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"The	  fact	  is,"	  said	  Rabbit,	  "we've	  missed	  our	  way	  somehow."	  

They	  were	  having	  a	  rest	  in	  a	  small	  sand	  pit	  on	  the	  top	  of	  the	  Forest.	  Pooh	  was	  getting	  rather	  tired	  of	  
that	  sand	  pit,	  and	  suspected	  it	  of	  following	  them	  about,	  because	  whichever	  direction	  they	  started	  
in,	  they	  always	  ended	  up	  at	  it,	  and	  each	  time,	  as	  it	  came	  through	  the	  mist	  at	  them,	  Rabbit	  said	  
triumphantly,	  "Now	  I	  know	  where	  we	  are!"	  and	  Pooh	  said	  sadly,	  "So	  do	  I,"	  and	  Piglet	  said	  nothing.	  	  

"Well,"	  said	  Rabbit,	  after	  a	  long	  silence	  in	  which	  nobody	  thanked	  him	  for	  the	  nice	  walk	  they	  were	  
having,	  "we'd	  better	  get	  on,	  I	  suppose.	  Which	  way	  shall	  we	  try?"	  

"How	  would	  it	  be,"	  said	  Pooh	  slowly,	  "if,	  as	  soon	  as	  we're	  out	  of	  sight	  of	  this	  Pit,	  we	  try	  to	  find	  it	  
again?"	  

"What's	  the	  good	  of	  that?"	  said	  Rabbit.	  

"Well,"	  said	  Pooh,	  "we	  keep	  looking	  for	  Home	  and	  not	  finding	  it,	  so	  I	  thought	  that	  if	  we	  looked	  for	  
this	  Pit,	  we'd	  be	  sure	  not	  to	  find	  it,	  which	  would	  be	  a	  Good	  Thing,	  because	  then	  we	  might	  find	  
something	  that	  we	  weren't	  looking	  for,	  which	  might	  be	  just	  what	  we	  were	  looking	  for,	  really."	  

"I	  don't	  see	  much	  sense	  in	  that,"	  said	  Rabbit.	  “If	  I	  walked	  away	  from	  this	  Pit,	  and	  then	  walked	  back	  
to	  it,	  of	  course	  I	  would	  find	  it."	  	  

"Well,	  I	  thought	  perhaps	  you	  wouldn't,"	  said	  Pooh.	  

"Try,"	  said	  Piglet	  suddenly.	  "We'll	  wait	  here	  for	  you."	  

Rabbit	  gave	  a	  laugh	  to	  show	  how	  silly	  Piglet	  was,	  and	  walked	  into	  the	  mist.	  After	  he	  had	  gone	  a	  
hundred	  yards,	  he	  turned	  and	  walked	  back	  again	  ...	  and	  after	  Pooh	  and	  Piglet	  had	  waited	  twenty	  
minutes	  for	  him,	  Pooh	  got	  up.	  

"Now	  then,	  Piglet,	  let's	  go	  home,”	  said	  Pooh.	  	  

"But,	  Pooh,"	  cried	  Piglet,	  all	  excited,	  "do	  you	  know	  the	  way?"	  

"No,"	  said	  Pooh.	  "But	  there	  are	  twelve	  pots	  of	  honey	  in	  my	  home,	  and	  they've	  been	  calling	  to	  me	  for	  
hours.	  I	  couldn't	  hear	  them	  properly	  before,	  because	  Rabbit	  talked,	  but	  if	  nobody	  says	  anything	  
except	  those	  twelve	  pots,	  I	  think.	  Piglet,	  I	  shall	  know	  where	  they're	  calling	  from.	  Come	  on."	  

They	  walked	  off	  together;	  and	  for	  a	  long	  time	  Piglet	  said	  nothing,	  so	  as	  not	  to	  interrupt	  the	  pots.	  	  	  

"Rabbit's	  clever,"	  said	  Pooh	  thoughtfully.	  	  

"Yes,"	  said	  Piglet,	  "Rabbit's	  clever."	  	  

"And	  he	  has	  Brain."	  	  

'Yes,"	  said	  Piglet,	  "Rabbit	  has	  Brain."	  	  

There	  was	  a	  long	  silence.	  

"I	  suppose,"	  said	  Pooh,	  "that	  that's	  why	  he	  never	  understands	  anything."	  
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Pooh	  discovered,	  after	  Eeyore	  told	  him,	  that	  it	  was	  Eeyore's	  birthday.	  So	  Pooh	  decided	  to	  give	  him	  
something.	  He	  went	  home	  to	  get	  a	  jar	  of	  honey	  to	  use	  as	  a	  birthday	  present,	  and	  talked	  things	  over	  
with	  Piglet,	  who	  decided	  to	  give	  Eeyore	  a	  balloon	  that	  he'd	  saved	  from	  a	  party	  of	  his	  own.	  While	  
Piglet	  went	  to	  get	  the	  balloon,	  Pooh	  walked	  off	  to	  Eeyore's	  with	  the	  jar	  of	  honey.	  

But	  after	  a	  while,	  he	  began	  to	  get	  Hungry.	  

So	  he	  sat	  down	  and	  took	  the	  top	  off	  his	  jar	  of	  honey.	  "Lucky	  I	  brought	  this	  with	  me,"	  he	  thought.	  
"Many	  a	  bear	  going	  out	  on	  a	  warm	  day	  like	  this	  would	  never	  have	  thought	  of	  bringing	  a	  little	  some-‐	  
thing	  with	  him."	  And	  he	  began	  to	  eat.	  

"Now	  let	  me	  see,"	  he	  thought,	  as	  he	  took	  his	  last	  lick	  of	  the	  inside	  of	  the	  jar,	  "where	  was	  I	  going?	  Ah,	  
yes,	  Eeyore."	  He	  got	  up	  slowly.	  

And	  then,	  suddenly,	  he	  remembered.	  He	  had	  eaten	  Eeyore's	  birthday	  present!	  

Well,	  most	  of	  it,	  anyway.	  Fortunately,	  he	  still	  had	  the	  jar.	  And	  since	  he	  was	  passing	  by	  the	  Hundred	  
Acre	  Wood,	  he	  went	  in	  to	  see	  Owl	  and	  had	  him	  write	  "A	  Happy	  Birthday"	  on	  it.	  After	  all,	  it	  was	  a	  nice	  
jar,	  even	  with	  nothing	  in	  it.	  

While	  all	  this	  was	  happening,	  Piglet	  had	  gone	  back	  to	  his	  own	  house	  to	  get	  Eeyore's	  balloon.	  He	  
held	  it	  very	  tightly	  against	  himself,	  so	  that	  it	  shouldn't	  blow	  away,	  and	  he	  ran	  
as	  fast	  as	  he	  could	  so	  as	  to	  get	  to	  Eeyore	  before	  Pooh	  did;	  for	  he	  thought	  that	  
he	  would	  like	  to	  be	  the	  first	  one	  to	  give	  a	  present,	  just	  as	  if	  he	  had	  thought	  of	  
it	  without	  being	  told	  by	  anybody.	  And	  running	  along,	  and	  thinking	  how	  
pleased	  Eeyore	  would	  be,	  he	  didn't	  look	  where	  he	  was	  going	  ...	  and	  suddenly	  
he	  put	  his	  foot	  in	  a	  rabbit	  hole,	  and	  fell	  down	  flat	  on	  his	  face.	  

Yes,	  well,	  after	  Piglet	  fell	  on	  Eeyore's	  balloon,	  it	  wasn't	  so	  ...	  well,	  it	  was	  more	  ...	  that	  is,	  it	  was	  ...	  

	  

"Balloon?"	  said	  Eeyore.	  "You	  did	  say	  balloon?	  One	  of	  those	  big	  colored	  
things	  you	  blow	  up?	  Fun,	  song-‐and-‐dance,	  here	  we	  are	  and	  there	  we	  
are?"	  

"Yes,	  but	  I'm	  afraid—I'm	  very	  sorry,	  Eeyore—but	  when	  I	  was	  running	  
along	  to	  bring	  it	  to	  you,	  I	  fell	  down."	  

"Dear,	  dear,	  how	  unlucky!	  You	  ran	  too	  fast,	  I	  expect.	  You	  didn't	  hurt	  yourself,	  Little	  Piglet?"	  

"No,	  but	  I—I—oh,	  Eeyore,	  I	  burst	  the	  balloon!"	  There	  was	  a	  very	  long	  silence.	  "My	  balloon?"	  said	  
Eeyore	  at	  last	  Piglet	  nodded.	  

"	  My	  birthday	  balloon?"	  

"Yes,	  Eeyore,"	  said	  Piglet	  sniffing	  a	  little.	  "Here	  it	  is.	  With—with	  many	  happy	  returns	  of	  the	  day."	  
And	  he	  gave	  Eeyore	  the	  small	  piece	  of	  damp	  rag.	  

"Is	  this	  it?"	  said	  Eeyore,	  a	  little	  surprised.	  Piglet	  nodded.	  "My	  present?"	  Piglet	  nodded	  again.	  



"The	  balloon?"	  And	  just	  then,	  Pooh	  arrived.	  

"I've	  brought	  you	  a	  little	  present,"	  said	  Pooh	  excitedly.	  

"I've	  had	  it,"	  said	  Eeyore.	  

Pooh	  had	  now	  splashed	  across	  the	  stream	  to	  Eeyore,	  and	  Piglet	  was	  sitting	  a	  little	  way	  off,	  his	  head	  
in	  his	  paws,	  snuffling	  to	  himself.	  

"It's	  a	  Useful	  Pot,"	  said	  Pooh.	  "Here	  it	  is.	  And	  it's	  got	  'A	  Very	  Happy	  Birthday	  with	  love	  from	  Pooh'	  
written	  on	  it.	  That's	  what	  all	  that	  writing	  is.	  And	  it's	  for	  putting	  things	  in.	  There!"	  

Then	  Eeyore	  discovered	  that,	  since	  the	  balloon	  was	  no	  longer	  as	  big	  as	  Piglet,	  it	  could	  easily	  be	  put	  
away	  in	  the	  Useful	  Pot	  and	  taken	  out	  whenever	  it	  was	  needed,	  which	  certainly	  can't	  be	  done	  with	  
the	  typical	  Unmanageable	  Balloon	  .	  .	  .	  

"I'm	  very	  glad,"	  said	  Pooh	  happily,	  "that	  I	  thought	  of	  giving	  you	  a	  Useful	  Pot	  to	  put	  things	  in."	  

"I'm	  very	  glad,"	  said	  Piglet	  happily,	  "that	  I	  thought	  of	  giving	  you	  Something	  to	  put	  in	  a	  Useful	  Pot"	  

But	  Eeyore	  wasn't	  listening.	  He	  was	  taking	  the	  balloon	  out,	  and	  putting	  it	  back	  again,	  as	  happy	  as	  
could	  be.	  .	  .	  .	  

	   	  
	  


