let’s with him. Do you think they’re all right, Owl?”

			“I ex­pect so. You see, at any mo­ment—”

			“Do go and see, Owl. Be­cause Pooh hasn’t got very much brain, and he might do some­thing silly, and I do love him so, Owl. Do you see, Owl?”

			“That’s all right,” said Owl. “I’ll go. Back dir­ectly.” And he flew off.

			In a little while he was back again.

			“Pooh isn’t there,” he said.

			“Not there?”

			“Has been there. He’s been sit­ting on a branch of his tree out­side his house with nine pots of honey. But he isn’t there now.”

			“Oh, Pooh!” cried Chris­toph­er Robin. “Where are you?”

			“Here I am,” said a growly voice be­hind him.

			“Pooh!”

			They rushed in­to each oth­er’s arms.

			“How did you get here, Pooh?” asked Chris­toph­er Robin, when he was ready to talk again.

			“On my boat,” said Pooh proudly. “I had a Very Im­port­ant Mis­sage sent me in a bottle, and ow­ing to hav­ing got some wa­ter in my eyes, I couldn’t read it, so I brought it to you. On my boat.”

			With these proud words he gave Chris­toph­er Robin the mis­sage.

			“But it’s from Pig­let!” cried Chris­toph­er Robin when he had read it.

			“Isn’t there any­thing about Pooh in it?” asked Bear, look­ing over his shoulder.

			Chris­toph­er Robin read the mes­sage aloud.

			“Oh, are those P’s Pig­lets? I thought they were Poohs.”

			“We must res­cue him at once! I thought he was with you, Pooh. Owl, could you res­cue him on your back?”

			“I don’t think so,” said Owl, after grave thought. “It is doubt­ful if the ne­ces­sary dorsal muscles—”

			“Then would you fly to him at once and say that Res­cue is Com­ing? And Pooh and I will think of a Res­cue and come as quick as ever we can. Oh, don’t talk, Owl, go on quick!” And, still think­ing of some­thing to say, Owl flew off.

			“Now then, Pooh,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, “where’s your boat?”

			“I ought to say,” ex­plained Pooh as they walked down to the shore of the is­land, “that it isn’t just an or­din­ary sort of boat. Some­times it’s a Boat, and some­times it’s more of an Ac­ci­dent. It all de­pends.”

			“De­pends on what?”

			“On wheth­er I’m on the top of it or un­der­neath it.”

			“Oh! Well, where is it?”

			“There!” said Pooh, point­ing proudly to The Float­ing Bear.

			It wasn’t what Chris­toph­er Robin ex­pec­ted, and the more he looked at it, the more he thought what a Brave and Clev­er Bear Pooh was, and the more Chris­toph­er Robin thought this, the more Pooh looked mod­estly down his nose and tried to pre­tend he wasn’t.

			“But it’s too small for two of us,” said Chris­toph­er Robin sadly.

			“Three of us with Pig­let.”

			“That makes it smal­ler still. Oh, Pooh Bear, what shall we do?”

			And then this Bear, Pooh Bear, Win­nie-the-Pooh, F.O.P. (Friend of Pig­let’s), R.C. (Rab­bit’s Com­pan­ion), P.D. (Pole Dis­cover­er), E.C. and T.F. (Eeyore’s Com­fort­er and Tail-find­er)—in fact, Pooh him­self—said some­thing so clev­er that Chris­toph­er Robin could only look at him with mouth open and eyes star­ing, won­der­ing if this was really the Bear of Very Little Brain whom he had known and loved so long.

			“We might go in your um­brella,” said Pooh.

			“?”

			“We might go in your um­brella,” said Pooh.

			“??”

			“We might go in your um­brella,” said Pooh.

			“!!!!!!”

			For sud­denly Chris­toph­er Robin saw that they might. He opened his um­brella and put it point down­wards in the wa­ter. It floated but wobbled. Pooh got in. He was just be­gin­ning to say that it was all right now, when he found that it wasn’t, so after a short drink which he didn’t really want he waded back to Chris­toph­er Robin. Then they both got in to­geth­er, and it wobbled no longer.

			“I shall call this boat The Brain of Pooh,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, and The Brain of Pooh set sail forth­with in a south­west­erly dir­ec­tion, re­volving grace­fully.

			You can ima­gine Pig­let’s joy when at last the ship came in sight of him. In after-years he liked to think that he had been in Very Great Danger dur­ing the Ter­rible Flood, but the only danger he had really been in was in the last half-hour of his im­pris­on­ment, when Owl, who had just flown up, sat on a branch of his tree to com­fort him, and told him a very long story about an aunt who had once laid a seagull’s egg by mis­take, and the story went on and on, rather like this sen­tence, un­til Pig­let who was listen­ing out of his win­dow without much hope, went to sleep quietly and nat­ur­ally, slip­ping slowly out of the win­dow to­wards the wa­ter un­til he was only hanging on by his toes, at which mo­ment luck­ily, a sud­den loud squawk from Owl, which was really part of the story, be­ing what his aunt said, woke the Pig­let up and just gave him time to jerk him­self back in­to safety and say, “How in­ter­est­ing, and did she?” when—well, you can ima­gine his joy when at last he saw the good ship, The Brain of Pooh (Cap­tain, C. Robin; 1st Mate, P. Bear) com­ing over the sea to res­cue him. Chris­toph­er Robin and Pooh again. …

			And that is really the end of the story, and I am very tired after that last sen­tence, I think I shall stop there.

		
	
		
			
				X

				In Which Chris­toph­er Robin Gives Pooh a Party, and We Say Good­bye

			
			One day when the sun had come back over the Forest, bring­ing with it the scent of May, and all the streams of the Forest were tink­ling hap­pily to find them­selves their own pretty shape again, and the little pools lay dream­ing of the life they had seen and the big things they had done, and in the warmth and quiet of the Forest the cuckoo was try­ing over his voice care­fully and listen­ing to see if he liked it, and wood-pi­geons were com­plain­ing gently to them­selves in their lazy com­fort­able way that it was the oth­er fel­low’s fault, but it didn’t mat­ter very much; on such a day as this Chris­toph­er Robin whistled in a spe­cial way he had, and Owl came fly­ing out of the Hun­dred Acre Wood to see what was wanted.

			“Owl,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, “I am go­ing to give a party.”

			“You are, are you?” said Owl.

			“And it’s to be a spe­cial sort of party, be­cause it’s be­cause of what Pooh did when he did what he did to save Pig­let from the flood.”

			“Oh, that’s what it’s for, is it?” said Owl.

			“Yes, so will you tell Pooh as quickly as you can, and all the oth­ers, be­cause it will be to­mor­row.”

			“Oh, it will, will it?” said Owl, still be­ing as help­ful as pos­sible.

			“So will you go and tell them, Owl?”

			Owl tried to think of some­thing very wise to say, but couldn’t, so he flew off to tell the oth­ers. And the first per­son he told was Pooh.

			“Pooh,” he said, “Chris­toph­er Robin is giv­ing a party.”

			“Oh!” said Pooh. And then see­ing that Owl ex­pec­ted him to say some­thing else, he said “Will there be those little cake things with pink sug­ar icing?”

			Owl felt that it was rather be­neath him to talk about little cake things with pink sug­ar icing, so he told Pooh ex­actly what Chris­toph­er Robin had said, and flew off to Eeyore.

			“A party for Me?” thought Pooh to him­self. “How grand!” And he began to won­der if all the oth­er an­im­als would know that it was a spe­cial Pooh Party, and if Chris­toph­er Robin had told them about The Float­ing Bear and the Brain of Pooh and all the won­der­ful ships he had in­ven­ted and sailed on, and he began to think how aw­ful it would be if every­body had for­got­ten about it, and nobody quite knew what the party was for; and the more he thought like this, the more the party got muddled in his mind, like a dream when noth­ing goes right. And the dream began to sing it­self over in his head un­til it be­came a sort of song. It was an

			
				
					Anxious Pooh Song

				
				
					3 Cheers for Pooh!
					

					(For Who?)
					

					For Pooh—
					

					(Why what did he do?)
					

					I thought you knew;
					

					He saved his friend from a wet­ting!
					

					3 Cheers for Bear!
					

					(For where?)
					

					For Bear—
					

					He couldn’t swim,
					

					But he res­cued him!
					

					(He res­cued who?)
					

					Oh, listen, do!
					

					I am talk­ing of Pooh—
					

					(Of who?)
					

					Of Pooh!
					

					(I’m sorry I keep for­get­ting).
					

					Well, Pooh was a Bear of Enorm­ous Brain
					

					(Just say it again!)
					

					Of enorm­ous brain—
					

					(Of enorm­ous what?)
					

					Well, he ate a lot,
					

					And I don’t know if he could swim or not,
					

					But he man­aged to float
					

					On a sort of boat
					

					(On a sort of what?)
					

					Well, a sort of pot—
					

					So now let’s give him three hearty cheers
					

					(So now let’s give him three hearty whiches?)
					

					And hope he’ll be with us for years and years,
					

					And grow in health and wis­dom and riches!
					

					3 Cheers for Pooh!
					

					(For who?)
					

					For Pooh—
					

					3 Cheers for Bear!
					

					(For where?)
					

					For Bear—
					

					3 Cheers for the won­der­ful Win­nie-the-Pooh!
					

					(Just tell me, some­body—what did he do?)
				

			

			While this was go­ing on in­side him, Owl was talk­ing to Eeyore.

			“Eeyore,” said Owl, “Chris­toph­er Robin is giv­ing a party.”

			“Very in­ter­est­ing,” said Eeyore. “I sup­pose they will be send­ing me down the odd bits which got trod­den on. Kind and Thought­ful. Not at all, don’t men­tion it.”

			“There is an In­vit­a­tion for you.”

			“What’s that like?”

			“An In­vit­a­tion!”

			“Yes, I heard you. Who dropped it?”

			“This isn’t any­thing to eat, it’s ask­ing you to the party. To­mor­row.”

			Eeyore shook his head slowly.

			“You mean Pig­let. The little fel­low with the ex­cited ears. That’s Pig­let. I’ll tell him.”

			“No, no!” said Owl, get­ting quite fussy. “It’s you!”

			“Are you sure?”

			“Of course I’m sure. Chris­toph­er Robin said ‘All of them! Tell all of them.’ ”

			“All of them, ex­cept Eeyore?”

			“All of them,” said Owl sulkily.

			“Ah!” said Eeyore. “A mis­take, no doubt, but still, I shall come. Only don’t blame me if it rains.”

			But it didn’t rain. Chris­toph­er Robin had made a long table out of some long pieces of wood, and they all sat round it. Chris­toph­er Robin sat at one end, and Pooh sat at the oth­er, and between them on one side were Owl and Eeyore and Pig­let, and between them on the oth­er side were Rab­bit, and Roo and Kanga. And all Rab­bit’s friends and re­la­tions spread them­selves about on the grass, and waited hope­fully in case any­body spoke to them, or dropped any­thing, or asked them the time.

			It was the first party to which Roo had ever been, and he was very ex­cited. As soon as ever they had sat down he began to talk.

			“Hallo, Pooh!” he squeaked.

			“Hallo, Roo!” said Pooh.

			Roo jumped up and down in his seat for a little while and then began again.

			“Hallo, Pig­let!” he squeaked.

			Pig­let waved a paw at him, be­ing too busy to say any­thing.

			“Hallo, Eeyore!” said Roo.

			Eeyore nod­ded gloomily at him. “It will rain soon, you see if it doesn’t,” he said.

			Roo looked to see if it didn’t, and it didn’t, so he said “Hallo, Owl!”—and Owl said “Hallo, my little fel­low,” in a kindly way, and went on telling Chris­toph­er Robin about an ac­ci­dent which had nearly happened to a friend of his whom Chris­toph­er Robin didn’t know, and Kanga said to Roo, “Drink up your milk first, dear, and talk af­ter­wards.” So Roo, who was drink­ing his milk, tried to say that he could do both at once … and had to be pat­ted on the back and dried for quite a long time af­ter­wards.

			When they had all nearly eaten enough, Chris­toph­er Robin banged on the table with his spoon, and every­body stopped talk­ing and was very si­lent, ex­cept Roo who was just fin­ish­ing a loud at­tack of hic­cups and try­ing to look as if it was one of Rab­bit’s re­la­tions.

			“This party,” said Chris­toph­er Robin, “is a party be­cause of what someone did, and we all know who it was, and it’s his party, be­cause of what he did, and I’ve got a present for him and here it is.” Then he felt about a little and whispered, “Where is it?”

			While he was look­ing, Eeyore coughed in an im­press­ive way and began to speak.

			“Friends,” he said, “in­clud­ing odd­ments, it is a great pleas­ure, or per­haps I had bet­ter say it has been a pleas­ure so far, to see you at my party. What I did was noth­ing. Any of you—ex­cept Rab­bit and Owl and Kanga—would have done the same. Oh, and Pooh. My re­marks do not, of course, ap­ply to Pig­let and Roo, be­cause they are too small. Any of you would have done the same. But it just happened to be Me. It was not, I need hardly say, with an idea of get­ting what Chris­toph­er Robin is look­ing for now”—and he put his front leg to his mouth and said in a loud whis­per, “Try un­der the table”—“that I did what I did—but be­cause I feel that we should all do what we can to help. I feel that we should all—”

			“H—hup!” said Roo ac­ci­dent­ally.

			“Roo, dear!” said Kanga re­proach­fully.

			“Was it me?” asked Roo, a little sur­prised.

			“What’s Eeyore talk­ing about?” Pig­let whispered to Pooh.

			“I don’t know,” said Pooh rather dole­fully.

			“I thought this was your party.”

			“I thought it was once. But I sup­pose it isn’t.”

			“I’d soon­er it was yours than Eeyore’s,” said Pig­let.

			“So would I,” said Pooh.

			“H—hup!” said Roo again.

			“As—I—was—say­ing,” said Eeyore loudly and sternly, “as I was say­ing when I was in­ter­rup­ted by vari­ous Loud Sounds, I feel that—”

			“Here it is!” cried Chris­toph­er Robin ex­citedly. “Pass it down to silly old Pooh. It’s for Pooh.”

			“For Pooh?” said Eeyore.

			“Of course it is. The best bear in all the world.”

			“I might have known,” said Eeyore. “After all, one can’t com­plain. I have my friends. Some­body spoke to me only yes­ter­day. And was it last week or the week be­fore that Rab­bit bumped in­to me and said ‘Both­er!’ The So­cial Round. Al­ways some­thing go­ing on.”

			Nobody was listen­ing, for they were all say­ing “Open it, Pooh,” “What is it, Pooh?” “I know what it is,” “No, you don’t” and oth­er help­ful re­marks of this sort. And of course Pooh was open­ing it as quickly as ever he could, but without cut­ting the string, be­cause you nev­er know when a bit of string might be Use­ful. At last it was un­done.

			When Pooh saw what it was, he nearly fell down, he was so pleased. It was a Spe­cial Pen­cil Case. There were pen­cils in it marked “B” for Bear, and pen­cils marked “HB” for Help­ing Bear, and pen­cils marked “BB” for Brave Bear. There was a knife for sharpen­ing the pen­cils, and in­dia-rub­ber for rub­bing out any­thing which you had spelt wrong, and a ruler for rul­ing lines for the words to walk on, and inches marked on the ruler in case you wanted to know how many inches any­thing was, and Blue Pen­cils and Red Pen­cils and Green Pen­cils for say­ing spe­cial things in blue and red and green. And all these lovely things were in little pock­ets of their own in a Spe­cial Case which shut with a click when you clicked it. And they were all for Pooh.

			“Oh!” said Pooh.

			“Oh, Pooh!” said every­body else ex­cept Eeyore.

			“Thank you,” growled Pooh.

			But Eeyore was say­ing to him­self, “This writ­ing busi­ness. Pen­cils and what­not. Over­rated, if you ask me. Silly stuff. Noth­ing in it.”

			Later on, when they had all said “Good­bye” and “Thank you” to Chris­toph­er Robin, Pooh and Pig­let walked home thought­fully to­geth­er in the golden even­ing, and for a long time they were si­lent.

			“When you wake up in the morn­ing, Pooh,” said Pig­let at last, “what’s the first thing you say to your­self?”

			“What’s for break­fast?” said Pooh. “What do you say, Pig­let?”

			“I say, I won­der what’s go­ing to hap­pen ex­cit­ing today?” said Pig­let.

			Pooh nod­ded thought­fully.

			“It’s the same thing,” he said.

			

			“And what did hap­pen?” asked Chris­toph­er Robin.

			“When?”

			“Next morn­ing.”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Could you think and tell me and Pooh some time?”

			“If you wanted it very much.”

			“Pooh does,” said Chris­toph­er Robin.

			He gave a deep sigh, picked his bear up by the leg and walked off to the door, trail­ing Win­nie-the-Pooh be­hind him. At the door he turned and said “Com­ing to see me have my bath?”

			“I might,” I said.

			“Was Pooh’s pen­cil case any bet­ter than mine?”

			“It was just the same,” I said.

			He nod­ded and went out … and in a mo­ment I heard Win­nie-the-Pooh—bump, bump, bump—go­ing up the stairs be­hind him.
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