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Bear’s First School Day
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In the middle of Pinecone Woods, Little Bear stretched his fuzzy
arms and blinked at the golden morning sunlight peeking through

his window.

Today wasn’t just any day—it was his very first day at Forest
School! His tummy felt funny, like it was buzzing with tiny

honeybees. “Butterflies made of honey,” he thought.

His mom gently tied his bright red scarf, smoothing the knot with
her soft paw. “You are braver than you think, Little Bear,” she
whispered, packing his lunch with his favorite honey sandwich and

a note that said: “Have a sweet day!”






Outside, a bright yellow school bus chugged to a stop at the edge
of the forest path. The door swung open with a cheerful *squeak™,

and Little Bear saw Foxy Friend waving wildly from the window.

Squeak Mouse popped his head out and called, “Come on, Bear!

We saved you a seat!”

Bear took a deep breath, squeezed his mom tight, and climbec

aboard. Inside, the seats were bouncy like marshmallows, and
everyone’s backpacks looked huge—like they were packed for a
jungle adventure. Little Bear clutched his scarf, feeling a mix of

excitement and jitters.






At Forest School, Teacher Owl stood by the big wooden door,

feathers fluffed and eyes twinkling behind her glasses.

“Welcome, everyone! Let’s discover together!” she hooted

warmly.

The classroom buzzed with rustling
and curious chatter. Little Bear fo

sunny spot near t

feathers, twitching whiskers,

lowed Foxy and Squeak to a

ne window.

He held onto his red scarf like it was a brave badge. The room

smelled like pencils and pinecones, and on the wall was a big sign

that said “YOU BELONG HERE.”






The first activity was painting tall forest trees. Little Bear dipped
his paw in thick green paint and tried his best to copy the trees he

knew so well from his backyard.

But instead of proud pine trees, his picture looked like... a dancing

pickle!

The class burst into friendly laughter. Bear froze—then giggled.

“Pickle trees are my favorite,” said Squeak, proudly showing his

own splattery rainbow bush.

Teacher Owl smiled. “Every forest needs one-of-a-kind trees.

Yours is full of imagination!”

Little Bear’s nerves melted into painty joy.






Recess came next, and the playground looked like a woodland
wonderland. Foxy zoomed like a rocket ship across the grassy
clearing. Squeak climbed the jungle gym like it was a mountain.
Little Bear stood at the top of the slide, paws trembling just a bit.

“You've got this!” shouted his friends.

He pushed off—and WHOOSH! He tumbled down, landing in a
heap of paws, giggles, and fluff.

“Again!” he shouted. This time, all three friends slid together,

crashing into a laughing pile.

Bear had never laughed so much while covered in leaves.






Snack time brought the tastiest surprises. At a little picnic table

shaped like a mushroom, Bear unwrapped his honey sandwich,

carefully made by Mom.

Foxy offered some crunchy red berries from a twisty little jar, and

Squeak h

Bear took a ni
t

ad tiny round cookies with nuts in the middle.

“Wanna trade?” they asked.

vble of berry, then a crumb of cookie, and soon the

nree of them were sharing every bite.

“School snacks taste better when shared,” Bear said with a sticky

grin, and everyone nodded in agreement.






After lunch, with bellies full and eyes a bit droopy, the class

gathered in a cozy

reading circle.

Teacher Owl perched on a stump and opened a book about a brave

little cub who traveled through the forest to make new friends.

As she read, the sunlight filtered through the trees outside,

dancing across the pages like golden butterflies.

Little Bear leaned against Foxy’s s

him away. He imagined himself as t

noulder and let the story carry

ne brave cub in the tale—trying

new things, making new friends, and feeling proud.
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When the last bell rang, it echoed gently like a chime in the

woods.

Little Bear hugged Foxy and Squeak tight, not wanting to say
goodbye.

Teacher Owl handed him a small star sticker. “You were

wonderfully brave today,” she said.

Bear’s red scarf fluttered in the afternoon breeze as he climbed
onto the bus. This morning, it had felt like a safety blanket—but

now it felt like a superhero cape.

He waved out the window until he couldn’t see the school

anymore, his heart full of stories to tell.






That night, back in his cozy pine-scented bedroom, Little Bear
snuggled under his quilt with his red scarf still wrapped gently
around his neck.

His mom tucked him in and brushed a paw over his head.
“You are braver than you know,” she whispered.

Bear smiled sleepily. The moon hung softly over Pinecone Woods,
and in his dreams, he painted more pickle trees, slid down a

glittery rainbow slide, and led a forest parade of giggling friends.

Tomorrow was another school day—and Bear couldn’t wait.



Before You Drift Off...

What’s something new you’re excited (or a little nervous) to try

soon?

How does it feel when someone helps you feel brave or cheers you

on?



