
It’s Bear’s birthday party!

Why do you think Bear is pleased to see his friends?
Can you remember your last birthday? What did you do for it?
What is the most important thing for you on your birthday?

Sticks, stones and mud – what a disappointment. 

Why do you think Bear’s friends are so sad?
Can you think of any games that you might play with sticks, 
stones and mud?

Bear finds out his presents are fun after all.

What did Bear find he could do with his presents?
What do you think Bear should say to his friends now?
Which outdoor games do you like to play?

Bear wants to say sorry.

Can you see Bear’s friends in the distance?
What are they doing?
What do you do when you want to say sorry to someone?

Bear’s delicious presents.

Why do you think Bear gives honeycomb to his friends?
What food do you like to eat as a treat?
What would you give your friends as a present?

HAPPY BIRTHDAY, BEAR

   Hints and tips for sharing this book with a child
Here are some ideas for ways to make sharing 

this book even more fun! 

Storytime

Later that afternoon, Bear waited impatiently for his guests - 

and his presents - to arrive. 

“Happy Birthday!” called his friends, as they came up the path. 

“We’ve got you some presents.”

“Oh, thank you,” said Bear. 

“I wasn’t expecting any.”

“Open mine first!” cried the heron.  

 “No, mine,” grunted the boar.

  “No, mine!” squeaked the beaver . . .

“Stones?”said Bear. 

    Now he was really disappointed.

“Stones are good,” said the heron. “You can stand on them

when you’re fishing and keep your feet dry.”

“Stones are even sillier than mud!” sniffed Bear, 

and he threw the parcel into a corner.

“These are the worst  

presents I’ve ever had,” he said.  

“I don’t want a party any more. 

You can all go home!”
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“The boar was right,” he said. “Mud isn’t 

a silly present either. But stones are.”

 So he took the stones the heron had given 

him and went down to the lake to sink them. 

He threw the first stone high into the air, 

and watched it fall into the water:

Bear liked that noise. He sploshed another stone, and another, singing:

“Splish splosh splish splosh, 

Water splishing high,

Bear loves sploshing,

Making water f ly!”

And he liked sploshing so much 

that he kept some stones 

to play with later.h!

Sticks, mud, stones: they were wonderful presents. 

Bear felt so bad about how he’d behaved at the party. 

How could he show he was sorry?

“Honeycomb!” said the beaver.

“Mmm!” said the others.

And at last they had their party. They nibbled 

and snuffled and pecked greedily until all 

the honey had gone. 

Then Bear took his friends outside to show them . . .


