The story of the bear and the bees
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Teddy Bear Poems

Five little bears were sitting on the ground.

Once a bear was stung by a bee. The sting made the

The Three Bears

The first one said, "Let's have a look around."

bear so angry that he pushed over the beehive.

Real Bears - Facts

At once the whole swarm of bees chased him. The bear

Famous Bears:

rushed indoors, but there was nowhere he could hide

Rupert, Winnie the Pooh,
Paddington and Old Bear
(history and timeline)

from the buzzing bees. “Oh dear!” he thought. “If only

The second one said, "I feel rather funny!"

The fourth one said, "Shall we climb up the tree?"

Esc to stop music

Sung to: "B-I-N-G-O"

Squeeze him very tight
Hold him high

There was a boy who had a bear

Help him fly

and Teddy was his name-O

Hug with all your might.

T E D D Y, T E D D Y, T E D D Y

The third one said, "I think I smell honey."

The fifth one said, "Look out! There's a bee!"

I hadn’t lost my temper over one sting

Includes links to
other useful
sites.

Five little bears made a deep growling sound: Grrrrr!

Bear song Sung to “Row, Row, Row your boat”
Hug, hug, hug your bear

and Teddy was his name-O.

Little Bear Sung to: “Frere Jacques”
Little Bear, Little Bear
Are you sleeping, are you sleeping Little bear, little bear?

I wouldn’t have all this trouble.”

You will sleep all winter, through the cold, cold winter,
Little bear, little bear.

Lyrics and music to song

So the 5 little bears went back to their play

Are you sleeping, are you sleeping, Little bear, little bear?

And decided to wait till the bees flew away.

You will wake in springtime,

Traditional

My bear Benny

Bruce is Just a Little Bear

My teddy bear was getting old
I showed him to my dad.
The threads that made his mouth were gone.
My teddy looked so sad.
His round dark eyes were crooked
His button nose hung down.
It made me cry to look at him,
My teddy, soft and brown.
A jagged hole showed stuffing
When daddy showed my mummy,
Poking through along one side.
She fixed him up like new.
And I hugged him oh, so gently,
His button nose was tight now,
So it wouldn't get more wide.
His mouth was smiling, too.

Who keeps me company on a cold, rainy night?
Who is there when I've had a fright?
Who makes everything turn out right?
Benny, That's Who.
Who is lovable, fuzzy, and brown?
Who cheers me up when I'm down?
Who joins me for a ride around town?
Benny, That's Who.
Who has a pot-belly to touch?
Who is always there in my clutch?
Who loves me very, very much?
Benny, That's Who.
Who is there to take a stand?
Who always wants to hold my hand?
Who is the best bear in the land?
Benny, That's Who

Bruce is just a little bear
who helped whenever I was scared.
Whenever I'd cry, he'd be right there.
And he always had happy feelings to share.
I'd give him my sadness,
he'd give me his gladness.
And Bruce never made me sad.
One thing though that gives me grief is that no one feels what I believe.
Bruce is stuffed, but he's still alive.
And has lots of happy feelings to share inside.

His eyes were side by side again
Just like they used to be.
And when I sat and talked to him,
He could look right back at me.
She pushed the stuffing in again
Then sewed the hole with thread.
And when I went to sleep last night,
He was with me in my bed.

If I were a bear,

Ted

Goldilocks and the three bears

And a big bear too,

In the warm, warm springtime, Little bear, little bear.

My Teddy Bear
My old bear can keep secrets,
He’s a best friend to me,
We sleep together in the same bed
And share our cups of tea.
His fur is worn and rough now
And his eyes have lost their gleam
But he holds me close and comforts me
When I wake from a frightening dream.
If ever he were bearnapped
I’d give everything I own
All my toys and money – anything,
To get my bear back home.
No, I won’t put him in the cupboard,
And I don’t want a new teddy bear,
He may be old, torn and tattered,
But I love him, so I don’t care.

Robin Mellor

Daddy Bear's bed was too hard. Mummy Bear's bed felt too soft,
but the little bed that belonged to Baby Bear was just right!

I shouldn’t much care

In a little house deep in the woods lived a family of three very happy

If it froze or snew;

My ears are all floppy and torn.

bears. One morning the three bears went for a walk. Just then a

Just then the three bears returned from their morning walk.

I shouldn’t much mind

little girl named Goldilocks sneaked into the three bears' house.

The stuffing has crumbled in my legs

"Who's eaten all my porridge?" cried Baby Bear.

If it snowed or friz —

And my fur is bare and worn.

I’d be all fur-lined

Goldilocks tasted Daddy Bear’s bowl of porridge. It was too hot!

With a coat like his!

Mummy Bear's porridge was too cold. But the little bowl of porridge

I’m old and I’ve only one glass eye.

For I’d have fur boots and a brown fur wrap,

But I’ll always go wherever you go.
I’ll snuggle up close in bed.
You can count on me to look after you.
I’m your very own special Ted.

John Foster

Can you continue the story?
Do you know where
bears really live,
what they really eat
and where they
sleep?

If these were real
bears what other
animal might visit their
home instead of
Goldilocks. What would
that animal be looking
for?

What do you
think would have
happened if
Goldilocks had
found someone
else in the house?

What do you think
happened after
Goldilocks left the
house?

Click Here to go to All About Animals
And learn about Polar Bears and Brown Bears

Furry Bear
A. A. Milne

that belonged to Baby Bear was just right!

And brown fur knickers and a big fur cap.

Next Goldilocks sat in the bears' three chairs. Daddy’s chair was too

I’d have a fur muffle-ruff to cover my jaws,

hard. Mummy’s chair was too soft. But the little chair that belonged

And brown fur mittens on my big brown paws.

to Baby Bear was just right. But, oh dear! The little chair collapsed

With a big brown furry-down up to my head,

into pieces so Goldilocks decided to go upstairs for a sleep.

I’d sleep all the winter in a big fur bed.

Here are some very famous bears.
Can you guess who they are?
I am a very old bear indeed.
I was invented in 1920 and
at first I was a character
in the Daily Express
newspaper.
I live in a place called
Nutwood with my
friends – especially my
best friend Bill Badger.

Who am I?

I have two uncles, Uncle Grizzly
lives in America and Uncle Polar
lives at the North Pole.
Click Here to go to
Rupert and the frog song (pictures)

I am
Rupert
Bear and
here is a
picture of
the lady
who first
drew me.
Her name
was Mary
Tourtel.

I began when a little boy
called Christopher Robin
had me as a gift for his
birthday. At first my name
was Edward!
When Christopher Robin
was 4 years old he went to
London zoo and saw a black
bear called Winnie…….
that’s how I got my new
name!
Christopher Robin’s father,
A. A. Milne invented stories
about me and the very first
story was published in 1925 in
a newspaper called The
London Evening News.

I am a bear who loves honey and I
live with my friends in the Hundred
Acre Woods.

Who am I?
My name is Winnie
the Pooh of course!
And this is A. A.
Milne with the real
Christopher Robin
and the real me,
Pooh Bear.

"Who's been sitting in our chairs?" grumped Daddy Bear.
"Who's broken my chair?" yelled Baby Bear.
Then he shrieked, "Who's that sleeping in my bed?"

Goldilocks woke up with a start. As fast as she could she leapt
from Baby Bear's bed and ran out of the door into the woods.

What became of Goldilocks? The three bears never knew!

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.
Ready to be introduced to
you. Winnie-the-Pooh.

Words & tune
Winnie the Pooh

From the House at Pooh Corner by A. A. Milne

Michael Bond wrote
a story about me in
1958.
I was found by Mr and
Mrs Brown on Paddington
Station and that’s how I
got my name.
I came from
deepest,darkest Peru
sent by my Aunt Lucy.

I am Paddington Bear of
course!
And here is a picture of
Michael Bond.

Who am I?
I usually wear a duffle
coat, a big floppy hat and
sometimes, Wellington
boots. My favourite food
is marmalade

When I was found I
was sitting on a
suitcase and wearing
a special label.
Click Here to go to
The Paddington Bear Website

www.ks1resources.co.uk

Hoppity

I belonged to a little girl called Jane and when she
grew up she wrote stories about me and my
friends. My first story adventure was in 1988.
I am the oldest and the
wisest of all the toys in
the playroom.
I like nothing
better than a few
minutes peace and
quiet for a nap in
my chair.
I love reading stories
to the other toys.

Christopher Robin goes
Hoppity, Hoppity,
Hoppity, Hoppity, Hop

Who am I?
I am Old Bear!
Here I am with my
friends and a picture
of Jane.

Whenever I tell him
Politely to stop it, he
These bears are all out of order.
Click to put them in line starting with the bear who first appeared in books.

1920

1925

1958

1988

Say's he can't possibly stop.
If he stopped hopping, he couldn't go anywhere,
Poor little Christopher
Couldn't go anywhere...
That's why he always goes
Hoppity, Hoppity,

My best friend is
called Bramwell.

Hoppity,
Hoppity,
Hop.

A. A. Milne

