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Barnaby the bear lived in a cozy cottage at the edge of the

woods. He had warm honey-brown fur, a cream muzzle, and a

gentle smile. He wore a mustard-yellow scarf and round

glasses. Every morning, he tended his garden, where flowers

bloomed and birds sang. He loved his quiet life, but he often

thought of his dear grandmother and the happy times they

shared.
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One day, a letter arrived. It was from his grandmother's old

friend, a raccoon named Mrs. Prickle. She had found

something special while cleaning out her attic. 'Your

grandmother wanted you to have this,' she wrote. Inside a

small box, wrapped in soft tissue, was a tiny teacup. It was no

bigger than a walnut, painted with delicate blue flowers.

2



Barnaby recognized it at once. It was his grandmother's tiniest

teacup, the one she used for pretend tea parties when he was

a cub. He remembered her silver-grey fur, her lavender shawl,

and her warm, crinkly smile. 'For the smallest sips,' she would

say, winking. He held the little cup gently, and his heart filled

with happy memories.
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Barnaby placed the teacup on his kitchen shelf. He tried to

drink from it, but it was far too small. Even a single drop of tea

overflowed. He sighed. 'What good is a teacup that cannot hold

tea?' he wondered. But he could not bear to put it away. It

reminded him of his grandmother's love, and that was worth

more than any cup.
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Days passed, and Barnaby often glanced at the tiny teacup. It

sat on the shelf, gathering dust. He wished he could use it

somehow, to honor his grandmother's memory. But what could

a bear do with such a tiny cup? He thought and thought, but

no answer came. The cup remained on the shelf, a small

treasure with no purpose.
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One warm afternoon, Barnaby sat in his garden, watching the

birds. They fluttered around his birdbath, but the water was

low and stale. A bluebird with bright blue wings and a rusty-

orange breast landed nearby, tilting its head. 'I'm thirsty,' it

seemed to say. 'Is there fresh water?' Barnaby looked at the

dry birdbath and frowned. He wanted to help.
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Just then, he remembered his grandmother's teacup. An idea

sparked in his mind. 'That tiny cup could be a fountain!' he

exclaimed. He hurried inside and fetched the teacup. He also

gathered a small clay pot, a little pump from his shed, and

some pebbles. He would build a miniature fountain, just the

right size for his feathered friends.
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Barnaby worked carefully. He placed the teacup on a bed of

pebbles inside the clay pot. He connected the tiny pump with a

thin tube, and soon, water bubbled up into the cup. It

overflowed in a gentle trickle, like a tiny waterfall. The

fountain was small but beautiful, and the teacup sat proudly at

its center, gleaming in the sunlight.
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The bluebird returned, curious. It perched on the edge of the

teacup, dipped its beak, and drank. Then it fluttered its wings

and splashed in the cool water. 'What a lovely fountain!' it

chirped. Other birds soon noticed. A sparrow with brown

streaked feathers and a pale grey belly hopped over, tilting its

head. 'May I have a sip too?' it seemed to ask.
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Word spread quickly through the woods. Finches, robins, and

chickadees flew down to visit Barnaby's garden. They took

turns drinking and splashing in the tiny teacup fountain. The

bluebird and the sparrow became regular guests, chirping

happily as they bathed. Barnaby watched from his bench, a

warm smile spreading across his face. His garden had never

been so full of life.
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Barnaby realized that his grandmother's teacup was no longer

just a memory. It was now a source of joy for the birds. He

thought of her kind eyes and knew she would have loved this.

'Even a tiny cup can make a big difference,' he said softly. The

fountain bubbled cheerfully, and the birds sang their thanks.

The little teacup had found its perfect purpose.
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One day, the bluebird brought a friend, a shy little wren. The

wren was nervous, but the bluebird chirped encouragingly.

'Don't worry, the bear is kind.' The wren took a sip and then

splashed with delight. Barnaby chuckled. He felt connected to

his grandmother through this little fountain, as if she were

smiling down on him and the birds.
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As the sun set, Barnaby sat in his garden, watching the birds

settle in for the night. The teacup fountain glowed in the

fading light. He thought about how something so small could

bring so much happiness. He remembered his grandmother's

words: 'It's the little things that matter most.' Now he truly

understood. The tiny teacup had taught him a big lesson.
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From that day on, Barnaby's garden became a favorite spot for

all the birds. The teacup fountain never ran dry, and the birds

never stopped visiting. Barnaby would sit with his scarf

wrapped snugly, his glasses slightly askew, and watch the

joyful splashing. He felt his grandmother's love in every drop

of water and every chirp.
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Barnaby learned that even the smallest things can be full of

love and meaning. The tiny teacup was too small to drink from,

but it was perfect for bringing friends together. It held

memories of his grandmother, and now it held new memories

too. He smiled, knowing that his grandmother would be proud.
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And so, the bear's tiny teacup continued to bubble and sparkle,

a little fountain of happiness in a big, wide world. Barnaby the

bear, with his warm honey-brown fur and gentle smile, had

found a way to share his grandmother's love with everyone.

For in the end, it is not the size of the gift that matters, but the

love behind it.
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