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THE sun shone through the window and woke Little
Bear. “What a lovely morning,” he said to himself.“I'll do

something different today.”




H E took off his pyjamas and looked for his trousers.

He looked on the chair where he'd left them. Then he
looked under the bed. He even looked through the chest of
drawers in case they were there. But they weren'e.
They were nowhere.

“Trousers can't disappear,” cried Little Bear. “I'll see if

Old Bear has seen them.”




LD Bear was enjoying the sun in his deckchair
when Little Bear found him.
“Hmm ... trousers,” he said. “l haven't seen them, I'm

afraid, but Camel was here just now. Perhaps she knows

where they are.”




ITTLE Bear soon found Camel.“l did find them,”
she said. "'l was feeling cold and | thought they were a pair
of hump warmers. These are better, though,” she added,
showing Little Bear two bobble hats: one for each hump.
“They are much warmer.”

“Can | have my trousers back, then?" asked Little Bear.
“Oh, sorry Little Bear, I didn’t know they were yours.
I gave them to Sailor to use as sails for his beat.
Come on, I'll take you there”

But when they found Sailor he had

white sails on his boat.
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HE sails Camel gave me looked too much like
trousers,” he explained.
“That's because they are trousers,” said Little Bear. "' Where
are they now?”
“I gave them to Dog to keep his bones in,” said Sailor.

“Sorry, Little Bear.You'd better hurry and find him.”




D OG was burying his bones in lowerpots when Little

Bear found him.

“They kept falling through the two-bone bone-holder,” he
explained.

“TWO-BONE BONE-HOLDER!" ¢ried Little Bear.
“Those were my trousers!”

“Oh, dear,” said Dog. "1 gave them to Rabbit to use as a

skiing hat. I am sorry, Little Bear.”




HEEE!" cried Rabbit, as he shot past Little Bear,
skiing down the bannister on two lolly-stick skis. But there
were no trousers on his head.

"I did have them,” he explained when Little Bear caught
up with him. " They made a lovely hat with lots of room for

my ears. Then they slipped over my eyes and | crashed so |

gave them to Zebra. She was building herself a house.”




Z EBR A had finished her house when Little Bear

arrived. But his trousers were nowhere to be seen.

“I did use them,” she said.”1 put them on my back and
carried all these bricks in them.”

“What happened to them then?” asked Little Bear.

“I gave them to Duck to use as a lag for his sandcastle.

Sorry, Little Bear. I didn’t know youd lost them.”




UCK was in the sand tray making sandcastles. He

had a paper flag to put on the top.

“Zebra gave me a lovely flag,” he sighed. “But Bramwell
borrowed it to use in the kitchen.”

“Was it red?”" asked
Little Bear.

“Bright red,” said
Duck.

“And did it look like
trousers?”

“Hmm,” said Duck,

“1 suppose it did.”

“Those were my
trousers,’ said Litde

Bear, "and | really

need them back.”

They hurried to the kitchen where they found bowls and
spoons and eggs and flour, and in the middle of it all sat

Bramwell Brown,







—
i

./ H
\ > E had Little Bear's trousers, but, oh no: he had filled

them with pink icing and was decorating a huge cake.
“Hello,” he called. “Look, I can do two stripes at once

with these icing bags!”

m “But they're not icing bags; they’re my trousers!” cried

l Little Bear.

\ “Oh dear,” said Bramwell Brown. "I thought I'd seen
! them before.”
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ON'T worry,” said Old Bear."The icing will wash

out and they’ll be as good as new.”

“I hope so.” said Little Bear. I don’t want them all sticky.
Who is the cake for?™

“It’s for all of you,” said Bramwell Brown.

“A Trousers Day cake!” laughed Old Bear.
And that’s what Bramwell wrote on the cake,

[t said “Happy Trousers Day™ in the middle and there was

a trousers pattern round the edge.




UCK washed Little Bear's trousers and dried them
next to the cooker. Then all the toys sat down to enjoy a
piece of cake and to celebrate the day Little Bear lost, and

found, his trousers.




ND ever since Trousers Day, Little Bear has slept
with his trousers under his pillow.

“Nobody will find them there!™ he says.
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