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The Green Balloon Adventure
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In the

cheerful playroom at the end of Lemon Lane, Teddy Bear

Tim puffed out his cheeks and blew up a big, bright green balloon

Wit

until—*

for the afternoon toy party.

n every breath, the balloon grew rounder and rounder

POP-wiggle!*—it floated above their heads like a bouncing

moon.

Dolly Duck did a happy wiggle. “Be careful!” she giggled. “Don’t

let it get away!”

Robot Rex beeped with excitement, and Bunny Boo tried to bop it

with her floppy ears. It was going to be the best toy party ever!
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But just then—*WHOOSH!*—a wild gust of wind whooshed

through the playroom as

the window blew open wide!

The green balloon wiggled, wobbled, and zipped right out the

window before anyone could grab it.

“Oh noooo!” cried Tim, running to the window.

The toys crowded behind him,
up—past the garden fence, a

Bunny’s

watching the balloon drift up, up,

vbove the trees, higher than even

nighest hop.

“The balloon’s on an adventure!” said Dolly Duck, eyes wide.






Without a moment to lose, Tim turned to his friends. “We can’t let

it float away forever!” he said bravely.

Dolly Duck flapped her wings. Bunny Boo bounced twice in

agreement. Robot Rex spun in a circle with a beep of approval.
“Let’s team up to bring it home!” Tim declared.
With hats cinched, backpacks zipped, and one last squeaky group

hug, the four friends marched outside—ready for rescue and a

little excitement too.






The green balloon floated past the cheerful garden gnome, who

tipped his hat with a wink.

Butterfly Bella flitted past in a shimmer of sparkles. “Follow me!”

she called.

The toys followed Bella past colorful bushes and tickly vines.

Bunny Boo hoppec
behind her, and Ro

hig

0ot

n to keep it in view, Dolly Duck flapped fast

Rex beeped encouragements like, “Left turn

in five steps!”

Their balloon wasn’t lost—not while they had friends to help find

it!






Soon, the balloon danced into trouble. It bumped silly leaves,
startled two squirrels, and got tangled on the tallest flower in the
garden—a glowing sunflower taller than Tim!

“It’s stuck!” gasped Rex, blinking red warning lights.

The toys gathered below, staring up. The balloon swayed gently at

the top, like it was waiting for them.

“Hmm,” said Dolly, scratching her beak. “We need a plan.”

Tim nodded. “Let’s build something together.”






Dolly Duck waddled off to gather flowerpots—big ones, small ones,

even the one with a daisy still inside.

Bunny Boo stacked pillows from the porch, bouncing them into

place.

Robot Rex stretched his bendy arms as far as they’d go. “Ready to
liftt!” he beeped.

Tim tied his scarf tight and got ready to climb. “One, two,
three—TOY TOWER!” he called.

Together, they balanced the wobbly stack. It leaned, it squeaked,
and it giggled under their paws—but it held!






At the very tippy-top of the flowerpot tower, Tim stretched his

paw toward the string.

His fuzzy feet wiggled. Bunny Boo tickled his toes to keep

smiling. Dolly f

apped her wings to keep the stack steady.

beeped encouragement like a marching band.

“Almost... got it...” said Tim.

Nim

RexX

And then—*grab!*—he caught the green balloon’s string!

Butterfly Bella did a loop-de-loop in celebration. “Hooray for

teamwork!” she sang.

Even the garden gnome clapped his tiny hands.






Back inside, the toys returned in a jolly parade.

Tim held t

he bal

C

oon proudly in his paw, and everyone else

ancec

, bounced, or beeped beside him.

They tied the balloon to a chair and brought out the party cake—a

pretend one made of blocks, but delicious in their imaginations.

They laughed, sang, and twirled under hanging streamers as the

stars began to peek out. Tim smiled at his friends. “We did

it—together,” he whispered happily.






That night, the toys curled up under their cozy quilt in the

playroom, with the green balloon gently swaying above them.

They gave it a soft goodnight boop, then closed their eyes with
tired, happy hearts.

Some adventures, they agreed, were a little wild, a little wobbly,

and very, very wonderful.

But the best ones were always shared with friends.

Soon, everyone drifted into dreams—full of balloons, garden

gnhomes, and the magic of teamwork.



Before You Drift Off...

Why do you think the toys were able to reach the balloon when
they worked together?

What’s something you’'ve done with a friend that felt extra fun

because you were a team?



