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            A note on the author
   

         

         Ann Henning first wrote the story of Honeylove at school in her native Sweden at the age of seven. The two nasty wild cats tormenting the gentle bear cub are modelled on two bullies in her class who made life difficult for her. The manuscript was put aside – she still has the exercise book – and did not appear in print until forty years later, when she was living in Connemara, Ireland..

         Having decided to become a writer, Ann Henning earned her first professional fee at the age of nine when she had a story published in a magazine. She discovered that by writing about the things that disturbed her most, she was able to handle them better.

      
   





Circus Bears on the Loose



O n a wild winter’s day in the West of Ireland, a little bear cub was born in a wood called Mossy Smell. His mother and father were snoozing contentedly in their den. Nothing disturbed them there: no howling gale, no streaming downpour, not even the arrival of their first-born. But then, his mother was a huge bear, much taller and stouter than any Mummy you ever saw, and the bear cub was tiny, only the size of a baby rabbit. So he slipped into the world quite unnoticed. Like puppies and kittens, he was born with his eyes and ears closed, and his fur was soft and silky. All he knew was that he felt cold and hungry. He burrowed into the thick warm fur on his mother’s belly, and before long he had located a supply of lovely rich milk. While his parents slept on, he stayed like that, nice and snug, for the rest of the winter. He dozed and suckled, and grew bigger and stronger each day.

Now, if you were to ask someone in the know, such as your Mum or Dad, or your teacher at school, I’m sure they would tell you that there is no such thing as bears living wild in Ireland. And they would be almost right. As right as they can be. You see, they don’t know about the bears living in Mossy Smell. Nobody does. How they came to be there is a long story.

 

Once, not so long ago, the two big bears had lived in a circus in far-away Russia. The circus was famous for its performing bears. People travelled long distances to see bears riding tricycles, balancing on balls, doing cartwheels and dancing the polka. They were all trained by a man called Andreas. He was born in America but had travelled the world as a circus animal tamer. Eventually he had settled with the Russian circus. That was because he loved the bears so much; he wanted to spend all his time training them. The circus bears were equally devoted to him. He could get them to do tricks no one had ever heard of. The greatest feat of all was when he taught two young bears to talk like human beings.

By then Andreas was an old man, and it was said that all his knowledge, a whole lifetime’s experience of training animals, had gone into this stunning achievement. He named his talking bears Roy and Sonja and rebuilt his caravan so that they could live there with him. He spent all his time with the two of them, shutting himself off from humans. He’d rather talk to his bears, he said. They made much more sense.

Whenever they were alone, Andreas would speak to the bears in English, his native tongue. He had this great dream of taking them to America, where he believed they would create a sensation appearing on television chat shows.

“We’ll be rich and famous,” he told them. “Oh, that will be the day!”

Sadly, it never came to that. Andreas was old and his health was failing. He had a hacking cough that grew steadily worse during the cold Russian winters. One day he had to be taken to hospital, and he never came back.

A new trainer was hired, and the other bears continued to do their tricks for him. But not Roy and Sonja. They would never talk to anyone else. They went on chatting between themselves, but only when no one was listening. The new trainer tried to teach them new tricks, like skating and turning cartwheels, but they simply refused to cooperate. As circus bears they were useless, and before long they were sold off to a zoo in England.

How the bears hated the zoo! It was the old-fashioned kind with the animals confined in small spaces, caged in by high iron bars. They were ill-fed and uncomfortable, but that wasn’t the worst of it. Andreas had treated them with respect and affection, spending his days with them in sensible conversation. Here they were like prisoners, gaped at by hordes of people making silly remarks about them.

“They must think we’re a pair of idiots,” Roy used to mutter to Sonja.

The zoo’s owner complained because they didn’t breed. There was nothing like cuddly bear cubs to pull in the crowds. He didn’t realise that, in order to breed, bears have to be happy.

In the end, the barren couple were sold cheaply to a newly opened zoo in the West of Ireland.

On a stifling hot day in late summer, Roy and Sonja were taken away for a long, bumpy journey in a rattling old horse-box. The driver gave them straw to lie on and hay to eat.

“You’d think he couldn’t tell the difference between us and a blooming horse,” Roy grumbled.

“Never mind,” said Sonja. “At least we’re out of that horrible place.”

“That’s small comfort,” Roy retorted. “We’re going to another zoo, remember? For all we know, that may be even worse than the one we’ve just left.”

He pulled himself up to his impressive full height and then stooped to peer out of the small window on the side of the horse-box. Out there, under a deep blue sky, he could see wide open spaces, green grass, high mountains and glittering lakes. He heaved a deep sigh. It made Sonja feel sad, too.

“I wish we were back in the circus,” she said dreamily.

“I don’t,” Roy replied. “I wish we were out there, in the wild. Living as bears are meant to.”

The horse-box stopped unexpectedly, and they heard the driver step out of his cab. Then he came round to open the door of the horse-box a crack. He had suddenly remembered that he was under strict orders to check on the bears frequently during the journey.

“You okay in there?” he asked, not for a moment expecting an answer.

“Not particularly,” Roy snapped. He felt so grumpy he forgot their resolve never to talk to humans.

The driver gasped and shook his head. Had the heat got to him? He had heard that heat-stroke could have a bad effect on your mind. And he could have sworn that the big brown bear had just answered back.

“How would you feel yourself?” Roy went on testily, “cooped up in a hole like this, with nothing but dry hay to eat? I want a decent meal.”

The driver screamed in terror and ran away, forgetting in his fright to shut the door behind him. He made for a bog nearby where he had previously spotted a couple of men loading turf on to a trailer.

Roy pushed the door open and looked out. There were no humans in sight. The horse-box was parked in a lay-by beautifully situated overlooking a lake. On one side was a deep green forest of fir trees and across the lake the lighter green shades of an oak wood flickered in the breeze. But most important of all: there were no houses or farms as far as the eye could see.






	
	


	
		Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy Honeylove the Bearcub.

		Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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