





T was Christmas Eve and Old Bear and the other toys
were busy decorating the Christmas tree.
“Little Bear,” said Rabbit, “why are you dressed as a
fairy?"

“I'm the Christmas tree fairy,” said Little Bear."We need

something special for the top of the tree”




"VE got a special bone,” said Ruff. " You could use that?”

“I don't think a bone would look right,” grumbled Duck.

“Not on top of the tree.” “Oh, the star!” cried Little Bear."That’s the special thing
“You can use my special red scarf?” said Jolly Tall. for the top of the tree. Where is 167”7
“Thank you, Jolly,” said Old Bear, “but what we really “In the attic, | think,” said Old Bear. “But it’s a bit late to

need is the silver star. get it now. Perhaps another day.”



UT there isn't another day!” cried Lite Bear. “It’s

Christmas Day tomorrow!”

“Well,” said Old Bear kindly, “maybe in the morning we'll
find something else to put on the tree?”

“I won't be able to sleep,” said Little Bear sadly, as he
got into his pyjamas. “I don't feel ready for Christmas.
We always have the star at the top of the tree”
But he was very tired and soon he,
and all the other toys, were

fast asleep.
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T was quite dark when Little Bear woke up. The others
were still sleeping. He looked across at the Christmas tree
and ,\Uddcnly remembered the star.

“If I climb up the tree now,” he said to himself, “1 could get
to the attic and find it and everyone would be so happy in

the morning!”



E picked up a uny lantern and began to climb the tree.
“I must be quick,” he said to himself, "I have to be back in
bed before Father Christmas comes.”
It seemed a long way up, but at last he was at the very top

branch. He could just open the attic trapdoor and, with a big

heave, he pulled himself inside.




T was very dark in the atuc. Bravely, Little Bear held up
his lantern and began to search for the star. He looked in
things and under things and behind things.

“I don't know where it can be,” he sighed. Then he saw, in
the light of his lantern, something sparkly on the floor.
“The star!” he cried, as he picked it up and hugged it.

“I knew I'd find 1t.”




UST then he heard a muffled noise above his head. It

sounded like footsteps on the roof.

wer Christmas!™ he gasped.
He hurried to the litde attic window and peered out.
But the window was all white; he couldn't see
anything at all.

t's snowed,” he cried. “Just in time for Christmas.”
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E pushed open the window for a better look and...
Whoosh!

A heap of snow rushed down the roof, picked him up and carried him

all the way to the gutter.

Little Bear struggled to get out but he was stuck, right up to his middle,

in the snow. And he couldn’t see the star anywhere.

“Help!” he cried. “Somebody help!™



Just then, something white flew out of the attic window

and landed beside him in the snow.
“An angel,” whispered Little Bear, peeping out from
LL was quiet. Little Bear felt very lonely. He wished behind his paws.
he was still tucked up in bed, not sitting on the roof, in the Then he saw that it wasn't an angel after all; it was Hoot

snow, in his pyjamas, with no silver star. the owl.



H HOOT!" cried Little Bear."I'm so glad to see

you.”
“Little Bear!” she said, as she pulled him out of the snow.
“I heard you calling. What are you doing out here?”
Little Bear told her about the footsteps, the snow and the
silver star. “But now I've lost it again,” he sniffed, “and if |
don’t get back to bed soon I'll miss Father Christmas too.”

“Come on then,” said Hoot,"“I'll soon fly you back to bed.”




ITTLE BEAR scrambled onto Hoot's back and she flew

up into the sky.

As they glided over the house, Little Bear looked down and
gave a cry.

“"Hoot, look, footprints on the roof; | did hear
Father Christmas!”

He leaned over for a closer look.

“Hold on tight,” called Hoot, but it was too late; Little Bear

toppled off and disappeared down the chimney.




ACK in the playroom, all the toys had woken up “No pyjamas though,” muttered Duck, "and he hasn't
and were searching for Little Bear. opened any of his presents.”

“He must be around somewhere,” said Bramwell,

“his trousers are here”




“Little Bear,” cried the other toys. " What were you doing

in there?”

Little Bear told them about his adventure and how he'd
found the missing star.
“I wanted to surprise everyone,” he sniffed, “but now ['ve

lost it again.”

) B, Almdl e, &
s e -
-,

Y [

Al

-

T that moment, they heard a funny noise coming from the

fireplace. Jolly stuck his head up the chimney and who should he find, all

covered in soot, but Little Bear.



.

T was a very brave and kind thing to do,” said Old Bear, Then Bramwell noticed something lying in the fireplace: a
giving Little Bear a hug. funny-shaped parcel tied up with ribbon. It said “For Little Bear™ on

the label.

“This must be for you,” he said, handing it to Little Bear.




ITTLE BEAR tore open the paper and there, inside, was the

silver star; all shiny and ready for Christmas.

“The star,” gasped Little Bear.“But [ lost it in the snow?”

“Well, I wonder who found it?"” laughed Hoot as she swooped down
to join them.

“Come on, Little Bear, let’s put it on top of the tree where it belongs.”

Little Bear climbed onto Hoot'’s back and they flew up in the air.

“Happy Christmas everyone!™ he called.

“Happy, sparkly Christmas!”
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