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CHAPTER 1 
 
    “Peak-a-boo!” 
    The familiar cute, toffee coloured face popped up 
over the edge of my shelf. He had been trying to scare 
me and I must admit on his first attempt I had 
flinched slightly but now, 13 times later, it was 
getting rather tedious. I could even predict exactly 
when he was going to do it. Little Toff could be such a 
pain! 
    Though it was nice (very original I know) to see 
him happy again. The last few months had been very 
difficult for the poor little bear.  
    Since the last time we spoke Little Toff has been a 
very tortured little bear; distraught with the belief 
that he would never see either of his parents again. If 
you remember Corny left the house (I’m making it 
sound like Big Brother aren’t I?) because she was 
frightened what the bears would think of after she 
smashed up Lucy’s bedroom in a fight with Jean. 
Unable to live without her, Milly went after her, 
electing not to throw himself off the roof again, thank 
goodness. 
    But then, yesterday morning, while Little Toff and 
Big Toff were sitting on the floor monotonously 
playing a game of snap (it wasn’t exactly riveting 
stuff I can tell you) something amazing happened. 
Two dark shapes appeared at the window. Two 
familiar shapes, I should say. 
    “The wanderers return.” 
    Instantly recognising Milly’s voice, Little Toff and 
Big Toff looked up to see Milly and Corny standing in 
the open window. They were smiling happily 
although their fur was all tousled and they were 
splattered with mud.   
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    “Mummy!” 
    “Daddy!” 
    The two bears clambered up the bed and rushed 
towards their parents. They clambered up onto the 
windowsill and leapt into the arms of their delighted 
parents. Milly embraced Little Toff and Corny 
embraced Big Toff. They then rotated. 
    “Where have you been all this time?” Big Toff 
asked of his father. 
    “Looking for your mother.” 
    “For seven months! What happened? Was she 
wearing camouflage gear?” 
    “No she was not! Don’t be so sarky! I’ve found her 
haven’t I?” 
    “Where did you find her?” 
    “Er, hello,” interjected Corny. “I am here you 
know?” 
    “Sorry Mummy. Where did Daddy find you?” 
    “Oh just round the corner.” 
    Milly looked at Corny in horror. “What you mother 
meant to say was…” 
    “Just round the corner,” repeated Little Toff in 
amazement.  
    “It took you seven months to get round the 
corner?” demanded Big Toff. 
    “Not exactly,” answered Milly vaguely.   
    “Not exactly?” repeated Little Toff. 
    “Well you see,” began Milly, appearing to be trying 
desperately to think of a lie, “what happened was…” 
    Knowing Milly all to well Corny realised that he 
was about to waffle. “Oh Milly just tell them the 
truth.” 
    “Corny! I’m offended!” cried Milly doing his best 
offended expression. “Would I have told my two 
darling sons anything but the truth, the whole truth 
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and nothing but the truth?” Silly me. I must have 
missed the bit where Milly had made his plea! 
Though it was good to see that after seven months 
beyond the fence, Milly hadn’t lost his unique sense 
of humour. When I say unique I mean that no one else 
found him funny! 
    Corny gave him a stern look which read, “Yes you 
flaming would!” 
    “Alright! Alright!” Wrapping his arms round his 
two sons he began his story. “Now then me little 
champs, I found you mother a couple of days after I 
left the house.” 
    “A couple of days!” repeated Little Toff. Why did 
he find it necessary to keep repeating everything? 
    “Yes. But we thought we can’t go over the fence 
without seeing the world. So we took a left, a right, 
another right, then a left, another left…” 
    “Alright,” interrupted Big Toff. “We get the idea. 
What happened next?” 
    “What happened next? Well that’s a very 
interesting question.” Translated that meant “Give me 
a second while I think of a lie!” Milly waffled on. 
“Well we couldn’t see anything of architectural 
interest. No seven wonders of the world or anything 
like that. I’d been hoping for a measly pyramid at the 
very least. Anyway when we couldn’t see anything 
we decided to come back. And that’s when the 
trouble began. Now I told your mother that we’d 
taken a right. But would she listen! Oh no! She was 
adamant that we’d just taken a left. Well we ended up 
not having a clue where we were.” 
    “You’ve been lost for seven months?” inquired a 
dubious Big Toff. 
    “Not exactly…” 
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    “I thought you were going to tell them the truth,” 
Corny interrupted.  
    Milly sighed. “Oh alright then. I lied. We did find 
something of interest.” 
    “The pyramids?” asked Little Toff excitedly. 
    “No. Not the pyramids. It’s called the town centre 
and we’ve been clubbing it ever since,” Milly blurted 
out. 
    “Clubbing it?” repeated Little Toff in amazement. 
He was starting to get on my beak! 
    “Yeah. It’s when you go round lots of different 
clubs and have a bit of a dance.” 
    “We know what it is,” retorted Big Toff, “but we 
just can’t understand why you were doing it when we 
were worrying ourselves silly, not knowing if we’d 
ever see you again!” 
    “Oh,” was all Milly could say. “We just got a bit 
carried away. Every morning when we woke up in 
some alleyway or in a club doorway we thought 
“Right, today we’re going home.” But then on our 
way we kept seeing another club and we thought 
“Well, we might as well have a peek. We can go home 
tomorrow.” And it just kept going on like that.” Big 
Toff and Little Toff were staring at their parents in 
absolute astonishment. “Oh don’t look at me like that. 
You didn’t hear how catchy the music was. You just 
had to bogey didn’t you Corny?” 
    “Oh yes.”  
    Milly and Corny now turned to face each other and 
burst into song. “Let me hear you go Y-M-C-A!” 
Obviously the song wouldn’t be complete without the 
actions and Milly and Corny threw themselves into 
them wholeheartedly. I should also add that they felt 
it necessary to wiggle their derrieres as well. Big Toff 
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and Little Toff were left standing looking at their 
parents in a stunned embarrassment.  
    “Come on,” Milly told them, “join in.” 
    “Y-M-C-A,” sang Corny and Milly at the top of 
their voices, really getting carried away with the 
actions. While this song stuck in their head I could see 
they were going to be insufferable. “Y-M…” 
    “Could you just stop that a moment?” asked Big 
Toff, stopping Milly in mid wiggle. 
    “What is it son? Have we got the words wrong?” 
    “No.” 
    “Well?” 
    “I know you said you got a bit carried away but 
you’ve been clubbing it for the last seven months?”  
    “No. No. No,” Milly reassured them. “We’ve spent 
quite a while trying to home. I’m not sure how long, 
you tend to lose track of time but it was probably 
about two months.” 
    “What! It’s taken you two months to get home?” 
exclaimed Big Toff. 
    “Yes well we got lost didn’t we? Corny was 
adamant we’d taken a left but…” 
    “We had taken a left,” argued Corny.  
    “Is that why we ended up down the end of a cul-
de-sac?” 
    “Yes well… it wasn’t marked clearly.” 
    “Maybe not but you were claiming we’d come out 
of there. How can you come out of a dead end?” 
    “It had a passage at the end.” 
    “Yes but we didn’t go through any alleys!” 
    “Yes we did,” insisted Corny. 
    “Okay, yes we did but it wasn’t that one!” 
    Corny turned to Big Toff and Little Toff. “Your 
father can talk. We must have been just a few streets 
away from here when he decides he thinks he knows 
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a quick route. He claimed to have been down it when 
he was looking for me. Well that was a week ago!” 
    “Yes well you threw me off course!” 
    “Threw you off course? I merely suggested that we 
called it a day.” Corny turned to the children. “I’d 
seen a nice little bush we could sleep in.” 
    “That’s all very well but when I woke up I was all 
disorientated. I didn’t have a clue where we were.” 
    “No but be honest. You didn’t have a clue where 
we were before we went to sleep!” Nice to hear they’d 
had a bickering free trip! I could just imagine the 
arguing that had gone on when they realised they 
were lost. 
    Taking a deep breath Big Toff interrupted before 
Milly could respond. I could see that a rude word was 
forming on his mouth. “So you’ve been lost for two 
months?” 
    “Yes. Don’t forget we’re only little. It was taking us 
a day to get from one end to the other of some streets. 
And then when you get to one end and realise we’re 
meant to be at the other end it’s a bit pigging 
annoying, to say the least!” 
    A confused Little Toff piped up, “If you were 
walking up and down streets Daddy, surely some 
humans saw you?” 
    “Well… I think some did but I think they just 
thought we were squirrels.” Squirrels! Why did the 
Specsavers advert suddenly come into my head? 
    Little Toff wasn’t convinced. “But how many 
squirrels do they see dancing along to YMCA in 
clubs?” 
    “Oh no one saw us in the clubs. We just danced 
around their feet. A few inconsiderate so and so’s, 
with absolutely no rhythm, trampled on our feet but 
no one looked down.” 
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    “So have you enjoyed seeing the world?” asked Big 
Toff philosophically (that’s a long word for so early in 
the book, isn’t it?). 
    “It was alright,” replied Milly shrugging. 
    “Yeah,” agreed Corny, “it wasn’t bad.” Oh I didn’t 
understand bears! Why did they always have to be so 
miserable? Just a moment ago they’d been bogeying 
along to the YMCA and it seemed they’d had a great 
time! Now it was only “alright.” 
    “Well I think you could have been more 
considerate,” Big Toff told them. “You were out there 
clubbing it every night and you didn’t even spare me 
and Little Toff a thought.” 
    “I did,” protested Milly. 
    “So did I,” agreed Corny. “There wasn’t a moment 
that went by when I didn’t of my two darling sons.” 
    “Well if you’d cared so much then you’d have come 
home sooner, wouldn’t you?” Big Toff pointed out. 
    “Oh don’t be such a misery,” Little Toff told him. 
“They’re home now, aren’t they? That’s all that 
matters.” 
    “I suppose,” agreed Big Toff reluctantly. 
    “Now then,” began Little Toff, “we’ve got a lot of 
catching up to do.” 
    “Yes you’re right,” agreed Corny, “we have. So 
then boys, you’ve heard what we’ve been up to. What 
have you two being doing?” 
    Big Toff and Little Toff turned to look at each other, 
considering the question. They shrugged and replied 
in unison, “Nothing much.”  
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CHAPTER 2 
 
    “Peak-a-boo.” 
    Little Toff brought me back to the present day with 
a… well with a “Peak a boo!” 
    Santa and Penny came bustling in through the open 
window; deep in discussion. 
    “No Penny I have to disagree. I don’t think 
Shakespeare intended us to like Lady Macbeth.” 
    Santa, the vault of all knowledge, had been going 
on about how Penny should be reading great works 
of literature, to increase her intelligence, but they’d 
settled for Macbeth! Unfortunately for everyone else 
reading the play wasn’t good enough for them. They 
felt it was necessary to go into a deep discussion 
about it. A discussion that seemed to be lasing for far 
too long. Penny had finished the play three days ago! 
    “Oh no Santa. I’m quite sure we were meant to like 
her determined, her resourcefulness.” 
    “But Penny, she wasn’t a very pleasant character!” 
    “No but you can’t help but feel sympathy for her at 
her death.” 
    “Well yes. I don’t like it when Shakespeare kills off 
his characters. It’s a bit too tragic for my liking but 
anyway. She had planned Duncan’s murder. 
    “Oh I know. But she did jump off a roof.” 
    “Bit like me, you mean?” Milly had come up the 
roof and was standing behind them.  
    Penny jumped. “Ooh Milly! I didn’t see you there,” 
exclaimed Penny. “If I had I’d never have mentioned  
such a sensitive subject that could be construed as 
very insensitive considering your sui… sui…sui… (oh 
get on with it!)… your unfortunate accident.” 
    “Oh it’s alright.” 
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    “No it isn’t though. Is it Santa dear? We shouldn’t 
have been conversing on Macbeth knowing Milly was 
in such close vicinity” 
    “But you didn’t know,” dismissed Milly. 
    “Milly’s quite right dear,” agreed Santa. “We 
weren’t to know he was creeping up behind us.” 
    “Oh sorry ‘bout that. I’m jus’ looking for Big Toff. 
He’s gone walkies and I was wondering if he wanted 
a game of footy. Little Toff says he’s up for it (only 
after he’s irritated me, of course!).You haven’t seen 
Big Toff have you?” 
    “No sorry.” Santa swiftly changed the subject. 
“Milly, do you think Shakespeare meant us to like 
Lady Macbeth?”  
    Milly gave him a baffled gaze. “Sorry Santa. It’s a 
bit too early in the morning for those sorts of 
questions.” 
    “Oh right. Sorry.” 
    “No probs.” 
    “But did you like her?” persisted Penny. 
    “Oh yeah. I thought she was a right hoot.” Trust 
Milly! “And that bit where she swung down from the 
ceiling in only her underwear had me in stitches. 
Anyway, I must dash. See you later dudes!” 
    Milly came forward into the room and clambered 
down off the windowsill. Santa and Penny were left 
looking at each other in a puzzled confusion.  
    “I don’t remember that bit,” Penny muttered to 
Santa.  
    “No neither do I. I’ll have to consult my text.” I had 
a feeling he wasn’t going to find that particular scene 
in Macbeth! Not that I’d read it! But I just didn’t think 
that semi-naked ladies swinging on ropes was the sort 
of thing you’d find in any of Shakespeare’s plays! No, 
I think Milly had got that from one of those late night 
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films I heard him watching when Corny and the 
Partridge’s were in bed. Well that was the idea. 
Apparently one night Milly had heard footsteps on 
the stairs and before diving under the settee hadn’t 
had to time turn off the TV. Mrs Partridge coming 
downstairs for a drink of water was apparently 
horrified to see what to see what was playing on her 
TV! I don’t think she’s ever looked at Mr Partridge in 
quite the same way since! 
    A voice sounded from the landing. 
    “Oh don’t fret! I haven’t done it in ages Chester 
dear.” 
    “Good. You were doing it far too much before!” 
    Chester and an inflated Catherine entered the 
room. Now when I say inflated I don’t mean that 
Chester had stuck a pump up her… No I won’t even 
put such imagery in your heads! What I mean is that 
she’s pregnant. Yes. Her and Chester have been busy 
since we last spoke! No one’s exactly sure how 
pregnant she is, not even Penny, but there was a 
rumour going around that it might have been 
conceived before the wedding of last year but Chester 
won’t hear of it. So it’s just been left at that she’s very 
pregnant. Needless to say Penny, the resident 
midwife, isn’t equipped to tell whether the baby is 
male or female but Catherine and Chester both have 
their own ideas about it’s sex. Catherine had claimed 
it was a girl as she had apparently heard the baby 
singing ‘Man, I feel like a Woman,’ from inside her 
stomach (if it turned out to be male they could have 
problems!). Fortunately Chester believed that their 
baby was male as he claims to her have heard a male 
voice saying his name every time he touches 
Catherine. There was obviously another explanation 
for this and he wouldn’t be the first bear to start 
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hearing voices in his head. But poor Arthur had 
ended up in the loft! 
    “But it was making me fit.” 
    “Yes but it would be irresponsible to run round the 
garden with a baby inside you. You’ll just have to 
give it a rest for a while.” 
    “Oh I know. Since I’ve found out I’m going to drop 
one (what a lovely term of phrase) I’ve given it up. I 
was just saying it’s a bit annoying. I was getting quite 
good. I’d managed to get one lap of the garden down 
to 19 minutes.” Maybe it was me but I didn’t think 
that one lap of the garden (which wasn’t exactly a 
large area) in nineteen minutes was anything to shout 
about. I could probably walk round the garden faster 
than that. Not now of course but when I was in my 
prime. Catherine bumbled on. “It wouldn’t have been 
long before I’d have been competing with Winfred 
Christie.” I think she must have meant Linford 
Christie, unless I’m forgetting about that really 
famous sprinter called Winfred Christie! 
    “Oh I’m sure you would darling. But it’s best you 
don’t go exerting yourself before our baby’s born. We 
don’t want anything to go amiss. That reminds me, 
are you following those instructions that Penny 
printed out for you?” 
    “Oh you mean the ones I threw… threw… threw… 
Yes of course. They’re very useful,” nodded Catherine 
enthusiastically. 
    “Oh I know. But they’re not things you’d have 
done otherwise, are they really? I thought point 
number five was exceedingly peculiar but I can see its 
logic. Can’t you?” 
    Not having a clue what he was talking about 
Catherine replied, “Mm, well yes. Yes. Very sensible 
really. Mm. Mm.” 
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    “Though I must say I found it strange that they 
gave you a choice of implement. Which one did you 
use?” This was going to be interesting. 
    Catherine stared blankly at him before beginning to 
waffle madly. “Well yes, yes. I had a look at all of 
them. Mm. You know what it’s like? This one? That 
one? And I weighed up the options. Wrote them all 
down on a piece of paper and wrote down all the pros 
and cons.” 
    Chester was now intrigued. “Oh right. I must admit 
I wouldn’t have thought ice cubes or ice pack would 
have been that important a decision?” 
    Catherine closed her eyes and muttered to herself, 
“You Dipsy Catherine! You Dipsy!” Then she opened 
her eyes and continued to waffle. “Well you know me 
Chester. I don’t do anything by halves. And with 
something as important as our baby there’s just no 
room for errors. Just wait ‘till it comes to Huggies or 
Pampers?” 
    “Well I’m glad you’re taking the baby so seriously. 
I wonder what we’re going to call it?” 
    This argument was postponed as Milly climbed 
down off the bed and came over to them. “Morning 
you two.” 
    “Oh good morning Milly.” 
    “Yeah morning Mill.” 
    Somehow I think you can probably work out who 
said what for yourself! 
    “And what a fine morning it is as well. I’m just so 
glad to be back.” 
    “And we’re honoured to have you back as well. 
And Corny.” 
    “That’s very good of you to say,” thanked Milly. 
“She was very nervous yesterday just before she 
stepped in through the window. I think she imagined 
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that everyone was going to be waiting for, ready to 
chuck rotten eggs or sommat like that. But everyone’s 
been very welcoming.” 
    “Well everyone had already forgiven my mother 
for that… erm… shall we say altercation? So it would 
have been hypercritical of them to snub Corny.” 
    Catherine piped up, “Well I could never 
understand what all the fuss was about myself. So 
they cracked the odd ornament. They weren’t exactly 
Wedgwood. £1.50 at the jumble sale, I bet. And that’s 
being generous. They were probably half price from 
Poundland.” 
    “But that wasn’t the issue,” argued Chester. “It was 
the principal. Mother and Corny smashed some of 
Lucy’s prized possessions.” 
    “Oh, well Santa put them back together again 
didn’t he?” 
    “Yes I know. That bear is a genius I tell you,” 
pronounced Chester. “You should have seen the skill. 
The craftsmanship. It was supreme. Sublime!” 
Chester had got slightly carried away, making mad 
gestures with his arms. 
    Catherine soon calmed him down. “Oh Chester. It 
only took a bit of super glue and a Prit Stick!” 
    Milly, who was standing back like a spare part not 
wanting to get involved in a marital argument, 
suddenly announced, “Anyway I best be off. I’m 
looking Big Toff. You haven’t seen him have you?” 
    “No sorry,” replied Chester. 
    “I have,” Catherine told Milly. “He was up here 
about half an hour ago with that little yellow one.” 
    “Lenny?” inquired Milly. 
    “No. She’s up there with Santa.” 
    Milly sighed. “No not Penny. LENNY?” 
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    “Alright. Alright. There’s no need to shout. I’m 
only pregnant.” 
    Milly sighed and asked in his quietest voice, “Was 
he with Lenny?” 
    “Yeah that’s him.” 
    “And they were definitely up here?” 
    “Yes,” replied Catherine confidently. “No hang on. 
They could have been in the lounge… No that was 
Tommy.” 
    “So they were up here?” asked Milly getting 
slightly impatient. 
    “Yes I think… they probably were. No!” she 
exclaimed suddenly. “They were in the dinging 
room.” 
    “Oh right. Thanks I’ll go and have a look.” 
    “Actually,” sighed Catherine. “That might have 
been someone else.” 
    “Oh well,” smiled Milly falsely, starting to edge 
away from Catherine and Chester, “I’m sure I’ll find 
him somewhere.” 
    “Hang on,” Catherine called after him. “I’m getting 
vague recollections that I saw him in the dining 
room.” 
    Milly continued to head for the door, not wanting 
to get involved in Catherine’s game of ‘I Spy Big Toff.’ 
“It’s all right deary. Don’t you get worrying yourself. 
I’ll find him.” 
    Catherine noticed he was trying to make his escape. 
“Hey. Don’t get running off. We ‘ain’t infectious. It’ll 
come back to me where I saw him in ten minutes or 
so. Did you see him at all Chester?” 
    From the look of horror on Milly’s face he clearly 
didn’t relish the idea of hanging around for ten 
minutes while Chester and Catherine rambled on 
about Big Toff’s whereabouts.   
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    “No I can’t say I did Catherine… No wait a minute 
maybe I did.” 
    “Oh God,” Milly muttered to himself. 
    “Yes that’s what I’m getting as well,” sympathised 
Catherine. “Just a vague flash.” If you’re wondering 
why Chester and Catherine were so bothered about 
where Big Toff were, well I’m sorry, I have no idea. 
But if they were spending this much effort looking for 
Big Toff I dreaded to think what they’d be like when 
their baby was born. He wouldn’t be able to leave the 
room without an escort! But considering Big Toff was 
probably just playing a game of hide and seek with 
Lenny it all seemed rather silly! “Maybe I’m thinking 
about Little Toff.” 
    “Well they are very similar darling.” 
    “I’m up here,” Little Toff called down to them from 
the shelf below me. 
    “Ah,” exclaimed Catherine. “That’s what’s 
happened. Me and Chester have seen Little Toff and 
got ourselves all muddled,” Catherine told Milly. 
    “Yes that’ll be it,” agreed Milly, seeing his chance to 
get away. Heading for the door he shouted up to 
Little Toff, “Are you still up for football?” 
    “Yep.” 
    “Good. Good. Just let me find Big Toff first, then 
we’ll start.” 
    “Okey dokey.” 
    As an afterthought Milly added. “Little Toff, I hope 
you’re not bothering Chris up there.” 
    Little Toff replied in his most innocent voice. “Of 
course I’m not Daddy. Am I Chris?” 
    Little Toff’s head popped up over the edge of the 
shelf and gave me his cutest, most innocent smile. 
That bear was such a devil. “No of course not,” I lied. 
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Well half lied. If he didn’t bother with me (or should 
that just be bother me?) I’d be up here all on my own. 
    “Right.” Milly turned to Little Toff. “Well you 
better not be Little Toff. That crow’s a hero.” Oh well, 
that’s the trouble with being famous! 
    Milly then paced towards the door, about to make 
his escape. Just at that moment Metro strode into the 
room, with his nose in the air and his arms 
outstretched as if he was posing for an oil painting. 
Dear me, could you get a camper bear?  
    “Oh Milly, darling,” exclaimed a delighted Metro, 
“have you seen Lenny?” Darling? Last time we spoke, 
Metro’s word for Milly did have seven letters but it 
certainly wasn’t darling! 
    “Oh God, don’t get them started,” murmured 
Milly. But it was too late. 
    Catherine and Chester came scurrying over. “We 
think we might have done,” Catherine told him. 
    “But we’re not sure,” completed Chester. 
    “It’s all a bit hazy.” 
    “Yes. Yes. Hazy. That’s it,” agreed Chester. “What a 
spiffing word hazy is.” 
    “Yes Chester. Anyway Metro. We’ve been doing a 
mental retracing of our steps.” It’s funny Catherine 
should use the word mental. That word was just on 
my beak! “We’ve been trying to work out where we 
might have seen Lenny and Big Toff.” 
    “Oh right.” Metro gave her a curious glance, clearly 
wondering if she’d lost the plot. Well Catherine had 
always been a bit… eccentric shall we say but since 
finding out that she was “going to drop one” as she 
put it, she’d become slightly more hyper and if it’s 
possible, slightly stranger. “Well I wouldn’t worry 
yourself,” Metro told her. “I’m sure I’ll find him.” 
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    “That’s what I said,” Milly whispered to Metro. 
“But she’s having none of it.” Milly swivelled his paw 
about next to his head and added, “She’s having a 
baby,” as if that explained everything.  
    “What did he just say?” demanded Catherine 
lunging at Milly. 
    “Oh leave him Catherine,” Chester instructed her, 
putting a restraining paw on her arm. “Now where 
was it we last saw Big Toff?” It was funny how they 
had managed to turn this into a murder mystery. He 
was only playing hide and seek with Lenny. Hang on! 
What made me think that? What had I seen? Strewth! 
The clowns had got me thinking like Hercule Poirot 
as well. 
    Milly had stopped edging towards the door and 
was now engaged in pleasant conversation about the 
one topic that never failed to exhilarate the bears. The 
weather. 
    “It’s a bit nippy outside.” 
    “Yes,” agreed Metro. “I felt a slight breeze blowing 
westerly before.” 
    “Mm. There were a few rain drops in the rain 
before.” 
    “Oh I hate the rain. It makes my fur all soggy. And 
it makes the comb all wet when I try and spruce 
myself up.” 
    Milly, who hadn’t been near a comb for years, 
nodded understandingly. “Oh yeah. Oh know.” 
    I started to lose interest in their conversation, not 
because their conversation was boring, even though 
I’ve had more fun counting the fur on my wings, but 
because something else, more serious, was bothering 
me.  
    “Little Toff,” I called over the edge of the shelf. 
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    A few seconds later (he didn’t hurry himself!) Little 
Toff’s head slowly peered up over the edge of the 
shelf. He had a cheeky grin on his face and I could see 
he wasn’t going to be much help. 
    “Little Toff, can you smell smoke?” 
    “What kind of smoke?” 
    “What kind of smoke do you think?” I snapped 
impatiently.  
    “I don’t know,” he replied, giving me his cutest, 
most baffled look. 
    “The sort of smoke you get when something’s 
burning,” I explained slowly, not wanting to confuse 
with something above his limited intelligence. If you 
can use the word intelligence in connection with Little 
Toff. 
    “How would I know what that smells like?” 
    Oh he always had to put some obstacle up. “Oh 
you know in the summer when the nutty neighbours 
over the back had a barbeque and ended up setting 
fire to the Partridge’s fence?” 
    “Yes.” Could he be any more awkward? 
    “Well can you smell anything like that?” I 
persisted, losing my patience. 
    “No.” 
    “Can you smell anything?” 
    “Er… your bad breath!” Oh charming! 
    “Apart from my bad breath?” 
    “Well that’s sort of getting in the way!” 
    It was just at that moment that Little Toff seemed to 
fade away. No it wasn’t wishful thinking; a hazy fog 
had suddenly drifted between us. Panicking I glanced 
around me and realised that my shelf was starting to 
look like something from Stars in their Eyes. Not that 
I watch that silly excuse for fancy dress, I hasten to 
add! 
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    Rather concerned now I looked upwards and saw 
the problem. Smoke was billowing out of a crack in 
the ceiling! 
    “Little Toff,” I began. “There’s smoke coming 
through the ceiling. The loft must be on fire.” 
    Little Toff just stared at me for a few seconds. “Oh 
right.” Was it that? The Partridge’s house was about 
to burn down with us in it and all he could say was 
“Oh right.” These bears got me so annoyed 
sometimes. Well most of the time! 
    Little Toff dropped down onto the shelf below. Oh 
lovely! He was off to play football with Milly. Well 
don’t you get worrying about us, eh? You just enjoy 
you’re game. 
    And then his little voice bellowed out from the 
shelf below. “Fire! Fire! Fire! The loft’s on fire! 
Everyone out! Quick!” That’s the way to do it. Nice 
and subtle! 
    There was a moment’s of stunned silence and then 
as the bears slowly looked up and saw the smoke, 
panic ensued.  
    “Ah! We’re going to frazzle!” screamed Catherine 
running around in circles.  
    “Don’t worry Catherine, darling. Everything’ll be 
fine. Now stop running around. You don’t want to 
exert yourself unduly.” 
    “Big Toff? Where are you? The house is on fire.” 
    “Lenny? Lenny? Where are you?” 
    Abandoning their discussion about Macbeth, Santa 
and Penny began scrambling down off the 
windowsill.  
    Milly and Metro dashed out of the room, onto the 
landing, in a desperate search for their two sons. They 
almost collided with Jean, Harry and Mickey, who 
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was carrying Tommy in his arms, as they came 
stumbling into the room. 
    “What’s happening?” asked a tousled Harry who 
looked as if he’d just woken up. 
    “We’re all going to frizzle!” announced Catherine.  
    “Don’t be so dramatic Catherine,” Chester 
admonished her. Chester turned to his family. 
“Mother. Father. Take the children outside. There’s 
something I’ve just got to do first.” 
    Jean stepped forward. “But what’s going on 
Chester. We were all having a lie in and a bit of a 
family cuddle in the Partridge’s bed and then we hear 
someone shouting fire!” 
    “That was me,” Little Toff proudly announced. 
    Chester explained. “There seems to be a small in 
the loft but we should have it out in no time…” 
    “A small fire?” interrupted Catherine. “Look,” she 
pointed at the ceiling. “Look at the smoke. We’re 
doomed.” 
    “Oh Catherine be quiet.” 
    “But I’m never going to find out what happened in 
Neighbours now. It was getting really good.” 
    “Oh I forgot about that,” sympathised Jean. “Do 
you think he was really going to kill her?” 
    Forgetting the fire Catherine and Jean began to talk 
soaps, “Well I don’t know but he cocked that gun 
didn’t he?” 
    “Oh I know. That bit really spooked me out. But I 
think he was just bluffing.” 
    “Ooh I don’t think so. But I think that woman 
might get to him in time.” 
    “Or she might break in trying to save thingee and 
end up getting shot herself,” suggested Jean. 
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    “Oh I hope so. She gets on my nerves she does. 
And I think I read in the Partridge’s TV magazine that 
she was going out of…” 
    “Er… excuse me,” Mickey waved his paw in front 
of their faces. “Sorry to interrupt this riveting 
conversation but do you think you could do this 
outside?” 
    “But we’re in the middle of something,” Jean told 
him.  
    “Yes and the house is in the middle of burning 
down so if you don’t mind?”  
    “Oh alright then,” agreed Jean reluctantly. “Let’s 
go.” 
    With a crying Tommy in his arms Mickey began 
striding purposefully towards the bed and Jean and 
Harry tagged along behind. 
    “It’s alright,” Mickey told Tommy soothingly, 
“everything’s going to be alright.” Mickey turned to 
Jean. “It’s amazing how these little ones can tell when 
something’s up isn’t it?” 
    “Or it could be because your arm’s pressing right 
between his legs.” 
    Mickey hastily removed his arm and the crying 
ceased. “Oh sorry about that little chap. Is everything 
all right downstairs now?” 
    Mickey and co reached the bottom of the bed just as 
Penny and Santa came scrambling down from it.  
    “Hello,” Santa greeted them. “How many of you 
are there?” 
    Mickey gave him a puzzled look. “Just us four.” 
    “Right. My name’s Santa.” 
    “And I’m Penny.” Please don’t ask me why they 
were introducing themselves to bears they’d known 
for years. I have no idea! 
    “And we’re going to be assisting you today.” 
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    Mickey and Jean exchanged puzzled glances. 
“They’ve always been a bit unbalanced,” Mickey 
whispered to Jean. “This fire’s tipped them over the 
edge!” 
    Seeing that his family had reached the safety of 
Penny and Santa Chester turned back to Catherine 
who was starting to become panicky again.  
    “Now Catherine, just wait here a moment. I’ve just 
got to go and get a feather mop.” 
    “A feather mop? Chester the house is burning 
down. This isn’t the time for a spring clean!” 
    “Oh Catherine darling I’m not going to clean 
anywhere. I’m going to get someone to propel me up 
to the loft.” 
    “You’re not going to try and tackle the fire?” 
    “No. No,” Chester reassured her. “I’m just going to 
rescue Arthur?” 
    “Who the heck’s Arthur?” 
    “Remember that bear I met up there when I was 
getting a roll of carpet for our wedding?” 
    “Oh the dusty old fruitcake you invited to the 
wedding?” 
    “Yes. That’s him. Well I’ve always felt bad about 
forgetting to help him down from the loft so he could 
come to our ceremony. So now he’s in danger I’ve got 
to put myself out and rescue him.” 
    “But you might frizzle!” Catherine objected. 
    “Well he certainly will if no one goes up and helps 
him.” 
    “But I might if you leave me here.” It was funny 
she hadn’t been concerned about that a few minutes 
ago when she was discussing the events of 
Neighbours! Bears were so hypercritical! 
    “You’ll be fine. I’ll just be a few moments.” 
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    “Well who’s going to hold the mop to lever you up 
there?” Catherine might come across as uncaring, 
trying to stop Chester rescuing Arthur, but at least it 
showed she cared about Chester and if you think back 
to what was going on at the time of their wedding 
that was something! But I can tell you that since the 
wedding, to my knowledge anyway, there have been 
no more… entanglements between herself and John. I 
bet you’d been having sleepless nights worrying 
about that, hadn’t you? 
    “I don’t know,” Chester answered, looking 
desperate. “I’ll have to find someone.” 
    “I’ll do it.” 
    “You will not. Not in your condition.” 
    “Chester I’m getting flipping sick of this!” shouted 
Catherine. “I can’t do me jogs anymore, I can’t whack 
Milly when he’s offensive, I can’t run round in circles 
when the house is burning down and now I can’t 
even pick up a feather mop. What can I do? Breathe?” 
    “Of course you can darling. But not in excess.” 
    Catherine gave Chester a stern look. “You better be 
joking!” 
    “Of course I am,” lied Chester, looking nervously 
away. 
    “Right. Now do you want me to lift this mop for 
you or not?” 
    “Well… I’m not happy about it.” 
    “Okay. If you’ve got someone else who’ll do it for 
you…” 
    “You know I haven’t.” 
    “Right then. Off we bog.” 
    Catherine turned and headed for the door, with 
Chester just a few steps behind her.  
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    Suddenly Milly and Metro came dashing through 
the doorway, colliding with Catherine, almost 
knocking her over. 
    “Hey! Hey! Hey!” shouted Chester. “That’s a 
pregnant woman you’re running into!” 
    “Oh Catherine I’m awfully sorry,” Metro 
apologised. “Are you alright?” 
    “I’m fine. I’m fine.” 
    “Are there any twinges?” asked a concerned 
Chester.  
    “You’ll be having a twinge in a minute!” 
    “I am sorry about that Catherine,” Milly told her. 
“We weren’t looking where we were going. But we’ve 
lost Lenny and Big Toff. And they’ve started 
evacuating downstairs. They’re getting all the bears 
out onto the lawn. But there’s no sign of Big Toff or 
Lenny. Can you not remember where you saw them?” 
    “No sorry. I’d love to try and help but I’ve got to 
help Chester into the burning loft. See you later.” 
    And with that Catherine waddled purposefully out 
of the room. Chester gave Milly an apologetic smile 
before rushing out after her. 
    “Slow down darling! You’ll damage your 
hormones!” 
    Metro cast a curious glance after Chester and 
Catherine before muttering something that sounded 
like, “I’ll never get pregnant.”  
    Suddenly there was a thud below me. I looked 
down and saw that Little Toff had jumped off the 
bottom shelf onto the chest drawers, complete with all 
the glued together ornaments. Luckily for the bears 
Lucy hadn’t noticed anything wrong with them. If she 
had studied them closely she would have noticed that 
some of the animals were missing things like arms, 
claws and beaks! 
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    Milly turned at the noise and saw Little Toff. 
“Hurry up Little Toff! You should be outside by 
now.” 
    “You haven’t found Big Toff yet?” 
    “No,” replied Milly solemnly.  
    “Or Lenny,” added Metro. Oh I’m sure Little Toff 
wanted to know that! 
    “No… nor Lenny,” agreed Milly, thoughtfully. And 
suddenly I realised something. He was looking at me.  
    “Chris,” he called up. “What are you still sitting on 
your derriere for? Few more minutes and you’ll be 
sizzled.” Oh what an optimistic thought that was! 
    I was going to have to be honest with him. I didn’t 
want to “sizzle”, as Milly had put it and they weren’t 
going to help me unless I told them. “I’m afraid… I’m 
afraid I can’t move.” 
    “What?” 
    “Well I’ve been inactive for so long my legs have 
seized up. I haven’t been off my shelf in months, 
years even (excluding the times that Little Toff took 
the screws out my shelf and I fell onto the shelf 
below- but I wouldn’t tell Milly about that!).” 
    “Well how do you know I can’t move?” 
    “I just know.” 
    “Well just try and move your legs.” 
    “Alright. But it won’t work.” There was an 
awkward silence. I realised that the eyes of most of 
the bears in the room were fixed on me. Even Santa 
who had Jean slung across his shoulders as he carried 
her across the bed stopped to look up at me. 
Desperately I tried to force my legs to move. But 
nothing happened. They were too stiff. 
    “Go on,” encouraged Milly.  
    “I just tried.” 
    “But nothing happened.” 
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    “Exactly.” 
    Milly ran his paw through the fur on his head, in 
exasperation.  
    “Milly, we really need to be looking for our sons,” 
Metro pestered him. 
    “I know. But we owe that crow (just pretend I can’t 
hear you why don’t you?) our son’s lives. If it wasn’t 
for him they’d have fallen off the roof. Remember?” 
    “Yes.” 
    There was a silence as Milly considered what to do. 
“Right Little Toff,” he called up to his youngest son. 
“Go back up there and get Chris down.” 
    “But Daddy…” 
    “No buts. That crow’s a hero and we owe him your 
brother’s life. No go and get him down!” 
    “Yes Daddy.” Little Toff reluctantly swung his leg 
back over the edge of chest of drawers, muttering 
something about “the flipping orange crow.” I 
wonder who he could have been referring to. I was 
slightly offended that Little Toff had been ready to 
make his escape from the house without even offering 
to help me down. Perhaps he had assumed I could 
manage by myself but he hadn’t exactly been over the 
moon even when he knew I couldn’t. But that was 
bears for you. All me, me, me! I certainly didn’t like 
feeling like an invalid and having to rely on them to 
save me. 
    Corny came sprinting into the room ,in a blind 
panic, with tears streaming down her cheeks. “Oh 
Milly! Milly! There you are! I’ve been looking 
everywhere for you. I was worried you’d… you’d.” 
    “It’s alright dear,” Milly reassured her stepping 
forward and wrapping his arms around, “I’m fine.” 
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    Corny’s tears plopped onto Milly’s shoulders and 
rolled down the fur on his back. “I’m so glad you’re 
alright… We’ve got to get out of here.” 
    “Corny,” Milly began, gulping. “Now I don’t want 
to worry but…” 
    “Milly where are the children?”  
    Milly pointed at the shelves that Little Toff was 
now frantically climbing to get to me. “Little Toff’s 
there.” 
    Holding on with one paw Little Toff waved at 
Corny. “Hi Mummy.” 
    “Little Toff,” shouted Corny. “What on earth are 
you climbing up the shelves for?” 
    Milly answered for him. “He’s just going to rescue 
Chris. I am asked him to.” 
    “You asked our son to risk our life for that scruffy 
crow effort.” The bear’s were just too kind! All these 
lovely comments might go to my head! 
    “Corny, we owe him Big Toff’s life remember?” 
    “Yes I remember. Where is Big Toff anyway?” 
    There was an awkward pause. Metro looked 
dramatically away as if someone had just slapped 
him across the face. Well he’d had enough practice at 
that! 
    “I can’t find him.” 
    Corny let go of Milly and stepped backwards. She 
shrieked and clasped her mouth. “No! No! He’s going 
to…” 
    “Don’t think about that,” Milly told her, leaning 
forward and gently touching her arm.  
    Corny lashed out at his arm. “Don’t touch me! Find 
him!” 
    Metro leaned forward. “Lenny’s missing as well 
you know.” 
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    Corny turned on him with a stern gaze. “Shut up 
Metro!” 
    Metro took a step back with an exaggerated, 
dramatic look of offence of his face. “Oh I am sorry. I 
didn’t mean to be a pain in the posterior.” 
    “You’ll be getting a kick in the posterior if you 
don’t shut up!” snapped Corny.  
    Milly stepped forward and gently placed a 
comforting arm around Corny’s shoulders. This time 
she didn’t push him away. “Calm down dear (it’s 
only a commercial). There’s no use you getting 
worked up.” 
    “Our son’s lost in a burning building and you’re 
telling me to calm down!” 
    “I just think…” 
    “Don’t think! Just go and find him. Now!” 
    Milly hastily let go of his wife and sprinted towards 
the door. After a moment’s hesitation Metro followed 
him out of the room shouting his son’s name. Just a 
few seconds later there was the sound of a commotion 
from the landing, followed by a girlish shriek (Metro). 
    “Feather mop coming through,” announced 
Catherine from the landing. 
    “Do you know where you just stuck that thing?” 
demanded an irate Metro. 
    “I’m trying not to think about it.” 
    Sighing at the bears’ immaturity, I turned to see 
how Penny and Santa, who were surprisingly mature 
and sensible for bears, were getting on with rescuing 
Mickey and family. They had climbed up the bed and 
were now making their way across it. I was rather 
surprised to see that Santa had Jean slung across his 
shoulders, Penny was carrying Tommy in her arms 
and Mickey was struggling to hold on to Harry who 
was slung across his shoulders. 
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    “Daddy I’m slipping!” 
    “I’m doing me best.” 
    “I could walk if it’s easier Daddy.” 
    “I’m afraid I couldn’t allow that,” piped up Santa. 
“It’s against safety regulations.” 
    “Santa’s very hot on safety regulations,” explained 
Penny. “He’s spent years waiting for or a fire like 
this.” Why does the word sad spring to mind? 
    Santa nodded his in agreement, being careful not to 
fling Jean onto the bed as he did so. “Mm. I’ve 
planned carefully what you’d need to do in the case 
of a fire. I’ve often tried to explain it to bears but no 
one except Penny’s ever been interested. I can’t 
understand why.” No, it’s a mystery! 
    “But why is it necessary for you to carry me?” 
asked Jean. She added, “Not that I’m complaining” 
and ran a seductive paw down Santa’s cheek. 
    Mickey and Penny cast rather annoyed looks at 
Jean, whilst a rather flustered Santa flinched and 
coughed before adding nervously, “Oh we’re almost 
at the window. Everyone’s going to be fine.”  
    As if sensing her husband’s disquietude (whose 
meaning can be found in the Oxford Dictionary), Jean 
swivelled awkwardly around on Santa’s shoulders 
and saw the dirty looks aimed in her direction. Only 
Harry was smiling sweetly at his mother (ah bless!) 
and Tommy of course who didn’t know what day it 
was. He fits in well around here I must say! “I was 
only joking,” a rather embarrassed Jean explained to 
Penny and Mickey, trying to laugh off her flirtation.  
    As Santa, Penny and Mickey began the unenviable 
task of climbing up onto the windowsill without 
using their paws and whilst carrying another bear, I 
began gazing out of the window, not wanting to be 
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frustrated by their inability to get onto the 
windowsill. 
    On the lawn outside the bears had began to gather. 
Had any of the neighbours looked out of their 
window they would have been confronted the sight 
of tens of teddy bears tapping their feet impatiently 
on the ground and rubbing their paws together to try 
and stay warm. I’m sure that was a sight they saw 
everyday! Though knowing this house it probably 
was!  
    Watching the bears rubbing their paws, together 
trying to get warm, made me quite jealous. They 
wanted to try sitting on my shelf. I was absolutely 
baking from the enormous heat above me and I was 
now completely wrapped in smoke. Where on earth 
was Little Toff? The choking fumes were starting to 
go right up my beak. He only had to climb up a 
couple of shelves. It wasn’t as if I was asking him to 
climb Mount Everest! 
    And then relief. Little Toff’s head popped up over 
the shelf.  
    “What kept you?” 
    “I’m here now aren’t I?” he asking avoiding the 
question. “Keep your fur on!” He then began trying to 
climb up onto the shelf. Thinking back I couldn’t 
recall Little Toff ever having actually come up onto 
my shelf before. I think that as far as he’d come was to 
stick his annoyingly cute face over the edge of my 
shelf. But now he was trying to actually get onto my 
shelf he was having some difficulty (Ha! Ha!). His 
little leg kept slipping off the shelf. 
    “Oh what’s the problem?” I asked impatiently as 
the smoke grew thicker and thicker. “You’ve climbed 
up all the shelves below. What’s so difficult about this 
one?” 
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    “Nothing. But why do you think I’ve been so long? 
I’ve had trouble on all of them.” Oh great! Mickey 
and co, who could all walk perfectly (except Tommy 
of course), get the experts, whereas I get this stupid 
clown and I haven’t walked in years! 
    I turned my attention to the “experts” and to be fair 
I was glad they weren’t helping me. They still hadn’t 
realised that it was easier not to carry the perfectly 
mobile bears on their bears and were attempting to 
climb up onto the shelf just using their legs and noses. 
Oh well it was funny anyway! 
    Penny, who had only to carry Tommy, had already 
reached the top, was shouting down encouragement 
to the struggling Santa and Mickey. “Come on. Push! 
Push! Jean help him! Help him! Thrust! Thrust!” 
    “I’m thrusting,” replied Jean. “Wouldn’t it be easy 
just to put us down?” 
    “And break safety procedures?” queried Santa.  
    “Well how safe is it to still be inside a burning 
building? And Harry and I have climbed up onto the 
sill a countless number of times!” 
    “I agree,” panted Mickey, reaching for the 
windowsill with his outstretched leg whilst keeping 
his balance on the radiator below the sill, using his 
nose. It was quite a sight I can tell you. 
    “Oh alright,” conceded Santa. “You win.” He 
suddenly removed his nose from the top of the 
radiator and Santa and Jean plummeted down onto 
the bed, landing in a heap. 
    “Oh Santa,” exclaimed Jean flirtatiously.  
    Trying desperately to untangle himself from Jean 
he asked bashfully, “What’s the matter Jean? Do you 
need a paw getting up?” 
    Penny, who was peering over the edge of the sill, 
murmured to herself, “She’s going to need a paw 
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doing anything if she doesn’t let go of you pretty 
soon!” And then in loud voice she called down 
cheerfully. “You alright Jean?” 
    “Fine thanks,” Jean called up, sliding out from 
underneath Santa. 
    “Good. Nothing broken?”   
    “No.” 
    “Oh well.” Penny now noticed Mickey still 
desperately trying to reach the windowsill with his 
leg. “Mickey, it’s alright you can stop now. Santa’s 
given you permission.” 
    “No… it’s… alright. I’m… going to do it.” Why 
were bears so silly? Why couldn’t he just give in? It 
was obvious he wasn’t going to make it. 
    “Daddy, can you put be down please?” a quiet 
voice pleaded from behind him. Now Harry was my 
type of bear. “I think I’ve just wet myself Daddy.” 
Maybe not!  
    From the other side of the now hazy room, I heard 
a loud plonk (no, I wasn’t talking about Catherine!). 
Peering through the smoke I saw that Corny had 
plopped down onto the floor and was now crying 
into her paws.  
    “Where’s he got to? He can’t have found him…” 
She let out a high pitched, exasperated scream. Being 
the caring, concerned creatures that they were none of 
the other bears in the room took a blind bit of notice! 
Not even Little Toff who was too busy trying to get 
his leg over! “Big Toff, where are you?” shouted 
Corny in desperation. 
    The room fell silent. Well I say silent, silent except 
for the noise of the rescue expedition as a row broke 
out between Mickey and Santa over wherever Santa 
had squeezed Jean’s buttocks. What was it about 
Santa and bums (you’d have to have read my last 
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book to understand!)? There was also shouting 
coming from the landing as Chester and Catherine 
couldn’t agree on how best to get him up to the loft. 
“Look Chester if don’t get on the feathery end right 
now I’m going to shove the other end right up 
your…” I think you can imagine! 
    “I’m here Mummy.” 
    Corny looked up sharply, tears flying onto the 
carpet. “Big Toff?” 
    “Yes.” 
    Big Toff’s toffee coloured head popped out from 
underneath Lucy’s bed. 
    “Big Toff!” exclaimed Corny, running forward now 
with tears of joy in her eyes.  
    Big Toff crawled out from under the bed with a 
slightly sheepish look in his eyes, which I, naturally, 
didn’t fail to pick up on. 
    Corny wrapped her arms around her son shouting, 
“Oh Big Toff! Big Toff! You’re alive!” 
    “Yes Mummy I’m alive,” replied a confused Big 
Toff. “Shouldn’t I be?” 
    “No, of course not. What were you doing under the 
bed?” 
    “I’ve been playing with Lenny.” 
    “Lenny’s under there as well?” There was relief in 
Corny’s voice. 
    “Yes I’m here,” answered Lenny, his furry head 
poking out from under the bed.  
    Corny sighed, with tears still rolling down her 
furry cheeks. “Oh thanks goodness you’re both 
alive!” 
    Big Toff and Lenny cast a puzzled glance at each 
other wondering why they shouldn’t be alive.  
    “So what have you been doing under the bed?” I 
dread to think! 
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    “We’ve been playing hide and seek Mummy,” Big 
Toff explained, somewhat guiltily I thought. I was 
good like that.         
    Corny was sceptical. “Hide and seek?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “But you were both under the bed,” challenged 
Corny. “Who was looking for you?” 
    “I was,” piped up Lenny hastily. 
    “You were looking for yourself?” 
    “No. That would just be silly! I was looking for Big 
Toff. He hid under the bed. Then I found him but 
instead of coming out we started playing under there. 
We pretended we were in a tent. It was great fun,” 
Lenny told his Mum eagerly.  
    “Oh right.” Corny still sounded dubious. “But did 
you not hear your Daddies looking for you? They’ve 
been worried sick.” 
    “No, I didn’t hear anything,” replied Big Toff. “Did 
you Lenny?” 
   “No. But we were too busy playing and it’s quite 
muffled under there.” 
    “Mm, that’s right,” agreed Big Toff. “The first thing 
I heard was you shouting Mummy. I came straight 
out.” 
    “But what’s all the urgency?” queried Lenny. “We 
haven’t been gone long.” 
    “No,” agreed Corny, “but the house is on fire!”  
    Lenny and Big Toff gazed at their mother with 
disbelieving looks on their faces. “Oh right,” smiled 
Big Toff, thinking Corny was joking. Bears were so 
thick! Hadn’t he noticed the smoke all around him? 
What did he think it was? I know Catherine and 
Samantha could drop some stinkers but come on! 
    “No Big Toff. It really is,” insisted Corny. “Look at 
all the smoke.” 
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    Big Toff and Lenny looked around them in a daze. 
They still didn’t seem to know what was happening. I 
smiled to myself. With all the smoke around them it 
looked as if they had just come through the doors of 
the Stars in their Eyes set. “And tonight Cat I’m going 
to be…” 
    “Milly!” 
    Corny’s exclamation brought me back to reality 
with a jolt.  
    Lenny and Big Toff spun round as Milly entered 
the room. “Big Toff! You’re alive.” Milly ran forward; 
his arms outstretched. He took hold of his son and 
hugged him tightly. 
    “I’m alive to,” piped up Lenny feeling rather left 
out.  
    “Good for you.” 
    After this rejection from his ex-father Lenny, with a 
couple of tears glistening in his eyes, hung his head 
disappointedly and moved away from his former 
family. Lenny plonked himself down on the floor as 
Corny wrapped her arms around her husband and 
son. 
    Through the tangle of fur Big Toff looked across the 
room and noticed his friend sitting all on his own. He 
smiled warmly at him and Lenny wiped away his 
tears; looking happier. Bear really could turn the 
waterworks on and off! 
    Just then there was a cry of delight from Chester on 
the landing. “Oh yes!” 
    I turned and looked through the open door and 
saw that Catherine had erected Chester (steady on- 
it’s a family book) towards the loft. 
    “Oh Chester calm down. And hurry up and get in 
there. You aren’t ‘alf heavy.” 
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    “I’ll have you know I’m exceptionally light. Santa 
said he’d never seen anyone like me.” 
    “That might not have been what he meant,” 
Catherine muttered to herself. 
    But Chester was close to the roaring flames and 
didn’t hear. He continued talking, “I told you it 
wasn’t a good idea for you to strain yourself in your 
condition. You’re obviously struggling.” 
    Catherine smiled sweetly up at her husband. 
“Unless you want to go through the ceiling at 30 
miles an hour I’d stop right there.” Catherine jerked 
the feather mop threateningly towards the ceiling. 
    “No it’s quite all right thanks darling. I’ll go 
through the hatch like we planned.” 
    Suddenly there was the sound of footsteps running 
along the landing and a flustered, out of breath 
Metro, with his carefully pampered fur all ruffled and 
tousled, came barging past Catherine. 
    “Oi you, you golden pansy! Watch where you’re 
going.” 
    “Sorry,” he panted, running past her. 
    “My wife is pregnant,” Chester called down 
angrily. The feather mop ‘accidentally’ jerked 
upwards and Chester banged into the ceiling. “Ow! 
That hurt Catherine.” 
    “Good. Good.” 
    In the doorway of Lucy’s bedroom an exhausted 
Metro dropped onto his knees, breathing heavily. I 
wonder what he had been doing. It amused me that 
Milly, who had been strolling casually along, not 
breaking sweat, had arrived back at Lucy’s bedroom 
before Metro who had obviously been running flat 
out. Well I say flat out, but I think I can safely say that 
Metro’s flat out might differ slightly from Paula 
Radcliffe’s flat out.  



 
37

    Metro now looked up and saw Milly, Corny and 
Big Toff enjoying their big bear hug. And then he 
glanced across the room and through all the smoke 
the lone figure of Lenny caught his eye. 
    “Lenny?” 
    Lenny looked up; surprised to hear his voice. 
“Daddy?” 
    “Oh Lenny, I’ve found you!” Metro scrambled up 
off the floor, absolutely delighted. If only he knew 
what was about to happen. If only I knew, I could 
have shouted down and been a hero once more. 
    Back on the landing Catherine edged the feather 
mop a few inches closer to the hatch in the ceiling. 
    “Almost there,” Chester encouraged. “Just a little 
bit further.” 
    “I’m trying,” murmured Catherine, using all her 
energy to try and lever Chester just that little bit 
higher. Her body was vibrating with the strain of 
holding on to the feather mop. The baby must have 
wondered what on earth was going on. I think I 
should add that levering bears into burning lofts 
using a feather mop is not recommended when you 
are pregnant! 
    “I think I can reach now,” Chester called down to 
his wife. 
    “Well hurry up and do it then!” 
    Slowly, so as not to lose his balance on the mop, 
Chester gingerly reached up towards the hatch. 
    Metro bounced towards his son, his arms 
outstretched and a big silly grin on his face. As with 
everything Metro did he was imagining he was in a 
film! He was such a Drama Queen! He probably 
thought that this was the dramatic moment that 
father and son were reunited. I’m sure the smoke was 
helping to add to the dramatic atmosphere.  
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    But the real drama was yet to come. 
    Chester paw made contact the hatch. 
    “Hurry up Chester!” 
    Stretching himself as far as he could without falling 
off the mop, Chester reached up and pushed the 
hatch upwards. 
    Metro and Lenny froze as a loud crash sounded 
overhead. Metro had stopped in mid step and he 
stood balanced precariously on one foot. He could be 
so silly at times (well most of the time!). 
    Fire lapped at out Chester and he screamed in pain 
and surprise. The force of the blast knocked him 
backwards and off the feather mop. Catherine stared 
up in horror. 
    Metro and Lenny looked up and saw an ominous 
crack in the ceiling, directly above one of them. 
Something had fallen over in the loft and it wasn’t 
going to be long before the ceiling, weakened by the 
fire, gave way.  
    In fact I hardly had time to complete the thought 
before there was a loud cracking noise and the ceiling 
gave way. Metro froze in horror as chunks of burning 
ceiling plummeted down towards him. Why didn’t he 
move? 
    “Noooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo!” 
screamed Catherine, as a singed Chester slammed 
onto the landing carpet. He didn’t move. 
    Lenny let out a little yelp as Metro disappeared 
under a pile of burning rubble.  
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CHAPTER 3 
 
    Letting go of each other Big Toff, Milly and Corny 
sprung into action as Lenny screamed “Daddy!” and 
rushed towards the pile of burning rubble. 
    “No Lenny!” Milly leapt forward, wrapped his long 
arms around his ex-son and yanked him away from 
the rubble. “Don’t distress yourself.” 
    “I… I need to help Daddy,” cried Lenny. “… Need 
to… save him.” 
    “It’s alright Lenny. I’m going to try and get him 
out.” Milly then spun Lenny round and thrust him 
towards Big Toff. “Big Toff, get him out of here 
quickly.” 
    Big Toff cast his arm around his friend’s shoulder 
and led him towards the bed. 
    Crying Lenny tried to struggle free and cried, “I 
want to see Daddy!” 
    “Come on Lenny. I’m sure everything’s going to be 
alright,” he lied. “Daddy’s going to try and help 
him.” 
    Seconds after the ceiling had collapsed Santa and 
Penny were in life saving mode.  “Mickey, get your 
family out onto the roof,” instructed Penny, pawing 
Tommy over to him. “Santa and I need to get down 
there.” 
    “Right-o.” Mickey turned around to address his 
family. “Come on folks. Let’s get out of here. Things 
are getting sticky in there.” 
    But as Mickey motioned with his paws for them to 
move out onto the roof Jean stood her ground. “I’m 
not moving Mickey. I want to know if Metro’s 
alright.” 
    “Jean. You’re with me now. Forget about him,” 
ordered Mickey. 
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    “How can you be so cold? There’s a bear down 
there buried alive under a pile of rubble. And all you 
want to do is save your own fur and get outside.” 
    “Yes but that bear had an affair with my wife and 
now she wants to go and stand by his side.” 
    “I thought we’d forgotten about that.” 
    “Well you obviously haven’t,” retorted Mickey. 
    “I cared about him a great deal and I can’t just turn 
that off.” 
    Milly was now kneeling down by the smouldering 
rubble, with Corny at his side. With all the smoke and 
dust from the collapse of the ceiling they seemed to be 
wrapped in a fog.  
    “Metro can you hear me?” asked Milly. 
    Peering hard through the dust and smoke I could 
just make out a dusty, singed paw poking out of the 
rubble. Peering harder I could also see a dirt smeared, 
“golden” face from underneath the rubble. Metro (in 
case you were in any doubt). 
    “Where…’s Lenny?” a meek voice spluttered. 
    “He’s fine,” Milly reassured Metro. “Don’t try and 
speak.” But you just asked him a question for 
goodness sake! “I’m going to try and get you out. 
Corny I’m going to need your help.” 
    “That’s fine,” agreed Corny, eagerly stepping 
forward.  
    Unbeknownst to Milly and Corny, Santa and Penny 
were already bounding across the bed to help. Der 
der de dum dum dum dum. Der der de dum dum 
dum dum. Der der de dum dum dum dum. Der de 
dum. I can’t imagine why I felt a sudden urge to hum 
the Casualty theme tune. Not that I… Oh you know 
what I’m going to say! 
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    Out on the landing Catherine was desperately 
trying to resuscitate a prone Chester by shaking him 
violently and shouting at him: 
    “Come on Chester! Wake up! Don’t die on me now 
you little beggar!” I must add that this is not a 
registered first aid technique! 
    Milly and Corny had begun to gingerly pick up 
pieces of rubble and cast them to one side. “Careful 
Corny. Some of this rubble’s on fire.” 
    “I had noticed,” was the sarcastic response. 
    Suddenly there was a loud ominous groan from 
above them. Milly and Corny cast concerned glances 
upwards. I looked to and saw that the noise had come 
from a large beam that spread across the gaping hole 
in the ceiling. “If that comes down,” Milly told Corny, 
“we’ve had it.” 
    “What a cheerful thought that is!” 
    “Is there anybody there?” Metro’s cracked voice 
sounded from beneath the rubble. 
    “Yes we’re here mate,” Milly reassured him. 
    “Who are you?”  
    “It’s me Milly and Corny.” 
    “Oh.” Metro’s bang on his head had apparently 
deleted his memory. Huh! I made him sound like a 
computer. 
    Realising Metro didn’t understand Milly tried to 
explain. “I’m Milly. You know? I’m a bear. You had 
an affair with my wife and made her pregnant with 
Lenny, who you let me bring up as my own. Then 
after taking him away from me you had an affair with 
Jean but let everyone think it was me having an affair 
with her. Corny, my wife, split up with me, and I 
jumped off the roof. But you tried to stop me for some 
reason.” Milly stopped, letting a piece of rubble fall 
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out of his paws. “I don’t actually know why I’m 
trying to save you.” 
    Several pieces of rubble scattered onto the floor as, 
in a panic, Metro tried to wriggle free. “No it’s alright 
Metro. Don’t try and move. I was only joking.” 
    “Do you know who we are yet?” asked Corny. 
    Something inaudible to me was murmured from 
underneath the rubble. 
    “Good, good,” murmured Corny. 
    But Metro wasn’t finished yet. “You’re that purple 
effort,” he croaked, “who I had a fling with. And he’s 
that lanky, rude, offensive bear who always punches 
me.” Even after a knock on the head he could sum 
them up pretty well. 
    “I think it’s best if you don’t try and talk,” Corny 
told him patronisingly. 
    “Mm,” agreed Milly. After a brief pause when he 
heaved another piece of ceiling to one side he added, 
“I don’t punch you anymore. That was in the past. 
We’re friends now.” 
    “Oh right. Can you just get me out of here?”  
    With an aggrieved look on his face, Milly turned to 
Corny and sarcastically instructed her, “Come on 
Corny! Pull your socks up! Stop standing round 
doing Sweet Fanny Adam!” 
    “Thank you Milly,” uttered Metro, sounding more 
like his usual self, “some bears can be so 
inconsiderate!”     
    Penny and Santa reached the end of the bed just as 
Big Toff and Lenny crawled up over the edge. 
    “That’s it Big Toff. Take Lenny out of here. And 
don’t worry Lenny. Penny and I know what do to in 
emergency.” Well after their windowsill fiasco I had 
my doubts! 
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    With that Penny and Santa bounded past the two 
bears and began to clamber down the bed towards 
the disaster area. 
    Big Toff put his paw on a sobbing Lenny’s shoulder 
and led him across the bed. “Come on Lenny. Let’s 
get you to safety. Penny and Santa have got 
everything under control ‘cause they’re the experts 
they are.” 
    “But… but he’s trapped… Big Toff. I could… see 
his face. It was all dirty and… he looked… in pain.” 
Funny that! Having a pile of rubble fall on his head 
might have had something to do with that. 
    “Try not to think about it. Come on. Santa and 
Penny will do everything they can. And my Mummy 
and Daddy are helping as well. They’ll have him out 
in no time at all.” 
    “But,” began Lenny, “how long… will it be… 
before the whole ceiling comes down?” 
    Big Toff didn’t have an answer to that. But from the 
look on his face I could tell he realised that for 
everyone in Lucy’s bedroom (including me) the clock 
was ticking. And there wasn’t long left. 
    With this thought in mind I turned back to Little 
Toff who was still struggling to get a grip on my shelf. 
Right. I had watched Little Toff try, unsuccessfully, to 
get onto my shelf for long enough. Now it was time to 
give him some help. If I didn’t we were both going to 
get crushed when the rest of the ceiling came down. I 
didn’t like putting myself out for bears but Little Toff 
had come to help me.    
    I leaned forward as far as I could and reached out 
my wing. Seeing it Little Toff waved it away, almost 
losing his balance. “I don’t need your help. I can get 
up by myself.”  
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    This wasn’t the time for him to be stubborn. “Take 
my flipping wing,” I ordered him. “We haven’t got 
time for messing about. You’ve already wasted five 
minutes.” 
    “Well you never offered to help.” 
    “No. I didn’t think you’d appreciate it. And I was 
right. But I’m offering now.” 
    “Oh alright then.” Reluctantly Little Toff reached 
out his tiny little paw and I clasped it tightly with my 
wing. Summoning all the strength in my frail, inactive 
body I pulled. Slowly Little Toff slid over the edge of 
the shelf; too slowly for such a light bear. I know I 
wasn’t exactly Mr Motivator but I’m sure he was 
pulling the other way; just to make it difficult for me! 
The little rascal eh? 
    Santa and Penny leapt down from the side of the 
bed and sprinted over to the pile of rubble that Corny 
and Milly were desperately throwing to one side. Just 
at that moment Catherine came running into the room 
with tears in her eyes. 
    “Help! Help! Chester’s on fire and unconscious!”  
    Santa didn’t seem fazed by this news. “Right 
Penny. You go with Catherine and I’ll help to try and 
free Metro.” 
    “Right.” Penny sprinted towards the door, after 
Catherine who had already gone back onto the 
landing and was now kneeling by Chester’s side.  
    Santa dashed over to Milly and Corny who were 
now covered in dust and were sweating heavily as 
they dug their way through the smouldering rubble 
with their bare paws. Santa dropped to his knees next 
to them and leaned over the rubble. “Metro can you 
hear me?” 
    “Yes. I think so.” He thinks so? Funny he knew 
what the question was then! 
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    “Right, now can you tell me where exactly you’re in 
pain.” 
    “Everywhere,” groaned Metro. 
    “Do you think you could be more specific?” Santa 
suddenly noticed that Milly and Corny had stopped 
work to listen to his and Metro’s conversation. “Hey! 
Come on. Get back to work. We haven’t got time to 
stand around.” 
    “Yes sir,” murmured Corny sarcastically. 
    “Why don’t you get the whip out?” asked Milly in a 
much louder voice. 
    Santa ignored the reply and leaned closer to 
Metro’s face who was now talking. “Er… my head, 
my arms, my stomach. Oh yes… and my legs.” Apart 
from that he was fine! 
    As Milly and Corny continued to dig through the 
rubble, Santa asked, “Okay then, which part hurts the 
most?” I’m not sure what he was hoping to achieve 
by this.  
    “Well,” began Metro, rather enjoying the attention, 
“my head is throbbing rather intolerably. But, and 
this is a big but…” 
    “Just like yours then,” murmured Milly to himself.  
    “… my arms are giving me rather a lot of grief as 
well. And come to think my stomach’s really aching 
as well. But I’m not quite sure if that’s worse than the 
pain in my head or the pain in my arms. Oh but silly 
me! I almost forgot about my legs. Well it’s quite easy 
to do. I can’t even feel them!” I could see this was 
going to take a while! But we didn’t have a while 
before the whole roof came down. 
    That reminded me. What was Little Toff doing? He 
was meant to be getting me off this flipping shelf. I 
turned around and saw that the little bear had 
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plonked himself down next to me and was scratching 
his head with his paw. 
    “Little Toff, what are you doing?” 
    “Thinking.” Oh no! That could take a while! 
    “We haven’t time for thinking.” 
    “Well how else am I going to work out how to get 
you off this shelf?” 
    “Oh that’s simple,” I told him. “Just fling me on 
your shoulder and climb down like you normally 
would.” I might have criticised Santa’s technique but 
in this instance it certainly seemed the most sensible 
way of getting me down. 
    “Chris, you’re about three times more big than me 
(I think bigger was the word he was looking for!). I’m 
struggling even to reach the top of your legs (steady!) 
let alone put you on my back.” He did have a point I 
suppose.  
    “Alright then. What do you suggest?” 
    “I don’t know. That’s why I’m thinking.” 
    “Well hurry up about it. We’ll both be sizzled and 
squashed before come up with a way of getting me 
down.” 
    “Ssh!” he instructed, putting his paw to his lips. 
“I’m trying to think.” 
    While he thought, I turned my attention back to 
what was going on below me. Out on the landing 
Penny and Catherine were kneeling by the still 
unconscious Chester. 
    “Chester, it’s me Penny. Now I want you to stay 
absolutely calm (funnily enough it’s quite easy when 
you’re unconscious!). Can you hear me at all?” 
    There was no reply. 
    “Right.” Penny leaned forward and put her ear 
above Chester’s nose. “He’s breathing than 
goodness.” 
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    “He’s alive?” 
    “Yes he’s alive,” Penny reassured Catherine. 
    “He’s going to be alright.” 
    “If we can get him out of here yes. I don’t think he’s 
seriously hurt. The impact of the fall just knocked him 
out, that’s all.” 
    Catherine pointed at Chester. “But he’s all singed, 
look!”  
    Penny looked and saw the brown burn marks on 
Chester’s chest (try saying that after a couple of 
glasses!). “Oh that’s nothing. We can soon sort that 
out in no time. Mrs Partridge has got blonde hair dye 
in the bathroom; we can borrow some of that (putting 
it back afterwards of course).” 
    “I didn’t think of that. But for now let’s just get him 
out of here. This place is giving me the titteries,” 
Catherine told Penny, suddenly remembering her 
panic of being sizzled to a frizzle. And by the way, 
before you go getting up to look for the word 
“titteries” in the Oxford Dictionary, save your energy. 
It’s a Catherinism. And that’s not in either! 
    “Right, you take his legs,” Penny instructed, “and 
I’ll take his head.” 
    “I want to see Metro!” Jean’s voice echoed around 
the room. I quickly turned my attention back to the 
argument that was kicking off between Mickey and 
Jean. 
    “Oh right. So that’s that is it? Me and you are 
finished? You’re going back to him?” 
    “Sometimes Mickey I don’t know why I married 
you! You can be such a stuffingless brute! A good 
friend of mine is lying under a pile of rubble and 
you’re kicking up a fuss just because I want to 
comfort him in his hour of need.”  
    “A good friend? You had an affair with him Jean!” 
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    “Oh I’ve had enough of this Mickey! I’m going 
down there.” Jean made to move towards the edge of 
the windowsill but Mickey blocked her path. 
    “If you go down there to be with him then me and 
you are over. Finished.” 
    Jean considered this for only a few seconds before 
slapping her husband hard across the face, knocking 
him over on the windowsill. She then bent down and 
whispered quietly in his ear, “If you want to be 
childish then that’s up to you. But if you don’t want 
to lose me then I’d have a good think about how silly 
you’ve just been.” And with that Jean straightened up 
and marched purposefully towards the edge of the 
windowsill and climbed down it. Poor Mickey was 
left sprawled on the sill (somewhat dramatically I 
may add) to consider what his wife had just said. 
    “I can see his legs!” exclaimed Milly from the 
middle of the ever increasing smoke cloud. 
    “Where?” asked Santa, who had begun to help dig 
through the rubble.  
    “There,” pointed Milly. 
    “Oh I see,” piped up Corny. “Can you Santa?” 
    Santa followed where Milly’s paw was pointing. 
“Oh yes… I see.” I also peered hard to try and see 
Metro’s legs but the smoke was now too thick. “Okay, 
Milly you take his left leg. I’ll take his right one. We’re 
going to have to wrench him out from under the 
rubble.” 
    “Wrench?” queried Metro. “I don’t like the sound 
of that.” 
    “You’ll be fine,” Santa reassured him. “Corny, I 
need you to make sure no rubble falls on him as we 
pull him out. He’s injured enough as it is.” 
    “Okay.” 
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    Santa took hold of Metro’s right leg. Milly took 
hold of the left. 
    “Ready Milly?” asked Santa.  
    “Ready. I always enjoy pulling Metro’s leg!” 
    “Ready Corny?” 
    “Ready.” 
    “Ready Metro?” I know Santa was obviously 
following standard practice by asking everyone if 
they were ready but I couldn’t help feeling they 
should just be getting on with it. 
    “Well,” began Metro, “I think so but I’m…” but 
Milly and Santa had already started pulling him free. 
    Overhead there was another creak; louder this time. 
With looks of horror on their faces Santa, Milly and 
Corny looked up at the large beam; capable of killing 
them all. 
    “Come on,” Santa encouraged them, “we’ve got to 
get moving. We’ve got about three minutes, if that, 
before that beam comes down.” 
    Just at that moment Catherine and Penny came 
dashing into the room, carrying an unconscious 
Chester between them. 
    Seeing them Santa called across to his wife. “Is he 
alright?” 
    “Yes. At least he will be when we get him out of 
here.” 
    “Good.” 
    “What about Metro?” 
    “We’re just sliding him out now but it’s difficult 
because we’ve got to be careful not to hurt him 
further. He’s sustained serious injury.”  
    “Oh dear. Well good luck. I’ll come back and help 
once we’ve taken Chester outside.” 
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    “Don’t,” Santa instructed her firmly. “We’ve very 
little time before the beam above us comes down. I 
don’t want you risking your life as well.” 
    Penny looked worried. “You’re very brave Santa. I 
love you.” Penny blew her husband a kiss before she 
and Catherine were out of earshot; running towards 
the bottom of the bed. Once there Penny began giving 
Catherine instructions. “Right, lower him gently to 
the floor. That’s it… yes… slowly… slowly… there 
we are.” Chester was now lying on the carpet. “Right 
Catherine, you start climbing. I’ll be right behind 
you.” 
    “You’re not going to leave Chester are you?” 
    “No of course not. Go on.”  
    Reluctantly Catherine began climbing up the side of 
the bed. Penny meanwhile, knelt down by Chester 
and gently but expertly lifted him up and swung him 
across her shoulders. Then, having got him in a stable 
position she began climbing up the side of the bed. 
Gosh, she was good! Even Santa had struggled when 
carrying Jean on his back. Granted Jean was heavier 
but she had been conscious and he had still had to use 
his paws to keep her on his shoulders. Hence why 
he’d had to use nose and legs to try and make his way 
up onto the windowsill. But Penny had Chester in a 
stable position and so had her paws free to climb up 
the bed. The irony was that it was Santa who had 
taught her how to do it but she had ended up being 
better than him. 
    Jean arrived at the edge of the bed. Seeing Chester 
slumped across Penny’s shoulders she gave a little cry 
of “Chester!” 
    “It’s alright,” Catherine reassured her, beginning to 
struggle on her way up the bed (she’d always had 
Chester to help her even before she was pregnant), 



 
51

“he’s going to be fine. He’s only unconscious. We just 
need to get him outside.” 
    Hearing his son’s name Mickey called from the 
windowsill, “Jean, what’s the matter with Chester?” 
    “He’s unconscious. But Catherine says he’s going to 
be fine.” 
    “What happened?” 
    “I don’t know. Catherine, what happened?” 
    “He fell off a feather mop.” 
    “Oh right.” Jean turned back towards the 
windowsill. “I wouldn’t ask. It sounds complicated.” 
    Just then Catherine let out a scream. “Oh God!” 
    “What’s the matter?” asked Jean, clambering over 
the edge of the bed. 
    “I think… I think it’s the baby. There’s a pain in my 
stomach. I… I can’t move.” 
    “It’s alright Catherine. I’m on my way down.” 
Looking down at the frozen Catherine, Jean noticed 
Penny had also stopped. “Penny, are you alright?” 
    “Yes I’m fine. It’s just not as easy as it looks that’s 
all.” 
    “Oh right.” Jean began scaling down the side of the 
bed towards her daughter-in-law. Catherine was only 
about 10 inches off the top of the bed so Jean reached 
her very quickly. Once Jean had got down to her level 
(I’m talking about in terms of the bed not socially!), 
she gently wrapped her around Catherine’s shoulders 
and eased her upwards. 
    “Ow! Ow! Ow!” 
    “It’s alright. I’ve got you. Just a little bit further.” 
    “It’s the baby. It really hurts.” 
    “It’s going to be alright. Come on, one last push.” 
She wasn’t giving birth yet was she? 
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    “But it hurts too much.” Tears began to flow down 
Catherine’s face. “Chester told me I shouldn’t strain 
myself. Now I’ve killed our baby.” 
    “I’m sure you haven’t. Once we get you out of here 
and you can have a nice lie down I’m sure you’ll be 
fine. It’s just a natural twinge that’s all.” As Jean was 
talking she placed her paw gently on Catherine’s 
expansive backside and began easing her upwards. “I 
had lots of them when I was giving birth to Chester 
and…” 
    “Jean, what are you doing with your paw? I can 
feel an unwanted pressure on my rear.” 
    “I’m giving you a helping paw. Now without 
exerting yourself too much just reach for the top. 
Have you got it?” 
    “Er… yes.”  
    As Catherine hoisted herself up, Jean gave her a 
firm push from behind, on her behind, and Catherine 
rolled over the edge, onto the top of the bed. Once 
there, she lay panting on top of the duvet, holding her 
stomach. 
    “I feel like I’ve done the London Marathon!” 
    “You okay?” Jean called up to her. 
    “I think so, yes.” 
    “Good.” Jean then lowered herself back down the 
side of the bed; level with Penny. “Are you alright 
Penny?” 
    “Yes,” she panted. “Fine.” 
    “And what about you Chester?” asked Jean, 
placing a paw on the furry bundle on Penny’s 
shoulder. There wasn’t a reply.  
    Jean smiled; a tear in her eye. “Hang in there 
Chester. Mummy will be with you soon. I’m just 
going to see how Metro is. I know that’s probably not 
what you want to hear but he’s very badly hurt.” Jean 
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took Chester’s little paw in hers before letting go and 
sliding down the side of the bed. 
    “He’s free!” Even from up here on my shelf the joy 
in Milly’s voice was clearly visible (not that you can 
see joy but you know what I mean). 
    Jean jumped down off the side of the bed just as 
Metro’s head came out from under the rubble, 
covered by Corny’s protective arms. 
    “Careful,” warned Metro, “you’re being a bit 
rough. I’m delicate you know?” 
    “We got you out didn’t we?” challenged Corny. 
    “Some bears are never satisfied,” moaned Milly. 
    “Oh Metro, you’re safe!” exclaimed Jean running 
forward. 
    But before the words had even left her mouth there 
was a loud creak overhead as the heavy beam became 
even looser. Bits of ceiling crumbled away and 
plummeted down on the room below. The bears 
looked up in horror as the pieces of plaster showered 
down on them.  
    Milly screamed as he saw where one piece was 
heading. “Corny, look out!” 
    But Corny didn’t even have time to flinch before 
the plaster smashed on her head; knocking her 
unconscious. She passed out onto the rubble that 
Metro had previously been trapped under. 
    “NO!” screamed Milly making to let go of Metro’s 
leg. 
    But Santa halted him. “Milly, no! We’ve got to 
move Metro away before that beam comes down.” 
    “But… what about Corny?” he gulped. 
    “You’ll have to leave her.” 
    “Metro’s more important ay?” 
    “No, of course not. But it’s one person at a time. I 
can’t manage Metro on my own.” 
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    “But…” 
    Santa held up an authoritative paw. “Milly, we 
don’t’ have time to argue. Now pull!” 
    Reluctantly Milly tugged at Metro’s leg, heaving 
him clear of the danger area. But all the while he kept 
his eyes fixed on Corny; probably praying for the 
beam to hold on for just a few more seconds. 
    “Santa, if we don’t save Corny, I’ll never ever 
forgive you.” 
    “Milly it’s alright!” A cry sounded from behind him 
and he turned to see Jean running towards them from 
the bed. “I’ll get her!” Instead of stopping to see 
Metro she ran straight past them and over to the 
unconscious Corny.  
    Penny reached the top of the bed and placed 
Chester onto the duvet, next to Catherine. “Do you 
think you’ll be able to help me carry him?” 
    “Of course,” Catherine told her, struggling up off 
the duvet. 
    “What about your pain?” 
    “Oh it’s eased off. Jean was probably right. It was 
just a twinge.” 
    “Right. You take his legs. I’ll take his head.” 
    Catherine and Penny knelt down and seconds later 
Chester was on his way towards the windowsill.  
    A burning piece of rubble narrowly missed Jean as 
she darted towards the prone Corny. “Goodness me 
that was close!” The carpet around it also began to 
burn and the fire slowly spread across the carpet. 
    “That’s not good,” commented Santa, still dragging 
Metro across the carpet. 
    “You don’t say,” remarked Milly sarcastically. 
    Creak. 
    Gosh, this was really getting hairy. I didn’t want to 
be in this room for a moment longer. I could feel the 
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heat of the flames smouldering above my head. 
“You’ve had enough thinking time now,” I told Little 
Toff sharply. “How are you going to get me down?” 
    “Er…” 
    Jean reached Corny. She grasped hold of her legs. 
Creak. More plaster showered downwards. 
    “Come on Jean,” shouted Milly. “Get moving.” 
    “I’m coming.” Jean began pulling and Corny 
bumped down off the pile of rubble before sliding 
across the carpet behind her. Creak. Hearing this Jean 
began to run, dragging Corny along behind her. 
    And then it happened. 
    The whole of the ceiling on the far side of the room 
gave way. Burning chunks of plaster crumbled 
downwards, falling towards the floor below. The 
heavy, burning beam was close behind, bringing with 
it huge floorboards with dangerous nails jutting out 
of them. 
    “Corny!” screamed Milly. 
    “Jean!” cried Metro. 
    I turned to look at the windowsill but Mickey was 
already strolling away down the rooftop, oblivious to 
the disaster going on inside Lucy’s bedroom. 
    The beam and all the rubble smashed into the floor, 
with a deafening bang. Splinters, bits of plaster and a 
huge cloud of dust flew up into the air. 
    All the bears disappeared. 
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CHAPTER 4 
 
    As the dust began to settle I heard a heavy panting 
and saw that it would take more than half the ceiling 
collapsing to stop Penny and Catherine making their 
escape. Carrying Chester between them they were 
running through the thick cloud of smoke and dust.  
    “Come on,” shouted Catherine, remembering her 
on/off desire to get out of the house. That was the 
problem with bears; you never knew where you were 
with them! “Faster!” 
    “I’m going as fast as I can,” panted Penny. “I really 
think you should slow down. Remember your pain.” 
    “Oh that was nothing. The little mite wondered 
what was going on. He was just banging on the door 
to ask!” 
    Catherine continued to sprint on ahead, almost 
dragging a confused Penny behind her.  
    “Well?” I persisted. “How are you going to get me 
down?” 
    “Well there’s only really one way,” explained Little 
Toff.  
    “Which is?” 
    Little Toff grabbed hold of my body and hoisted me 
off the shelf. “There isn’t time to explain, is there?” 
    “Well I would like some details before you…” but it 
was too late! Little Toff had already mustered all his 
energy and had flung me off my shelf. I hurtled 
through the air; my fur blowing back like a film star. I 
spread my wings out, as I was curious to know if, like 
all my wild brothers outdoors, I could fly. 
    With a light thud I flopped onto Lucy’s bed. Well, 
at least that cleared that up! 
    I was now much closer to the action and voices 
from down below drifted up to me. 



 
57

    “Is everyone alright?” asked Santa. 
    “I am.” That was Metro. Who else? 
    “I’m fine as well,” Milly told them. “What about 
Corny?” 
    “She’s fine,” Jean reassured him. “Aren’t you 
Corny?” 
    “Ye…es,” she replied groggily. 
    “Oh Corny, you’re conscious!” exclaimed Milly. 
    Just then there was a loud thud next to me. I turned 
awkwardly around to see that Little Toff had leapt 
down off the top shelf and dropped down onto the 
mattress. 
    “I’ve always wanted to do that!” he told me 
excitedly, with a grin on his face as wide as the 
Millennium Dome. At least his grin would last longer! 
    “How nice for you! Now do you mind if we get out 
of here?” 
    Suddenly there was a heavy panting, and the sound 
of Lucy’s mattress creaking as Catherine and Penny 
came bustling past us carrying Chester between them. 
“Unconscious singed bear coming through,” 
announced Catherine. “Mind your wing Chris… Oh 
whoops-a-daisy! Too late!” Yes, thanks for that. 
Catherine wasn’t exactly light. 
    Noticing Little Toff, Penny turned and called over 
her shoulder, “You should already be outside!” 
    “I know. I’m going now. Daddy made me go and 
get this orange thing first!” 
    “Little Toff!” admonished Penny. “You really 
oughtn’t to be so rude. It takes all sorts to make a 
world!” Oh so I’m a sort now! This just got better! 
“I’m really sorry about Little Toff, Chris.” 
    “Oh it’s alright. I’m used to it.”  
    “Well, one shouldn’t have to put up with such 
insolence.”  



 
58

    I didn’t reply, mainly because I didn’t have a clue 
what insolence meant! But even if I’d wanted to I 
probably wouldn’t have been able to as Catherine 
was getting impatient. 
    “Come on Penny. There’s no time for chitty chatty. 
I’m sure Hiss, or whatever his name is, will 
understand.” Hiss? I’d been called some things in my 
time but never that. 
    “His name’s Chris,” Penny informed her. 
    “Oh right. Sorry about that Kiss. Penny’ll speak to 
you later.” And on that note Penny and Catherine 
began the awkward task of getting Chester up onto 
the windowsill.  
    “I think we’d better be going as well, Little Toff.” 
    “Yep.” 
    “How are you going to get me up onto the 
windowsill? Are you going to put me on your 
shoulders or are you going to…?” 
    “Simple,” he replied, walking up to me and 
grabbing hold of my body. 
    “You mean you’re going to…” The next thing I 
knew I was flying through the air again. After a just 
two seconds of flight I slammed into the bedroom 
window and slid down onto the windowsill in a heap. 
He really was being just too gentle with me, wasn’t 
he? 
    Little Toff now bounced up high on the bed and as 
he landed back down he used the bed as a trampoline 
and sprung forward. He slammed into the bedroom 
window and landed in a heap next to me. 
    “Cor, that was fun!” 
    “Terrific. Now do you mind if we get out of here?” 
    “Oh okay. If you insist. But that was really fun.” 
Mm, there’s nothing quite like leaping into the 
window when the house is on fire! 
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    Little Toff took hold of my wings and starting 
dragging me towards the open window. The voices of 
Penny and Catherine drifted up to me from below the 
sill. 
    “Penny use your noggins! Grab his arm! …That’s 
not his arm Penny!” 
    “Sorry. Sorry. I honestly didn’t mean to put my 
paw on his…” 
    “Of course you didn’t,” teased Catherine. “What 
will Santa say when he hears you been having a good 
feel of Chester’s…?” 
    “Really Catherine! You can be so explicit at times! I 
promise you it was a complete accident… Now are 
we going to carry Chester up onto the windowsill or 
are we going to stand around talking about 
inconsequential topic, which I feel adds absolutely 
nothing to our overall aim!” 
    “Penny dear, you really should get outside more!” 
    Ouch! Little Toff had just dragged me rather 
viciously over the window frame at quite a speed. 
Next time the house was on fire I certainly wasn’t 
going to let him rescue me again! 
    Just as I passed through the window (passed makes 
it sound a bit too gentle doesn’t it?) I saw the vague 
outline of the heads of Milly and Corny pop up over 
the end of Lucy’s bed. At least it looked as if all the 
bears were going to get out in time. 
    And then we were outside. And I must say that it 
was absolutely freezing. The chilly wind blew right 
into the hole in my back. It was a long time since I’d 
been outside. In fact since Lucy had bought me from 
my shop I don’t think I’d been outside. I’d spent all 
those years sitting on the shelf; watching the bears. 
But I wasn’t complaining, unlike my wild brothers, I 
had no desire to be outside. I was perfectly happy 
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sitting on my comfortable shelf, with the nice warm 
central heating and most importantly of all my bird’s 
eye view of the bears, 
    I bumped on down the roof. As I went I could see 
all the bears gathered on the lawn. Some of them had 
started to huddle together to try and keep warm. 
Now I don’t pretend to know them all by name, I’m 
not that sad, but at a quick glance the only bears who 
seemed to be missing, excluding the bears in Lucy’s 
bedroom of course, were Samantha and Pete. 
Hopefully they weren’t together or there was liable to 
be ructions! Actually looking around it looked as if 
Santa and Penny’s son George was also absent. That 
was a worry because he wasn’t even a year old so if 
he was still inside… 
    No, there he was. He was in Charles’ arms. He 
probably being babysitting him; I’d been wondering 
where George was when Penny and Santa were on 
the roof before, discussing Shakespeare. 
    Thud.  
    We had reached the bottom of the roof and Little 
Toff let go of me and I’d dropped down onto the roof 
tiles. I certainly wasn’t going to recommend his 
service! 
    “How are you going to get me down now?” 
    Reaching for my body he told me, “Well I thought I 
might just…” 
    “Don’t you even think about it! You can’t fling me 
down that height!”     
    “Well how am I going to get you down then?” 
    That was certainly a question. “Could you not put 
me on your should…?” 
    “How many times? You’re far to blinking heavy 
and your breath stinks!” Alright, I get the message. 
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    Having made his point Little Toff turned around 
and carefully made his way to the edge of the roof 
and slowly leaned over the edge. “Right,” he began 
slowly, “what I think I’ll have to do is… is… (go on) is 
lower you over the edge and… and slide you down 
the drainpipe. Do you think you’ll be able to hold 
on?” 
    “Yes,” I replied sharply. “I’m not completely 
useless. My wings work perfectly well thank you.” I 
lifted them into the air and waved them about to 
demonstrate the point. 
    “How nice for you,” he replied dryly moving 
forward and taking hold of my body. Summoning all 
his strength he lifted me up and carried me forward. 
“Uff you’re heavy,” he groaned.  
    “Come on, I’m only light!” 
    Dropping to his knees he leaned over the edge of 
the roof and lowered me down. I must admit I felt 
rather precarious considering that Little Toff was 
struggling to hold onto me. Dangling 5 metres above 
the patio wasn’t exactly where I wanted to be. 
    “Now grab onto the drainpipe,” he instructed.  
    Slowly I reached out for the pipe with my wings, 
feeling his grip on me loosen. Come on, just a few 
more inches. And then I felt his paws completely slip 
off my fur and I plummeted downwards. This is what 
Milly had felt like. 
    Luckily the gradient (don’t really know what that 
meant but I’d heard Santa say it) of my fall took me 
towards the drainpipe and I grasped on for dear life. 
But it didn’t stop me going downwards as my wings 
slipped uselessly down the slippy pie. Although 
being able to hold onto the pipe as a guide helped me 
feel slightly more secure.  
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    Without warning, I landed on the wet drain in a 
heap. This was turning into a lovely experience. 
    Way up above me I saw Little Toff’s head peer over 
the edge of the roof, as he looked down at me. Then 
he clambered over the edge of the roof, took hold of 
the drainpipe and expertly slid down it. It was then 
that I realised that he was heading straight for― 
    Ouch! Little Toff landed on top of me, using me as a 
sort of safety mat. Charming! 
    Little Toff picked himself up, dusted himself down 
(a habit of the bears) and dragged me out of the drain. 
“Come on you lazy thing, let’s get you on the lawn.” 
    Little Toff then pulled me unceremoniously across 
the patio, narrowly missing a pot of Mrs Partridge’s 
plants (don’t ask me the name of them; they all look 
the same to me), before hauling me over the 
Partridge’s small garden wall and onto the lawn; 
which, I must add, was absolutely sodden! Muddying 
my fur, Little Toff slid me across the wet grass 
towards the group of bears. When we reached them 
he dumped me onto the lawn without a word and ran 
over to one of his friends. Well I say one there was 
only the one! His name escaped me but he never 
looked all there (a novel short of a bookcase if you 
catch my drift!) so he was perfect for Little Toff. 
    Looking back up at the rooftop I had another urge 
to hum the Casualty theme tune Catherine and Penny 
came running out of the window like heroes, carrying 
Chester on their imaginary stretcher. 
    As they came hurtling down the roof I looked back 
at the window to see if there was any sign of the other 
bears. There wasn’t.  
    “Chris?” 
    I tilted my head upwards to see John, with baby 
Toby in his arms, looking down at me.  
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    “Yes?” 
    “While you were in Lucy’s bedroom did you see 
Samantha or my Dad at all?” 
    This wasn’t the time for pointing out that I never 
comment on anything I’ve seen or heard. “No, I’m 
afraid not. When did you last see them?” 
    “Well I saw my Dad just minutes before the news 
of the fire got downstairs. He was watching a 
Western. I hope he hasn’t stayed inside to watch the 
end… And I haven’t seen Samantha since this 
morning. I thought she’d gone upstairs. But neither of 
them have come out yet and I’m a bit worried.” 
    “I’m sure they’ll be fi…” 
    Lucy’s bedroom window shattered. Her room 
exploded in a ball of flame showering the roof in 
debris. I felt a weird tingling sensation in my wings as 
I saw my shelf discarded on the rooftop, broken in 
two and burning. I could still have been sitting on 
that. 
    Chester was dropped onto the roof tiles as 
Catherine and Penny sheltered their faces from the 
explosion.  
    There were screams from the bears on the lawn. 
They knew that four brave bears and Metro were still 
in Lucy’s bedroom.  
    “Dad!” screamed John running towards the patio 
door. “Samantha!” 
    “No!” Mickey grabbed hold of him; restraining 
him. “Don’t John there’s nothing we can do for them 
now! We’ve just go to wait. Jean and Milly and 
Chester are in there too but I can’t help them now. 
I’ve just got to wait and pray.” As Mickey led John 
back towards the shivering, shocked and now 
homeless group of bears, tears began to roll down 
John’s face. 
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    “No! No! No!” he sobbed. “Don’t do this to me 
God. Please!” Not wanting to get involved in an 
emotional encounter Mickey let go of him and John 
dropped to his knees. Mickey made his way back over 
to Harry, who was holding baby Tommy and was 
now quietly sobbing to himself, at the prospect of 
losing his mother and older brother. With Mickey 
gone John looked upwards to the heavens. “If this is 
about Catherine… you can… punish me in other 
ways. I won’t watch Midsomer Murders on Sunday if 
that’s what you want God. But please… please… 
don’t kill my Dad and Samantha. Please!” 
    “We’re free!” 
    I looked up. The bears looked up. Through the 
smoke billowing out of Lucy’s bedroom, I could just 
make out the heads of two bears, poking up above the 
windowsill. The smoke made them indistinguishable 
but that voice was unmistakable. 
    Milly. 
    Hearing his brother’s voice Mickey sprinted 
towards the drainpipe and began shinning up it.  
    Abandoning his praying John looked up hopefully 
at the shattered window. But I knew that Samantha 
and Pete weren’t going to be there. They hadn’t been 
upstairs. So where were they? 
    Clutching on tightly to Tommy, Harry whispered 
in his younger brother’s ears, “It looks… it looks as if 
they’re going to be alright.” 
    By the time Mickey had scrambled up to the top of 
the drainpipe and onto the roof, the smoke had 
cleared.  
    Milly and Corny were making there way through 
the window. Corny had now come round although 
she still looked a bit groggy and Milly had his arm 
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around her, guiding her out onto the roof. They were 
both completely covered in dust.  
    “Mickey we’re alive!” he called down to his 
brother.  
    “I can see that! What about Jean?” 
    “Oh she’s just coming.” He made it sound like she 
was putting some last minute make up on. “Hey 
Little Toff!” he called down to the lawn. “We’re both 
fine!” 
    Little Toff broke off his conversation with his 
friend. “Oh… er… right. Good.” Don’t get over 
excited, will you? 
    “Where’s Big Toff?” 
    “Over there Daddy.” Having pointed his brother 
out Little Toff resumed his discussion with his friend 
about Pogs. A few weeks ago Little Toff, whilst 
rummaging through the Partridge’s playroom, had 
discovered some rather peculiar disc shaped objects 
that apparently went by the name of Pogs. They 
belonged to Lucy’s brother but had been very dusty 
and not used in years. But since that fateful day Little 
Toff had become obsessed by flipping them and 
trading them with his friend.  
    “Hey Big Toff, we’re alive.” Big Toff was standing 
on the other side of the garden with his arm around 
Lenny. They had anxiously been waiting news of 
their fathers. 
    “I know Daddy. Erm… is Lenny’s Daddy alright?” 
    “Yep he’s fine. He’s just…” Before he could finish 
his sentence the equally dusty figures of Santa and 
Metro emerged from the bedroom. Santa had slung 
Metro across his shoulders and was now struggling 
somewhat due to Metro’s weight. 
    “Daddy!” yelped Lenny. “Are you alright?” 
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    Metro heard his son but couldn’t turn to see him 
because of his injuries. “I can’t see you Lenny but I’m 
fine. Well… I have felt better one must admit, one 
can’t tell porkies now.” That didn’t sound like Metro. 
That bang on the head… “And I can’t feel my legs 
and my head’s throbbing like when I listen to too 
much of that music you like. France Ferdinand or 
whatever it is.” Tell me about it. I can still hear it 
now… “But Milly and Corny are absolute heroes. 
And Santa too. They dragged me out of this rubble 
you see.” 
    “Oh it was nothing,” dismissed Milly. 
    “Oh don’t be so modest.” 
    “But you’re fine?” Lenny called up. From that 
distance and with Metro being over Santa’s shoulder 
Lenny probably hadn’t heard a word of what Metro 
had just been saying. Can’t say that he missed much!  
    “Absolutely spiffing Lenny deary! Absolutely 
spiffing.” 
    “Good.” 
    Tagging along behind came Jean; also plastered in 
dust. She staggered out through the shattered 
window, coughing and waving the smoke away. “Oh 
deary me. Look at all this damage. Oh and look at all 
this dust.” Jean then began the urgent task of 
brushing all the dust of her usually well groomed fur.  
    “Jean!” 
    She looked up and saw Mickey running up the 
rooftop towards her. 
    “Mickey!”  
    Forgetting the dust Jean spread out her arms and 
skipped delightedly down the roof towards him. 
    About three quarters of the way up the roof Jean 
ran into her husband and he took her up in his arms 
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and spun her round in circles. She held on tightly to 
his soft, furry body. “I love you Jean!” 
    “I love you too Mickey. I’m sorry for shouting at 
you.” 
    “No. No. Please don’t apologise for that. I was 
being childish like you said. I’m sorry for leaving you 
in there on you own. If you hadn’t… hadn’t…” 
    “Don’t even think about that.” 
    “But if you hadn’t come out alive Jean, I’d have 
never been able to forgive myself. I left you in there. I 
left you in a burning building Jean!” 
    Tears welled up in Mickey’s eyes and he placed his 
wife back on the tiles. Seeing his tears Jean leaned 
forward and gently wiped them away with her furry 
paw. “Don’t be silly. I’ll always love you.” Ah! True 
romance. 
    “They’re not there!” The exclamation came from 
next to me. John. Realising that Pete and Samantha 
weren’t coming out of Lucy’s bedroom with the rest 
of the lucky bears he put his head in paws and began 
to sob even louder. Gently rocking Toby from side to 
side he began talking to God again. “Please… please 
don’t… don’t do this to me… I won’t watch 
Coronation Street either… For the whole week,” he 
added. 
    Suddenly there was a loud squelching noise. Like 
somebody breaking wind. It came from the other side 
of the patio doors. Inside the lounge. 
    “Put me down! I can walk you crinkly, wrinkly!”  
    Samantha! 
    Scrambling up off the lawn John rushed forward, 
towards the patio door. 
    “Samantha, you’re safe!” 
    “Is that you John?” Another voice. 
    Pete. 
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    “Dad! You’re alive.” 
    “Yes. No need to sound surprised. I’ll be around for 
a good few years yet.” In fact it was unknown 
whether it was possible for bear’s to die. 
    “Oh delight,” muttered Samantha. 
    Samantha and Pete emerged from the lounge. Pete 
was leading and he was dragging a wriggling 
Samantha behind him. 
    “Are you alright?” asked a concerned John, 
kneeling by his wife as his Dad set how down on the 
patio. 
    “Fine.” 
    “I saved her life,” Pete announced proudly. 
    “You saved my life?”  
    “Yes. Now I don’t expect gratitude. Although an 
extra couple of slots on your rota wouldn’t go amiss.” 
Talking of the rota, just in case you were wondering, 
Samantha had had to print off another one after the 
last one had “inconsiderately” been used by Milly for 
his suicide note. “But at the very least I expect some 
recognition. I risked my fur back there to save your 
life. You’d have never got out on your own if I hadn’t 
dragged you out.” 
    “I was perfectly capable of getting out until you 
came and tripped me up.”  
    “I did no such thing!” He turned to John. “I drag 
her from a burning building and this is the thanks I 
get. And she isn’t light either.” 
    “What did you say?” 
    “I said…” 
    “I heard what you said. Now I know I’ve never 
been on good terms with the scales but any more 
comments like that and I’ll be coming and sitting on 
you. Got it?” 
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    “Yes.” He paused. “I did save her life though,” he 
insisted. “I was sitting watching this gripping 
Western when I hear this massive explosion. Now I’d 
become aware of bears running around shouting 
“Fire”, to be honest they were ruining the film, but I’d 
been determined to get to the end. But when I heard 
this big bang I thought I’d better get out. But just as I 
climbed down off the sofa I saw Samantha sprawled 
out in the hall, completely unconscious. The blast 
must have knocked her down the stairs. So I grabbed 
hold of her and dragged her to safety.” 
    “Rubbish!” Samantha turned to John. “He’s losing 
his senility.” And that’s a bad thing? “He’s started to 
imagine things. I’d been upstairs, in Lucy’s brother’s 
room. I was rummaging through his wardrobe 
looking for this really stylish red cap I saw him wear 
once. I fancied wearing it and he hasn’t worn it in 
months so I didn’t think he’d mind… Anyway I heard 
all this hoo hah going on, well I tried to ignore it at 
first but then it started getting on my nerves. There 
was all this screaming and then these terrible crashing 
noises. Sounded like the ceiling was falling in! 
Anyway I carried on what I was doing for a bit but 
then the wardrobe shook and there was a massive 
explosion next door in Lucy’s door. So I did what any 
normal, decent bear would do.” 
    “Well?” prompted John. 
    “I pegged it! Legged it out the room and dashed 
down the stairs. But unlike what the fogey said I 
didn’t fall down them. I got to the bottom and ran 
into the lounge just as he was climbing down off the 
settee. Yes well as I ran past him he deliberately, I 
stress deliberately, stuck his wrinkly leg out and 
tripped me up. Then he grabbed hold of me and 
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dragged me outside pretending to be the hero. I think 
he’s jiggered my hip in.” 
    John exploded (not literally). “Dad you didn’t!” 
    “No I didn’t.” He paused. “Her hip’s always been 
on the blink.” 
    “No it hasn’t. There was nothing wrong with it ‘till 
you tripped me up and manpawled me!” 
    “Dad, you promised me you’d never be nasty to 
Samantha again.” 
    “Well I’m very sorry. I didn’t realise saving 
someone’s life now classes as nastiness. I wish I’d left 
her in there to burn now!” 
    “Dad that’s a nasty thing to say!” 
    “What? Nastier than saving her life? Deary me I am 
being naughty today.” 
    “Don’t get sarky with me Dad!” 
    “Yes,” patronised Samantha. “Don’t get ideas 
above your station.” 
    “Show some respect for your elders!” 
    “With the emphasis on elder.” 
    “Stop it!” demanded John. 
    “Well she started it!” 
    “No the fogey started it!” 
    “Both of you,” added John. “Just stop being so 
childish. Now Dad, did you trip up Samantha?” 
    “No.” 
    “Did you trip up Samantha?” 
    “No.” 
    “Did you trip up Samantha?” 
    “No.” 
    “Did you trip up Samantha?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Did you trip up Samantha?” 
    “No.” 
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    “Er… hello,” interrupted Samantha waving her 
paws in front of her husband’s face. “He’s already 
said yes.” 
    “I did not!” 
    “Dad,” John began slowly, “I heard you. I was just 
testing to see if you were going to keep on lying… 
Right, one last time, did you trip up Samantha?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “See I told you!” 
    “Someone give her a sweetie,” uttered Pete dryly. 
    “What did he say?” demanded Samantha. 
    “I said…” Pete repeated what he had said and this 
was followed by a thump! 
    Back on the roof Catherine and Penny were still 
debating the best way to get Chester down onto the 
patio.  
    “Look I tell you Penny it’s the only way.” 
    “No Catherine, all we need to do…” 
    “You’re not listening to me Penny.” 
    “That’s because what you’re saying has several 
significant flaws.” 
    “Are you saying I talking through me bum?” 
    Penny was hesitant. “Well… that is one way of 
translating it certainly. Though I’d much prefer it if 
we just say that it has significant flaws.” 
    “But it doesn’t. It’s the only way of doing it I’m 
telling you.” 
    “Catherine, there’s no way I’m throwing him off 
the roof; in the mild hope he lands on top of you!” 
    “Well have you got any better suggestions? The 
only thing you’ve waffled on about so far is…” 
    “Catherine?”  
    Catherine and Penny spun around to see that 
Chester was now conscious and sitting up on the 
rooftop. 
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    “Chester!” Catherine exclaimed. “You’re alive.” 
    “Well I think so. Either that or this is bear heaven.” 
    Catherine crouched down next to her husband and 
put her arm around his shoulder. “No, this is earth.” 
    “Well I wouldn’t be complaining if it wasn’t. Not if 
bear heaven’s filled with beautiful female bears like 
the two here.” 
    “Oh thank you Chester,” beamed Catherine, “you 
say the nice… Two?” Catherine looks around her. 
“Where’s the other one?” 
    Penny nervously put her arm in the air. “Err… I 
think he might err… mean me.” 
    “You?” Catherine laughed. “No offence Penny but 
you’re the only bear I know who can give mirrors 
heart attacks!” 
    “Catherine!” spluttered Chester. “You really 
oughtn’t to be so rude.” 
    “Oh Chester don’t get out your pram. Penny knows 
I’m only joking. Don’t you Penny?” 
    “Err…” 
    “See?” 
    “Mm… yes.” Chester sounded doubtful. “I know 
your stuffing’s in the right place Catherine but I think 
sometimes it would do you good if you were just a 
little less… rude.” 
    “Rude! Me? You know I can’t tolerate flipping 
rudeness. You know I’m a gentle, kind, caring bear 
really.” Not words I’d usually associate with 
Catherine! “I helped you try and get that dusty 
fruitcake down from the loft!” 
    “Yes I know you did. But I just don’t think your 
kindness comes across to other bears. Does it Penny?” 
    “Well… I must admit… Catherine does keep it very 
well hidden.” 
    “Oh that’s charming that is!” 
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    “Oh that reminds me,” interrupted Chester. “What 
happened to Arthur?” 
    “Well he… er…” Catherine was struggling to think 
of a tactful way to tell Chester that Arthur had 
frizzled. But tact wasn’t Catherine’s strong point. 
    She was saved by the noise of a loud explosion. I 
looked up and saw that a section of the upper roof, 
above the loft, blow off under the force of a huge 
explosion from inside the loft. Tiles and debris flew 
into the air along with a cloud of thick smoke.  
    The bears on the roof covered their heads with their 
paws, thinking the debris was going to fall on them. 
    Unfortunately, I think that was Chester’s question 
answered! No bear could have survived that. Though 
that’s what I’d thought when Lucy’s bedroom 
exploded and somehow all the bears inside had 
managed to survive. So we would have to wait and 
see. 
    Smoke drifted upwards into the atmosphere. Surely 
the neighbours would see it and surely they had 
heard the bang. It wasn’t going to be long before 
someone called the fire brigade. 
    What were the Partridge’s going to say when they 
got home?  
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CHAPTER 5 
 
    It was late evening, the same day. The house was 
finally empty. Except for bears and me of course. 
    As you can imagine upon the discovery of the fire 
there had been a fair amount of comings and goings. 
Firemen, the Partridges, ‘caring’ neighbours, the 
Police. Mm, there had been a suggestion of foul play 
so the Police had had to come and investigate. Even 
now the cause of the fire was still unclear but it had 
materialised that Mr Partridge had cleverly decided 
to store several cans of petrol in the loft. The Police 
had left soon after that admission. And I thought 
bears were stupid! 
    I was beginning to wonder whether humans were 
just as bad. When Lucy had returned home from 
school early, she had naturally been hysterical, 
thinking that her precious bears had burnt to a 
frazzle. Naturally when she found them all laid out 
on the lawn she was delighted, but she didn’t seem to 
pay much attention to how they had got there. For 
some reason she assumed that the fire fighters must 
have taken the time to carry her entire bear collection 
(and me) out of the burning building and put them on 
the lawn! Now that’s what I call service!  
    But after the fire was completely out Mrs Partridge 
had insisted that Lucy return the bears (and me) to 
the house. Charming! Lucy had been reluctant but 
Mrs Partridge had explained that they were going to 
have to move in with their Uncle Morris (they didn’t 
seem over the moon about that) and there wouldn’t 
be room for her large collection. Not wanting to 
display favouritism Lucy elected not to even just take 
the one bear like her mother had said she could. I 
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don’t know why; all the bears knew she would have 
chosen Little Toff! 
    So we were all now in the lounge. Lucy’s bedroom 
had been burnt beyond recognition so there was no 
way we could have gone back in there. Instead Lucy 
had put us on the shelves in the lounge. 
    I had only been in the lounge once; when Lucy had 
first bought me I had been thrown onto the settee in 
my carrier bag. But I hadn’t been in here since they’d 
redecorated. Not that I’ve been missing much. I can 
safely say it wasn’t in my taste. Though then again it 
was pretty tasteless. 
    To be fair most of the lounge was. I know that 
doesn’t sound very fair but they had lime green 
carpet! Lime green curtains! Lime green wallpaper! 
Are you getting the idea?  
    The shelf I had been put on (I was on the top shelf 
again would you believe?) was on the back wall. The 
TV was directly opposite me (just what I wanted!), 
door to the hall was on my left and the patio doors 
were on my right. There were also doors leading in 
the dining room and the study but you don’t care 
where they are, do you? 
    As you probably expected once the house was 
empty again, the Partridges had now packed up some 
necessities and begun their journey to Uncle Morris’s, 
the bears didn’t stay on their new shelves for long. 
    In fact the bears who considered themselves to be 
important bears in the bear community were now 
sitting around in a circle on the furry mat in the centre 
of the room. Why, I hear you ask? Well Santa had 
decided that due to the events earlier in the day there 
were several issues that the important bears in the 
bear community needed to get together and discuss. 
So I bet you’re wondering who the big heads are well 
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the usual suspects were naturally at the meeting: 
Santa, Penny, Metro, Jean, Chester and some 
unexpected ones: Mickey (forced to go by Jean), 
Catherine, (reluctant but dragged along by Chester), 
Samantha (going because Catherine was going) and 
John (going because Samantha was going). Now 
you’ll notice that naturally none of the younger bears 
were present but you’ll also notice that Pete was 
missing. He was watching a “bang bang” as 
Samantha called them; Westerns to everyone else, on 
the old black and white TV in the kitchen. Samantha 
had muttered something about “an old relic on its last 
legs.” I think she might have mentioned the TV as 
well! 
    So all the ‘important’ bears were assembled in the 
lounge for a discussion. It was like a meeting of the 
United Nations! 
    A smile creased my beak. I couldn’t help it; it was 
just the idea that this group of bears were about to 
make decisions about World Peace! 
    Oh they were a right bunch! There was Metro, or as 
I would now call him; Tutankhamun the third. Yes, 
you’ve guessed it, following his experiences in Lucy’s 
bedroom (sounds rude!) Santa had wrapped him 
completely in bandages as he had been incapable pf 
pinpointing the one place where it hurt! Then there 
was Chester who now had an exceedingly bright 
stomach after Catherine had dyed his singed bits with 
Mrs Partridge’s hair dye. Naturally it wasn’t the same 
colour as his fur so he looked rather silly. Then there 
was Corny with a bandage around her head and 
finally there was Samantha sitting awkwardly with 
her walking stick (a toilet roll) in her lap! This was 
due to the “horrific” injury she had suffered to her 
hip. 
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    “Shall we begin?” asked Santa, immediately 
assuming the role of leader. Well it had been his idea. 
    “Yes I think we should,” agreed Penny.  
    “Oh it was ever so funny,” Catherine whispered to 
Samantha, “I got it all over my paws and I even let a 
bit drip on Chester’s…” 
    “Catherine,” Santa interrupted,” do you mind? I’m 
trying to begin.” 
    “And what’s stopping you? Have you got a 
stutter?” 
    “No. You’re very rudely speaking to Samantha 
while the rest of us are trying to begin.” 
    “Tut, tut. One would have thought that even the 
likes of those two would have showed an ounce of 
decorum at a meeting of this seriousness.” 
    “Seriousness?” objected Catherine. “From what I 
can see a couple of bears have decided to pounce on 
the opportunity of a Hobnob.        
    “What did he say?” demanded Samantha; slow as 
usual.  
    John jumped to his feet, equally slow . “Yeah, what 
did you mean by “the likes of those two?” That’s my 
wife you’re talking about!” 
    “I would have thought it was pretty much self 
explanatory, even to someone of minimal 
intelligence.” 
    “You what?” shouted John bowling it across the 
circle towards Metro. This meeting was starting well! 
    “Sit down!” ordered Santa.  
    This made John jump and after shaking his paw 
threateningly at Metro and scowling at him, he 
retreated to his seat. 
    I almost said before the meeting starting that if you 
put a group of bears together, especially this group, 
then there was bound to be trouble.  
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    Santa coughed nervously. Well I’d be nervous if I 
was the ringleader of that rabble. “Right, we come to 
the first item on the agenda.” 
    Samantha looked up suddenly interested, “Who’s 
changing their gender?” 
    “My money’s on Metro,” joked Milly and Samantha 
and Catherine giggled childishly at this. 
    “Well I’m leaving if this is just going to turn into 
another chance to belittle me!”  
    “No-one’s going to be belittlingly anyone,” Santa 
reassured him.  
    “What does belittle mean?” asked Corny 
innocently. 
    There was a moment’s pause as Santa considered 
this. “Well,” began Santa, “belittle means…” 
    “Oh stuff that!” interrupted Catherine. “Who’s 
having a gender change? It’s the juiciest goss I’ve 
heard in ages.” 
    “Juicier than the Brad and Jennifer exclusive in 
OK?” queried Samantha. 
    “Well maybe not that juicy but it’s getting there.” 
    “No one’s having a gender change,” Santa 
reassured them. “Not to my knowledge anyway.” 
    “But you said they were,” protested Samantha. 
    “I did not.” 
    “You did.”   
    “I DID NOT. I merely mentioned the first item on 
the agenda.” 
    “See, you’ve done it again!” 
    “I have not, I… Oh forget it!” Santa took a deep 
breath. “Right, we come to the first item of discussion 
which is…” 
    “… that someone’s having a sex change,” 
completed Milly. 
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    “No! No! No!” shouted Santa, getting exasperated. 
“No-one’s having a sex change!” 
    “I wonder who it is if it isn’t Metro,” mused Milly. 
    “But…” shouted Santa. 
    “Yes, we know,” Milly told him, “no one’s having a 
sex change.” 
    Milly tapped his nose and lowered his voice, 
“Don’t worry Sant. We won’t let on you told us.” 
    “No! No it’s not…” 
    Milly leaned forward and put a reassuring paw on 
Santa’s shoulder. “We understand that you shouldn’t 
have let it slip. But we’ll keep it to ourselves.” He 
clapped his paws together. “Right then guys. Who do 
you think it’s going to be?” 
    “That reminds me,” interrupted Mickey. “We never 
worked out who the murderer was in Midsomer 
Murders last night.” Oh no, here we go again! And if 
you’re wondering how the bears can watch the TV 
when the Partridge’s are at home, well to be honest I 
don’t know! I’ve always been stuck upstairs. Though I 
imagine if the Partridge’s thought to look behind 
them, then they would see a row of bears peering 
over the back of the settee! 
    “It was the vicar. 100%,” announced Milly. 
    “Don’t be silly,” disagreed John, “it was that 
woman with the red hair.” 
    “What woman with the red hair?” 
    “Oh… maybe that was something else.” 
    “What sort of programmes have you been watching 
John?” demanded Samantha. John looked shyly 
away.  
    “Well I think it was John Nettles,” Jean told them. 
    “Don’t be silly,” dismissed Catherine. “He comes 
back every week doesn’t he?” 
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    “Yeah but it doesn’t mean he didn’t do it,” 
protested Jean. 
    “Jean just wants an excuse for him to get his kit 
off,” explained Mickey. 
    “But why would the murderer get his kit off?” 
queried John.  
    “Oh the murderer always gets their kit off don’t 
they?” Jean told them. 
    “I don’t know what sort of murder mysteries 
you’ve been watching,” joked Corny. 
    “You’ll have to give me the name of them,” Milly 
told her. 
    “Milly!” 
    “Only joking Corny dear,” laughed Milly bashfully.  
    “Well I think it was the woman walking about the 
pitch fork,” Metro told them. 
    “Which woman with the pitch fork?” queried 
Catherine. 
    “The one they showed walk up to the stable door 
and stab that chap with a pitch fork.” 
    “No she didn’t do it,” disagreed Catherine. “I think 
that was just a dream. It was a bit silly really. Barnaby 
and Troy were interviewing that chap at the station 
and I was trying to pay attention to what was 
happening, I always lose it at about that point every 
week and I was determined not to last night, but that 
woman kept flashing up with her pitch fork. You 
could still hear the chap talking but it confused me. I 
think it must have a dream though.” 
    “We’ve seen it before,” John told them. 
    “So who did it then?” asked Catherine eagerly. 
    “I don’t know. I’m just saying we’ve seen it before.” 
    “We still haven’t established who’s having a sex 
change,” piped up Samantha.  
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    “John Nettle is having a sex change?” demanded a 
concerned Jean. 
    “Mother, please!” begged Chester. “We have come 
here to discuss a very serious matter. A very lonely, 
kind, but misunderstood bear died this morning and 
instead of discussing how we can all remember him 
all you lot want to do is discuss some silly murder 
mystery!” Don’t forget the sex change! 
    “You tell them Chester,” Catherine encouraged 
him. 
    “Well you’re just as bad Catherine!” 
    “Flipping charming that is,” Catherine mumbled to 
herself.  
    “Santa’s tried his best but this meeting has 
descended into absolute anarchy. I just think it’s a 
disgrace that we can’t sit round in a circle and discuss 
things like the sensible, mature bears most of us are.” 
    The bears fell silent.  
    Santa, who had been sprawled out on the floor, 
pulling at the fur on his head in desperation, began to 
sit up. “Thank you Chester. Now then, if we can 
begin.” 
    “Can we just establish who’s having…” began 
Samantha but broke off when Santa cast her a stern 
look. “Only joking.” 
    “Right. The first item we need to discuss, as Chester 
said, is how we are going to remember poor Arthur.” 
All the bear’s bowed their heads at the mention of his 
name. All except Catherine who couldn’t understand 
what was going on. 
    “Has everyone nodded off or something?” 
    “We’re paying our respects to Arthur,” Chester 
whispered to his wife.  
    “Oh Chester, normally I’d love to but you know I 
never have any cash on me!” In truth the bears never 
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had any money. For a start where would they get it 
from and what would they buy? So I don’t know 
what Catherine was thinking about. 
    “Just bow your head Catherine,” Chester told her 
sternly. A confused Catherine obeyed. 
    Santa brought them back to their senses. “Right, 
thank you for that. I’m sure Arthur will be grateful.” 
Everyone looked back up. Everyone except Catherine 
of course who had completely lost what was 
happening and still had her head down. “Before we 
make suggestions about how Arthur should be 
remembered I think I should let Chester say…” 
    “Excuse me! Do you mind?” Catherine had looked 
up! “I mean how inconsiderate can you get? Here I 
am… no hold Chester it, I’m talking. Here I am, 
trying to pay my respects for a very lonely, kind but 
misunderstood bear (where had I heard that before?) 
and all you can do is talk through me… No wait 
Chester I’m talking… Right. Now you can talk.” 
    “Thank Catherine. Now…” 
    “No actually. I haven’t finished. I’ve thought of 
something else. And something else. That’s what 
happens when I’m angry, I lose my currency (I think 
she meant coherency) and everything just comes in 
one long burst and I end up getting all of a muddle 
‘cause I can’t remember why I wanted to talk in the 
first place.” 
    “Have you quite finished Catherine?” 
    “No. I’m going to have my say. He thinks he can 
stand there, all prim and proper and dignified, with 
his paw drooped, yes I’ve seen you, as camp as Lily 
Savage, and his nose in the air and he thinks he can 
look down his nose at me, ignore me, pretend I’m 
something he’s stood in. Well if he thinks he can wipe 
me on the doormat he’s very much mistaken. Oh 
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she’s pregnant; let’s brush her under the carpet ‘till 
she’s popped.” 
    Chester stood up suddenly. “I’m ever so sorry. I 
must apologise for my wife’s rudeness. It’s her 
hormones.” 
    “It flipping isn’t. My hormones are fine, thank you 
very much!” 
    “I’m glad to hear it. Now will you just sit down? 
You’re causing a scene.” 
    “Oh well, lock me up in the cupboard why don’t 
you? Whoa!” Catherine’s stomach jerked her forward 
and she jumped up into the air. “See! You’ve gone 
and got Betty all wound up now as well!” 
    “Betty?” 
    “Our baby.” 
    “Our baby is not called Betty!” 
    “She flipping is!” 
    “He is not.” 
    “He?” 
    “Yes Catherine our baby is male!” 
    “Oh you’ve been having them voices in your head 
again, haven’t you?” 
    Chester was slightly ruffled by this. “Catherine 
please, not so loud!” 
    “Yeah well whatever, but our baby is definitely 
female.” 
    “No he isn’t.” 
    “Well she better had be. I’ve told her now that 
when she bothers to poke her head out, she’s going to 
be called Betty.” 
    “Well you shouldn’t have. We haven’t even 
discussed it.” 
    “Er… excuse me.” On the other side of the circle 
Penny was madly waving her arms about; trying to 
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attract their attention. “Do you mind? We are waiting. 
Could you not do this some other time?” 
    “Oh I’m very sorry Penny,” Chester apologised, “it 
was most inconsiderate of us.” 
    “See there they go again; thinking they can ignore 
my needs until I’ve stopped bulging!” 
    “Not again Catherine dear,” Chester told her in a 
hushed voice. “We’ve already heard you’re views 
once. You and Jake sit down now.” 
    “Jake? Who the hell’s Jake?” 
    “Our son, darling. You sit down now. We’ll discuss 
it later.” 
    Seeing that everyone’s eyes were fixed on her, 
Catherine reluctantly sat down, but didn’t cease to 
stop chuntering away. “We’re flipping not calling her 
Jake. It’d make her sound like something you’d drag 
round the garden to tidy up the leaves!” 
    Chester cast a confused look at his wife as Penny 
sprang up and tried to salvage the meeting. “Right, if 
we can return to the matter on the agen… the matter 
in paw. Thank you. Chester would you like to say a 
few words about Arthur.”  
    Chester stood up and cleared his throat. I’m not 
sure why bears thought they needed to stand up 
when making a speech. Just another of their many 
peculiarities! “Thank you.” My pleasure. “I’m sure… 
I’m sure that many of you had completely forgotten 
about Arthur. But to think… that once he was the 
crux of our community. And then… then we began to 
misunderstand him. If you don’t know what I mean 
by that well… we began to think he was a bit of a 
nutter. Now I admit that he had certain… 
psychological difficulties (basically he was round the 
twist) but I think we were rather unkind to him. We 
made him an outcast; we started to exclude him from 
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things. The poor bear had to sit all on his own on the 
shelf because none of us wanted to sit next to him. 
Lucy picked up on this, every time she came to his 
shelf saw the rest of the bears huddled up at one end 
and him sitting all alone at the other. And it’s my 
opinion that because of this she began to neglect him 
too and then he ended up getting put away in the 
loft… But don’t worry; I’m not trying to blame you. I 
take all the guilt myself. Granted if we hadn’t have 
excluded him then he’d never have ended up in the 
loft and this was where… he tragically died earlier 
today… But as you probably know I went up into the 
loft several months ago to fetch the carpet for mine 
and Catherine’s wedding and I got talking to Arthur. 
I’d never really spoken to him before he went up in 
the loft and I was surprised at how witty and kind-
hearted he was so I invited him to our wedding. 
Well… as you probably know… he didn’t come. I was 
so wrapped in the wedding plans so selfishly 
preoccupied in my happiness,” a tear rolled down 
Chester’s cheek, “that… I completely forgot to go and 
bring him down. And he couldn’t get down on his 
own could he? …It was selfish of me to raise his 
hopes and then dash them like that. He’d probably 
really been looking forward to it. And then if that 
guilt wasn’t bad enough I’ve now got the guilt of 
knowing that my forgetfulness killed him. If I’d have 
gone and brought him down for my wedding… he 
wouldn’t have… been up there today.” 
    Santa interrupted. “It’s no use you blaming 
yourself Chester. It wasn’t your fault. Even if you had 
brought him down he’d have gone back up, wouldn’t 
he?”  
    “Maybe, but he might have realised all the fun he 
was missing and stayed down here.” 
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    “But Lucy would have seen him and put him back 
up in the loft.” 
    “We could have kept him hidden,” persisted an 
emotional Chester. “And even… even if he had gone 
back up, at least he would have… had one last… bit 
of enjoyment,” stammered Chester before dropping 
to his knees and bursting into tears.  
    There was a moment’s awkward silence before 
Santa leapt up. “Thank you very much for that 
Chester.” Santa clapped his paws together and looked 
expectantly round at the other bears. Like 
programmed robots they began clapping as well. 
    After 33 seconds of monotonous clapping (not that 
I counted) Santa raised his left paw and shouted 
above the din: 
    “Thank you!”  
    The clapping automatically stopped. Thank 
goodness for that; with the blank expressions on the 
bears’ faces I thought they were going to go on 
forever. 
    Santa now turned to Chester, who had now sat 
back down in his place and had stopped crying. 
“Thank you for that very moving speech Chester. I’m 
sure that will have given us some ideas as to how we 
can remember him.” He looked expectantly around 
the circle. 
    “Well I think we should stick a plaque on the wall 
of Lucy’s bedroom,” voiced Jean. 
    “That’s a nice idea,” agreed her husband, “but let’s 
be practical. Where are we going to get a plaque 
from?” 
    “Well… we could make a subscription on a bit of 
wood from Mr Partridge’s garage,” suggested Jean. 
    “That’s a lovely idea,” agreed Penny. 
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    “But what would the Partridge’s think when they 
saw it?” queried Mickey. 
    “Why do you always have to find a fault?” Jean 
retorted.  
    “I’m just being practical.” 
    “Unfortunately, I think Mickey has a point,” Santa 
told the group. “But it was a lovely idea.” 
    “Really lovely,” reiterated Penny. “Thank you for 
that Jean.” 
    “Does anyone else have any suggestions?” 
    “Really lovely.” Penny was still going.  
    Corny raised her paw. 
    Santa pointed at her. “Yes Corny?” 
    “Well going with Jean’s idea I think we could get a 
bit of wood and but his name on and ‘Rest In Peace’ 
and all that and then stick it in the garden. You know 
like a headstone.” 
    “That is… definitely an idea,” agreed Santa, 
somewhat hesitantly. “But…” 
    “… the Partridge’s will wonder who the heck was 
Arthur,” Milly completed for him. 
    “Well… yes,” agreed Santa. 
    “But,” argued Corny, casting Milly an annoyed 
look, “we could put in one of the flowerbeds behind a 
tree or a bush so no one would see it.” 
    “But doesn’t that rather defeat the object,” queried 
Jean. 
    “Well we’d know it was there.” 
    “To be honest, I don’t think the problem is that no 
one would see it,” disagreed Santa. “I think the 
problem is that someone would see it. And we can’t 
really risk that.” 
    “No… I suppose not,” Corny reluctantly agreed. 
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    “Lovely idea, though,” piped up Penny. “Really 
lovely.” I’m not sure if she was talking about Corny’s 
idea or still going on about the last one! 
    “So has anyone got any other ideas?” asked Santa.  
    “Well…” began John, “I suppose this is going to 
sound silly but couldn’t we a cardboard box, a 
shoebox perhaps, and bury it in the garden. It’d be 
like a funeral but…” 
    “… without the body,” finished Samantha. 
    “Well yes.” 
    “But what’d be the point of that?” questioned the 
ever cynical Catherine.  
    “Well… that box would then symbolise Arthur. 
And we could go to where it’s buried to remember 
him.” 
    “That’s a really lovely idea.” Guess who that was! 
“Really lovely.” 
    “But I’ve got a better idea,” piped up Catherine. 
“Someone could go up to the loft and see if they could 
find what’s left of…” 
    “Let me stop you right there,” interrupted Santa. 
“Going back to John’s idea…” 
    “But that’s just silly,” interspersed Samantha. Why 
was it that it was the bears’ partners who kept 
disagreeing with their ideas? “Burying an empty 
shoebox in the garden and then saying that’s Arthur! 
Why don’t you go the whole hog and put a shoe in 
the box?” 
    Santa considered this. “Actually…” 
    “I was joking!” 
    “Oh right.” 
    “Or what you could do,” suggested Jean, “is get 
some ashes from upstairs; not Arthur’s ashes…” 
    “Wasn’t he a tennis player?” joked Milly. 
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    “Boring,” groaned Corny. “You’ve got that from 
Only Fools and Horses.” 
    “Every genius has to have some inspiration.” 
    “So what?” teased Corny. 
    “Well I was trying to say that…” 
    “If we can go on with the topic,” interrupted Santa. 
“Carry on with what you were saying Jean.” 
    “Thank you. Well I was just going to suggest that 
we could get some ashes from the fire upstairs, put 
them in a shoebox and then bury them in the garden. 
That way it would be more relevant to Arthur. Not 
that that wasn’t an excellent idea John.” 
    “It was lovely.” 
    “Yes, it was,” agreed Santa, “but I think I prefer 
Jean’s. It makes the box more relevant to poor Arthur. 
And they’ll be no danger of the Partridge’s seeing it. 
So does everyone agree that’s what we should?” 
    All the bears slowly raised their arms. All except 
Catherine.  
    “I still think it’d be better if we went upstairs and 
actually got a bit of…” 
    “So that’s settled then?” interrupted Santa. 
    “That’s settled,” agreed Penny; apparently the 
spokesbear for the rest of the bears. 
    “Right. Now we decided how we’re going to 
remember poor Arthur, by having a sort of funeral, 
we can move onto the next item of discussion. The 
disaster this morning was naturally very depressing 
and now with this funeral as well I think that we 
ought to have a more cheerful event a few days after 
the funeral. Just to lighten the mood so to speak.” 
    “A party?” suggested an excited Milly.  
    “No,” dismissed Santa. “I don’t think a party 
would be in the best of taste.” 
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    “I quite agree,” nodded Chester. “I can’t believe 
you even suggested it Uncle Milly.” 
    “Yes, that really would be deplorable,” squeaked 
Metro in his high-pitched voice. 
    “What is this? Turn on Milly day?” 
    “Oh I’m very sorry,” apologised Metro, genuinely. 
“I didn’t mean to cause offence. I’d never dream of 
doing that. I owe my life to you, Corny and Santa and 
for that I will be eternally grateful. I don’t know how 
I’ll ever be able to thank you. I know in the past we’ve 
always been arguing and fighting with one another 
but as far as I’m concerned that’s over now. To me, 
you’re a hero.” 
    “Oh well that’s very generous of you,” Milly told 
him, making an unsuccessful attempt to sound 
modest. 
    “And you too as well Corny. And you Santa.” 
    “Thank you.” 
    “Thank you.” 
    “Oh don’t thank me. I should be the one thanking 
you.” 
    “Well if we’re starting thanking each other for this 
morning,” Corny told them, “then I should be 
thanking you Jean. From what I hear you risked your 
life to drag me away from danger before the roof 
collapsed on me.” 
    Jean laughed nervously, “Oh it was nothing.”  
    “No it was everything Jean. We weren’t exactly on 
the best of terms before I left, to put it mildly, and we 
haven’t resolved our differences since I’ve got back. 
But you saved my life today, you certainly didn’t 
have to, and that means something to me. Before all 
that trouble seven months ago we were fairly good 
friends. If it’s possible I’d like to go back to the way 
we were.” 
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    “Here, here!” agreed Milly. “Before I left to go and 
get Corny back I said I couldn’t find it in me to 
forgive you for what you’d done. I didn’t think I’d 
ever be able to. But now… now we can put that all 
behind us. If it wasn’t for you I’d have lost Corny 
today.” The irony is of course that Jean almost made 
him lose Corny seven months ago. Now she’d helped 
him to keep her. “And I can never thank you enough 
for that. Certainly the least I can do is to forgive you 
for that silly business seven months ago for which we 
were all to blame really.” 
    “No don’t blame yourself. It was all me and Metro. 
So of course I’ll accept your apology. I’d love it if 
things could go back to the way they were before I 
messed everything up. To be honest I don’t think 
what I’ve done today really makes up for that but 
you’re giving me a chance so I’m going to grab it with 
both paws… I feel a bit guilty though really, I mean I 
only did what anyone would have done. If you’d 
been in my situation and you’d seen that the ceiling 
was about to fall on me you’d have done the same 
wouldn’t you?” 
    “Oh of course,” Corny reassured her, looking 
embarrassedly away. 
    “And if it had been vice versa in our situation, 
you’d have done the same thing, wouldn’t you?” 
Milly asked of Metro. 
    “Oh, without a shadow of a doubt,” laughed Metro 
nervously, also looking away.  
    Sensing the growing tension Santa interrupted. 
“Right, do you mind if we go on with the issue in 
paw?” There were no objections so Santa continued. 
“So, I think we’ve established that a party is out of the 
question. I was thinking of something like a birth or a 
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wedding. Now we can’t really make a birth 
happen…” 
    “Hey,” interrupted Catherine, “have you forgotten 
about me? I’m giving birth you know?” 
    “Yes but we don’t know exactly when the baby’s 
due do we? There’s no guarantee it will soon.” 
    “Oh well I’m very sorry to inconvenience you!” 
Catherine leant forward and spoke to her stomach. 
“You’re not coming out quickly enough for Santa’s 
liking Betty.” 
    “Jake,” muttered Chester quietly. 
    “Betty,” corrected Catherine quietly. 
    “Jake,” coughed Chester. 
    “Betty,” coughed Catherine. 
    “Jake.” 
    “Betty.” 
    “Jake.” 
    Realising he was about lose control of the meeting 
yet again Santa stood up and clapped his paws 
together. “Let me stop you there. Now it’s very kind 
of you Catherine to offer your birth as the joyous 
occasion I think we all need to get over Arthur’s 
funeral but…  
    “Betty,” murmured Catherine not wanting to lose 
the contest 4-3. 
    “… we need something slightly more reliable,” 
continued Santa, ignoring Catherine’s interruption. “I 
think our best bet is a wedding.” 
    “But who’s going to get married?” questioned 
Milly. 
    “That’s what we need to establish,” Santa told him. 
    “Well if you want em and Corny could always 
renew our vows. I’m sure you’re aware we’ve been 
through a bit of a rocky patch recently so it would be 
nice to have the opportunity to show we’re still 
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committed to each other. You wouldn’t mind would 
you Corny?” 
    “No, that would be lovely.” 
    “Hang on,” interrupted Mickey. “Jean and I have 
just been through a rocky patch as well.” 
    “Yes well our patch was rockier than yours,” 
argued Milly. 
    “It was not! Jean actually had an affair. Corny only 
thought you were having an affair!” 
    “Well… Corny actually left me. So there! Beat that!” 
    “Er… well our rocky patch is still going on. We had 
an argument over Metro only this morning. And Jean 
slapped me! So there!” 
    “Mickey really!” protested Jean. “You oughtn’t to 
divulge those sorts of details.” 
    “Over me?” inquired Metro, running his paw 
through the fur on his head. “I didn’t realise I was so 
important.” 
    “Well…” began Milly, desperately trying to prove 
his relationship was in a worse state than his brother’s 
(this was the bears for you!), “… I had a right ding 
dong with Corny this morning. She kneed me in the 
bits.” 
    “I did not!” 
    Milly hastily turned to Corny and whispered, “Play 
along, play along.” 
    “If it’s going to cause trouble,” Santa told them, 
“then Penny and I can always renew our vows.” 
    Catherine burst out laughing. “You and Penny? 
What would you two want to renew your vows for?” 
She turned to the rest of the group. “They probably 
think a marital argument is a type of kung-fu!” 
    Samantha began laughing uncontrollably but none 
of the other bears seemed to get it. “Oh that’s a 
cracker that is Catherine!” 
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    Santa raised his paw. “For your information 
Catherine, Penny and I had an argument only this 
morning.” A surprised Catherine stopped laughing. 
“Over whether Lady Macbeth was a good or bad 
person.” Catherine and Samantha resumed their 
laughter. 
    “Oh well that’s that then!” laughed Samantha. 
“You’ll have to renew your vows now!” 
    Santa was serious. “Do you think?” 
    “Oh yes,” teased Samantha. “Once you’ve argued 
about Lady Macbeth your marriage’ll never be the 
same again. 
    “Really?” Penny was also concerned. 
    “No,” Jean reassured them, smiling. “I think 
Samantha’s pulling your leg. 
    “Oh right.” Penny and Santa began to laugh falsely, 
pretending that they understood the joke. 
    “Joking aside,” interrupted Mickey. “How can 
Penny and Santa get married? Who would hold the 
service?” 
    “Well when we first got married…” began Santa. 
    “So it’ll have to be me and Jean,” continued 
Mickey, completely ignoring Santa. 
    “What about me and Corny?” protested Milly. 
    “Oh come on Milly. You and Corny have already 
been married twice whereas me and Jean have only 
been married the once.” 
    “Yes… well… I didn’t realise it was a competition!” 
    “No Mickey’s got a point,” agreed Catherine. “You 
don’t want to be greedy now. How about, just to 
avoid any trouble you understand, me and Chester 
get married again?” 
    “But Catherine, you two haven’t been having any 
problems,” Samantha pointed out. This was ironic as 
what Samantha, and Chester for that matter, didn’t 
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know was that Catherine had been (and maybe still 
was) having an affair with John.   
    “No, but ours was a blinder of a do, weren’t it?” 
    “Well it was if you ignore the mini-riot that broke 
out!” 
    “Alright, no need to be offensive!” 
    “I was just saying. I mean let’s be fair Catherine 
you and Chester only got married six months ago. It’s 
been years since mine and John’s wedding. And ours 
was the wedding of that year.” 
    “Yes but only because it was the only wedding that 
year,” argued Catherine. “No offence Samantha but 
the highlight of your do was when John’s Dad broke 
wind!” 
    Samantha opened her mouth to respond (I had a 
feeling it wasn’t going to be polite) but Jean got in 
first. “Well if we’re going by whose wedding was 
longest ago then Mickey and I win paws down. Ours 
was well before Samantha and John’s.” 
    There were murmurs of consent. 
    “She’s got a point.” 
    “You can’t argue with that.” 
    “It’ll have to Mickey and Jean then.” 
    “That’s lovely.” 
    “Hold your horses,” ordered Catherine. “I ‘ain’t 
beaten yet. This do is meant to be something that all 
the bears can celebrate to help them get over this 
funeral malarkey. Well if their first do’s anything to 
go by, they only invited their close friends and family. 
It was more like a wake than a wedding!” 
    “She’s got a point,” agreed John. 
    “You can’t argue with that,” Milly told them. 
    “It can’t be Mickey and Jean then,” Santa 
announced.  
    “That’s lovely.” Do I need to tell you? 
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    “So does everyone agree that me and Chester 
should renew our vows then?” 
    “Hang on,” ordered Chester. “You haven’t even 
asked me yet! I could be completely against the idea.” 
    “And are you?” 
    “No, but that’s beside the point.”  
    “Hang on. You can’t just brush over me and John! 
(An interesting idea!) We haven’t been married in 
ages! We’re due a go!” 
    “But what do we need to get married again for?” 
queried John. “We haven’t been through a bad 
patch!” Huh!  
    “That can easily be rectified. If you want us to have 
a ding dong I can give a wallop in the…” 
    “Order! Order!” interrupted Santa, proving that he 
had been watching too much of Judge John Deed. “I 
think this is getting slightly out of paw. We certainly 
don’t want to create rifts between couple just so they 
can renew their vows! Indeed it isn’t necessary for a 
couple to have been through a “bad patch”, as you 
put it, for them to renew their vows. It can simply be 
a chance to show how much they still love each 
other.” 
    “See John!” 
    “But we don’t need to renew our vows,” protested 
John, obviously not keen on the idea of committing 
himself further to Samantha. “We know we love each 
other. We’re married. We have a beautiful son. So 
what’s the point of renewing our vows?” 
    Samantha lowered her voice. “John, if we back 
down now Catherine’ll win. And you know what the 
first one was like. This time she’ll probably have 
indoor fireworks and exploding confetti!” 
    “I heard that.” 
    “Sorry.” 
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    “No problem. You can be chief wedding planner!” 
    “But what about me and Mickey?”  
    “What about me and Corny?” Everyone turned to 
look at Milly. 
    “I thought we’d already eliminated you?” argued 
Mickey. 
    “Oh, charm-ming!” 
    “Excuse me,” shouted Santa, trying to retain control 
once again. “If we could just have some hush then we 
can decide what we’re going to do.” 
    Catherine protested. “But we’ve already decided 
that…” 
    “Please,” begged Penny, “if you could just show 
some respect for Santa.” The bears fell silent. “Right― 
that’s lovely.” 
    “Thank you Penny, dear. Right, now it appears that 
we have four couple who want to get married. 
Catherine and Chester, Jean and Mickey, John and 
Samantha…” 
    John cleared his throat. “Well…” Samantha gave 
him a hard nudge. “Yes, that’s right.” 
    “John and Samantha,” repeated Santa in a 
somewhat aggrieved tone, “and Milly and Corny. 
Now I think the only really fair way to settle this is to 
have a vote. So I’ll say the name of the couple and if 
you would like their renewal of vows to be the 
uplifting event then raise your paw.” 
    “May I just interject?” requested Metro. 
    “Yes of course.” 
    I must admit that I had forgotten that Metro was 
there. He had been much quieter than one would 
normally expect from Metro. I think he was still in 
shock from this morning’s events. “I think it may be 
advisable to make this ballot… private. You know, 
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maybe by writing down the name of the couple on a 
scrap of paper. So as to avoid er… repercussions.” 
    “Oi!” shouted Samantha. “I don’t like the way you 
were looking at me when you said that.” 
    “I can promise you I meant nothing by it.” 
    “Well I hope so,” she told him, beginning to the flex 
her chubby arms. “Does anyone really think I’d bash 
‘em in if they didn’t vote for me?” No one replied. 
“See?” 
    Santa cleared his throat (again). “If I may continue? 
Right, that was a very good idea Metro and we’ll 
certainly do that. I’ll just go and get some paper and 
pens. While I’ve gone be thinking about whom you’ll 
be giving your vote to. And remember, you can make 
all this difference.” 
    Santa stood up, brushed himself down and headed 
towards the study.  
    The moment he had disappeared through the study 
door, Jean sprung up. “Right, I’d just like to say that 
although I’d only be inviting close friends and family 
to the actual wedding, as I don’t think it’s right that 
you invite every Tom, Dick and Harry,” Catherine 
opened her mouth to protest. “I’m not criticising you 
Catherine, it’s just my personal opinion. Anyway 
where was I… oh yes. I’ll only be inviting close 
friends and family to the wedding but everyone will 
be invited to the after party. I know this doesn’t affect 
you lot because you’re all close, friends and family. 
Well most of you are anyway,” she joked. “But joking 
aside you’ve got to represent the whole bear 
community so I’d like you to take that into account. 
And I’ll also add that the after party will have loud 
music and go on through the night.” There were loud 
cheers at this; especially from Milly!  



 
99

    “Oi Milly,” admonished Corny. “You’re meant to 
be on our side.” 
    “Oh yes…” 
    “Right.” Corny jumped up. “Well our after party 
will have… extra loud music, err… a party in the 
garden and… a snogging contest!” 
    “Wo!” exclaimed Mickey. “Saucy!” 
    Corny sat back down.  
    “Did you mean that about the snogging contest?” 
Milly asked her enthusiastically. 
    “Defo.” 
    “Goodie!” 
    Catherine scrambled up off the floor. “Well we can 
beat that. We’ll have an extra long snogging contest, a 
firework display in the garden and… a wife 
swapping game!” 
    “Wahey!” exclaimed Milly rubbing his paws 
together. “I know where my vote’s going!” 
    “Milly!” Corny wasn’t amused. 
    Neither was Chester. “Really Catherine, I don’t 
think you ought to encourage that sort of 
debauchery.” 
    “Oh it’s only a bit of fun and,” she lowered her 
voice, “you want to get married again, don’t you?” 
    “Of course I do. You know I love the opportunity to 
tell everyone how much I love you.” 
    “Right, well now I’ve promised all that we’re 
bound to win.” 
    “Oh right.” Chester smiled knowingly. “So you’re 
not actually going to do any of that?” 
    “I didn’t say that.” 
    Samantha was already on her feet. “Right, well we 
can match all that. Everything Catherine’s just said 
we’ll have at our party as well. Plus we’ll divide off a 
section of the garden where you can have a massage.” 
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    “Yes well we’ll do that as well,” promised 
Catherine. 
    “Well our massages will be extra steamy!” 
    “So will ours. We’ll massage the places you’d 
forgotten about!” 
    “Yeah well so will we. And we’ll have a water 
fight!” 
    “That’s a bit of a damp squib,” mocked Catherine. 
“But go on then, we’ll have that as well. But we’ll 
have dares for the losing team.” 
    “We’ll have naughty dares!” 
    “We’ll have extra naughty dares!” 
    “Well we’ll have… the biggest baby making…” 
    “I think I should stop you there!” demanded 
Penny. “Things are getting slightly out of paw! We 
haven’t even buried poor Arthur yet and already 
you’re discussing what are, to be brutally honest, 
completely inappropriate antics.” 
    Jean agreed. “Yes it’s an absolute disgrace. Before 
Penny could protest she added hastily, “But our party 
will have everything everyone’s mentioned.” 
    Catherine was just about to match this but at that 
moment Santa returned to the room with an armful of 
pens and cut up rectangles of paper. Surely that 
wasn’t Mr Partridge’s best computer pa…? Yes, it 
was! 
    Catherine, Samantha, Corny and Jean hastily sat 
back down. But as Santa strolled over to the group 
and looked round at the suspiciously innocent faces 
of the bears he sensed that he had missed out on 
something. 
    “What’s been going on?” 
    “Oh, not much,” Penny reassured him. 
“Everything’s been lovely.” 



 
101

    “Oh… good.” Santa cast one last look at false smiles 
on the faces of the bears before continuing. “Right, 
now I’m going to paw out the pens and paper but 
don’t vote until I say so.” 
    The next ten minutes were then spent pawing out 
the pens and paper. Now you’re probably thinking 
that it shouldn’t have taken ten minutes and that’s 
what Santa had thought as well but he hadn’t banked 
on how fussy some of the bears were going to be; 
mentioning no names of course (Metro and 
Catherine). 
    “I’m not having that one,” Catherine had told 
Santa. 
    “But what’s wrong with it?” 
    “Look, it’s all chewed at the end. I’m not writing 
with that.” 
    “Fine, that’s not a problem. Have this one instead.” 
Santa pawed Catherine another pen. 
    “No. No. No. I can’t be writing with a purple pen.” 
    “Well you’ve only got to write down two names,” 
Santa had pointed out. 
    “And the and in between.” 
    Santa took a deep breath. “Well just because it’s 
you Catherine, I’ll let you off writing the and in 
between. Now will you keep the purple pen?” 
    “No. There’s just something about purple; it always 
gets on my nerves. It’s just such a cheat of colour. It 
can’t decide whether it’s red or blue so it becomes 
purr-pull. Purr-pull I ask you! No if you give me that 
pen I won’t know what I’m doing. I might end up 
voting for anyone.” 
    “Okay, have this one instead.” Santa had then 
pawed Catherine yet another pen. “Is that one to your 
satisfaction?” 
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    “Well, did I not tell you about my problem with red 
pens?” 
    “No, I can’t say that you did.” 
    “Well when I was younger…”  
    Santa was saved, well sort of saved, by Metro. 
“Now that Catherine’s mentioned it, do you think I 
could have another pen as well?” 
    “He hasn’t finished satisfying me yet!” Pardon? 
    “Crying out loud!” groaned Santa. “It’s just a pen. 
Does it really matter what colour it is?” 
    “But mine doesn’t work,” protested Metro. 
    Taking a deep breath Santa had gone back to Metro 
and had offered him the whole selection of pens. 
“Take your pick.” 
    “Oh right. That’s extremely kind of you. I think, I’ll 
have that one… No on second thoughts, that one 
looks an extremely capable pen… No maybe not. A 
little too dog eared for my liking,” he laughed. “Now 
that one looks satisfactory… Oh dear no! The spring’s 
gone on that one…” 
    At that point Mickey had jumped up, grabbed a 
pen from Santa’s paws and thrust it at Metro. “Take 
that one and do what you like with!” 
    “Oh enchanted thank you.” 
    Jokingly Milly had then held his pen in the air. 
“Santa, do you think I could have another one as 
well? I don’t have pink pens on principle!” 
    Santa had then banged his paw against his head in 
frustration.  
    “No it’s alright Santa,” he laughed, “I only pulling 
your leg!” The bears could be really annoyingly when 
they put their minds to it! 
    The pens and paper had now been pawed out and 
everyone was satisfied; well as satisfied as they were 
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going to be! Santa had now returned to his place and 
was addressing the bears: 
    “Now I’m just going to quickly run through the 
basic rules of this vote. We’ve wasted enough time 
already,” he told them, glancing briefly at Catherine 
and Metro. “As Metro, Penny and myself, are the only 
ones not wanting to get married I don’t think it would 
be fair if you voted for yourself.” 
    Murmurs of disagreement went around the circle. 
    “Oh come off!” 
    “That’s not fair!” 
    “Bog that!” 
    Santa raised his paw. “If I could just have your 
attention please… Right, thank you. Now I know it’s 
a bit of a pain but it’s the only way of doing it fairly. 
Now just to make sure there isn’t any cheating I need 
you to write your names on the piece of paper; just so 
I can check you haven’t voted for yourself. If you 
could do that now please?” 
    Reluctantly he bears picked up their pens and 
scribbled something onto their bits of paper. 
    “Right. Now when I tell you to, you need to write 
the name of the couple that you would like to see get 
married, onto your scrap of paper. Everyone 
understand?” The bears nodded slowly. “Okay, you 
may now write down the name of the couple, who 
you think should get married.” Only the bears could 
turn a simple vote into a game of The Weakest Link! 
“Make sure you keep your answers hidden.” 
    Taking this to the extremes the bears leaned 
forward and scribbled something down while trying 
desperately to cover up what they had written by 
their free arm around the piece of paper. Once they 
had finished they hastily folded up the piece of paper 
as many times as was physically possible. Milly even 
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went as far to then insert the folded up piece of paper 
under his bottom. It could have been worse I suppose! 
But anyway; anyone would think it was a secret 
United Nations ballot. Not that I’m saying that’s what 
members of the United Nations do! 
    I think I should add that I myself had no idea who 
any of the bears had voted for. Firstly because it isn’t 
in my nature to intrude on a bear’s privacy like that 
and secondly because my eyesight isn’t what it once 
was! 
    Noticing that all the bears had put their pens down, 
Santa stood up. “Thank you for that. I now need a 
beautiful assistant to collect up the votes. But Penny 
will have to do.” 
    “Oi cheeky!” Smiling Penny got up and moved 
around the circle collecting up the voting slips.  
    “Thank you Penny. Now I’d appreciate if you could 
all be patient whilst Penny and I count the votes.” 
This was turning into the X-Factor. At least, with 
Penny and Santa at the helm I could be sure the result 
wouldn’t be rigged. 
    Santa began unfolding the voting slips and putting 
them into piles. Penny, who was peering over Santa’s 
shoulder, seemed to think it was necessary to make a 
comment after looking at each vote. 
    “And another one for them.” 
    “I really didn’t think they’d get that many.” 
    “Oh at last. That’s their first vote.” 
    “And another vote for them. The bears really have 
been very kind to them. I think that’s lovely.” 
    When all the votes had been put into piles Santa 
and Penny then counted the number of votes in each 
pile. “Well this is the winning pile,” announced Santa; 
unnecessarily. If the piles of votes were instead piles 
of dog poo then let’s just say that three of the dogs 
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were seriously constipated! “Let’s see whose pile this 
is.” All the bears stared expectantly at Santa as he 
dramatically picked up one of voting slips from the 
winning pile. He unfolded the piece of paper and 
smiled. “You were spot on Penny. They did win.” 
    “Well go on then,” shouted Samantha. “Tell us who 
the mysterious they are!” 
    Santa cleared his throat. “Well I can tell you that the 
winner got a massive 7 votes. And the lucky winners 
are…” 
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CHAPTER 6 
 
    “Well would you believe it?” grumbled Catherine.  
    “It was a definite fix,” moaned Samantha. 
    “Of course it was,” agreed Jean. 
    “It was?” Samantha seemed surprised.  
    “No. It’s called sarcasm Samantha,” Jean told her. 
“Mickey and I won fair and square.” 
    “Well I’m very pleased for you Jean,” Milly 
congratulated. 
    “Hey, you’re not meant to say that,” Corny told 
him. “She beat us!” 
    “Yeah, but you heard what she promised at the 
after party. Wahey!” 
    “Yes, I think that did have something to do with it,” 
agreed Jean. 
    “Er, excuse me,” interrupted Santa. “What’s this?” 
    “Oh it was nothing,” laughed Penny, hastily. “You 
just go on with the next item.” Penny shook her head 
at Milly and Jean while Santa wasn’t looking and 
gave them a silencing glance. 
    “Sorry,” mouthed Jean. 
    Santa coughed. “Oh yes of course. Well the next 
thing we need to decide is… Hang Milly said Jean 
had promised something at the after party. I dread to 
think what he meant by that! Now is someone going 
to tell me what went on when I went out of the 
room?” I don’t think you’d want to know mate! 
    “Oh it was nothing,” dismissed Penny. “I’ll tell you 
later.” 
    “But if it was nothing then how can you tell me 
later?” 
    “Look Santa all that happened was…” 
    Jean hastily interrupted; laughing and falsely 
cheerful. “Ha ha! Just seeing you two arguing like 
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that’s reminded me of something I was going to ask 
you before… Santa mentioned that you’d had a row 
this morning over whether Lady Macbeth was a good 
or bad person and… I just wondered, I know it’s nosy 
really, but I was just erm… curious as to who thought 
she was good and… who thought she was bad.” 
    “Oh… right.” Santa seemed rather surprised by the 
question. “Well I thought she was a bad person but… 
for some reason Penny seemed to think she was 
lovely.” 
    “Now, now Santa. Don’t exaggerate. That’s not 
what I said. I merely said that I thought that one 
should feel some sympathy for her considering her 
tragic demise.” 
    “And I said that I was sure that Shakespeare hadn’t 
intended us to feel sympathy for Lady Macbeth 
considering her part in Duncan’s murder.” 
    “Hang on a minute,” demanded Catherine, looking 
slightly confused. “Who the heck’s Lady Macbeth and 
what have PJ and Duncan got to do with anything?” 
    “PJ and Duncan?” Santa was baffled. 
    “Ant and Dec.” 
    “Who?” 
    “Oh you know. The two Geordies who…” 
    “Never mind that,” interrupted Chester. “Are you 
honestly telling me Catherine that you don’t know 
who Lady Macbeth is?” 
    Catherine stared at him as if this was a trick 
question. “Er… yeah.” 
    “But she’s Macbeth wife.” 
    “Oh… right… Her.” Catherine’s confused 
expression suggested she still had no idea what 
Chester was talking about. 
    “Yes I thought you’d know. She’s the one who 
manipulates Macbeth into killing Duncan.” 
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    “But who on earth’s Macbeth?” 
    “You don’t know?” 
    “Errr… wait a minute…” 
    “See I knew you’d know.” 
    “Err… nope. No idea.” 
    “Oh you’re not thinking Catherine,” admonished 
Chester. “Macbeth. As in the Shakespeare play, 
Macbeth.” 
    “Oh yeah… him.” 
    “Are you telling me you’ve never read Macbeth?” 
    “Er… yes.” 
    “Oh dear oh dear. Dear oh dear oh dear.” 
    “Here we go…” mumbled Catherine. 
    “Though I don’t suppose it’s that important.” 
    “Yes. My thoughts exactly.” 
    “I mean I would think that everyone has one, or 
maybe two, Shakespeare plays they haven’t read. 
Isn’t that right?” 
    “Oh yes. Absolutely,” bluffed Catherine. 
    “So which ones have you read?” 
    Catherine’s mouth dropped open. “Errr… A 
Midsomer Murders Night Dream.” 
    “You mean A Midsummer Night’s Dream silly.” 
    “Oh yes… That’s the one.” 
    “And what did you think of it?” 
    “Well… it was very… dramatic and… sombre and 
dark and menacing and thought provoking and…” 
Catherine was getting carried away. 
    “Oh. Well I actually thought it was quite funny!” 
    “Whoops,” Catherine murmured to herself. “Oh 
that play! I must have been getting it mixed up with 
something else!” 
    “Mm. Didn’t you just love Bottom?” 
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    “Bottom? I never knew there was nudity in 
Shakespeare’s plays! I really must read them…” Her 
voice trailed off as she realised what she’d said. 
    “But I thought…” 
    “Oh look Chester! I haven’t read a Shakespeare 
play in my life.” Chester gasped. “No I tell a lie. My 
Mum gave me that Midsomer Murders Dreaming 
thingee to read when I was younger.” 
    “And?” Chester was hopeful. 
    “Well I started reading it but I didn’t get past the 
first…” 
    “Act?” suggested Chester. 
    “No. Page.” 
    “Oh right.” 
    “He’s completely over rated that Shakespeare 
bloke! I mean he can’t even write in proper English! It 
was all ‘wee’s and ‘thee’s.” For once I found myself 
agreeing with Catherine. That’s what I’d thought 
when I’d attempted to read Shakespeare once. 
    “But that was the language of the time!” protested 
Chester. 
    “Well you’d think he’d try and write for a modern 
audience!” 
    Chester sighed and shook his head. “I really think 
you should try and read one.” 
    “Bog that. They’re so dreary. It really got on my 
nerves the way he dragged out every sentence. And I 
only read the one page! But doesn’t he realise no one 
talks like that? I mean he wouldn’t just say “Will ya 
put the kettle on luv?” Oh no. He’d have to say 
something like, “Dearest sweetheart, will you 
endeavour to accomplish the most simple, most 
beautiful task of making a cup of sweet, rich tea? I 
would be most emphatically grateful!”” 
    “But they’re great works of literature!” 
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    “Hey! Don’t get picking on Catherine,” defended 
Samantha. “I ‘ain’t read none either!” 
    “And neither have I,” piped up John. 
    “Why doesn’t that surprise me?” muttered Chester 
to himself. “What about you Corny dear?” 
    “Nah. Give me a good Jackie Collins any day.” 
    “Oh yeah,” agreed Samantha. “I love her an’ all.” 
    “Well I prefer Harry Potter,” announced Catherine. 
The bears looked blankly at her. “You know by JK 
Rolling?” 
    “I’ve heard that some of her novels are rather 
erm… steamy,” commented Santa, shaking his head 
in disgust. 
    “Who? JK Rolling?” demanded Catherine. “I must 
have missed that bit!” 
    “No, no,” Santa reassured her. “Jackie Collins.” 
    “Yes,” smiled Samantha. “Some of them can be 
rather racy!”  
    “Cor!” exclaimed Milly. “You’ll have to lend me 
one of them.” 
    “We get them off Mrs Partridge’s bedside cabinet.” 
    “Oh well I’ll have to go and get one of…” He saw 
that Corny was giving him a stern glance. “Maybe 
not.” 
    “Do you mind if we get back to the meeting?” 
asked Santa. 
    “But I despair Santa,” moaned Chester. “No one 
seems to be reading great works of literature any 
more. Please tell me you’ve read Shakespeare?” 
    “Yes of course.” 
    “So have I,” announced Penny. “They were…” I 
don’t need to finish that sentence! 
    “I’ve read the entire collection,” continued Santa. 
“I’ve tried to get some of the children to read them in 
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my classes but they never seem that interested.” I 
wonder why? 
    “It’s disgusting,” empathised Chester, shaking his 
head. “The youth of today!” 
    “I often read Shakespeare,” announced Metro. 
“Actually I’m reading ‘The Tempest’ at the moment 
and it’s absolutely pulsating.” 
    “Oh really? That’s interesting,” mused Chester, 
“because I always thought that the general consensus 
was that the ‘The Tempest’ wasn’t one of 
Shakespeare’s best.” 
    “You mean rubbish?” suggested Catherine. 
    “If you like. Yes. But going back to it Catherine, I 
really think you should read one of his plays. It 
would help to widen your vocabulary.” 
    “They ‘ain’t nuffing wrong with me bogging 
vocab!” 
    “Are you calling her thick?” demanded Samantha. 
“’Cause I’m just as intelligent as she is!” 
    “Then I am,” uttered Chester, quietly to himself. In 
a loud voice he reassured them, “No. No. Of course 
not. I’m just saying that Metro is an extremely 
intelligent and well spoken bear…” 
    “Why thank you.” 
    “Not at all… And he reads Shakespeare.” 
    “So are you saying that if we read Shakespeare, 
we’ll be like Metro?” asked Samantha. 
    “Well… yes.” 
    Catherine and Samantha looked across the circle at 
Metro, with his legs crossed, his arms folded and his 
nose in the air, and then looked at each other before 
beginning to giggle childishly.  
    Realising that Chester’s example might have put 
them off, Jean spoke up. “No really Catherine. And 
you Samantha. They are an exceptionally good read. I 
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admit the text might be slightly challenging in places 
but the plots are excellent.” 
    “Yeah, well so are Jackie Collin’s, so I’ll stick with 
them thanks!” 
    “And I’ll stick with Harry Potter!” 
    “Well I tell you what,” ventured Jean, “you read a 
Shakespeare play, say Macbeth, and I’ll read a Jackie 
Collins and a Harry Potter. Deal?” 
    “Deal.” 
    “Catherine?”     
    There was a pause as Catherine looked at 
Samantha. 
    “Oh alright. Go on then. But you better not ask me 
to explain it ‘cause I won’t understand a word of it.”  
    “Oh you’ll be alright,” Milly reassured her. “It’s 
simple. I mean I’ve read it for crying out loud.” 
    “And what did you think of it?” 
    “Oh I thought it was a right hoot! That bit when she 
swung down from the ceiling in just her underwear 
had me in stitches.” 
    The more educated members of the group gave 
Milly a strange look. 
    “Milly,” began Penny nervously, “I’ve checked the 
text through since we spoke this morning and I can’t 
find any reference to that event.” 
    “You mean when she swung…” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Oh.” Milly scratched his head with his paw. “And 
which version have you got?” 
    “The Cambridge University version.” 
    “Oh.” He shrugged. “They must have edited it!” 
    “Yes… That’ll be it,” nodded Santa. “Now do you 
mind if we get on with the meeting?” Poor Santa! All 
he wanted to do was discuss his agenda but the bears 
kept going off at tangents.  
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    But before Santa could continue with his meeting 
Chester punched the air. “I’ve just had the most 
marvellous idea! Sorry for interrupting Santa but it 
just occurred to me what we should do. We should 
form a book club. We could decide upon a book we’re 
going to read and then get together and discuss it. We 
could meet every week.” 
    “Oh delight,” murmured Catherine to Samantha. 
    Samantha giggled. “Is that meant to be a bonus?” 
    “That’s not a bad idea son,” praised Mickey. “Well 
done.” 
    “Yes that’s a stupendous idea,” congratulated 
Metro. “I always relish the opportunity to discuss the 
classics, don’t I Jean?” 
    “Oh yes. We’ve spent many an hour together 
discussing great works of literature.” 
    “I bet that’s not all they do,” muttered Milly to 
Corny, whilst Mickey cast Metro a dirty look; a 
mixture of anger and jealousy I think. Or maybe that 
was just wind? 
    “What will be the first book?” 
    “Well I think it should be Macbeth. Apologies if 
you’ve already read that but I think it would be great 
if we could help Santa and Penny in their discussion 
over whether Lady Macbeth is a good or bad person. 
And because Catherine’s probably looking forward to 
reading it now so we don’t want to disappoint her.” 
    “Mm. I don’t know I’m how I’m going to sleep at 
night with all the excitement!”  
    Samantha giggled at this. Little things… 
    “So when is the club going to meet?” inquired 
Metro. 
    “I don’t know,” admitted Chester. “But it wouldn’t 
be right to hold it before Arthur’s funeral, so some 
time after that.” 
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    Santa pounced on the opportunity. “Which brings 
me onto the next item on the agenda (whoops!). 
When’s Arthur’s funeral going to be and who’s going 
to organise it?” 
    Chester raised his paw. “Well I think I should. I 
was the only one of us who made any attempt to 
converse with him. Not that I did enough in the end 
of course but anyway… I was the only one who made 
any sort of connection with him so I think it would be 
appropriate for me to organise his funeral.” 
    “Thank you Chester. That’s very kind of you. 
Naturally Penny and Santa will give you all the help 
we can. So when do you think you’ll be able to have 
everything arranged by? When can we hold the 
ceremony?” 
    “Well it shouldn’t take long to arrange everything. 
There isn’t that much to do so I would think we could 
probably hold it tomorrow. It wouldn’t be right if we 
delay it for too long.” 
    “Well if you’re sure you’ll have had time to 
organise everything?” 
    “I’m sure.” 
    “Okay. So what time shall we hold the ceremony 
then?” 
    “Erm… shall we say three o’clock? I think that’s a 
respectable time for a funeral. You don’t want it too 
early and no one’s awake but you don’t want it too 
late when everyone’s tired and worried that’ll they 
miss Emmerdale.” 
    “Talking of Emmerdale…” Jean glanced up at big 
clock on the mantelpiece and saw that the time was 
approaching seven o’clock. 
    “See what I mean?” 
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    “Three o’clock it is then,” agreed Santa. “Don’t 
worry Jean. I’ll bring the meeting to a close in a 
minute.” 
    “It’s alright, I just wanted to know how Charity’s 
going to get her revenge. But it doesn’t matter,” 
sighed Jean playing the martyr. 
    “I wanted to see that as well,” Samantha informed 
them. 
    “And me,” agreed Catherine. 
    “It’s alright,” Santa reassured them. “Just a few 
more minutes. I just need to ask everyone if they can 
put the word around about the funeral, so all the 
other bears know about it.” 
    “We could give out invitations,” suggested 
Catherine eagerly.  
    “No, I don’t think that will be necessary,” Santa 
reassured her. “I think we can rely on word of 
mouth.” 
    “Alright, I was just making a suggestion. Don’t get 
blaming me when no one turns up to your silly 
funeral (oh, it was Santa’s funeral was?). I mean it 
would only have taken me a few minutes to print off 
60 copies, that’s all we’d need. I could have used the 
template for my wedding invitations. I’d have 
changed it obviously; maybe added a pretty pattern 
or a picture of a coffin…” 
    Santa interrupted. “Well it was a… a lovely thought 
Catherine but I really think we can rely on the word 
of mouth. I don’t think there’s need to waste all those 
trees.” 
    “Oh I forgot I was talking to the tree hugging 
bunch,” she murmured to Samantha before turning 
back to Santa. “Well you ripped up a perfectly good 
piece of tree for our voting slips.” 
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    Penny gasped. “Santa!” I’m not sure where she 
thought the paper had come from. 
    “It was only the one sheet. And it was necessary.” 
    “Well, I’m sure there were other ways of 
conducting the vote but I’ll let you off just this once. 
But we really do need to take more care of our paper. 
It doesn’t grow on trees you know?” But I thought… 
Oh what do I know? “It wouldn’t be so bad if we 
knew that when we put it in the bin the Partridge’s 
would act responsibly and recycle. But not a chance. 
And it’s not as if it’s any great effort. I’ve noticed that 
the council have started putting a recycling box on 
your drive. All they have to do is gather together all 
their paper together and put it in the box. It’s not 
difficult.” Penny turned to Santa. “After three. One, 
two, three…” Suddenly Penny and Santa sprung up 
and recited in unison: 
    “Recycle. The possibilities are endless.” 
    The bears just stared at them in amazement.  
    “We’ve got a little song to go with it as well,” 
Penny told them eagerly. 
    “Oh God no,” muttered Catherine. 
    “One, two, three,” counted Penny, waving her arms 
madly about, like a conductor. 
    And then Penny and Santa began singing “Recycle, 
recycle. It’s the only way. To save the trees, being cut 
down every day.” 
    Samantha burst out laughing when Catherine 
whispered in her ears, “Oh God, it’s Zippy and 
Bungle!” 
    “Recycle, recycle. Don’t waste a tree. Recycle paper. 
It’s free!” This was a joke right? 
    Even the ‘respectable’ bears couldn’t resist a smile 
when Penny and Santa linked arms and began 
dancing round in a circle. “Recycle, recycle. Bottles 



 
117

and cans too. Everyone can help; even you.” Beaming 
at the rest of the bears Santa and Penny stopped 
spinning around and took a bow.  
    After a moment’s embarrassed silence the other 
bears began to clap. 
    “Encore!” shouted Milly. Corny hastily gave him a 
sharp nudge! 
    “No, no. Once is quite enough,” Santa told them.  
    “You’re telling us?” muttered Samantha.        
    “We just wanted you to see how strongly Santa and 
I feel about wasting paper so that’s why there’s really 
no need for you to give out invitations Catherine.” 
    “You could have just told us that.” 
    “Well we just thought our message might go home 
more if it was entertaining.” 
    “Well that’s one word for it,” uttered Catherine. 
    “We made it up a few weeks ago to perform to the 
younger bears at one of Santa’s classes. We’ve been 
hopping a fortuitous moment might arise for us to 
perform it to the older bears as well.” 
    “Hey, less of the old,” shouted Mickey, light 
heartedly. 
    “Yes, quite,” smiled Penny. 
    “Anyway, now that we’ve had a bit of fun,” 
continued Santa, “we best get back to it. I know some 
of you are eager to get away. But I think there’s only 
one more thing to decide. Now that we know when 
we’re going to hold Arthur’s funeral, we need to 
decide when Mickey and Jean’s wedding is going to 
be. Jean?” 
    “Oh… well… it’s probably only going to be a 
simple affair so there’d have to be another disaster for 
me not to have everything organised by Wednesday; 
at the very latest.” 
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    “Are you sure?” queried Catherine. “These 
weddings take a lot of organising you know. You 
don’t want some tacky ceremony thrown together at 
the last minute. Now I know I only had a few days to 
organise mine but I’m a natural organiser. Think I 
must have got it from my Mum. She was a very 
organised bear. Though I could have got it from my 
father I suppose. He was always very good at 
planning how much time he could spend in the 
cupboard with Florence before Mum would come 
along and catch him. But he always had me as look 
out so it wasn’t a problem!” Chester cast her a 
distasteful glance. “Anyway, no offence Jean but you 
just don’t have my organisation skills. I mean let’s be 
fair, you must be the only bear I’ve ever met who can 
mix up having an affair. You wanted an affair with 
Metro, flip knows why, but ended up being caught in 
a cupboard with Milly!  
    “That’s not quite…” began Jean. 
    “Ssh ssh. There’s no time for nit picking. 
Emmerdale’s starting… Now a perfect example of 
why you shouldn’t only leave one day to organise a 
wedding was Corny and Milly’s fiasco; Mark II. Now 
no offence but I’ve seen more organised piles of dog 
poo! The pews were so crammed there were bears in 
the aisle, bears on the altar, bears in the entrance. 
Bears everywhere! And there was a mix up with the 
rings as well. As much as that delicate little ring 
suited Milly I don’t think that’s quite the done thing. 
And how that ring got up there I will never know! So 
anyway, you definitely need more than a day to 
organise it.” Her point made Catherine sat down 
breathing heavily. 
    There was a moment of stunned silence before Jean 
turned to Santa. “I think we’ll stick with Wednesday.” 
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    “Oh well that’s charming that is!” she grumbled to 
Chester. “Some bears have no gratitude whatsoever. 
I’ll be glad when Betty pops her head out. Bears 
might start taking me seriously again!” 
    “Okay, so Wednesday it is then,” announced Santa. 
“I’m sure we’ll all be looking forward to it. Now if 
there’s no other business…” 
    “Well actually…” hesitated John, raising his arm. 
    “No you don’t!” shouted Samantha tugging his arm 
back down. “Emmerdale’s startin’!” 
    “Yes John?” 
    Samantha gave him a warning look but he 
continued anyway. “Well I just wondered if it would 
be alright for my Dad to come along to the book club. 
He always loves a good book.” 
    “Yes that’s fine John.” 
    Samantha groaned. “Oh no! Before we know it he’ll 
have us reading novelised bang bangs!” 
    Santa ignored her comment. “Is there any other 
business?” Silence. “Right, meeting concluded.”  
    There were sighs of relief as the bears stood up and 
began stretching their (steady!) arms and legs. 
    “Cor, I’m glad that’s over,” sighed Milly. 
    “Mm, it did drag on a bit,” agreed Mickey. “No 
offence Santa.” 
    “Oh, none taken. I’ll make a mental note of it for 
future reference.” 
    “There isn’t going to be another one is there?” 
whispered Samantha to Catherine. 
    Penny didn’t hear the comment and announced, 
“Santa does everything mentally…” 
    “Couldn’t agree more,” giggled Catherine. 
    “… so as to save paper.” 
    “That’s very commendable,” praised Mickey. 
    “That’s very kind of you to say.” 
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    “That’s lovely.” 
    After beaming proudly at this for a few seconds 
Penny and Santa linked arms and made their way 
towards the open patio doors. Presumably for their 
daily evening stroll in the garden; ignoring the fact 
that it was absolutely hissing it down outside. 
    Meanwhile Metro, Mickey and Corny began 
climbing up onto the settee, for their nightly dose of 
Emmerdale. Before joining them, Jean jogged forward 
to turn on the Partridge’s state of the art wide screen 
TV that the Partridge’s had regrettably (for them that 
is) had to leave behind. Ah well, the bears certainly 
weren’t complaining. They enjoyed their little 
luxuries in life!  
    Catherine and Samantha, who were also soap-a-
holics, were surprisingly still standing chatting in the 
middle of the furry rug, with John hovering 
awkwardly behind them. 
    “About earlier,” Samantha was saying, “when I 
tried to win the wedding off you… I just thought I 
should say sorry about that. I got a bit competitive 
and…” 
    “Oh it’s fine. We all got a bit competitive. It just 
shows how much we love our husband’s ay?”  
    John gulped and shuffled his feet nervously. 
Samantha reached out and put her paw on his arm. 
    “Yeah I suppose it does really. But John knows how 
much I love him anyway, don’t you John?” 
    “Oh… yes. Of course.” Catherine’s presence and 
the talk of Samantha’s love for him was clearly 
making him nervous. 
    “No anyway,” continued Samantha, “I just thought 
I’d best apologise. I’d hate to have done something in 
the heat of the moment that might have err… 
jeopardised our friendship.” 
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    “Oh don’t be silly.” 
    “No I mean it. You’ve been a good friend to me.” 
Really? 
    John really did look embarrassed now but 
Catherine, miraculously, managed to stay composed. 
Or so I thought. 
    “Did I never tell about that affair I had with John?” 
Gosh! That was the politer version of the word on my 
beak. I was just so surprised that she’d told her; just 
like that. 
    John looked up in horror. 
    But Samantha burst out laughing. “Oh Catherine, 
you’re such a tease!” No. She wasn’t! “Isn’t she a 
terror John?” 
    John heaved a huge sigh of relief. “Oh… yes… 
quite.” 
    Still laughing from the hilarious ‘joke’ Samantha 
told Catherine, “Anyway, I best go and rescue Toby 
from dreardom. Leave it much longer and the crinkler 
will have started explaining the plots to the poor little 
mite. I’ll see you in a minute.” 
    “Yeah see you.” 
    “Come along John,” Samantha called over her 
shoulder. 
    “Coming dear. I just need a quickie with 
Catherine.” Pardon me? 
    “Alright, but don’t be too long,” instructed 
Samantha, marching towards the dining room door, 
“I start losing the will to live after a few minutes 
alone with your father!” On that note Samantha 
exited into the Partridge’s dining room. 
    The moment Samantha had gone, John placed his 
arm on Catherine’s shoulder and led her out of the 
soap-a-holics’ view and behind the settee. But not out 
of my view I should add. 
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    “Oi, get off!” 
    “Ssh. They’ll hear us.” 
    “Tough. I won’t be pushed about like this. I’m not a 
trolley! I’m a pregnant bear. Show some 
consideration.” 
    “Yes, well that’s one of the things I want to talk to 
you about.”        
    “One of the things? I haven’t got time for a lecture 
John!” 
    Lowering his voice he hissed fiercely, “Then why 
the hell did you go and say that to Samantha?” 
    “Oh she knew I was joking!” 
    “But you weren’t!” 
    “Well she thought I was so that’s all that matters!” 
    “It was a damned stupid thing to say!” 
    “Thank you. Very kind. Now can I go now? I want 
to watch Emmerdale.” 
    “I haven’t finished yet.” 
    “Tough.” Catherine turned to go but John grabbed 
her by the arm. 
    “You’ll listen to what I’ve got to say. You could be 
carrying my ba…” 
    Catherine suddenly broke away from John’s grip. 
“I’ve got nothing to say to you on that matter. We’re 
finished and that’s an end of it.” Satisfied that she had 
made her point Catherine turned away and made her 
way back to the front of the settee with a slight spring 
in her step. Well, as much spring as you can have 
when you’re fat and pregnant! 
    John was left standing all alone behind the settee, to 
contemplate this rejection. Tears began to well up in 
his eyes and with a subdued sob he flopped up 
against the settee. It had been an emotional day for 
poor old John. First he had had to suffer the torment 
of believing that his wife and father had burnt to 
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death in the fire, then Samantha (very much alive) 
had tried to force him into remarrying him, then 
Catherine had teased him by telling Samantha about 
their affair only for her to be disbelieving and now, 
the final straw, he had been ignored by Catherine 
when trying to discover whether he was the father of 
her unborn child. Since finding out that Catherine 
was pregnant I had noticed him become more and 
more distant, spending more and more time on his 
own as he tried to come to terms with this. And 
although he had tried, catching Catherine on her own 
had proved elusive. Until now. But still he had no 
answer. 
    Catherine had now climbed up onto the settee and 
was presently seating herself next to her friend Jean. 
As she did Jean leaned close to her and whispered: 
    “No need to ask what that was about, I suppose.” 
    “What what was about?” queried Catherine, 
feigning innocence. 
    “No need to pretend to me Catherine. I know, 
remember? He wanted to know if the baby’s his 
didn’t he?” 
    “Ssh, Emmerdale’s starting.” And so it was. The 
distinctive music had started and the bears sat back 
and prepared for another ‘gripping’ episode. 
    Oh delight! This was just the end I wanted to what 
had been a day and a half. 
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CHAPTER 7 
 
    By the time I woke up the next morning most of the 
bears were already up and bustling around. Well a 
crow needed his beauty sleep; especially as it had 
been such a late night. After Coronation Street the 
bears had got engrossed in the weekly Monday night 
drama, which apparently concluded tonight. Oh I was 
already counting the hours! 
    I don’t know how the bears expected me to get to 
sleep when there was all that noise blaring out of the 
TV. And they hadn’t even stopped at the drama. 
Penny and Santa had insisted on watching the news 
as well.  
    I don’t know why they bothered. It didn’t affect us. 
We were all safe in the comfort of the Partridge’s 
house. Well, that’s what I had thought until yesterday 
morning… 
    Penny and Santa had also stayed tuned to the 
regional news, in the vague hope that the Partridge’s 
house fire got a mention. I’m not sure what they were 
expecting them to say; “Luckily none of the family 
were hurt in the blaze although a teddy bear called 
Arthur was killed.” 
    I took some comfort in knowing that I wasn’t the 
only late riser; Pete was still snoring away in Mr 
Partridge’s armchair and Metro, who was asleep on 
the settee, was still spread out on one of Mrs 
Partridge’s best cushions.  
    Jean and Mickey, early risers, were now returning 
to the lounge through the patio door after their early 
morning stroll in the garden. 
    Jean let out a long sigh. “Today’s going to be a busy 
day. I can feel it in my stuffing. I’ve got to start 
making the wedding arrangements and if he wants 
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me to, I’ll have to help Chester with the funeral as 
well. Arthur’s death seems to have hit him very 
hard.” 
    “But he hardly knew the bear.” 
    “I think that’s why it’s hit him very hard. He feels 
guilty that he didn’t get to know him better; that he 
left him up in the loft for his and Catherine’s 
wedding.” 
    “It won’t do him any good blaming himself.” 
    “Oh he knows that but at the minute he can’t see 
anyone else to blame.” 
    “The fire wasn’t anyone’s fault. There’s no one to 
blame.” 
    “Except maybe Mr Partridge for leaving those cans 
of petrol in the loft. The fire would have started 
anyway, I think, not that I know what caused it, I only 
know what I heard the firemen say, but at least things 
wouldn’t have exploded like that. Arthur might have 
had a chance then… But it’s not the fire that Chester’s 
really cross at. It’s the fact that Arthur was up in the 
loft; that he left him in the loft.” 
    “Well he did try to get him down, didn’t he? 
Almost get himself killed in the process.” 
    “Mm,” mused Jean. “That was a very brave thing 
for him to do. Very silly as well though. Especially for 
Catherine. She shouldn’t have been lifting him up in 
her condition…” 
    “I haven’t got a condition,” interspersed Catherine, 
waddling in through the dining room door. “I’m only 
pregnant. And even that’s exaggerating it a bit. I’ve 
simply got a baby inside me who’s waiting for the 
right time to climb out.” Well isn’t that what being 
pregnant meant? 
    “Well… that’s… erm… certainly one way of 
looking at it,” agreed Jean.  
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    “Yes well anyway, I was just wondering if I could 
have a quick word with Jean.” 
    “Oh that’s fine,” consented Mickey. Thinking he 
needed to make himself scarce he pointed vaguely 
down the patio. “I’ll just… go and… erm… have a… 
look at that lovely primrose.” 
    “No, no it’s fine,” Catherine assured him. “No need 
to clear. It isn’t nothing private or anything juicy like 
that. I’d just like to ask her something about your 
wedding.” 
    Mickey who had already began to edge away down 
the patio now stopped in his tracks. 
    “We actually,” Jean told him, “I’d prefer it if you 
went!” 
    “Oh charming,” grumbled Mickey, turning away 
again. 
    “No, come back,” called Catherine. “It’s fine.” 
    Mickey stopped once again. “No go Mickey there’s 
something private I want to talk to Catherine about 
something.” 
    Sighing Mickey began trudging away along the 
patio. 
    “No come back Mickey. Jean’s just being silly.” 
    Mickey stopped once again. “Look, can you just 
make up your minds and tell me what I’m doing?” 
    “Staying.” 
    “Going.” 
    “Well thanks for that,” commented Mickey 
sarcastically. 
    “Look Catherine if you don’t let Mickey go then I’ll 
say what I’ve got to say while he’s standing here.” 
    “Right… off you go Mickey.” 
    “And you’re not going to change your mind?” 
    “Go away Mickey!” shouted Catherine and Jean in 
unison. 
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    “Alright, I’m going. Flipping charming this is,” he 
mumbled to himself as he plodded away along the 
patio. “I don’t know what’s such a secret that I can’t 
hear but never mind. Never mind. Just do as you’re 
told Mickey!” 
    Catherine clapped her paws together. “Right, now 
all I wanted to say was, when me and Chester got 
married I had to do most of the organising myself; as 
you know. And I didn’t just go for a nice simple do I 
wanted something extravagant that would stay in 
bears’ minds for ever.” I think it did that alright! 
“And I know there were a couple of hitches (a mini-
riot!) but I’d like to think that I did succeed in creating 
an extravagant and organised service. So I’d like to 
see myself as a little bit of an expert when it comes to 
organising weddings. Now I know I’ve only done the 
one but even if I say so myself I think I was very 
thorough and very finicky. I didn’t stand for second 
best; as you know. And I think that that’s really 
important when it comes to a wedding.” 
    “Yes, it is, but…” 
    Catherine bumbled on, ignoring Jean, “Now I know 
you’re maintaining that you only want a small do but 
let me just say a few things about that. I know you’re 
only renewing your vows and so you’d expect the 
scale of this ceremony to be slighter less but then 
again, to be fair, your first do didn’t exactly bash the 
bank did it? So I thought that you could maybe make 
up a bit for that flop with this one. Now don’t get me 
wrong; there was nothing wrong with your last do, it 
was a very moving and understated service but all the 
way through it I couldn’t help wondering when they 
were going to bring the coffin in. So this time the buzz 
words are fun and celebration. You want the bears to 
walk into the church and think “Oh yes, we’re here to 
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celebrate the marriage of Jean and Mickey.” If you can 
make them have a good time then it’ll be a success. 
Because I mean there’s no getting away from the fact 
that this is your roll of the dice so to speak, so I think 
it should be slightly more light hearted and less 
serious than the first one. I mean the serious bit’s out 
the way really isn’t it? You’re married, that’s done 
with, this is just to show that you still love each other 
after the odd fling here and there. This one can afford 
to be a bit more jolly. So what I thought you could do 
is play some really lively disco music as the bears 
make their way into the church…” 
    “I think you’re getting slightly ahead of yourself,” 
interrupted Jean. 
    “Oh yes. Sorry about that. I haven’t even asked if 
it’s alright to help out with the wedding. I was just 
assuming that with my expertise and because I’m 
probably going to be bridesmaid anyway, that you 
wouldn’t mind me, your daughter-in-law and your 
friend, giving you some help to organise the 
ceremony.” 
    “Oh that’s really kind of you Catherine, really 
thoughtful, but the thing is…” 
    “Well that’s just me, you know? Always willing to 
help bears out.” 
    “Oh yes, I know you are but…” 
    “So when I accidentally overheard you speaking to 
Mickey just now about how difficult today was going 
to be I thought, “I know. I can help my dear old 
mother-in-law out here. She’s got to help out poor old 
Chester but she needs to be getting on with her 
wedding preparations.” Now it just so happens that I 
love a good bit of organising so I thought, “I know 
what I can do. I can start making her wedding 
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preparations while she helps my poor, distraught 
Chester with the funeral.” 
    “Well as you were ear wigging you’ll…” 
    “Hey! Hey! Hey! I was not ear wigging. I was 
merely listening in. As I was passing into the lounge I 
naturally couldn’t help but overhear your rather loud 
conversation.” 
    “Well whatever, but you heard the conversation so 
you’ll know that I was exactly over the moon about 
helping Chester with the funeral. So seeing as though 
you’ve kindly offered to help out you can help 
Chester with the funeral arrangements while I get on 
with the wedding. And you are his wife; I’m sure 
he’d prefer you to help out than his fuddy duddy old 
mother.” 
    “Oh I don’t know. I think he’d probably prefer his 
fuddy duddy old mother. Old bears probably know 
more about funeral than us young ones. And I wasn’t 
even planning to go to the silly thing let alone help 
organise it. I’ve got to think of the baby you see? They 
can tell what’s going on, you see, so I don’t want my 
baby hearing about death before he’s even put his 
head through the hatch, so to speak… So, it looks like 
I’ll have to take control of the wedding while you go 
and help out Chester.” 
    “But…” 
    “No, it’s fine, don’t worry. I’m don’t mind at all.” 
    “I bet you don’t,” Jean muttered to herself. “Well… 
that’s… very kind of you, I’m sure… But… it won’t 
take me all day to organise the wedding.” 
    “Oh well there’s no need to dash on my account. 
They’re not the sort of thing you can rush. You want 
to make sure poor Arthur gets the send off he 
deserves. And don’t get worrying about the wedding. 
It’s in good paws. But of course if there’s any big 
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decisions to be made, I’ll come and consult you about 
them. I mean I’m obviously going to let you make 
some decisions, aren’t I?” 
    “Oh well that’s very generous of you.” 
    “Well that’s just the sort of bear I am. So if that’s 
settled, I’ll see you later.” And with that Catherine 
made to move into the lounge. 
    “No, hang on. Wait a minute!” 
    “What is it? I’ve got lots to do now you’ve thrown 
me in at the deep end.” 
    Jean looked peeved at this comment but ignored it. 
“I need to give you some advice.” 
    “What about?” asked Catherine starting to slowly 
edge away from Jean. 
    “You know what about. Don’t bury your head in 
sand Catherine.” 
    “Yes… well thank you for that. I’ll bear it in mind if 
we ever decide to escape to the seaside,” joked 
Catherine. 
    “Don’t be facetious.” 
    “Jean, I haven’t got the foggiest what that means.” 
    “But you know what I’m talking about though 
don’t you?” 
    “Look Jean…” 
    “No you look. John isn’t just going to go away is 
he? He thinks that that baby you’re carrying is his. Is 
he right?” 
    “Well on earth would I know that? There’s no way 
of knowing even when she’s been born so I’m not 
going to know before am I?” 
    “Well if he or she…” 
    “She,” corrected Catherine. 
    “Okay, if she comes out with pink fur then I think 
we can safely say that she’s John’s. Don’t you?” 
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    “Oh she’s not going to have pink fur! That’s just 
silly!” 
    “Well how are you going to explain it if she does?” 
    “Easily. I mean John and Samantha managed to 
have a brown baby, Penny and Santa a black and 
white one. The colour means nothing.” 
    “But if Chester already has his suspicions…” 
    “Which he doesn’t.” 
    “Okay, but whose baby is it?” 
    “I’ve told you I don’t know.” 
    “Come on you must have some idea.” 
    “I don’t.” 
    “Look Catherine, I’ve heard the rumours; about the 
baby being conceived before the wedding. Now 
Chester won’t even hear of those rumours, will he? So 
why do you think that is?” Catherine remained silent. 
“It’s because you and him… never… you know… 
before the wedding did you?” 
    “Jean!” protested Catherine.  
    “Just tell me.” 
    “No. We didn’t. But what difference does that 
make?” 
    “What difference does that make? Santa and Penny 
(the medical team) think the baby was conceived 
before the wedding. So you know what that means 
don’t you?” 
    “Yes. It means Santa and Penny are talking through 
their bums as usual! They can’t tell exactly when the 
baby was made; however much they say they can! 
They’ll be giving us a time and date next! No, the 
baby is Chester’s and that’s that.” 
    “But you just said you didn’t know.” 
    “Well I don’t do I? Not for sure, but I think it is.” 
    “Why do you think it is?” 
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    “Because I’m married to him and he loves me and I 
love him and John was just a quick fling.” 
    “Catherine, deep down I’m sure you know that 
none of that makes the slightest bit of difference.” 
    “Oh I’ve had enough of your lecture Jean; I’ve got 
things to do. I’ll see you later.” And with that 
Catherine began marching purposefully into the 
lounge.  
    Jean stared after her lovingly, for a couple of 
seconds, before sighing and turning to look along the 
patio. “Mickey,” she called. “You can come back 
now.” 
    From further down the patio I could hear Mickey 
grumbling something about, “I’m not a blooming 
boomerang,” and then about a minute later he came 
trudging into view.  
    “Have you finished swapping your secret codes or 
whatever it was you were doing?” 
    “Oh don’t be childish Mickey!” She paused as she 
summoned up the courage to tell him that, 
“Catherine’s offered to help out with the wedding. 
That was very kind of her wasn’t it?” 
    “Well, you want to be careful she doesn’t get taking 
over. Before we know it she’ll have us flying in on a 
Bat Mobil or something silly like that.” 
    Jean looked guiltily at the floor. “Well… she sort of 
has taken over. Only for today thought,” she added 
hastily. “She kindly offered to take control of the 
wedding while I helped Chester with the funeral.” 
    “He’s her husband, she should be helping him!” 
    “That’s basically what I said but she doesn’t want 
to get involved with funerals whilst she’s pregnant. 
She’s worried it might give the baby a bad aura.” 
    Mickey laughed. “That’s the flimsiest excuse…” 
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    “Alright, but I had to respect her wishes. And she 
was being very kind in offering to help out. I had just 
being saying to you that it was going to be a hectic 
day.” 
    “I bet she’d been listening in to that.” 
    “Well actually… Look that’s immaterial. She’s 
helping out and that’s that. I’ll make sure she doesn’t 
do anything outlandish.” Famous last words. “But 
that’s not what’s important, is it Mickey? After the 
year we’ve just had, we’re getting the chance to start 
all over again. I thought that we’d managed to put all 
that behind us but your reaction yesterday proved 
that we hadn’t.” 
    “Look, I’m really sorry about that.” 
    “No, no, please don’t apologise. It should be me 
apologising. I should never have hit you like that.” 
    “Oh, it was nothing.” 
    “Hey! I gave you a good wallop!” joked Jean. 
    “No that’s not what I meant.” 
    “Oh I know what you meant,” smiled Jean. “I was 
just joking.” 
    “Oh right. Anyway I should still be apologising. I 
refused to get a let you help a good friend of yours 
and then when you got past me I left you in a burning 
building. If…” 
    “No Mickey. Don’t distress yourself. We covered all 
that ground yesterday. Let’s not go through all that 
again. You have no need to apologise. I mean when I 
think back to yesterday… I just don’t know what I 
was thinking. All that flirting with Santa and then 
rushing into a burning building to try and help the 
bear who almost ruined my marriage…” 
    “It’s all forgotten now.” Mickey shuffled 
awkwardly, obviously desperate to change the 
subject. “I hear you were a bit of hero yesterday.” 
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    “Oh I only did what anyone would have done.” 
    “Modest as well. You really are a star.” Mickey 
leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek. “I’m so 
lucky to be marrying you again.” 
    “And I’m so lucky to be marrying you again.” 
    As they smiled lovingly at each other Mickey 
grabbed hold of Jean and swept her off her feet. 
    “Ah! Mickey!” 
    “It’s alright Jean; you’re in safe paws. And you 
always will be.” Mickey spun her round before gently 
placing her back down on the patio. I don’t know 
why bears insisted on doing this. All it achieved was 
making them both dizzy.  
    And sure enough Jean was now standing dizzily on 
the patio with her arms spread out; just in case she 
toppled over. Seeing this Mickey wrapped his furry 
arms around her and hugged her tightly.   
    “You really are special Jean,” he told her with tears 
in his eyes. “And you can be as modest as you like 
but there’s not many bears who would have risked 
their life to save a bear who once had an affair with 
your husband.” 
    “That’s forgotten. It was an awful long time ago.” 
    “It was an awful thing for me to do as well 
though.” 
    “Oh don’t bring all that up again Mickey. I’ve 
forgiven you for that. If we’re going to stand here 
going through all the mistakes we’ve both made since 
we’ve been married then we’re going to be here all 
day. We need to be looking forward to the future; not 
back at the past.” 
    “No, you’re right,” smiled Mickey, hugging Jean 
even tighter. “I love you Jean.” 
    “I love you too Mickey.” 
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    Over Mickey’s shoulder I could see Jean’s face and 
although those words had been uttered sincerely and 
although there a look of excitement on her face at the 
prospect of getting married again, it was obvious that 
there was something bothering her. And I had a good 
idea what it was. 
    “Mickey?” Her voice was rather shaky. 
    “Yes?” 
    “There’s something I need to tell you.” 
    Slowly Mickey released his wife and his face 
became serious. “What? What is it?” 
    “It’s… about Catherine. Something I should have 
told you months ago.” 
    “Go on.” 
    Jean took a deep breath. This was going to be 
interesting. “Well… before she married Chester…” 
    “Isn’t it just a beautiful morning?” Metro! He was 
now awake and had managed to drag himself up off 
the settee and he was now padding across the carpet 
to Jean and Mickey.  
    “Yes… isn’t it just,” agreed Jean awkwardly.  
    “When it was raining last night I said to Lenny that 
today was probably going to be another nasty day. 
Both physically and metaphorically; what with poor 
Arthur’s funeral. But he didn’t know what 
metaphorically meant so…” 
    Mickey interrupted. “Metro, I don’t mean to be 
rude but Jean and I were in the middle of a private 
conversation.” 
    “Oh right.” Metro tossed his head back 
understandingly. “What was it about?” 
    Mickey shook his head. “No Metro, it was private,” 
he told him in an exasperated tone. 
    “Oh right. Obviously I’m not one to intrude on 
conversations of a private nature. I believe two bears 
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should be able to converse in private without 
drooping ears.” 
    “That’s why you butted in then,” muttered Mickey 
to himself. 
    “But,” continued Metro, oblivious of Mickey’s 
comment, “if either of you ever need to talk about 
your marital difficulties I’ll only be too willing to 
listen.” 
    “Hey, hang on!” shouted Jean, suddenly annoyed. 
“We aren’t having marital difficulties. We’re getting 
married tomorrow.” 
    “Yes I know. And I really do pray that the 
ceremony goes smoothly and that you’ll be able to 
put your marital difficulties behind you.” 
    “Metro…” began Jean. 
    “Yes. Yes. I know. You’re not having any 
difficulties. But don’t worry,” he tapped his nose 
secretly, “your secret’s safe with me.” 
    “Metro…” Jean took a threatening step forward. 
    Metro took a defensive one backwards. “Yes, yes. 
I’m going, I’m going. But just before I do I’d just like 
to say that I hope that what happened between Jean 
and I can be well and truly put in the past.” 
    “That’s exactly what Jean and I have just been 
saying.” 
    “Oh, what a coincidence!” 
    “Yes, isn’t it just? Almost as if you’d been listening 
in!” 
    “Yes quite,” agreed Metro unsuspectingly. 
“Anyway Mickey I just wanted to make sure that 
there were no hard feelings between us. I certainly 
have forgiven you for beating me up as you were 
completely justified.” 
    “Well that’s… very kind of you to say so.” 
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    “My pleasure.” Metro held out his paw. “I’d like it 
if we could be friends.” Friends? This was certainly 
going to be entertaining! 
    Mickey cast Jean a desperate glance. What should 
he do? Jean, with a slight smirk on her face, simply 
nodded. 
    Reluctantly Mickey extended his arm and Metro 
gripped hold of his paw and shook it enthusiastically. 
“It really shows what a kind, friendly bear you are to 
be able to be so civil towards me.” 
    “Oh… it’s nothing,” dismissed Mickey, trying to 
escape Metro’s tight grip. 
    “No it is. It’s really lovely.” Penny had got him 
started now! 
    Mickey smiled bashfully; still trying to free his paw. 
    “I just thought I should come and make up with 
you because before the… err… entanglement (I 
preferred affair!) you and I had been on rather good 
terms. And I don’t like to make unfounded 
assumptions but I think we’d been friends. Maybe 
even best friends.” 
    “You certainly seemed to spend a lot of time in my 
company,” agreed Mickey, sarcastically. 
    “Oh well that’s very kind of you to say.” No, I don’t 
think it was! “I had hoped that that would be the case. 
And with this in mind it had taken me a long time to 
get to sleep last night.” Mickey looked worried. Just 
how close did Metro think they were? “I was 
worrying myself silly because I thought well if 
Mickey and I had been best friends who, now that 
we’re not on speaking terms, will Mickey choose to be 
best bear.” Mickey really did look worried now. But 
Jean had her paw in front of her mouth to suppress a 
giggle. “So I thought that the only decent thing to do 
would be to come and make amends with you and 
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alleviate that particular problem.” I’d wondered what 
Metro had really wanted; I didn’t think it would just 
have been to apologise. 
    “Oh… err… right.” Mickey was at a loss as what to 
say. “That’s erm… very thoughtful. But I’m glad 
you’ve mentioned my best bear because I’d 
completely forgotten that that was one of my tasks for 
today.” 
    “Well I’m always glad to be of assistance.” 
    “Oh… thanks. It’s a good job you reminded me 
about that. I’d forgotten that I need to go and speak to 
Milly today and ask him about that.” 
    “Well… I’m glad I was of help to you… Milly? 
Yes… yes… I’m sure he would be… will be… a very 
er… competent best bear. Yes… how silly of me not to 
think of Milly? Good job you did though or… well… 
you’d have had to chosen somebody else.” 
    “Quite.” 
    “Yes, anyway, I best be making tracks. I’ll er… let 
you get on with er… your private conversation. Hope 
you manage to resolve everything.” Metro now 
released Mickey’s paw before dramatically spinning 
around and pompously treading back into the lounge; 
his head held high. 
    I knew the bears were strange but I was just 
relieved that even they drew the line at having your 
wife’s ex-lover as best man! 
    Once Metro was out of earshot, Jean burst out 
laughing. But Mickey wasn’t amused; he was 
violently shaking his paw to try and get the stuffing 
flowing again. 
    “Your face,” giggled Jean, “when he was haggling 
for the role of best bear. It was a picture. I wish I’d 
had a camera.” 
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    “Can you believe the cheek of him? He’s the main 
reason we’re getting married again and he still has 
the front to ask to be best bear! Unbelievable!” 
    “Well that’s all the past now; forgotten.” 
    “You’re saying I should have let him be best bear?” 
    “No, no, of course not. I mean let’s be fair, even if I 
hadn’t had an affair with Metro you still wouldn’t 
have wanted him as best bear, would you?” 
    “No,” agreed Mickey, laughing, “I don’t suppose I 
would.” And then his face went serious as he 
remembered something. “Jean, what was it you were 
going to tell me?” 
    “Oh… it was nothing.”  
    “Come on Jean. You wouldn’t have been going to 
tell me if it was nothing. So what was it?” 
    Jean sighed. “You’re not going to like this.” 
    “Come on. We’re married. We’re getting married 
again. We have to share things.” 
    “Okay.” She paused before blurting out, “Catherine 
had an affair with John.” 
    “Pardon?” Mickey seemed more confused than 
shocked. 
    “Before she married Chester she’d been having an 
affair with John.” 
    “What?” 
    “It’s true. Though she preferred to call it a casual 
fling rather than an affair. She said it meant nothing; I 
think that was the only reason I let her go ahead and 
marry Chester.” 
    “You knew about it?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Before she married Chester?” 
    “Yes.” 
    Mickey sat down with a bump and then cursed as 
he hurt his bottom on the hard slabs. Then he ran his 
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paw across his now sweaty brow. “I think you need 
to start at the beginning. This is too much for me to 
take in all at once.” 
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CHAPTER 8 
 
    “And you’re sure there’s nothing else?” 
    “Yes,” Jean assured him; her narrative complete. 
    “So let me get this straight. You found out on the 
day of the wedding that Catherine had been cheating 
on Chester for months with her best friend’s husband 
and you let the wedding go ahead?” 
    “No. I made sure the wedding went ahead,” Jean 
corrected as if this made it all right. 
    “Oh this gets better! What the hell did you do that 
for?” demanded Mickey, getting to his feet. 
    “Think about it Mickey. Think about all the bears 
who would have got hurt if that had come out. The 
main ones being my son and my friend Samantha. I 
couldn’t let that happen.” 
    “But if Chester ever finds out about it and finds out 
that you knew he’s going to hate you for it,” pointed 
out Mickey.  
    “It was a risk I had to take.” 
    “No you didn’t!” shouted Mickey, his voice echoing 
around the garden. Didn’t he care who heard? “You 
didn’t have to do anything for her. She had cheated 
on our son. Didn’t that make you angry? Didn’t that 
really rile you?” 
    “I had to keep my emotions under control. I let her 
know I was angry but in the end she persuaded me it 
would be best to let the wedding go ahead.” 
    “Best for whom?” 
    “For Chester. He’d have been heartbroken if he’d 
found out that Catherine had cheated on him with 
John.” 
    “But didn’t you think he had a right to the truth?” 
    “I know everyone would think the decent thing 
would have been to tell him. To stop him marrying 
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someone who’d been cheating on him. But I don’t 
think that’s right. I knew Catherine would make him 
happy so as his mother I thought I had a 
responsibility to act in the interest of his happiness.” 
    Mickey was fuming. “But how can you think he 
could be happy with her? She’s betrayed him, she’s 
lied to him, she’s cheated on him; she can’t possibly 
love him!” 
    “That’s where you’re wrong. I know Catherine well 
and I’ve noticed the difference Chester has made to 
her life. You only have to look at the way she looks at 
him to see she loves him. And, she promised me that 
she didn’t have any feelings for John. He was just a 
bit of fun.” 
    “Well she would say that.” 
    “As I say,” persisted Jean, “I’ve been Catherine’s 
friend for a long time and I know when she’s lying. So 
I was quite sure she was telling the truth. I think she 
was just using John for… well… you know. You see I 
think we have to except that our Chester isn’t exactly 
exhilarating in the… baby making department.” 
    “Hey! I think that’s a bit mean.” 
    “Well maybe but why else would Catherine look 
elsewhere for some… excitement, shall we say?” 
    “Well maybe she just doesn’t love Chester,” 
suggested Mickey bitterly.  
    “No, she does. John meant nothing, which is why I 
thought there was no point in breaking up two 
couples who could both go on to live happily ever 
after.” 
    “You were living in Fairy land Jean!” 
    “No I wasn’t. I was right. Chester and Catherine 
and Samantha and John have gone on to be happy.” 
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    “Then why have you suddenly decided it was 
necessary to tell me this now? Has Chester found 
out?” 
    “No, he hasn’t. But there’s a slight complication. 
And Catherine’s refusing to listen to reason so I just 
had to discuss it with someone. Well I didn’t want to 
rub John’s nose in it further and I certainly wasn’t 
going to talk to Pete about it so I chose you.” 
    “Oh right.” And then something dawned on him. 
“Pete? What the hell’s Pete got to do with this?” 
    “Oh, didn’t I tell you? He knows as well!” 
    “This just gets better and better!” exclaimed an 
increasingly exasperated Mickey. 
    “Just calm down Mickey. It’s alright. Pete hasn’t 
told anyone and he isn’t likely to.” 
    “Oh yeah? Aren’t you forgetting that he can’t stand 
Samantha? I bet he’d just love to tell her something 
like this.” 
    “Well he hasn’t has he? And he’s known for seven 
months! He might hate Samantha but he loves John 
more. He realises that if the affair becomes public 
then John will lose his son and his wife and he’ll lose 
his grandson. If you remember he also went to great 
pains to make sure that Catherine and Chester’s 
marriage went ahead. He dragged John out of the 
church when he was about to announce his affair to 
the congregation.” 
    “Oh yeah,” recalled Mickey. “After things had 
calmed down after my entrance, John jumped up and 
shouted “Stop the wedding,” didn’t he? I’d forgotten 
about that… You went out of the church as well, 
didn’t you?” 
    “Yes. Well I had to try and persuade him not to say 
anything.” 
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    “I thought that was strange at the time,” mused 
Mickey, “but I had more important things on my 
mind. And I think I’d just assumed that John was 
being silly and as Chester’s mother you were trying to 
make sure there wasn’t any trouble… Anyway what’s 
this new complication?” 
    “Well… Catherine’s pregnant isn’t she and…” 
    “… it isn’t Chester’s, is it?” interspersed Mickey, as 
the complication suddenly dawned on him.  
    Jean looked her husband straight in the face. 
“Catherine says she doesn’t know but… no. I don’t 
think it’s his.” 
    Mickey ran his paw across his brow again, which 
was now dripping with sweat. “Oh God. What are we 
going to do?” 
    “I don’t know. Why do you think I came to you?” 
    Mickey began tapping his foot on the ground in an 
agitated manner. “Oh great! You let Catherine get 
herself into this mess; let her get pregnant with John’s 
baby before you finally decide to come to me about it! 
And then you think I’m going to know exactly what 
to do!” 
    Jean reached out her paw and touched Mickey’s 
shoulder. Mickey shook it away. “Look I know I 
should have come to straight away but be honest, if I 
had wouldn’t you have gone straight to Chester?” 
    Stomping his foot on the ground Mickey shouted, 
“But don’t you think that’s what we should have 
done?” 
    “No, I don’t. I wasn’t prepared to ruin my son’s 
happiness like that.” 
    “And you don’t think his happiness will be ruined 
when he finds out that Catherine isn’t carrying his 
baby?”  
    “He won’t find out.” 
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    “Won’t he?” 
    “No.” 
    Smiling ironically Mickey asked, “So what’s 
Catherine going to say to Chester when she gives 
birth to a pink baby?” 
    “Oh the colour means nothing. John and Samantha 
had a brown baby, Santa and Penny a black and white 
one.” Huh! Jean had used Catherine’s exact answer. 
    “Well if you’re so sure about that and you really 
believe that everything’s going to be honky dorrey, 
then why have you bothered to burden me with 
this?” 
    There was a long silence as Jean considered this. 
The sun disappeared behind a cloud and Mickey and 
Jean were suddenly standing in a cold shadow. 
“Because… because maybe I don’t believe a word I’ve 
just said.” 
    A tear streaked down Jean’s face and realising that 
his wife was upset Mickey stepped forward and put a 
reassuring arm around her. “Oh Jean,” whispered 
Mickey, suddenly softening. 
    Smiling sadly Jean cuddled up to her husband and 
let her tears run down his chest.  
    “Just let it out Jean. Let it out… I’m sorry… that I 
got annoyed. I shouldn’t have. I know you were only 
doing what you thought was best. And I didn’t think 
what a terrible burden it must have been for you; 
having to keep it to yourself with no one to share it 
with (rub it in why don’t you?)… I’m just glad you’ve 
come to me now.” 
    “I’d have told you before but as I say…” 
    “And you were right,” Mickey told her, “I would 
have gone straight to Chester.” 
    Gulping Jean looked up at her husband’s face. 
“And what about now?” 
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    Mickey didn’t reply. After several seconds of 
staring up at the increasingly cloudy sky he merely 
shrugged his shoulders. 
    “Don’t be afraid to say it Mickey. You want go to 
Chester, don’t you?” 
    He ran his paw slowly across his mouth before 
answering. “I… I just think that it’s probably… only a 
matter of time before it comes out and it would be 
better coming from us.” 
    “No,” Jean corrected him, “it would be better 
coming from Catherine.” 
    “Yes, but she isn’t going to tell him is she? If he 
hears it at all it’s going to be from John and that 
would be terrible. Having to hear another bear… 
boasting about what they’ve done with your wife…” 
    “Mm,” agreed Jean, thoughtfully. “It’s John that’s 
the problem. I don’t think it’s in Chester’s nature to be 
suspicious so even if their baby turned out to be pink 
I don’t think he’d make any assumptions from that. 
I’m sure Chester would love it whatever its colour but 
if it turns out to be pink will John be able to keep his 
mouth shut? Will John be able to stand by and watch 
Chester bring up his baby?” 
    Mickey’s simple response was: “No.” 
    “Then… then we’ve got to tell him.” 
    “No, not yet,” Mickey told her. “Let’s wait and see 
if the baby’s pink!”  
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CHAPTER 9 
 
    “Hello? I’m still here!” 
    “So you are,” grumbled Milly sarcastically. “Can 
you not just wait until they’ve finished interviewing 
this woman?” 
    Milly was one of the many bears clustered onto the 
settee watching GMTV. It was probably this row that 
had woken me up. When I was upstairs I used to hear 
the sound of GMTV blaring through the floorboards 
every morning but that wasn’t as bad as having to be 
in the same room as it. How was I going to suffer 
being in the lounge with the TV on all day? 
    Much to Milly’s dismay Catherine was pestering 
him to come and help her with something. 
    “Come Milly! First you say just ‘till the end of the 
news, then the weather, then this interview. Why 
don’t I just wait ‘till the end of the programme?” 
    “Oh would you? Thanks; you’re a star!” 
    “I was being sarcastic.” 
    Milly raised his paw to his lips. “Ssh. I’ve missed 
that bit now!” 
    “Oi! Who are you shushing? I have been specially 
selected as Jean’s chief wedding organiser (really?) 
and there’s stacks to do before tomorrow! Now are 
you telling me that GMTV is more important than 
your brother’s wedding?” 
    Sighing, Milly asked, “What do you want me to 
do?” 
    “Right,” Catherine rubbed her paws together 
enthusiastically. “I’ve got this really simple task for 
you. Shouldn’t take you more than five minutes. You 
should be back down before that annoying Scottish 
woman comes on.” Not sure who she meant! 
    “Back down?” queried Milly. 
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    “Flip you’re quick this morning ‘ain’t you?” 
    “Alright, no need to be sarky! Now how can I come 
back down when upstairs is out of bounds… No. No. 
You don’t want me to…?” 
    “You’re really on fire this morning!” Probably not 
the most sensitive choice of words considering 
yesterday’s events but let’s just say that sensitivity 
wasn’t one of Catherine’s strong points! 
    “But that would be really dangerous! The ceiling’s 
not safe! It could… it could fall on me head at any 
moment!” 
    “Mm, yes I agree it does have a certain element of 
danger but that’s why I’ve chosen a strong, brave, 
macho and fearless bear for the job,” flattered 
Catherine.  
    The flattery paid off and Milly began flexing his 
muscular arms. “Well, yes… I think I can see your 
logic there… Obviously when I said it would be really 
dangerous what I meant was… that it would be really 
dangerous if you didn’t choose a fearless, skilful bear 
like moi. I mean some bears would be quivering in 
their fur but not me. Oh no, it’ll take more than a 
rickety ceiling to frighten me! I mean even if it starts 
falling on me I’ll be able to dodge out the way like 
this:” 
    To demonstrate his point Milly sprung to his feet 
and began slowly strolling along the settee. “So I 
could just be walking along like this and then,” Milly 
suddenly flung himself to the right and rolled over 
dramatically; covering his head. Then he sprang to his 
feet again and then, with a slight glance upwards as if 
he could see the ceiling coming down on him, he 
dived forward and landed in front of the cluster of 
bears watching GMTV. All of the bears were too 
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wrapped up in the TV to notice Milly flinging himself 
about; all except for Corny who demanded: 
    “Milly, what on earth are you doing?” 
    “Sorry, can’t talk now there’s another bit coming 
down… now!”  
    And with that Milly flung himself out of the way of 
the collapsing ‘rubble.’ This time Milly felt it was 
necessary to add exploding sound effects. 
    “Pssch. Poowf. Puqurr.” 
    Catherine, who was eager for Milly to get on with 
her task, began fidgeting impatiently. “Yes… very 
impressive Milly but it might help if you knew what 
the task was.” 
    “Oh… yes.” Feeling slightly silly (I can’t imagine 
why!) Milly slowly picked himself up off the floor. “I 
got… a little bit carried away.” 
    Catherine pressed on. “Yes, well whatever. Now 
what I need you to do is go upstairs…” 
    “Right.” 
    “… and go into Lucy’s bedroom…” 
    “Right.” 
    “… and go into her clothes wardrobe…” 
    “Right.” 
    “If you stop saying “Right” we might actually get 
somewhere.” 
    “Ri…” Catherine gave him a warning look. “Carry 
on.” 
    “Right, (he’d got her started now) you need to go 
into Lucy’s wardrobe, as I was saying and hidden at 
the back is a great big pile of material and stuff. Now 
I’m going to need that to make the outfits for Jean and 
Mickey’s wedding so I need you to bring everything 
down.” 



 
150

    “Everything! I know I’m good but I’ve seen how 
big that pile is! How I’m going to mange all that on 
my own unless I start sticking it up my…” 
    “Just do what you need to do,” Catherine 
instructed him. “But I think it might be simpler to do 
it in shifts. It shouldn’t take more than four or five.” 
    “Oh marvellous! Why can’t you do it your flipping 
self?” 
    “In my condition? Are you really asking a pregnant 
bear to take their unborn baby into a danger area and 
lug great big piles of material down those steep 
stairs?” 
    Milly sighed resignedly. “No, I suppose not.” 
    “I thought you were up for the challenge anyway?” 
    Milly tried to sound enthusiastic again. “Yes, I am.  
    “Good, now hurry up! I’m on a time limit!” 
    “I’m on my way and I’m ready for anything!” he 
announced proudly. “Pssch!” With this latest 
‘explosion’, Milly flung himself over the arm of the 
chair shouting, “Yipeeeeeeee!” 
    Catherine turned to Corny and rolled her eyes. 
Corny smiled understandingly. She knew what Milly 
was like! 
    “It’s disgusting!” 
    The voice had come from the hall and was quite 
unmistakable. Penny.  
    I swivelled around on my shelf and saw that Santa 
and Penny, who was cradling baby George in her 
arms, were standing in the hallway, staring up the 
staircase; surveying the damage. 
    “Oh I agree. Look at all those dirty brown singe 
marks,” he instructed Penny, pointing with his paw, 
“on Mrs Partridge’s lovely new wallpaper.” 
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    “Mm. I really liked that wallpaper. It was very 
elegant but very tasteful.” That depended on your 
taste! And whether you had any! 
    Milly had now picked himself up off the carpet, 
brushed himself down and was now bounding 
eagerly towards the hall doors.  
    “And look at the landing ceiling Penny. Poor Mr 
Partridge had only painted that a couple of months 
ago.” 
    “It’s terrible,” agreed Penny before asking; “Was it 
magnolia or cream?”  
    Santa considered this. “Erm… I think it was 
cream.” 
    “Oh. I thought it was magnolia.” 
    “Morning dudes!”  
    Santa and Penny looked about them in surprise, 
trying to work out where the “dues” were that Milly 
was referring to. 
    “I think he was talking to us,” whispered Penny. 
    “Oh right… Good morning Milly.” 
    “Yes, good morning Milly.” 
    “Well it looks like it might be. The sun was out 
before. I said to Little Toff earlier, I’ll have to give him 
that game of football I promised him yesterday. But 
we never got round to it what with the fire.” 
    “Mm. We were just surveying the damage. It’s 
disgusting isn’t it? Look at all those dirty brown 
marks on the wallpaper.” 
    “Where?” 
    “Look, there.” 
    “Oh… yeah. But I just thought they were part of the 
pattern?” 
    Santa and Penny cast a quick glance at each other 
before pretending that they had got the ‘joke’ and 
started laughing falsely.  
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    “Oh… err… very good,” praised Penny. But Milly 
just stared at them in confusion. “Anyway, would 
you mind settling a debate for us Milly? I know it’s 
badly burnt now, but before the fire was the landing 
ceiling magnolia or cream?” 
    “Magnolia or cream,” pondered Milly seriously. 
    “Mm,” nodded Penny enthusiastically. 
    “Well I always thought it was peach! Anyway I’d 
love to stop and chat but I’ve got to get on.” Milly 
began skipping towards the staircase whistling 
‘Morning’ under his breath. 
    “Erm… are you going up there?” queried a 
concerned Santa.  
    “Err… yeah, why?” 
    “Well… it isn’t structurally sound.” 
    “Oh well. Beggars can’t be choosers ay?” And the 
relevance was? 
    Santa was also confused. “Yes… well… I still think 
it would be incredibly dangerous.” 
    “Yeah probably,” replied Milly flippantly. “But 
fearless is my middle name.” 
    “Oh right.” 
    “What are you going up there for anyway?” asked 
Penny.  
    “I’ve got to get some material for Catherine. Jean’s 
letting her help with the wedding and I think she’s 
designing all the outfits so obviously she needs her 
material.” 
    “Oh right… Seeing as though you’re going up there 
anyway, save someone else having to go up as well, 
do you think you could bring down some…” Penny 
lowered her voice, “some ashes.” 
    “Yeah, no probs. Where will I find them?” 
    “Erm… I think you’ll find they’ll be in plentiful 
supply,” Penny informed him.  
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    “Alright, I’ll have a snoop about, see what I can 
do.” And with that Milly spun around and began 
mounting the staircase. In doing so he disappeared 
out of my view.   
    “Take care,” Penny called after him. 
    “Will do. If I’m not back in ten minutes send a 
search party up.” 
    “Yes, will do,” Penny assured him. 
    “I was joking.” 
    “Oh… right.” Penny laughed falsely again. “Very 
good.”  
    An awkward silence followed in which Penny and 
Santa stood staring thoughtfully after Milly.  
    “Think of all the paper that will have been burnt to 
ashes,” mused Santa sadly. 
    “Mm. We could do without that what with all the 
other waste in the world.” I don’t know why Santa 
and Penny were so bothered about the world wasting 
paper; they probably would never leave the 
Partridge’s house so it wasn’t going to affect them. 
    “Quite.” Santa paused. “It looks like we’re going to 
have another extravagant wedding now that 
Catherine’s helping Jean out.” 
    “Mm. Though except for the unforeseeable 
problems (the two shouts of “Stop the wedding”) I 
thought it was quite a respectable ceremony. And I’m 
sure this one will be even better.” 
    “I’m sure you’re right Penny dear… Kind of Jean to 
let Catherine help out with the wedding though. 
Makes it a bit fairer I suppose.” 
    “Fairer? How do you mean?” 
    “Well because she and Mickey cheated Catherine 
and the rest of them out of getting married again!” 
    “What?” 
    “Yes. Didn’t you realise?” 
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    “No.” 
    “But surely you must have noticed dear that you 
and I voted twice! And Jean and Mickey didn’t vote at 
all!” 
    “What?” 
    “Yes, they used our names so they could vote for 
themselves!” 
    “No? That’s absolutely terrible!” Wasn’t it lovely? 
    “I know, it’s disgusting.” 
    “But why didn’t you say anything when you 
worked it out?” 
    “Well they’d have won anyway, it wasn’t that 
vital.” 
    “But they cheated Santa. You should have 
disqualified them immediately!” Penny was standing 
for no nonsense. 
    “Yes… I suppose I should but the thing was Penny 
I think it was fair that they got remarried.” 
    “Fair? But they cheated Santa! They cheated!” 
Penny was getting all worked up! 
    “Yes, that wasn’t very fair but the thing is they 
deserve to get married again don’t they really? I mean 
Corny and Milly are on a hat trick, Catherine and 
Chester have only just got married and John and 
Samantha have been happily married for years and 
don’t have a reason to renew their vows.” Really? “So 
I though it was only fair that Jean and Mickey, 
who’ve had their fair share of problems recently, had 
the chance to renew their vows.” 
    “Well… yes… I suppose, but I still think they 
should have been disqualified on principle. I shall 
certainly have a word with Jean when I see her.” 
    “Yes, that’s probably the best solution.” 
    “You know I think that considering the reason for 
having this wedding it’s disgusting that Jean and 
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Mickey felt they had to resort to cheating… Maybe we 
should compose another song to discourage bears 
from doing it.” Oh God no! Please spare us! 
    George was obviously thinking the same as he 
began bawling loudly. He might only be young but 
his ears obviously functioned perfectly! 
    Not wanting to have to listen to their cat-a-walling 
as they composed their latest jingle, I turned my 
attention back to the lounge. 
    Catherine had just finished making her way down 
off the settee. John, who had been one of the bears 
gripped by GMTV, was making his way down after 
her. 
    “Hey Catherine, wait up!” 
    Hearing John’s voice Catherine began to waddle 
away quickly. “I’ve nothing to say to you John. So just 
leave me alone! You’re starting to get up my nerves!” 
I’m not sure how this was possible but never mind. 
    John was about to make a move to go after 
Catherine but Pete, who was now awake, came 
scrambling down off Mr Partridge’s armchair and 
restrained him.  
    “Leave it John; she’s not worth it.” He wasn’t going 
to be approached by L’Oreal was he? 
    “Not worth it? She is carrying my baby.” 
    “Ssh,” instructed Pete, casting an anxious glance at 
the bears on the settee. “Someone will hear you. 
Anyway you don’t know that for sure.” 
    “No not for sure, but I’m almost certain of it. Penny 
has muttered something about the baby being 
conceived before Chester and Catherine’s wedding 
and Chester would never hear of that.” 
    “Okay,” sighed Pete, “but you’ve already got a 
baby, do you really need another one? You don’t 
want to be greedy.” 
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    “That’s not the point. That baby needs his real 
Daddy and if that’s me then I have a responsibility to 
him.” 
    “No you don’t. That baby would be perfectly 
happy having Chester as a father. He wouldn’t know 
whether he was his real Daddy or not.” 
    “But I’d know.” 
    “No you wouldn’t. There’s no way of telling for 
sure.” 
    “Well if he or she is pink then I don’t think there’ll 
be much doubt. And if they are do you really think I’ll 
be able to stand back and watch my son or daughter 
being brought up by somebody else.” 
    “Well you’ll have to,” Pete told him in a hushed 
voice. “Otherwise you’re going to end up losing your 
wife and the beautiful son you’ve already got over a 
baby you’ll never know for certain is yours and who 
Catherine will probably never let you see.” 
    John laughed confidently. “Of course she’ll let me 
see him.” 
    “You think?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “That’s why she’s just ignored you now?” 
    “Well…” 
    “And if you split her and Chester up then she’s 
bound to want to let you see her baby, right?” 
    “But…” 
    “There’s no but. So I suggest you have a good old 
think. Do you really want to lose the son you’ve 
already got over a child you might not be allowed to 
see and who might not even be yours?” 
    Catherine, meanwhile had made her way over to 
the other side of the lounge, just as Jean and Mickey 
were coming back through the patio doors. 
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    “Oh Jean there you are! I was coming to look for 
you. I’ve sent Milly upstairs to fetch my material. I’m 
going to start making the outfits for your wedding.” 
    “Oh…” Jean seemed taken aback. 
    “Don’t panic, I’ll try and keep it as much to your 
tastes as possible though I don’t want them to be too 
old fashioned! But obviously I need to know who 
your bridesmaids are going to be so I can measure 
them up. And I need to know who your best bear’s 
going to be as well Mickey, so I can start measuring 
them up as well.” 
    “Well, I’m hoping to have Milly,” Mickey told her, 
“but I haven’t actually asked him yet.” 
    “Not to worry. When he brings my material down 
I’ll tell him he’s it and that I need to start measuring 
him.” 
    “Oh well actually… I was er… hoping to have a 
little chat with him, you know, brother to brother, 
that sort of thing and ask him whether he wouldn’t 
mind doing me the honour of being my best bear.” 
    “Sounds like a load of waffle and bum wiping to 
me! I bet you’re glad I’m saving you the bother?” 
    “Well… I would actually like to ask him before you 
mention it, if you don’t mind. I mean he might not 
want to do it. He might think it would be too 
embarrassing and humiliating.” 
    “Well that’s Mrs Partridge’s chicken then!” 
    “Pardon me?” queried Mickey. 
    “Tough!” 
    “Oh right… But I still think it would be better 
coming from me.” 
    “Nah! I mean no offence Mickey but I can just see 
what you’d be like. You’d be all quaking and 
shivering and “Oh well if it’s not too much trouble,”” 
mimicked Catherine. ““If you’re sure you wouldn’t 
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mind?” “It would be the greatest honour if you’d be 
my best bear...” Blah! Blah! Blah! I’ll just tell him 
straight, you know? Mickey wants you as best bear. 
Now open your legs, I need a measurement!” Wo! 
Steady on! 
    “But I still think,” persisted Mickey, “that it would 
be preferable if I had a quite word first just to…” 
    “This is Milly we’re talking about. Embarrassment 
and humiliation aren’t words in his vocabulary… 
Except maybe when he found out you were having it 
away with Corny but we won’t go into that.” 
    “How do you…?” began Mickey. But Catherine 
silenced him with a tap on her nose. Jean looking 
away; embarrassed. Well I think that answered the 
question Mickey didn’t have chance to finish! 
    “Anyway, moving on, Milly isn’t going to mind 
about doing a speech. He loves the chance to show off 
and be the joker. Just look at that meeting yesterday. 
All that stuff about Lady Macbeth in hot pants or 
whatever it was (though I think Milly had actually 
believed that!). No Milly won’t mind― I’ll have to 
start measuring his bits and bobs later (I can only 
imagine that she meant… no maybe it’s best if I don’t 
imagine!). But do you think I can measure you two 
now so I can get started on your outfits. The bride and 
groom are the most important course. You want to be 
looking your best.” Jean opened her mouth to protest. 
“Right, that’s settled then (did I miss something?). I’ll 
just go and grab my extendable wotsit and I’ll be back 
in a couple of ticks!” 
    And before Jean or Mickey could even open their 
mouths to reply Catherine had waddled away into 
the dining room.  
    “She just doesn’t take no for an answer, does she?” 
sighed Jean. 
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    “No.” Mickey also sighed before glancing casually 
around the room. And then something caught his 
attention. “Just wait here Jean, I’ve just got to go and 
do something.” 
    “What? Where are you going?” 
    But Mickey ignored the questions and instead 
started marching purposefully over to the other side 
of the room. Towards John. 
    John didn’t see him coming; he was still deep in 
conversation with his father.  
    “… pointless going over and over the same 
ground,” John was saying. “… Oh yes I almost forgot. 
At that meeting yesterday Chester decided to set up a 
book club and I know you like a good book so I asked 
him if you could come along and he said you could.” 
    “Oh right, thanks. I do like a good book… What are 
we reading?” 
    “Macbeth… I think.” Hadn’t he been listening 
carefully? 
    “Oh Macbeth. I read that years ago.” 
    “Yeah, when it was first published!” piped up 
Samantha from the settee. It was funny that when 
John had jumped up and chased after Catherine and 
when John and Pete had secretly being discussing 
whether John was the father of Catherine’s baby 
Samantha had been too wrapped up in the TV to 
notice but now that there was a chance to make a dig 
at Pete she was suddenly alert. Or maybe she had 
heard everything that had been said before and was 
just pretending not to have. Maybe she didn’t want to 
believe it… 
    Pete ignored her. “I actually thought it was a bit 
deary.” 
    “Surprised you didn’t like it then,” joked Samantha 
dryly.  
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    “Samantha!” warned John. “Don’t be rude to 
my…” 
    “Oi you! John! I want a word with you.” Mickey 
was storming towards him; his paws clench. I rubbed 
my wings together. A fight was on the cards! 
    “Oh hi Mickey.” No, wrong, this wasn’t a social 
chat! “How can I help you?” 
    Smack. Mickey thumped John right in the mouth. I 
think that answered his question then! 
    A stunned John was knocked back onto the carpet. 
Jean gave a little yelp and clasped her paw over her 
mouth. 
    “What the…?” Samantha’s words trailed off as she 
jumped to her feet and began marching angrily 
towards the action.  
    “What do you think you’re doing?” asked Pete 
putting a restraining paw on Mickey’s chest. 
    Fiercely, Mickey flicked his paw away. “Get your 
paws off me!” Mickey then took a step forward and 
leaning threateningly over the horizontal John, 
pointing at him with his paw. “I think you know 
what that was for!” 
    “Mickey, I haven’t the foggiest idea.” 
    “Oh yeah?” 
    “Heaven’s above,” muttered Jean to herself, 
dashing across to her husband as she realised what he 
was about to say. 
    “Yeah.” 
    “Well let’s just say that was on behalf of Chester.” 
    From the expression on his face it looked as if it 
suddenly dawned on John what this was about, but 
he continued with the pretence. “Mickey, I still have 
absolutely no idea what you’re talking about.” 
    “Really?” Mickey turned and saw Samantha 
scrambling down the side of the settee. “Let’s just 
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wait for your wife to get here then and I’ll enlighten 
you all.” 
    “Mickey!” shouted Jean threateningly, striding 
quickly towards him. 
    “No Jean. I’m not going to stop.” 
    “I really think you should,” whispered Pete 
secretly. “It won’t do anyone any good in the long 
run.” 
    “Well that isn’t my fault. I just think that Samantha 
has a right to…” 
    Mickey was prevented from saying anything 
incriminating by an angry Jean who slapped him hard 
across the face. This was becoming a habit! 
    A stunned Mickey staggered backwards but 
managed to stay on his feet this time.  
    “Nice one Jean!” congratulated Samantha jumping 
down onto the carpet.  
    Jean bent down and began helping John to his feet. 
“I’m really sorry about this,” she apologised. “I can’t 
imagine what came over Mickey.” And then she 
lowered her voice and murmured threateningly. 
“Leave Catherine alone or else… NO I really can’t 
imagine what came over Mickey. I’ll be giving him a 
good telling off I can assure you.” 
    “Well it isn’t good enough,” Samantha told her, 
marching towards them. “He can’t go around hitting 
bears like that; he needs to have some self control.” 
    “Well actually I’m…” John began. 
    “Shut it John! I’m talking… No, he could have 
seriously injured my John. He might never be the 
same again.” 
    “Actually I’m…” 
    “So I’ll be expecting an apology,” continued 
Samantha. “In writing. Signed. With yours sincerely 
and all that malarkey!” 
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    “Well you’ll be getting no apology,” promised 
Mickey. “Not a chance. Because if you just let me 
have a word in edgeways you’ll find out why I hit 
him…” 
    “No, I don’t want your excuses. I want you to shut 
up and take this!” Samantha spun round suddenly 
and whacked Mickey in the face, knocking him onto 
the floor. Unconscious. It looked as if she’d put all her 
weight behind that one so he was going to be out for a 
while. 
    Pete tutted to himself. “She’s out of control that 
one.” 
    “Do you want one as well?” shouted Samantha, 
lunging forward. Didn’t she realise she was only 
proving his point? 
    Luckily for Pete, Jean stepped in before Samantha 
could flatten him. Dear me, I wouldn’t like to be on 
the end of one them right hooks! 
    “I think we all need to calm down,” instructed Jean, 
restraining Samantha. “Things are getting out of 
control.” 
    “Well your flipping husband started it!” 
    “Yes and I don’t know what came over him but you 
getting heated isn’t helping matters. Now you take 
John back onto the settee and I’ll sort things out down 
here.” 
    “But…” 
    “Yes, I’ll make sure Mickey comes and finds you 
later when everyone’s cooled down and apologises 
for his quite unforgivable action. I just can’t imagine 
why he did it, can you John?” 
    “Er… er… no… no,” stammered John. “Not a… not 
a clue! Just a… moment of madness I suppose.” 
    “Yes,” agreed Jean laughing falsely, “that’ll be it, 
won’t it?” 
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    After one last scowl at Pete, Samantha relaxed her 
tense shoulders and breathed outwards. “Come on 
John, let’s get back to the telly.” She took her 
husband’s paw in hers and began leading him back to 
the settee. “Why did you go running after Catherine 
anyway?” So she had noticed.  
    “Pardon?” John was startled. There were two ways 
he could take that question! 
    “You know, when you jumped up just before LK 
Today was starting but Catherine was too busy to 
stop and talk to you.” 
    “Oh yes… She wanted to go and speak to Mickey 
and Jean I think,” replied John, evading the question 
skilfully. He was getting good at this lying lark! 
    “But what did you want?” 
    “Pardon?” 
    “What did you want?” 
    “Me?” 
    “Yes. You.” 
    “What was the question again?” John was buying 
time.  
    “Why did you go chasing after Catherine?” 
    “Oh that.” 
    “Well?” prompted Samantha, losing her patience 
slightly. 
    “I just wanted to speak to her about something.” 
    “Something?” 
    “Mm.” 
    “John, I think I’d have got more out of a brick wall 
with a hearing aid!” I didn’t know brick walls had… 
Oh never mind! 
    “Well what’s with all the questions?” 
    “I just wondered what you wanted, that’s all.” 
    “Oh well… I just wanted to… to commiserate her 
on losing the wedding competition.” 
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    Samantha stopped at the base of the settee. “But she 
didn’t lose to us!” 
    “I know.” 
    “Then why were you commiserating her?” 
    “Because she lost.” 
    “But we lost as well.” 
    “Mm… good point.” 
    “And that was it?” 
    “Mm.” 
    Samantha shook her head in despair. “I don’t know 
why I bother. You’re about as communicative as a… 
as a disgruntled blackbird!” Well that was about as 
offensive as you could get! Not. 
    “Oh… I didn’t know blackbirds could talk.” 
    “Exactly.” 
    “Oh right.” He looked confused but also relieved 
that he had got away with it. But I couldn’t work out 
whether Samantha was suspicious or just incredibly 
stupid. Though I think it was the latter.  
    Jean, meanwhile, was kneeling next to her husband 
whose eyelids were starting to flicker. “Mickey? 
Mickey, can you hear me?” 
    “The cabbage is on the roof,” he announced 
groggily.  
    “Pardon Mickey?” 
    “The cabbage is on the roof,” he repeated, his eyes 
still closed. 
    “Oh well that’s a relief. Now are you alright?” 
    “Yes, fine. I’ve just been having a little knap.” 
    “And you don’t remember what happened before 
your… “little knap.”” 
    “No.” Mickey’s eyes opened and he now seemed 
fully alert. “Why, what happened?” 
    “No nothing. Absolutely nothing.” 
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    “Aren’t you forgetting that Samantha smacked him 
in the mouth?” interspersed Pete.  
    “Thank you Pete,” muttered Jean, casting him an 
irate glance. 
    “Did she?” 
    “Yes, I’m afraid she did Mickey. But I’ll explain 
what’s been happening later on. I don’t want to 
distress you with all that now.” 
    Suddenly Mickey sat bolt upright as if someone 
had flicked at switch. “Oh I remember,” he 
announced, his paw triumphantly in the air. 
“Catherine’s been having an…” 
    Hastily Jean reached forward and clamped her paw 
over Mickey’s mouth. But Samantha, who was now 
climbing up the side of the settee, had already turned 
around; her curiosity intrigued.  
    Jean smiled falsely at her. “He’s delirious poor 
thing. You gave him quite a thump.” 
    “Yes well he deserved it. Nobody whacks my 
husband while I’m around. Except me of course.” 
    Jean smiled appreciatively. “Quite.” 
    “Mer mer. Mer mer me merm,” announced a 
muffled Mickey. 
    “Now, now Mickey dear. Don’t try and speak. I 
think I’ll have to get Santa to come and have a look at 
you. He’ll know what to do.” 
    Mickey desperately tried to get his point across 
again. “Mo. Mo. Matherine mand Mon. Mat mit mike 
mabbits!” 
    “What did he say?” inquired Samantha, half way 
up the side of the settee. 
    “I’ve no idea,” lied Jean. “I couldn’t understand a 
word of it.” 
    “Then why don’t you try taking your paw off 
mouth?” 
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    “Oh he’s just rambling. We don’t want to hear that 
silliness.” 
    “Do you want me to kick him in the bitsies?” 
offered Pete quietly. “That should shut him up!” 
    “No that won’t be necessary,” Jean reassured him, 
kneeling down by her husband and whispering in his 
ear; “Mickey, we agreed that we weren’t going to say 
anything unless the baby was pink. Do you remember 
that?”  
    “Mess.” 
    “Right.” Slowly Jean removed her paw from his 
mouth. “Then why on earth did you just do all that? 
Punching John, trying to tell Samantha?” 
    “I’m sorry. I just saw red. But I only meant to go 
and whack him. I just got carried away. When 
Samantha started having a go at me like I just 
couldn’t help myself.” 
    “Well you’re going to have to. And it’s no good 
saying you only meant to whack him. That’s bad 
enough. For the past seven months I’ve had to stop 
myself from hitting him. And her. And you didn’t 
even know for seven minutes before you had to go 
and act with your paws. I’m not impressed Mickey.” 
    “I’m sorry.” 
    “Well I hope so. And I hope you’re going to be able 
to keep your mouth shut between now and the 
birth?” 
    “I will.” 
    “You better had.” 
    Once Jean and Mickey had started whispering to 
each other John and Samantha had resumed their 
climb up the side of the settee. They had now reached 
the top.  
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    Samantha was slightly out of breath (well 86 cm 
was an awfully long way wasn’t it?) as she asked, “So 
why did Mickey punch you John?” 
    “What…?” 
    “Don’t start that again. Why did he punch you? It 
seems straightforward enough to me.” 
    “Well I’ve no idea. I was just standing there, as you 
know, about to tell you not to be so rude to my Dad 
and along he came and gave me a good wallop.” 
    “Yes I know what happened John; I’m asking 
why.” 
    “Well how on earth would I know?” 
    “Because it was you he whacked?” suggested 
Samantha sarcastically.  
    “Yes but I’ve no idea. I was just standing there, 
minding my own business and along he came.” 
    “John, I’m not just a pretty face you know?” 
    Pete, who had been listening in to the conversation, 
muttered, “Well that’s a relief.”  
    Luckily Samantha didn’t hear. “… So I’m not 
stupid enough to believe that you don’t know why 
he’s punched you. You must have done something to 
him.” 
    “I haven’t.” 
    “Come off! Have you insulted Jean?” 
    “No.” 
    “Have you assaulted Jean?” 
    “No.” 
    “Have you called Jean ‘a fat slapper’?” Why didn’t 
that class as insulting her? 
    “No.” 
    “What, you called him a fat slapper?” 
    “No. Look Samantha I haven’t called anyone a fat 
cow and I haven’t done anything to Mickey. If you 
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wanted to know you should have let him tell you 
before.” That was a risky and rather silly thing to say! 
    “Well that’s easily rectified. Hey Mickey!” she 
called down to him, “why did you whack my John?” 
    Her John gulped. He hadn’t banked on that. 
“Samantha when I said you should have asked him… I 
didn’t mean ask him now because now the 
opportunity’s…” 
    “Oh put a sock in it John! Well Mickey?” 
    “Careful,” Jean whispered warningly in his ear. 
    “Well what?” 
    “Does no one give straight answers anymore?” 
    “I… erm… I’m… sort of… erm… not sure,” replied 
Mickey with a slight grin on his face. 
    Samantha wasn’t amused and gave him a stern 
look. 
    “Oh it was just something and nothing.” I had 
never understood this saying so don’t ask me to 
explain. How can it be nothing if it’s something? 
    “You whacked my husband over something and 
nothing?” 
    “Okay then,” sighed Mickey, “if you must know I 
whacked him because…” Jean and John held their 
breaths, “… because he called me a name yesterday.” 
    “A name?” Samantha asked incredulously.  
    “Ye-es.” Mickey had obviously realised how 
childish this sounded. 
    “What did he call you?” 
    “Erm… erm… a… a wally.” 
    “A wally?” 
    “Yes. It was very… hurt… hurtful.” Putting his 
head in his paws Mickey pretended to sob quietly. 
Playing along Jean reached out and put her paw on 
his shoulder. 
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    “There, there Mickey. Don’t cry now. I’m sure John 
didn’t mean it.” 
    “I don’t believe this,” mumbled Samantha to 
herself. “They’re like flipping children.” Sighing she 
turned and addressed John; “Why did you call him a 
wally for goodness sake?” 
    John was stumped. “Well… because… because… 
he… stuck his foot out and tripped me up.” 
    “Oh for goodness sake!” exclaimed Samantha. “I’ve 
had enough of this.” Shaking her head in despair she 
turned around and made her way back to her seat to 
watch what was left of LK Today. 
    After emitting a sigh of relief and running his paw 
through the fur on his head John turned and followed 
his wife.  
    “Alright, you can stop crying now,” Jean whispered 
to Mickey. 
    “Oh right.” A miraculously recovered Mickey 
clambered to his feet.  
    “What a load of hoo har!” grumbled Pete, turning 
and making his way back to the settee. 
    Just at that moment Catherine, who was completely 
oblivious to what had just gone on, came bumbling 
back into the lounge pinging her stretchable tape 
measure eagerly and carrying a notebook and pencil 
under her arm.  
    “I’ve got the thingee bob now so I can start 
measur… Where’ve they gone?” Realising that she 
was talking to herself, Catherine looked about her 
confusion. “Oh there you are! What you doing over 
here?” 
    “Oh… just stretching our legs,” lied Jean. 
    “Right. Well get back over here then. I can’t be 
walking all the way over there in my condition!” The 
lazy thing!  
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    “Of course,” beamed Jean falsely, “just coming.” 
    “Well hurry up about it. I know you’re on the past 
it side but we haven’t got all day you know?” With a 
disgruntled glance at each other Jean and Mickey 
began unenthusiastically jogging towards Catherine. 
Well I say jogging; I think they were probably 
sprinting! “Anyway, I’m glad you’re still here. When I 
saw you weren’t there I thought you’d made your 
escape,” laughed Catherine half-heartedly.  
    “The thought did cross our mind,” murmured 
Mickey to himself. 
    “Oi Catherine!” called Samantha from the settee. 
Hey up! What did she want? “Why were you rude to 
my John before?” 
    “Rude? Samantha, rudeness is just something I 
can’t tolerate. There’s just no place for blinking 
rudeness! It’s as bad as being impolite!” You could 
even go as go as far as saying it was exactly the same 
thing!  
    “Well why did you ignore him then? When you 
were going over to the patio doors.” 
    “Oh then. I’m sorry I… I didn’t hear him. What was 
it he wanted?” she asked cheekily. 
    “He just wanted to commiserate you on losing the 
wedding competition.” 
    “Oh right. How kind of him!” 
    “Well that’s my John all over that is.” Samantha 
leaned across and affectionately ruffled John’s fur. 
“He’s just one kind bear.” 
    “Isn’t he just,” agreed Catherine ironically.  
    “Well I just wanted to tell you that no one is rude to 
my John.” 
    “Right. Sorry.” 
    “Except me,” joked Samantha. Catherine laughed. 
“I hope this hasn’t… hasn’t affected our friendship 
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because I was just saying, I just wanted to let you 
know, I didn’t mean anything offensive by it, I just 
thought I’d say, and I didn’t really mean it, I was just 
joking.” Flip, she must have taken one hell of a breath 
for that one! 
    “It’s fine. I’d love to stand around talking but Jean 
and Mick are here now and I really must measure 
them up for their wedding outfits because I’ve got to 
start making them this afternoon.” 
    “No… no problem. Speak to you later.” What was 
happening to Samantha? Why was she becoming so 
nervous around Catherine? Why did she seem so 
concerned about being careful what she said and not 
losing Catherine as a friend? Samantha had never 
been worried before about upsetting bear’s feelings; 
even her friends and family. She just spoke her mind 
and her friends accepted that. So why now did she 
care so much about keeping Catherine as a friend? 
There was an unpleasant possibility. Could she have 
suspected that John and Catherine were having an 
affair and by being nice to Catherine and by 
constantly checking that they were friends maybe she 
was hoping to make her feel guilty enough to 
confess?  
    Catherine now approached the panting Mickey and 
Jean and pulling out her tape measure asked, “Who’s 
first?” 
    Jean immediately pointed at Mickey and Mickey 
immediately pointed at Jean. 
    “Oh very helpful!” 
    Back in the hall Santa and Penny were in full song: 
    “… Remember, you are only cheating yourself, and 
it’ll end up ruining your health. No one likes a cheat. 
They know they’re someone they’ll never beat…” 
    “Move out the way! Coming through!” 
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    Santa and Penny broke off from their singing as 
Milly came stumbling wearily down the stairs with a 
bundle of material in his arms, which were obscuring 
his view.  
    “Careful Milly, careful. Now lift up your right foot 
and move it slowly downwards, then…” 
    “Yes, I do know how to walk Penny love!” 
    “I was just trying to help. You seem to be 
struggling a little bit.” 
    “That might be because I’m got an armful of 
material blocking me view and I could be on the edge 
of a cliff for all I flipping know!” 
    “Here, let me give you a paw,” offered Santa. 
    “Oh right, thanks.” 
    Santa bounded up the bottom steps, took hold of 
Milly and began helping him down the last step. 
    “Careful! Careful! Me foot’s going into thin air.” 
    “That’s because you’re going down a step. But 
don’t worry; I’ve got you.” 
    “Wo! I’m wobbling.” Milly was balanced 
precariously on one foot, with the other foot hovering 
over the edge of the step. 
    “Come on. Just ease yourself forward. Not much 
further to go.” 
    “That’s very easy for you to say. I can feel myself 
swaying forward and the only thing I’ve got to stop 
me is a bear who was willing to let my wife die!” 
    Santa froze and naturally so did Milly. Santa 
seemed lost for words and an uncomfortable silence 
ensued.  
    The silence lasted for a minute (it felt like longer) 
before Penny argued, “Santa would never have let 
Corny die.” 
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    “Oh yeah? Well it seemed to me that he was more 
concerned about saving Metro than he was about 
Corny.” 
    “That’s simply not true!” protested Santa, suddenly 
animated. 
    “You wanted us to make sure Metro was safe 
before you dragged Corny away.” 
    “I was simply trying to take things systematically. 
It seemed silly to go back for Corny when Metro was 
still in the danger area. We needed to finish one job 
properly before starting the next.” 
    “It wasn’t a job! It was my wife! Lying there 
unconscious. And as long as we saved Metro you 
didn’t care what happened to her!” 
    “That’s not fair. I was simply trying to establish 
some order in the chaos. Would you ever have been 
able to forgive yourself if Metro had died just so you 
could go and save Corny?” 
    “I don’t know. But I know I’d have never been able 
to forgive you if Corny had died, and even now I 
don’t think I’ll be able to look at you in the same way 
ever again. I think I’ll always be reminded of Lucy’s 
bedroom. On fire. With the ceiling collapsing. And 
Corny lying on the floor,” a look of horror came to the 
bit of Milly’s face I could see over the pile of material, 
as he remembered the frightening situation, “and you 
shouting at us to drag Metro away and leave her 
there.” A tear came to his eye. “And I’m quite sure of 
one thing. If it had been Penny lying there, 
unconscious, the ceiling about to collapse, you 
wouldn’t have left her lying there. Would you?” 
    Another awkward silence ensued. Santa gulped 
and scratched his head thoughtfully as he considered 
Milly’s challenged question, only too aware that 
Penny was staring at him intently. 
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    “Well?” 
    “Penny, it isn’t a very fair question. Who knows 
how I’d react in that sort of situation?” 
    “Well I would have hoped that if your wife was 
unconscious and a few tons were about to fall on her 
head you might have saved her but obviously not.” 
    “But would you ever be able to live with yourself if 
I saved you over Metro?” 
    “Would you ever be able to live with yourself if 
you saved Metro over me?” challenged Penny. 
    “That’s what I mean,” sighed Santa, “it isn’t a fair 
question.” 
    Milly, realising that he had made his point and that 
he was still dangerously teetering on the edge of the 
step butted in, in something more like his usual 
cheerful self. “Pardon me for interrupting and all that 
but if you wouldn’t mind I’d be grateful if you didn’t 
leave me dangling like this! It’s like blind bear’s buff 
here!” 
    “Not at all.” Carefully Santa eased Milly forward 
and a few seconds later we had touchdown. 
    “Thanks… I’m sorry about what I just said. I… 
didn’t intend to bring it up but it just sort of… slipped 
out.” 
    “It’s alright.” 
    “You and Penny both acted extremely calmly in 
such difficult circumstances and if it hadn’t been for 
you two then there’s quite a lot of us who wouldn’t 
have got out. You were both extremely brave and I 
shouldn’t have criticised you, especially as everything 
was alright in the end.” He’d had a change of heart, 
hadn’t he? The bears were so unpredictable! 
    Penny suddenly became all emotional and tears 
began dripping onto George. “Oh Milly, that’s gone 
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right to my stuffing… But really you’re too generous, 
we just did what any decent bear would have done.” 
    “Trouble is, there aren’t many of them about,” 
mused Milly. “Anyway, I think we should consider 
the subject closed. Corny’s fine. Metro’s fi… well he’s 
alive anyway! …Now then, can you guide me to 
Catherine, I need to give her this material.” 
    “No problem.” Santa took hold of Milly and began 
slowly guiding him towards him lounge door. They 
were going at a painfully slow pace and Santa’s 
‘encouraging’ comments of “Careful,” “Watch your 
step,” “Keep going,” made it even more annoying to 
watch. It was several minutes later before they 
reached the doorframe. There Santa swivelled Milly 
to his left so he was facing Catherine. “Just keep 
walking in a straight line and you’ll get to her,” 
instructed Santa. 
    “Well how do I know if I’m going in a straight line? 
I can’t see a thing.” 
    “Well don’t bear to the left or right and you’ll be 
fine.” 
    “Very helpful,” grumbled Milly before cautiously 
taking a slow step forward. This was going to take a 
while. 
    Back in the centre of the room Catherine had her 
tape measure wrapped around Jean’s midriff and was 
in the middle of taking a reading. “15 inches. Mm. 
Mm mm.” 
    “What does that mean?” asked a concerned Jean. 
    “Oh nothing… It’s just that when I was going 
through my bad patch I was only 16!” 
    “You’re saying I’m fat?” 
    “Oh no! Not at all. I’m just suggesting that you 
might benefit from a little bit of movement every now 
and then!” 
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    “So I’m fat?” 
    “Oh no. No. Just a little on the obese side!” 
    “Oh no, Mickey! Catherine says I’m obese.” 
    “Well I wouldn’t believe a word she says Jean. We 
know what lies she tells.” 
    “Hey, what do you mean by that?” demanded 
Catherine. 
    “You can drop the pretence,” he told her in a 
hushed voice. “I know about your affair.” 
    “What affair?” gulped Catherine guiltily. 
    “Don’t lie Catherine. I told him,” Jean informed her. 
    Catherine looked up in horror and her tape 
measure noisily wound itself up. “What did you go 
and do that for?” 
    “Well you wouldn’t listen to me, would you and I 
had to speak to someone. You’re just burying your 
head in the sand over the John problem; he isn’t going 
to go away.” 
    “Well you didn’t have to go and tell him (Catherine 
prodded her paw in Mickey’s direction) did you? 
He’ll go and tell Chester now won’t he?” 
    It was Mickey who answered. “No actually I won’t. 
Jean and I have agreed not to say anything to 
Chester…” 
    “Well thank Flip for that!” exclaimed a relieved 
Catherine. 
    “… unless the baby is pink.” 
    “Oh…” She hadn’t been expecting that! “Well that’s 
alright because it’s definitely Chester’s so it’s hardly 
going to be pink is it?” 
    Jean wasn’t convinced. “If you say so Catherine.” 
    “I do. Right then. Where was I? Oh yes.” Catherine 
dropped the tape measure onto the floor and took the 
pencil and notebook out from under her arm. She 
began scribbling in the notebook but felt it necessary 
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to give us a running commentary. “Jean. Left leg, five 
inches. Right leg, five and a half inches. Left arm, 
three and a half inches. Can you remember what your 
right arm was?” 
    “Er… five inches I think.” 
    “Five! You’re a bit wonky aren’t you?” 
    “Oh charming! I get measured up for my wedding 
so my chief bridesmaid can design my outfits and I’m 
told that I’m fat and wonky.” 
    “Don’t be silly,” Mickey reassured her, “of course 
you’re not wonky!” 
    “Oh so I’m fat?”  
    “No, of course you’re not fat… as such…” 
    “What do you mean by that?” 
    “Well… there isn’t a single bear in the house who 
couldn’t do with lose the odd pound here or there.” 
    “And I’m one of them?” 
    “Well… yes… but then again so am I. No one’s 
perfect. Everyone could do with losing a little bit of 
weight.” 
    “What even Chester? He’s as skinny as they come.” 
    “Well… (he didn’t have use the most original 
sentence starters, did he?) no, maybe not Chester. But 
everyone else.” 
    Jean was now frantic and began pacing up and 
down. “Oh no! When your husband starts saying you 
need to slim then you must be humungous!” 
    Still scribbling in her book, Catherine reassured her, 
“Calm down Jean. There’s no need to worry. Head, 7 
inches. Chester’s great at getting bears back into 
shape. He did wonders with me and Samantha.” That 
obviously depends on your definition of wonders! He 
got one lap of the garden down from 25 minutes to 19 
minutes. Even at their ‘peak’ they weren’t any danger 
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to Paula Radcliffe. “Waist, 15 inches. No, I’m sure 
Chester will help you out.” 
    “Yes, that’s a good idea because you did used to be 
on the plump side.” 
    “Look at me.” Catherine prodded her bulging 
stomach. “There’s no used to be about it!” 
    “Yes but that’s because of circumstances out of 
your control.” 
    Catherine looked confused. “I’m pregnant.” 
    “Yeah, that’s what I meant.” 
    “Oh right.” 
    “Anyway, before you got pregnant, your figure had 
improved drastically, hadn’t it?” 
    “Well I’d like to think that Chester found me more 
sexy, yes.” 
    “What about John?” asked Mickey, butting in. 
    Catherine ignored the question and Jean gave 
Mickey a silencing glance. She was more interested in 
her weight. “And that was all down to Chester’s 
fitness regime, wasn’t it?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “So do you think he’d maybe do the same for me? 
Help me to slim down a bit.” 
    “Oh yes, I’m sure he would. I mean no one wants a 
fat Mum do they?” How nicely put! 
    The comment had set a paranoid Jean off again. 
“You think I’m fat?” 
    “Well…” 
    “Be honest with me Catherine. I don’t want you to 
lie now.” 
    “Alright then. You’re fat.” 
    “Fat?” 
    “You know; overweight, obese, plump, 
humungous, large, rounded…” 
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    Jean held up a halting paw. “Alright. I get the 
idea… Do you think I’m fat Mickey?” 
    Mickey was taken aback by the question. Well it’s 
not the easiest one to answer, is it? “Er… I love you 
just the way you are.” 
    “That doesn’t answer the question.” 
    “Well… you’re perfectly rounded.” 
    “So I’m fat?” 
    “Overall height, eleven and a half inches,” wrote 
Catherine, speaking aloud.  
    “Of course not Jean.” 
    “I know by bottom’s always been on the big side 
but…” 
    “Your bottom’s lovely.” Mickey patted Jean’s rear 
affectionately to prove his point. 
    “I hate to break up this discussion about Jean’s 
bottom,” Catherine told them, “but I really need to 
start measuring Mickey.” Catherine cast her notebook 
and pencil to one side before bending down and 
picking up her extendable tape measure. “With you 
being stubborn and insisting on getting married 
tomorrow I’ve got stacks of work to do. So as much as 
I’d like to, I don’t have time to stand around while 
you discuss the size of Jean’s buttocks. With all the 
work I’ve got to do organising the ceremony, making 
the outfits, anyone would think I was the one getting 
married.” 
    “You can say that again,” muttered Mickey.  
    But Catherine didn’t hear the comment and 
bumbled on. “Right then. I’ll start with your head. 
Get the biggest thing out of the way first! (Maybe she 
had heard!) Right bend down. I don’t want to be 
having to reach all the way up there with a baby in 
me tum.” Catherine unravelled her tape measure as 
Mickey bent down. She then began wrapping it 
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around his head. “Right that’s seven and a half… Wo! 
Wo! Wo! Watch it! Ah!” Milly, who had blindly 
walked across the room like a robot, now collided 
into Mickey and Catherine. “Watch it Milly!” At least 
he’d obviously managed to walk in a straight line! 
    “I can’t see where I’m going.” 
    “Well I’m telling you. You’re about go into me and 
Mickey.” 
    “What are you doing with Mickey?” 
    “Measuring his head.” 
    “Well I hope you’ve got a long enough tape 
measure.” 
    “Oi cheeky!” protested Mickey jovially. 
    “Only joking bruv. Anyway Catherine, where do 
you want me to stick this material?” 
    “Over there.” 
    “Catherine” he began; his tone sarcastic, “in case 
you hadn’t noticed I’ve got your pile of material in 
front of my face. You could be pointing up your anus 
for all I know!” He added, quietly to himself, “You’re 
certainly talking out it!” 
    “What?” 
    “Nothing. Now where do you want me to put it?” 
    “Over there; in the study.” Catherine still pointed 
towards the study even though Milly couldn’t see her. 
    “Well you’re going to have to direct me.” 
    Catherine sighed. “Huh, anyone would think I was 
asking him to do something difficult (well he couldn’t 
see!)… Oh, bear to the left, no the right… No, no 
that’s the left.” 
    “You said the left.” 
    “Then I changed my mind.” 
    “Heave ho and curse it! Which way am I going?” 
    “Bear right.” Milly edged slowly to the right; 
painstakingly slowly. “Oh hurry up! The wedding’s 
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tomorrow! They’ll have reached the altar before you 
get there!” 
    “Alright. No need to get sarky.” Milly now turned 
faster to the right. 
    “No you’ve gone to far now.” 
    “Oh for goodness sake!” 
    “Well alright then. If you don’t want me to correct 
you. You’ll just end up walking into the settee.” 
Slowly and reluctantly Milly began edging back to the 
left. “Yes that’s it! No too far! Bear to the right.” It was 
like parking a car! Not that I’d ever parked a car 
(obviously) but I remember when I used to sit on the 
shelf in my shop there were quite a few heated 
moments when people used to try and park in places 
outside the shop that their car was quite clearly never 
going to fit into! “Yes that’s it. Now walk in a straight 
line.” 
    Milly grumbled to himself; “It’s all very well saying 
that. I haven’t got a flipping clue where I’m going. I 
could be walking the plank for all I know. Probably 
am knowing you lot. Wouldn’t surprise me…” His 
sentence trailed off as he began to slowly make his 
way towards the study door. 
    Santa’s concerned voice suddenly started reaching 
my ears. “… wasn’t he Penny? I should never have 
left Corny lying there.” 
    “Don’t beat yourself up about it Santa. The pressure 
was on and you had to make some really difficult 
decisions. We were already in the process of saving 
Metro so it made sense to carry on with that. Anyway 
Milly said that the subject was closed. He’s forgiven 
you in his own little way.” 
    “But he shouldn’t have. I was in the wrong. I made 
what could have been a costly mistake.” 
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    “You were only trying to act in the way you 
thought was best.” 
    “But…” 
    “Come on Santa, don’t dwell on it now. Here, 
George needs winding. That’ll take your mind off it.” 
Penny pawed George to him and Santa flung him 
over his shoulder (not literally- well yes, it was 
literally but you know what I mean!). 
    I looked away from this ‘pleasant’ activity as I 
heard a strange rubbing sound coming from the 
study. That was my excuse anyway!  
    Though what I saw was just as disturbing as Santa 
winding George. A shoebox was sliding across the 
carpet, out of the study! I know bears can come to life 
but shoeboxes? 
    And then I realised it was just one of those optical 
illusions. If you’re wondering how I know about 
them there used to be a shelf below me in my old 
shop that was full of them (optical illusions that is) 
and at night all the bears came alive and had quite a 
bit of fun with them as you can imagine. Anyway it 
was an optical illusion as Chester was crouched low 
behind the box, pushing with all the might his little 
body could muster. But as he crouched down below 
the box he wasn’t looking where he was going and… 
Oh dear!  
    Milly, who couldn’t see anything behind his pile, 
was robotically walking straight towards him! 
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CHAPTER 10 
 
    After Chester had helped Milly to retrieve all the 
pieces of material he continued pushing the box 
towards Catherine, Mickey and Jean. 
    Now when I say retrieved all the pieces of material 
that’s exactly what I mean. When the shoebox had 
slammed into Milly he had been so surprised he had 
felt it necessary to completely overact by throwing all 
the material into the air and to shout, “Wo wo wo!” at 
the top of his voice.  
    But now Milly had the pile in his arms once more 
and was slowly making his way into the study. 
Chester was pushing his box towards the centre of the 
room where Catherine was scribbling in her notebook 
again. 
    “Head eight inches. Waist 16 inches. Have you ever 
considering dropping the odd pound?” 
    Mickey opened his mouth to respond. 
    “Oh there you are mother darling,” greeted 
Chester. “I’ve found a box that would be suitable as a 
coffin and I need you to…” 
    “Do you mind? I was in the middle of measuring 
your father!” 
    “Oh I am sorry Catherine. I didn’t realise. Is it okay 
if I just borrow my mother for a couple of minutes?” 
    “Fine. Have her for as long as you want (tact never 
was Catherine’s strong point!), I’ve finished 
measuring her now.” 
    “Oh right good… May I ask why you’re measuring 
my parents?” 
    “Yeah well you know you’ve asked your Mum to 
help out with the organising of poor, poor Arthur’s 
funeral,” Catherine did the sign of the cross on her 
chest, “but she’s got her funeral to organise as well 
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(this was news to me!). I meant wedding! And it’s just 
impossible that she can manage both of them so she 
asked me if I’d kindly help out by doing most of the 
wedding preparations and I agreed.” A gob smacked 
Mickey and Jean looked at each other in amazement 
and I could almost see words passing between them. 
Not words I’d include in this book mind you! “So 
now I’m designing all their outfits for them and I 
obviously need their measurements or I wouldn’t be 
able to get very far… That reminds me. While I’m at it 
I might as well design the outfits for your 
bridesmaids; just so you’ve got a bit of continuity you 
understand. You don’t want me doing yours and 
Milly’s in one style and then some other burk comes 
along and does the bridesmaids in a completely 
different style and it looks as if the they’ve turned up 
to the wrong wedding!” 
    Chester seemed rather taken aback. “Well… that’s 
very kind of you, I’m sure.” 
    “Well, that’s just the sort of bear I am! I just wish 
there were more bears like me around.” 
    “Well I don’t. I wouldn’t know which one to 
marry,” he joked. 
    “Oi cheeky!” laughed Catherine, playfully hitting 
him on the arm. “Anyway, going back to it, if I’m 
going to design the bridesmaids’ outfits it might help 
slightly, if I knew who they were.” 
    “Oh… yes… of course,” replied Jean hesitantly. 
“You see the thing is… I’d rather been hoping to 
make some of the outfits myself.” 
    “Yourself?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Not me?” 
    “Yes.” 



 
185

    Catherine suddenly became agitated and began 
waving her arms about madly. “You’re not thinking 
Jean. You’re just arguing for the sake of arguing and I 
really don’t have the time. You’re helping Chester.” 
    “But the funeral’s at three. It’ll all be over by half 
past I expect so I’ll be able to take over from there.” 
    “Wo back! Wo back! You can’t just dip in and out 
when you feel like it. Once you ask me to take over 
then you can’t just suddenly barge back in after I’ve 
already started making preparations. It’s like giving a 
child a sweet and then taking it away again before 
they’ve had time to work out if it was Strawberry or 
Raspberry!” 
    “But…” Jean was about to protest.  
    She’d have to be quicker than that! “No buts Jean. I 
mean think of the continuity. I’ll have designed your 
outfits and Milly’s. You can’t suddenly come in and 
do the bridesmaid’s outfits. I’m quite happy for you 
to cut the material but…” 
    “Well there is a solution.” 
    “Yes?” 
    “I could do all of the outfits and then there’ll be 
perfect continuity.” 
    “But dear,” Catherine told her patronisingly, “you 
won’t have time will you? You’re helping Chester.” 
She turned to Mickey. “I think her mind’s going bless 
her.” 
    “No Catherine, my mind is not going,” she asserted 
firmly. “There’s very little for me to do regarding 
poor Arthur’s funeral so I’m sure I’ll be able to do the 
outfits. That’s right isn’t it Chester?” 
    “Yes, yes of course mother. Not that it isn’t very 
kind of you Catherine to offer to help out. I’m very 
impressed.” 
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    But Catherine wasn’t listening. “So that’s settled 
then. Now if you’ll just tell me who your bridesmaids 
are then I’ll get started.” Was she completely thick or 
just incredibly cunning? Personally I suspected that it 
was a combination of the two. “I’m assuming that I’m 
one but I couldn’t decide whether you’d be having 
Penny or Samantha or both. I’ve been trying to work 
it out and I’ve come to the conclusion that it’ll 
probably just be Samantha but I thought it was best to 
come and find out from you. I mean you’ve got to 
have some say in it haven’t you?” 
    “You’re too kind!” 
    “Well you can’t leave it all up to me. It wouldn’t be 
fair!” 
    This comment really annoyed Jean but she was so 
angry she was speechless so she just breathed out 
heavily, making a noise like a stream train. I was well 
acquainted with that particular noise, I can assure 
you. There had been a miniature railway in my old 
shop and the owner had felt it necessary to have a 
train running constantly, for the whole day, every 
day! I’d had as many chew chews as I could take, I’m 
telling you! 
    “So who are your bridesmaids anyway? Was I 
right?” 
    Realising that his mother was about to let off steam 
(ignore the pun), Chester intervened. “Could you just 
wait a couple of minutes Catherine while I just update 
mother on the funeral arrangements.” And with that 
Chester put his paw on his mother shoulder and led 
her away from Catherine and Mickey.  
    After shaking her head and grumbling something 
inaudible, Catherine continued to scribble in her 
notebook. “Left leg eight inches…” 
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    Once they were out of earshot an exasperated Jean 
sighed, “She just doesn’t take no for an answer does 
she?” 
    “I’m sorry about that. I’ll have a word in minute.” 
    “Oh it’s alright Chester dear, you don’t have to 
apologise for her. But I wouldn’t think being able to 
organise my own wedding was asking much.” 
    “No of course it isn’t mother. I’ll sort it out… 
Anyway, as I was saying, I’ve got a box that we can 
use as a coffin and I was just wondering if you could 
line in sort of plush fabric. Let the poor little bear go 
in some sort of luxury.” 
    “Oh yes, of course. That’s no problem. Catherine’s 
got Milly to bring some material down from upstairs 
so she can make the outfits for my wedding; I’ll just 
use a bit of that.” 
    “Good. But I think the intention wasn’t just to have 
a piece of material in the coffin. I think the general 
agreement had been to have something else in there 
as well. Something someone will have to go and get 
from upstairs.” For some reasons Chester didn’t want 
to say the word… ashes. See there I’ve said it! Ashes. 
Ashes. Ashes. 
    “Oh you mean…” 
    “Yes. Yes,” interrupted Chester.  
    “Oh right.” As Jean was talking Milly came 
strolling out of the study, having now dumped his 
pile. That sounded rather rude, didn’t it? “Well 
Milly’s probably going to have to go back upstairs to 
get the rest of the material; he’ll have never been able 
to manage it in one go so we’ll just have to ask him to 
bring some down next time he goes up.” 
    As Milly came strolling out of the study he heard 
this comment and called across to Jean, “Get the whip 
out why don’t you?” 
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    “Pardon Milly?” 
    “Santa’s already asked me once so there’s no need 
for the subtle reminders (oh dear- he’d 
misunderstood!). I haven’t forgotten. I’d have brought 
some down this time but I do only have the one pair 
of paws. I could have resorted to shoving the ashes 
somewhere else but I didn’t realise you needed them 
that urgently!” 
    “No, no Milly,” Jean reassured him, “that’s fine. I 
didn’t realise Santa had already asked you.” 
    “Not much you didn’t!” Tutting to himself Milly 
made his way back to the hall. “Flipping slave 
driver,” he muttered. “I’ve a good mind not to get her 
stupid ashes now!” 
    Chester and Jean began making their way back to 
Catherine and Mickey. 
    “Right arm, 4 inches. Gosh, you’re a bit wonky an’ 
all, aren’t you?” 
    “Really Catherine!” exclaimed Chester. “One 
oughtn’t to say such things.” 
    “Oh oughtn’t’ one?” mocked Catherine. “Anyway, 
going back to it Jean, can you just tell me who your 
bridesmaids are and then I can get cracking. If I’m 
quick I might just catch Milly before he goes back 
upstairs.” 
    It was Chester who responded. “You see the thing 
is Catherine, mother would rather like to organise her 
wedding herself. Now it’s not that she isn’t very 
grateful for you offering to help but it is her wedding 
and so naturally she wants to organise the ceremony. 
I mean you wouldn’t have liked it if mother had taken 
over our wedding and started making all the 
decisions.” 
    “She did!” protested Catherine. “Remember that 
ridiculous pink outfit you wore, absolutely hideous it 
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was, well that was all down to your mother.” I must 
say that’s not how I remember things! “In the end I 
just had to say, “Look Jean, it’s not your wedding, if I 
don’t want to arrive in a silly hot air balloon then I’m 
not going to!” Yes, that was down to her as well… So 
I think it’s fair that I have the odd say in your 
mother’s wedding; just to balance it out a bit, you 
know?” 
    Understandably Jean was fuming. “That is absolute 
…” 
    Catherine held up her paw. “Jean. I’d love to stand 
around and have an argument with you but I just 
haven’t the time. I’ve got to try and see if I catch Milly 
before he goes back upstairs. I want to tell him he’s 
Mickey’s best bear and get all his measurements 
down so I can start designing his outfit!” 
    On that note Catherine, with the tape measure in 
her paws and the pencil and notebook between her 
legs, began waddling towards the hall doorway 
which Milly was just passing through. Mickey, Jean 
and Chester were left staring at each other in a 
stunned silence.  
    Santa and Penny turned around at Milly’s entrance. 
Santa opened his mouth to speak.  
    “No Santa,” protested Milly. “No. No. No. It’s 
subject closed. It’s all forgotten. I can’t even 
remember what the subject is. Alright?” 
    “Yes,” replied a taken aback Santa. “Actually I 
wasn’t going to mention that. I was going to ask you if 
you’d like to listen to listen to a song that Penny and I 
have made up about cheating.” 
    “Cheating?” 
    “Mm,” Penny told him, taking over the narrative, 
“we wanted to show bears,” she raised her voice, 
“that cheating isn’t right.” 
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    Realising that this comment was aimed at them 
Mickey and Jean turned around, displaying their 
most innocent faces. Penny was about to call 
something across to them but Milly, oblivious to what 
was going on behind him, continued speaking. 
    “Oh… yes. I’d love to hear your song.” He added 
quietly to himself, “I’m always up for a laugh.” 
    “Oh right.” Penny seemed a bit flustered; they 
weren’t used to bears wanting to hear their singing. 
The normal response to “Do you want to hear our 
song?” was:  
    “Oh I’d love to but I’ve just heard so and so calling 
me. Another time perhaps,” with a lot of emphasis on 
the perhaps!   
    Regaining her composure Penny began counting, 
“One, two, three. Remember, you are only 
cheating…” 
    “Oh Milly, I’m glad I caught you!” Do I need to tell 
you who that was? “Mickey wants you to be his best 
bear for his wedding, so I need your measurements so 
I can start making your outfit for the big day.” 
    Catherine has interrupted Santa and Penny in mid-
flow and they had now, for some reason 
unbeknownst to everyone except themselves, frozen 
with their mouths wide open. It was quite a sight I 
can tell you!  
    “Mickey wants me to be best bear for his 
wedding?” 
    “Yep, now…” 
    “Hold on, hold on.” Milly was still confused. “How 
come he hasn’t asked me himself?” 
    “Well, what I should say is that he hasn’t had time 
or he was waiting for the right moment or some 
waffle like that but the truth is he couldn’t be 
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bothered. So he asked me if I’d tell you that you’re 
best man and get you measured…” 
    “Hold on.” Milly spun round and called to his 
brother, “Hey Mickey! Catherine says you want me as 
best man at your wedding. Is this right?” 
    Mickey whispered to Chester, “There’s just no 
stopping your wife is there?” before calling back to 
Milly, “Erm… yes I was going to speak to you about 
that but I’ve been waiting for an opportune moment.” 
    “Well that’s not what Catherine said. She sez that 
you just couldn’t be bothered.” 
    “That’s not true,” protested Mickey angrily. “What 
did you go and say that for Catherine?” 
    But Catherine had an answer for everything. 
“Mickey, you discovered you were getting married 
yesterday. You’ve had all yesterday evening, all last 
night and all this morning to ask Milly if he wants to 
be best bear, so that classes as not being bothered in 
my book!” Hey! I’m the one who writes books! 
    “Yes well… I’ve been gearing myself up to it.” 
    “Gearing yourself up to it? Gosh, you must have 
more gears than Jeremy Clarkson! The wedding’s 
tomorrow don’t forget. You’d be walking down the 
aisle before you got round to asking him. When I’ve 
got the responsibility of making all the outfits I can’t 
be waiting around, I’ve had to take the initiative 
myself.” 
    “Well if it’s too much trouble,” Mickey told her 
cheekily, “I’m sure Jean wouldn’t mind if you pulled 
out. Especially in your condition.” 
    “I don’t have a condition!” growled Catherine 
under her breath. “And it’s no trouble. No trouble at 
all. I just see it as a few costumes I’ve got to throw 
together.” 
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    “I hope that won’t come across in the finished 
article?” queried a concerned Jean. 
    “Don’t worry Jean,” Catherine reassured her, “I’ve 
got experience in these things. That’s why you asked 
me to take over remember?” 
    “But…” began Jean. 
    “No don’t get fretting. Just think back to those 
magnificent outfits I designed for my wedding.” 
    There was a moment’s silence as Jean obviously 
conjured up those hideous outfits in her mind. She 
wasn’t reassured. 
    “Though forget that silly pink thing Chester was 
wearing.” We’d all been trying to do that for the past 
seven months but it was rather difficult! “That was all 
down to you. I tried to tell you that it made him look 
ridiculous but once you get an idea in your head 
there’s no budging you!” 
    Jean was about to protest but Milly got in first. 
“Anyway going back to the matter in paw, I think it’s 
a bit of a cheek just to assume that I’m going to be 
best bear.” 
    “I assumed nothing.” 
    “Oh yeah?” 
    “Yeah. It was Catherine doing all the assuming. I 
wanted to ask you properly but Catherine hasn’t got 
time for politeness; not with the wedding tomorrow.” 
    “Talk about me as if I’m not here why don’t you?” 
    “Yeah, you can’t blame it all on Catherine. Just 
because I’m your brother doesn’t mean you can stick 
me in a top hat and drag me down the aisle.” Now 
there was an image! “I’ve a good mind to refuse now. 
Just on principle.” 
    “Fine.” 
    “Fine.” 
    “Fine.” 



 
193

    “Fine?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Right. If that’s the way you want it.” 
    “It is.” 
    “Good.” 
    “Good. Good.” 
    “Good. Good. Good.” 
    Corny called down from the settee, “Don’t be 
immature Milly!” 
    “Sorry dear.” 
    Whilst Mickey and Milly had been arguing 
Catherine had stretched out her tape measure and 
started measuring Milly’s arm as he pointed angrily 
at Mickey.  
    “I don’t know what you’re measuring him for,” 
Mickey told her. “He isn’t best bear. You’ll have to 
measure the reserve now.” 
    “The reserve?” queried Milly. 
    “Oh yes. I’d anticipated that you might refuse.” 
    “And… who is this… reserve?”  
    “Metro.” 
    “Metro?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “The Metro?” 
    “How many Metros are there?” 
    “One’s more than enough. But you mean the Metro 
who had an affair with Jean and’s the main reason 
you’re getting married again.” 
    “Well you had an affair with Jean and I’m asking 
you.” 
    “Well is there anyone who hasn’t?” 
    “Hey!” protested Jean light heartedly. 
    “And that was different,” added Milly. 
    “How?” 
    “Erm… erm… erm… There must be some reason.” 
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    “There isn’t.” 
    “Look,” shouted Milly, “you can’t have Metro as 
your best bear.” 
    “I’m going to have to.” 
    Milly’s tone softened. “Mickey, you can’t let the 
bear who almost broke up my marriage, twice, (he’s 
on a hat trick now) replace me as my brother’s best 
bear.” 
    “Well he’s hardly replacing you. You’re refusing on 
account of your principles,” smiled Mickey, also 
softening. 
    “Oh, my principles are flexible,” smiled Milly 
spreading out his arms and beginning to walk across 
the room to his brother. Catherine, who was in the 
process of measuring his head, stumbled along 
behind him. 
    Santa and Penny finally breathed out realising their 
song opportunity was over. This releasing of air 
encouraged little George to do the same; but out of a 
different end! 
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CHAPTER 11 
 
    An hour had passed. 
    Milly had now brought all the material downstairs 
(I didn’t realise there was that much space in Lucy’s 
wardrobe!) and had carried it into the study. This was 
now where Catherine was and I assumed that she 
was busy creating the costumes; despite Chester and 
Jean’s attempts to stop her. Every so often I heard a, 
“Oh yes!” or “That’s absolutely delightful darling!” so 
I just assumed that that was what Catherine was 
doing! But one never knows… 
    Jean, Chester, Santa and Penny had scuttled off into 
the dining room with the shoe box to decorate it for 
Arthur’s funeral. Milly had also brought a pawful of 
ashes down with him and these had been delicately 
and ceremoniously carried into the dining room by 
Chester.  
    All the other bears had either followed them to 
have a nose at the coffin or had dispersed into the 
garden. 
    Left in the lounge were Milly, Mickey, John, 
Samantha and Corny. They were all clustered 
together on the settee watching Trisha. Or Trasha as I 
preferred to call it! 
    Der, de, de, der, der, der, der, de dum. It was a 
break. 
    “Mickey?” 
    “Yes Milly.” 
    “I’m sorry about being an idiot before.” 
    “What about?” Milly was an idiot a lot. 
    “Being best bear.”  
    “Oh that.” Mickey patted his brother on the 
shoulder. “No it’s fine. You were right to be annoyed. 
Catherine should never have done that.” 
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    “No, I shouldn’t have gone off on one like that. I 
was best bear last time; you were bound to assume I 
would be again.” 
    “But I didn’t assume anything. It was Catherine.” 
Mickey lowered his voice. “You see the thing is she’s 
taking over. Jean’s quite concerned actually. Once she 
found out that Jean’s helping Chester with Arthur’s 
funeral she jumped and in and said she’d “help” with 
the wedding preparations; to try and ease Jean’s 
burden a bit. But she’s ended up completely taking 
over. She won’t let Jean do a thing. And now we’ve 
given her a little bit of responsibility, there’s no 
stopping her.” 
    “Can’t you just tell her straight?” asked Milly. 
    “We’ve tried but she’s got an answer for 
everything. Well if she doesn’t have an answer she 
just pretends she hasn’t heard.” 
    “Do you want me to have a word with her?” 
    “Well, I’m not sure it would do much good.” 
    “It can’t do any harm can it; just to try? I’ll just tell 
her straight. “Look Catherine it ‘ain’t your wedding 
so just butt out! Jean doesn’t want your help. You’re 
starting to get up her…”” 
    “No Milly. No. No.” 
    “What’s wrong with that?” 
    “You might hurt her feelings.” 
    Milly dismissed this by flapping his arm about. 
“Nah. She can take it.” 
    “But she’s Chester’s wife. We have to be careful 
what we say.” 
    “Well can’t he have a word with her?” 
    “Come Milly,” objected Mickey, “no disrespect to 
Chester, but who do you think wears the trousers in 
that marriage?” A smirk came to my face. Sorry, it 
was just the image of Catherine in trousers! 
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    “But surely he can see that she’s taking over?” 
    “Oh he can see alright! He tried to have a word 
with her before. But would she listen?” 
    “Oh I’ll have a word. See what I can do.” 
    Mickey was still unsure. “Well, you’ll have to make 
sure you’re gentle.” 
    “I can do gentle.”  
    Corny, who had been listening in to the 
conversation, clasped her paw over her mouth to 
suppress her giggling.  
    “Are you alright dear?” asked Milly sarcastically.  
    “Fine,” she gurgled.  
    Giving his wife a curious glance Milly turned back 
to Mickey. “No anyway, I can do gentle.” 
    “Well you better make sure you do. I don’t want to 
get in trouble with Chester for upsetting Catherine. 
Even though I do think she could do with being 
dropped down a peg or too. I think it’s an absolute 
cheek (Mickey was getting wound up) the way she’s 
taken over our wedding like this. Especially after…” 
Mickey’s sentence trailed off. I think he might have 
been about to let something slip that he shouldn’t 
have done. Especially as Samantha was only a few 
places away from him. 
    “Especially after what?” asked Milly, suddenly 
curious. 
    “Oh nothing,” dismissed Mickey, looking away 
awkwardly. 
    “Oh go on Mickey,” encouraged Milly, giving his 
brother a little nudge, “this is me you’re talking to.” 
    “No really. I can’t.” 
    “Oh go on.” 
    “No.” 
    “Come on Mickey. Spill the beans.” 
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    “Yeah come on Mickey,” piped up Corny, peering 
around her husband at Mickey.  
    Mickey looked up nervously and saw Milly and 
Corny gazing at him expectantly. “I really can’t. I’ve 
said to much as it is.” 
    “Mickey! You can’t give us a taster and then keep 
us dangling,” protested Corny. 
    Milly tapped his nose secretly and leaned close to 
Mickey before whispering, “It’s alright Mickey. We 
can keep a secret.” 
    “No. It’s no use.” Mickey crossed his arms defiantly 
and realising he was a lost cause Milly and Corny 
sighed, before flopping back dejectedly on the sofa.  
    “Well that was a bit of a let down,” Milly 
commented. 
    “Mm. I thought we were gonna have a bit of juice 
then.” 
    Further along on the settee Samantha and John 
were deep in conversation.  
    “… no John, you have. You have.” This sounded 
interesting! Had she discovered John’s secret? 
    “I haven’t Samantha.” 
    “Yes you have.” She knew, didn’t she? “You’ve 
been acting strangely for the past few months now. 
What’s the matter with you?” No, apparently she 
didn’t.  
    “Nothing,” shrugged John, wriggling 
uncomfortably in his seat. Well it wasn’t a seat, just a 
place on the settee, but it was where he was sitting so 
I’m happy to call it a seat. What about you? 
    “There must be something. You’ve been a right 
grump for quite a while now.” 
    “Oh charming! Nice to know I’m loved.” 
    “You are but you’ve just been a bit grumpy 
recently. It’s not your fault. It’s probably hereditary. 
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With a Dad as miserable as yours a bit of it was 
bound to rub off!” 
    “My Dad is not grumpy!” protested John. 
    “Oh come off! He can make Toby cry by just 
smiling at him! But anyway forget him. I want to 
know what’s wrong with you.” 
    “There is nothing wrong with me,” emphasized 
John, slamming his paws down on his legs. 
    “Don’t come that! You haven’t been yourself for 
ages now. Since… since I don’t know… maybe since 
about when Catherine announced she was pregnant.” 
Suddenly something came to Samantha’s memory. 
“Yes, I remember now. When Catherine gathered 
everyone together to tell them she was pregnant (she 
likes to make a scene) you walked out when she 
broke the news. I thought it was odd at the time and 
you haven’t been your usual self since… Oh no.” 
Something had struck her! Oh no! She knew! There 
was going to be fireworks. “Please tell me it’s not 
that!” 
    “What?” gulped John, realising that the game was 
up. 
    “Oh no. It is. It is. It’s written all other your face.” 
    “There’s nothing written on my face.” Shaking, 
John swiftly rubbed his paw across his now sweating 
face to try and erase this imaginary writing. 
    “No not really silly,” she laughed. Surely laughter 
wasn’t appropriate, but then again this was Samantha 
I was talking about. “But it is true isn’t it?.” 
    Fidgeting with the fur on his arm John asked, 
“What’s… what’s true?” 
    “You’re broody, aren’t you?” What? Samantha 
really was thick! John looked up in a stunned and 
relived surprise. Taking this look to be an admission 
she exclaimed, “Oh no! You are! You want another 
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termite! (I assume she meant ‘mite’ as termites were 
something quite different!). 
    “What?” This shock assumption had completely 
flummoxed John. By now he had expected his affair 
to be revealed, his marriage to be over and probably 
to be nursing quite a few bruises! Instead he had got 
away with it and he didn’t know what to say.  
    “Do you want another baby?” 
    “Pardon? Oh… er… well… I suppose… well… 
yes… The more the merrier.” 
    “What?” 
    “Well I’ve always thought it’d be nice for Toby to 
have a little playmate.” 
    “And when Catherine said she was up the duff it 
brought it all home?” 
    “Yes. Yes. That’s it.” I could see John’s little chest 
going in and out very fast as he tried to recover from 
the shock of thinking that Samantha knew. 
    “Oh.” 
    “Does that… does that bother you?” 
    “No. No. Of course not. When I had Toby we 
always said that we didn’t want him to be an only 
child like your Dad, ‘cause look what happened to 
him. Now his only pleasure is people riding about on 
horses, shooting each other. And there’s his westerns 
as well!” she added cheekily. 
    “Samantha,” warned John half heartedly.  
    “Only joking. Anyway, I never wanted Toby to be 
an only child and I thought that’s what you wanted as 
well, but you never seemed to mention it again so I 
assumed you’d gone off the idea. And Toby’s birth 
had been such agony; Penny had only told me to 
expect a slight twinge and a pop; so I didn’t really 
want to bring it up again.” 
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    “Oh right. Well I wouldn’t want to force you into 
anything you don’t want to do,” John told her, trying 
to dismiss the idea. Going along with the story to stop 
his affair being discovered was all very well but 
having two of his children running about the place 
was more than enough. 
    “No. No. It’s fine. Let’s do it John (pardon?), let’s 
have another baby!” 
    John just stared at her; in a mixture of amazement 
and horror before asking naively: 
    “What, this minute?” 
    Penny and Jean came striding into the room, 
wrapped up in their own conversation. 
    “… and I have made up a song about cheating.” 
    Feigning naivety Jean replied, “Oh have you really? 
Well, isn’t that nice.” 
    “Mm. Well it came to our attention that a couple of 
bears deemed it necessary to cheat at that vote 
yesterday.” 
    “Oh dear! How awful!” exclaimed Jean, pretending 
to be surprised.  
    “Yes I know. When Santa told me that two 
individuals had resorted to cheating, I was absolutely 
repulsed.” 
    “And rightly so,” agreed Jean. “It really is terrible.” 
    “Mm. Quite.” Penny cleared her throat before 
asking nervously, “Were you aware Jean that you 
weren’t permitted to vote for yourself?” 
    There was moment’s hesitation before she replied, 
“Yes, I think Santa made that perfectly plain.” 
    This was just silly! Jean and Penny were skirting 
politely round the issue when both of them knew the 
truth and knew that the other one knew the truth as 
well!  
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    “Right,” replied Penny slowly, waiting for Jean to 
say something else. Jean remained silent and Penny 
added, “Santa and I voted twice did you know?” 
    “Oh really? Surely that wasn’t allowed?” inquired 
Jean cheekily. 
    “Don’t be facetious Jean. We both know perfectly 
well why Santa and I voted twice.” 
    Jean tried to protest, “Penny, I have absolutely no 
idea…” 
    “Save it Jean,” Penny told her firmly. “I know that 
you and Mickey used mine and Santa’s name so you 
could sneakily vote for yourselves; Santa found you 
out. And quite frankly I think it’s disgusting. You’d 
have won anyway so there was no need to resort to 
such under-paw techniques.” 
    “But we didn’t know that did we?” 
    “Well that doesn’t give you the right to cheat, does 
it? I have to say I’m surprised at you Jean. And 
Mickey. I’ve always considered you both respectable 
members of the bear community.” Respectable? I’d 
hate to see unrespectable, considering that between 
them they’d had enough affairs to receive a telegram 
from the Queen! 
    “Yes, well I’m sorry we shouldn’t have cheated. But 
let’s be fair Penny, Mickey and I are the only couple 
who deserve to get remarried. I mean Milly and 
Corny have been up and down the aisle so many 
times they’re starting to wear the carpet out. We’re 
still finding bits of confetti from Catherine and 
Chester’s wedding and it wouldn’t be appropriate for 
John and Samantha to get re…” Jean’s voice trailed 
away as she realised what she was saying. 
    Penny was confused. “How do you mean it 
wouldn’t be appropriate?” 
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    “Oh… err… I just meant that I think the… love’s 
gone in that relationship unfortunately.” 
    “Oh dear. I am sorry to hear that. I thought they 
were very much still in love.” 
    “That’s just a front unfortunately. Samantha’s a 
very good friend (so good you haven’t told her that 
her husband’s having an affair) and she’s confided in 
me about their problems. But it was in confidence,” 
lied Jean, as no such conversation had took place, “so 
if you would keep it to…” 
    “Before Jean could even finish talking Penny 
assured her, “Oh yes. Yes. Of course. But we’ve 
digressed slightly. We were talking about yours and 
Mickey’s unforgivable act of cheating.” 
    “Well I’ve just been trying to explain why we did it. 
It wasn’t fair for any of the other couples to get 
married so we thought…” 
    “Well it was hardly fair that you and Mickey 
cheated, was it?” 
    “Okay. Okay, I’m really sorry about that and I’m 
sure that Mickey is as well. But you said yourself that 
it didn’t make any difference to the overall result, so 
can’t we just forget about it?” 
    “Yes but it might have made a difference; it might 
have been vital.” 
    Losing her patience Jean retorted grouchily, “Oh 
for goodness sake Penny it was only a silly vote and 
Mickey and I were the only ones who deserved to get 
remarried.” 
    “But…” began Penny, about to protest. 
    “No Penny. Let that be an end to it.” 
    “Jean,” retorted Penny severely. “I don’t think 
you’re in a position to tell me when it’s an end to it. 
Especially after the immoral debauchery that went on 
at the vote. And I don’t just mean the cheating! All 
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those vulgar promises you were making were 
absolutely disgusting. I very generously didn’t inform 
Santa of the things you’d been saying, mainly because 
I didn’t want him thinking I didn’t have any control, 
and how do you repay me? By cheating! So I don’t 
think you’re in a position to say that that’s an end of 
it. I think you should at least have a listen to this song 
that Santa and I have composed.” 
    “As a punishment?” muttered Jean under her 
breath. 
    “Pardon?” 
    “I said I’d love to. Now just wait here while I go 
and see if I can find anyway to come and help us.” 
    Jean then strode purposefully towards the settee, 
leaving Penny quietly tutting to herself and shaking 
her head. I heard the word, “Despicable,” being 
uttered under her breath. And then repeated and 
repeated! Bores could be so bearing! Or maybe that 
was the other way round? 
    On reaching the settee Jean started climbing up the 
side of it and a few seconds later her head popped up 
over the edge of the settee. 
    “Oh hi Jean,” Corny greeted her. “Who you looking 
for?” 
    Samantha, sitting next to her, suddenly burst into 
fits of giggles. “Ha ha. Hi Jean! Oh that’s a classic that 
is! Wait ‘till I tell Catherine that one.” Noticing Jean 
and Corny’s blank expressions she explained, “You 
know hi Jean, as in hygiene.” Bears could be so 
immature; especially Samantha! 
    “Yes we get it,” Corny told her, “it just isn’t that 
funny.”  
    “Especially when you’ve heard it over one hundred 
times,” added Jean, dryly. Samantha’s giggling ceased 
and she tried to retain some pride by shrugging her 
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shoulders casually and pretending to notice 
something fascinating to her left.  
    After a moment’s awkward silence Corny asked 
brightly, “Anyway, who did you want Jean? 
Mickey?” 
    Hearing his name Mickey broke off from his 
conversation with Milly and looked around. “What?” 
    “No, it’s alright Mickey, I don’t need you.” 
    “Oh charming,” grunted Mickey, looking away in 
mock offence.  
    “No I do need you. But not just you. Penny and I 
need a couple of strong males to…” 
    “I think you should stop there,” Milly joked. 
    Laughing Jean replied, “Oh no! Nothing like that. 
Actually it’s quite a sombre task. I need a couple of 
strong bears, preferably of the male variety (that was 
normally Jean’s preference!), to come and help dig a 
hole in the garden for poor Arthur’s coffin.” 
    “Oh right.” Milly got slowly to his feet, as if 
marking the sadness of the occasion. “Of course I’ll 
help.” 
    “Thank you Milly.” Jean turned to her husband. 
“Mickey?” 
    “Yes of course darling. I’m only to glad to help with 
the funeral. I know Arthur’s death has hit poor 
Chester very hard… And anyway, it’s a privilege to 
be classed as a strong male!” 
    Jean smiled and nudged her husband playfully. 
“Well don’t let it go to your head darling… Anyway, 
we best be off, Penny’s waiting.” And not very 
patiently either! She had already started to wear a 
hole in the carpet and she had an expression on her 
face that for some strange reason reminded me of 
when Samantha had bent down to pick up some 
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confetti at Catherine’s wedding! “And she’s already 
in a mood with us.” 
    “Why?” 
    “Oh she knows that we cheated.” 
    “What? How’s she know that?” Congratulations! 
Mickey successfully won the prize for most questions 
in one second! 
    Before Jean could answer Milly asked curiously, 
“Cheated at what?” 
    Mickey and Jean leapt nervously into the air as they 
had completely forgotten that Milly was standing 
next to them. An easy mistake to make, as he hadn’t 
spoken to them for a whole 30 seconds! 
    “Oh… erm,” stuttered Mickey, “… we… er… were 
playing cards with Santa and Penny a few days ago 
and we… err… cheated.” 
    “Oh you little rebels,” teased Milly, playfully 
ruffling his brother’s fur. 
    Smiling politely Jean swiftly tried to change the 
subject, not wanting Milly to discover what they’d 
really cheated at. “Anyway, we best be making 
tracks.” Making tracks in what?  
    “Hey, wait,” Samantha called after them, whilst 
keeping her eyes fixed on the TV, “John’ll come and 
help you dig your hole.” 
    “I will?” 
    “Yes, you want to be seen to be doing your bit for 
the community. I’m sure Penny was talking ‘bout us 
when she whispered something to Santa about fat 
lazy slobs last week,” Samantha told him, easing 
herself up off the settee enough so she could scratch 
her bottom. 
    “I’m sure she wasn’t.” 
    “Well she better not have been, I’ll smack her face 
in. Anyway, you’re going. I won’t have bears 
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whispering behind our backs and you’ve been a right 
miserable git recently; it might cheer you up a bit.” 
Mm, there was nothing quite like a bit of grave 
digging to put a smile back on your face. 
    “Samantha, I thought you and my Dad were dead 
yesterday. I thought you were trapped inside and 
hadn’t been able to get out, so I’m hardly going to be 
a bundle of laughs today.” 
    “I wondered how long it’d be before you came up 
with some pathetic excuse but you can’t get blaming 
it on that. You’ve been a grump for a while now.” 
    “No I haven’t.” Before Samantha could respond 
John had sprung to his feet. “Hey Jean, wait up! I’m 
coming.” 
    John jogged after the bears, who were already 
beginning to climb over the edge of the settee, madly 
waving his arms in the air. It’s alright mate, they can 
see you! 
    Rolling her eyes at Corny, Samantha sighed, 
“What’s he like ay?” 
    But Corny wasn’t really listening as she had her 
eyes firmly fixed on the TV and she simply 
murmured her agreement. “Mm. Mm.” 
    “You didn’t listen to a word of that did you?” 
    “Oh absolutely right,” agreed Corny. You could 
always tell when the bears weren’t listening as they’d 
just agree with everything the speaker was saying. 
This would never happen otherwise, let me assure 
you! 
    Samantha began staring at Corny, as if considering 
something, and then after a couple of minutes (it felt 
longer), she sighed and began to ramble on: 
    “You know I’m really worried about John. He just 
hasn’t been himself lately.” 
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    “Mm.” I have to admit that for a bear like Samantha 
this was incredibly clever. I never thought I’d say this 
but it was; she was using the fact Corny wasn’t 
listening to offload all her problems. And this way no 
one would get to know any private details and she 
wouldn’t have to resort to talking to herself which 
was apparently the first sign of madness. Well I must 
be round bend then!  
    “He’s just been so grouchy and distant. Now I 
know the grouchiness is from his old misery; there’s 
nothing he can do about that. To be fair he’s never 
been the most cheerful bear about but I’ve always put 
up with that.” 
    “Mm. I quite agree.” 
    “No, it’s just the distantness I can’t stand. It’s like 
he’s never listening to a word I’m saying. Like he’s 
got something far more important than me on his 
mind.”  
    “Mm. Absolutely.” 
    “He keeps fobbing it off with lots of silly excuses 
like he wants a baby but I know that’s not the truth. 
He was miserable for a while before Catherine said 
she was going to drop one. No, it’s something else…” 
    “Mm. Mm.” 
    “What’s really worrying me is that he might be 
having an affair.” Ha ha! So Samantha had become 
suspicious; I thought she would have done by now. 
There had been so many obvious sign that even a bear 
as stupid as Samantha had to have picked up on 
them! 
    “Mm. Quite.” 
    “I don’t know who with mind you. He might not 
even be having one, but then again I’ve seen lots of 
affairs over the years and I know how the guilt party 
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act. I mean I’ve been the guilty party a couple of 
times!” 
    “Mm. That’s nice.” 
    “Anyway what I’m saying is that I know how bears 
act when they’ve having a bit of extra marital 
naughtiness and that’s just how John’s been acting 
lately. I hope I’m wrong but it’s just an instinct. And 
I’ve always been good with me instincts. I remember 
before I met John’s Dad I had a feeling he was going 
to be a right grumpy old so and so and low and 
behold… Though little did I know he was going to be 
a foul mouthed, cynical, western loving pink old 
crock.” If Samantha ever found out that Pete had 
covered up John’s affair with Catherine I wouldn’t 
like to be within a crockery throwing radius! Actually 
if she found out about the affair at all I wouldn’t like 
to be within a crockery throwing radius! Though that 
was a bit of a silly comment, as I’d just discovered 
that she did know about the affair. Well suspected. 
But I had a feeling that she wasn’t about to jump up 
and punch John. Not because she wasn’t an impulsive 
bears, because she was, but because (that’s a lot of 
becauses) she’d probably bide her time until she 
could find out who he was having an affair with. 
Then all hell would break loose. Especially when she 
found out it was Catherine. Samantha was still 
droning on. “… such a nasty piece of work (I’m 
guessing this was Pete). I remember this one time…” 
Samantha broke off smiling. “You haven’t been 
listening to a word I’ve been saying have you?” 
    “Oh that’s nice.” 
    “Good. Good.” Having satisfied herself that 
nothing she had said had gone in (nothing new there 
then!), a mischievous look began to form on 
Samantha’s face (having unburdened all her worries 
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she obviously felt much happier) and she asked 
cheekily, “Did you know I’m having an affair with 
your Milly?” 
    “Oh that is fantastic!” And knowing Samantha and 
Milly’s track record it was probably true! 
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CHAPTER 12 
 
    Armed with a trowel each, Milly, Mickey and John 
trudged unenthusiastically across the lawn. A smile 
creased my lips as I mused that they were the bear 
equivalent of the three musketeers.  
    My guess was that they were heading for the bare 
patch of soil at the end of the garden. This would be a 
suitable place to bury Arthur. It was bumpy and 
uneven so Mr and Mrs Partridge wouldn’t notice that 
there had been some digging there. 
    But hang on. They had stopped. No, surely they 
weren’t going to dig up Mr Partridge’s neatly 
mown… Too late! Chunks of grass were already 
flying across the garden. The trowels clattered into 
each other as the three muskebears unceremoniously 
dug a hole for Arthur. 
    What on earth (by earth I wasn’t referring to the 
great mound of it piling up on the lawn!) was Mr 
Partridge going to say, when he got back? Actually I 
knew. I bet those poor squirrels were going to get the 
blame! Again. Oh yes. This wasn’t the first time the 
bears had dug up the lawn. Little Toff and Big Toff 
had decided to have a game of tunnels and well… 
you can imagine! 
    Suddenly there was a cackle of laughter and Big 
Toff and Lenny came stumbling into the room 
through the dining room door. They had their arm 
around the other’s shoulder and they were in fits of 
hysterical laughter. I think this is a perfect 
opportunity to remind parents not to give their 
children alcohol! 
    Still laughing hysterically Big Toff fell forward onto 
the carpet and began rolling about in fits of laughter. 
“That was so just funny,” he spluttered.  
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    “I know… I know,” agreed Lenny, who was 
absolutely creased with laughter. Little bears could be 
so immature! Someone had probably only sneezed! 
    “It was the expression… the expression on his 
face,” giggled Big Toff. 
    “Yeah,” agreed Lenny, leaning on the door for 
support, “you just… just crept up behind him 
and……. puuuurrrrrp!” Big Toff and Lenny 
continued to howl with laughter. 
    “Yeah… yeah,” sniggered Big Toff, trying to get his 
breath back, “Santa’s face was a picture.” 
    “Defo it was,” Lenny agreed (did he do anything 
but?). “I think he really thought he’d farted!” Oh so 
that was it! Didn’t I say it was bound to be something 
immature like that? I should have guessed it was that 
really; that was an old trick. When we were used to be 
in Lucy’s bedroom Little Toff would often climb up to 
the shelf below and emit a little “puuuurrrrrp.” I 
must admit that on the first occasion I did think that 
maybe I’d let one go but it didn’t take long to suss 
where the ‘fart’ was coming from. But Little Toff 
didn’t stop there. Oh no, that wasn’t his style. But I 
really don’t know whose benefit he was doing it for. I 
knew where it was coming from, he knew where it 
was coming from and all the bears in the room knew 
where it was coming from! Though surprisingly 
enough seeing Little Toff with his head up the 
underside of my shelf going, “puuuurrrrrp” didn’t 
cause that much surprise. Most of the bears had 
become used to seeing that sort of thing!  
    But anyway, this time Santa was the victim and Big 
Toff was the puuuurrrrrper! I wonder, if Lenny was 
to make that noise without Big Toff’s permission 
would he be a puuuurrrrrper traitor? Sorry, poor 
joke! 
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    Anyway, Big Toff was still spluttering away (sorry 
but there are only so many ways of describing 
laughing!), “And you should of seen Penny’s reaction! 
She shrugged herself up like this;” Big Toff kindly 
demonstrated what Penny did by clenching up his 
shoulders and shrinking into a ball, “and then… then 
she whispered…” Big Toff broke off as he was 
overcome with laughter (well it was just so funny!) 
but after a few seconds pause he regained his 
composure and mimicked, ““Ooa Santa really! Not in 
public please!”” I‘d always wondered what they did 
in their spare time! 
    This lasted for another couple of minutes before 
their laughter began to die down and they sounded 
like a steam engine slowing down. Trains again! 
    Slowly Big Toff started clambering to his feet. 
Seeing this Lenny leapt over to his friend, took hold 
of his paw and yanked him to his feet. 
    “Thanks.” 
    “No probs.” 
    As Big Toff dusted himself down he tentatively 
tried to start a more serious conversation with his 
friend. “Lenny?” 
    “Ye-es.” 
    “I’m… err… really glad that we’re getting on so 
well now. I used to hate it when we were falling out 
all the time.” 
    “Yeah, me too,” nodded Lenny. 
    “Mm. I’m glad that your Daddy decided not to 
keep us from each other and to let us be friends. 
When my Daddy went off to look for my Mummy it 
was… a really difficult time for me and I’m just glad 
that you were there to help me through it.” He was 
glad of a lot of things wasn’t he? 
    “That’s what friends are for.” Oh how original! 
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    “Mm, but you’re not just any old friend. You’re my 
best friend.” 
    Lenny’s fur blushed and he looked bashfully away, 
murmuring, “Thanks,” almost inaudibly. 
    “Oh don’t thank me. I should be thanking you. You 
helped me through a really difficult time of my life.” 
    “Oh… it was nothing.” 
    “It was.” 
    “It wasn’t.” 
    “Was.” 
    “Wasn’t.” 
    “Was.” 
    “Wasn’t.” 
    “Was.” 
    “Wasn’t.” 
    Big Toff smiled. “Come on. We haven’t had a row 
in months. Let’s not have one over this. I know that 
you really did help me. ‘Cause you knew what I was 
going through. Your Daddy left you remember.” 
    But Lenny didn’t agree. “But that was completely 
different. I didn’t know he was my Daddy.” 
    “No… I suppose you didn’t.” 
    “And…” 
    “And what?” 
    “Oh nothing.” Lenny had obviously been about to 
say something he shouldn’t have.  
    “Oh come on,” encouraged Big Toff, “you can’t just 
leave it at that.” 
    “I’ll have to.” 
    “Why?” 
    “’Cause I’ve said too much already.” 
    “But you only said and.” 
    “Well that was too much.” 
    “But I’m your best friend… Aren’t I?” 
    “Yes.” 
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    “Well if you can’t tell your best friend then who can 
you tell?” 
    A few minutes silence ensued as Lenny thought 
about this. “Oh I suppose.” Leaning close to Big Toff 
he whispered something in his ear. Now although I 
have highly sensitive ears there are some things even 
I can’t hear. And this was one of them. I couldn’t even 
lip read as Lenny’s mouth was blocked by Big Toff’s 
ear. 
    But not to worry, I knew what Lenny was telling 
Big Toff anyway. I’m clever like that. He would be 
telling him about how Metro hadn’t really abandoned 
him as a child; he had hidden in the garden so that he 
could keep an eye on him without making the bears 
suspect that he was the father. Now whether this was 
true or not was doubtful so it would be interesting to 
see Big Toff’s reaction. But why this was such a big a 
secret wasn’t clear! 
    “Oh,” uttered a slightly puzzled Big Toff. “That 
was nice of him, wasn’t it?” 
    “Yes. I thought so.” 
    “I never saw him there though.” 
    “No. Neither did I. He must have been well 
hidden.” 
    “Yes, that’ll be it.” 
    “Mm.” 
    Stretching his arms in the air and yawning loudly 
Big Toff changed the subject. “Anyway, it’s nice that 
our Daddies are getting on now.” 
    “Yes, well my Daddy can never be too grateful for 
what your Daddy did yesterday. And neither can I. If 
it hadn’t been for your Daddy’s bravery then I 
wouldn’t have a Daddy… any more.”  
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    A tear appeared in Lenny’s left eye and Big Toff 
tenderly brushed it away with his paw. “Now, now. 
Don’t you even get thinking like that.” 
    “No. No. I won’t. Daddy’s alive and that’s all that 
matters.” 
    “Yes, that’s right,” Big Toff told him. “Anyway, I’m 
just glad that our Daddies aren’t at war anymore. It 
wasn’t nice for us when they were constantly fighting 
with each other.” 
    “No, it wasn’t.” 
    “Though my Daddy did always used to win.” 
    “No he did not!” 
    “Yes he did.” 
    “No he didn’t!” 
    “Did.” 
    “Didn’t.” 
    “Did.” 
    “Didn’t.” 
    “Did.” 
    “Didn’t.” 
    “Did.” 
    “Oh alright he did! But my Daddy would have 
whooped your Daddy’s bottom if he’d really being 
trying.” I couldn’t help but snigger at the image of 
Metro whooping Milly’s bottom! Whatever that 
meant!   
    “Oh sure.” 
    Out in the garden Milly had seen his son talking to 
Lenny and was now madly waving his trowel about 
in the air to try and attract his attention. Parents could 
be so embarrassing! I remember once when my 
Mum… No actually, I don’t want to bore you now. 
    Neither Big Toff or Lenny saw Milly, who was 
attracting curious glances from the digging John and 
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Mickey, as they were in deep conversation about their 
Daddies’ ability to fight. 
    “…trying,” Lenny was saying, “he’d have flattened 
your Daddy, for sure.” 
    “Oh come on! Your Daddy couldn’t flatten the lawn 
without pulling a muscle!” 
    “Oh you’re terrible,” giggled Lenny. 
    “Sorry.” 
    “Oh it’s alright. It’s probably true,” joked Lenny, 
laughing. 
    “Yeah probably. I remember once when my Daddy 
punched your Daddy, your Daddy tried to hit back 
but…” but Lenny wasn’t listening; he was staring 
lovingly at his friend. After arguments and fights they 
had had in the past it was nice to see them getting on 
so well. And unlike when they were getting on seven 
months ago, I didn’t feel like it was all about to turn 
sour. 
    Suddenly Lenny lunged forward, grabbed hold of 
Big Toff’s face and kissed him on the lips!  
    The trowel dropped out of Milly’s paw. 
    Big Toff didn’t pull away and he kissed Lenny 
back. I must say, this was rather a passionate kiss for 
two half brothers! But not to worry, they’d stop in a 
minute. Any time now. Surely? 
    At last. Thirty two seconds after Lenny first lunged 
in for the kiss, he came up for air.  
    “I love you too,” Big Toff told Lenny, taking his 
paw in his and leading him towards the dining room 
door. “Let’s go and play with Little Toff’s Pogs.” No 
you dirty lot, that’s not what he meant! 
    “Yes, let’s go… I wonder if Santa’s realised that that 
noise didn’t come from him yet?” 
    “Let’s hope not.” 
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    Paw in paw Big Toff and Lenny skipped into the 
dining room door, ready to cause more mischief no 
doubt.  
    Meanwhile in the garden John and Mickey’s 
trowels were a blur as they madly dug a hole in Mr 
Partridge’s once immaculate lawn. Milly was 
splattered with mud as he stood motionless by the 
ever deepening hole with a shocked expression of his 
face; no doubt pondering what he had just seen before 
him. 
    Poor Milly. Things were never easy for him…    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
219

CHAPTER 13 
 
    Samantha and Corny were still sitting on the settee 
in silence, with their eyes fixed on the television, 
when Milly came rushing in through the patio doors.  
    “Corny,” he called in a hushed voice. “Corny.” 
    Without looking away from the TV, Corny waved 
him away with her paw. “Ssh! I’m watching Trisha.” 
    “Yes I can see you’re watching Trisha dear,” 
responded Milly, jogging over to the settee, “but this 
is urgent.” 
    “Whatever it is it can wait until after Trisha.”  
    “I could be dying for all you know!” 
    “Yes, well you’ll just have to hold on ‘till the end of 
Trisha!” 
    “We’ll be finding ourselves on Trisha if you don’t 
get down here! And that’s just charming that is,” he 
grumbled. “Wait ‘till the end of flipping Trisha, I ask 
you!” 
    “Milly,” Corny told him sternly, “they’re not going 
to have bears on Trisha, are they? Now go and wait 
outside until it’s finished.” 
    “But…” 
    “Do you mind?” demanded Samantha, butting into 
the conversation. “It’s just getting good. I’m sure that 
mother’s going to belt him one.” 
    “Yeah, I thought that too,” agreed Corny. “Go on! 
He’s deserves a good smack the cheating little… Oh 
there she goes!” 
    “Oh what they brought security on for? That ruins 
all the fun.” 
    “Yeah, it needs a good punch up once in a while 
just to spice things up a bit.” 
    “Mm, that’s what I say to John all the time!” 
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    Getting slightly exasperated at being ignored Milly 
began bouncing up and down on the carpet and 
waving his arms in the air. “Er… Corny. I’m still here, 
you know?” 
    “Ssh!” 
    “It’s about Big Toff.” 
    For the first time Corny looked away from the 
television and peered down at Milly. “Why, what’s 
happened to him? Is he ill?” 
    “Well, let’s just say that something funny’s come 
over him.” 
    “Well what is it?” 
    “Do you mind? I’m trying to watch the telly!” 
    “Ssh Samantha! Now what it is?” 
    “It’s… private. Come down here and I’ll tell you.” 
    Sighing Corny dragged herself up off her seat and 
trudged towards the edge of the settee. “Lenny hasn’t 
gone and squirted grapefruit on Big Toff’s bits again 
has he?” 
    “No, no. It’s isn’t that. But it is to do with Lenny.” 
    “Oi Corny! You’re blocking my view!” 
    “Sorry!” Corny ducked down so Samantha could 
see the telly again, before she climbed over the edge 
of the settee and slid down to the floor, where Milly 
was waiting for her. “Well?” 
    “Um… erm… err…” Milly seemed to be at a loss as 
to what to say. Well there was a first time for 
everything! “It’s rather… delicate. You’ll have to be 
careful who you tell. I don’t want to be getting funny 
looks when I walk round the house.” 
    “Funny looks?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Milly, what is going on?” 
    “Er… I think that err…” Milly paused before 
blurting out, “Big Toff’s batting for the wrong team!” 
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    “Oh for goodness sake Milly! You haven’t prised 
me away from Trisha to tell me what football team 
Big Toff supports have you? I told you when he was 
in my tum that there was a chance he might not be an 
Arsenal fan!” 
    “No. No. It’s slightly more serious than that.” Only 
slightly? 
    “Well what is it then?” 
    “Err… I think that Big Toff might be err…” Milly 
nodded his head repeatedly to one side and drooped 
his paw, “that way inclined.” 
    “That way inclined? Milly what are you talking 
about?” 
    Milly continued to nod his head to one side. “You 
know?” I’m not really sure what he was hoping to 
achieve by nodding his head to one side but he 
continued doing it anyway! I don’t know why he 
couldn’t just come out and say that he thought Big 
Toff was… err… you know… that way… errr… you 
know. 
    “No Milly, I don’t. You’re going to have to be 
clearer.” 
    “How much clearer can I be?” sighed Milly.  
    “A lot.” 
    “Well it’s… it’s difficult… Look alright put it this 
way, before we know it Big Toff might be dying his 
fur pink and asking to be known as Big Lilly.” 
    “Big Lilly? Milly, are you feeling okay?” 
    “No not really. I’ve just seen my son, a chip off the 
old block, snogging Lenny!” 
    A look of horror dawned on Corny’s face; she had 
finally understood what he was trying to tell her. 
“You what?” 
    “I know. I couldn’t believe it. My son, batting for 
the wrong team!” 
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    “Forget sport Milly! This is far more important.” 
    “What?” Milly was confused. “Oh no. No. I wasn’t 
talking about cricket. It’s an expression for… one of 
those.” 
    “Oh right,” nodded Corny understandingly. 
“Why’s it batting and not fielding?” 
    “What?” 
    “I said why…” 
    “Yes I heard what you said dear but it’s not really 
important right now is it?” 
    “No, I just wondered that’s all. ‘Cause it’s the same 
principal isn’t it? Batting and fielding.” 
    “Well alright then, he’s fielding for the wrong team. 
Now what are we going to do?” 
    “I don’t know.” 
    “Well that’s a lot of use isn’t it?” 
    “Well I’m sorry,” snapped Corny sarcastically, “but 
I was just gearing myself up for a punch-up on Trisha 
and I didn’t expect you to come along and drop 
something like this on me.” 
    “Well I’m sorry; I should have waited ‘until the end 
of Trisha shouldn’t I?” 
    “Yes well you should have but never mind. Now 
then, are you sure about what you saw?” 
    “Oh absolutely. I was out in the garden digging 
Arthur’s grave (as you do) and I saw Big Toff talking 
to Lenny.” 
    “Well talking is perfectly innocent,” argued Corny. 
    “Yes wait for it! Anyway, where was I? Oh yes, so I 
saw Big Toff and I waved to try and attract his 
attention but he didn’t see me. Then the next thing I 
know Lenny’s lunging in and let’s just say Big Toff 
wasn’t fighting him off! I take it you didn’t see 
anything.” 
    “No I was…” 
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    “… watching Trisha,” Milly finished for her. “Yes, 
I’ve gathered.” 
    “Alright no need to get sarky. Now do you think it 
might be possible that you were mistaken?” 
    “Mistaken?” 
    “Yes. Could they not actually have been kissing? 
Your eyes have always been a bit dodgy.” I think 
Corny might have started clutching at straws. 
    “Yes but there’s a bit of difference between not 
being whether the car over the road is a T reg or an R 
reg and not being sure whether your son is snogging 
another male bear or… well what else could they 
have been doing?” 
    “Err… they could have been… whispering in each 
other’s ear.”  
    “Whispering in each other’s ear? Corny I saw them 
do this:” Milly felt that a demonstration was called for 
so he grabbed hold of Corny’s head, thrust her 
towards him and kissed her passionately for thirty 
seconds. Then he let her go. I’m not one to be finicky 
but Lenny had kissed Big Toff for thirty two seconds, 
not thirty!  
    After several seconds of heavy panting, well to be 
fair she hadn’t had time to take a deep breath before 
going in, Corny inquired, “Did they do it for that 
long?” 
    But Milly had a big grin on his face, was rubbing 
his paws together and seemed to be in his own little 
world; I think he might have enjoyed that! 
    “Milly?” 
    Milly snapped out of his daydream; I dread to think 
what that was about! “What?” 
    “Did Lenny and Big Toff kiss for that long?” 
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    “Yes. I wouldn’t dream of enjoying myself at a time 
like this,” Milly reassured her, but I couldn’t help 
noticing the cheeky little smile on his mouth. 
    “No of course you wouldn’t… Anyway, going back 
to it, are you sure that they couldn’t just have been 
showing their affection for each? They are half 
brothers don’t forget.” 
    “Just showing their affection? Corny, Mickey’s my 
full brother but I think you’d still be a bit worried if I 
showed my affection like that wouldn’t you?” 
    “Well… yes probably,” snapped Corny, “but I’m 
just trying to think of an explanation.” 
    “There is an explanation. Big Toff’s a…” 
    “Thank you Milly, that isn’t helpful at all!” 
    “I’m just being honest dear. We’ve got to face facts. 
Big Toff’s… that way inclined.” 
    “Well he won’t be by the time I’ve finished with 
him! Come on,” Corny grabbed hold of Milly’s paw 
and started tugging him towards the dining room 
door, “we can cure him of this!” So I wonder what 
medicine Doctor Corny was going to prescribe! 
    “But what are you going to do?” asked Milly. 
    “You’ll have to wait and see,” Corny told him 
dragging him along behind her. Basically she didn’t 
know herself yet! 
    As Milly and Corny disappeared into the dining 
room I noticed Mickey making his way across the 
lawn and onto the patio with the mucky trowel in his 
paw. Surely he wasn’t going to bring that dirty old 
thing into Mrs Partridge’s living roo… 
    Yep, he was! 
    Marching in through the patio doors he didn’t seem 
to notice that bits of mud were dropping off the 
trowel and onto Mrs Partridge’s lime green carpet. 
Not that they were going to make much difference to 
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the overall appearance! It could do with something to 
dull the brightness a bit! 
    After standing in the doorway, looking about him, 
for a couple of seconds he called up to Samantha on 
the settee, “Hey, have you seen Milly?” 
    A disgruntled Samantha sighed and muttered 
something about, “Interruption after flipping 
interruption,” she replied, “He was in here a minute 
ago; interrupting Trisha.” 
    “Do you know where he is now?” 
    Without taking her eyes off the screen she waved 
her arm absentmindedly in the direction of the dining 
room, “Oh they went off in there somewhere.”  
    “Thanks.” Mickey turned to make his way towards 
the dining room, but then paused. “Oh… I can’t be 
bothered!” 
    “That’s nice.” 
    Dropping his trowel onto the carpet (that was going 
to leave a stain!) Mickey skipped towards the settee, 
obviously with the intention of watching Trisha. Oh, a 
bear’s life could be such fun! 
    But six and half minutes later, by the time Mickey 
had climbed up onto the settee, dragged a cushion 
next to Samantha for him to sit on, fluffed the cushion 
and positioned himself comfortably on it he was 
greeted with the sound of: 
    Der, de, de, der, der, der, der, de dum. The End. 
    “That is absolutely typical!” Mickey groaned. 
    Samantha, however, found it frightfully amusing 
and she burst out laughing. “Trust you, ay? No, it 
happens to me all the time. Just as I’ve managed to 
prise John away from the wrinkly’s tales of what it 
was like to live through World War II, the blinking 
programme’s just finishing!” 
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    Not wanting to acknowledge who the “wrinkly” 
was Mickey swiftly changed the subject. “Before I 
forget I most apologise for hitting John before. It was 
very childish; I don’t know what came over me.” 
    “Oh it’s alright. He needs a good whack every now 
and then just to keep him in line… I’m sorry about 
hitting you as well. I didn’t know the circumstances at 
that point.” And you still don’t! 
    “Oh it’s fine; you were right to be cross… Anyway 
have I missed anything good on Trisha?” 
    “I don’t love my husband any more.” 
    A grin creased Mickey’s face as he asked, “Was that 
the topic or was that you talking?” 
    “Oi cheeky!” 
    “Sorry. Only joking.” 
    “Yeah I know… Actually…”  
    “Actually what?” 
    “Nothing.” 
    “Well it must have been something or you 
wouldn’t have mentioned it.” 
    “Really it was nothing,” she reassured him, 
beaming falsely.  
    “Samantha,” Mickey began awkwardly, “you and 
Jean have been friends for a long time and you’ve 
known me a while as well. So I’d like to think that if 
there was something bothering you then you’d be 
able to talk to one of us about it.” 
    “Of course I would.” 
    “Well?” 
    Samantha ignored the question at first and instead 
reached out and picked up the remote control. After 
fumbling with it for ten seconds or so (well the 
buttons were designed for fingers not paws) she 
turned the TV off. “Oh it’s nothing really, it’s just…” 
    “Go on,” he encouraged. 
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    “Oh me and John have been going through a bit of 
a bad patch that’s all.” 
    Gulping Mickey tried to feign surprise; he knew 
what this was about. “Oh really? What sort of bad 
patch?” 
    “Oh he’s just been a bit distant, that’s all.” 
    “Distant? For how long?” 
    “Well I don’t think he’s been the same since he 
walked out when Catherine announcing she was 
pregnant.” 
    “Oh.” Mickey gulped again. I could see the words 
‘Does she know?’ written all over his face. 
    “So I assumed that he wanted another baby and 
Catherine saying she was pregnant had brought it all 
home. When I asked to John about it he said that’s 
what it was” 
    “That’s probably it then.” 
    “Yes but thinking about it, this distantness has been 
going on longer than that. He hasn’t been himself for 
months. I just wish that he’d tell me what it is that’s 
bothering. They say a problem shared is a problem 
halved.” Whoever they are. 
    “Well… yes, I’d like to think that Jean would 
confide in me if something was bothering her.” A 
scowl came to his face as he thought back to earlier 
that day when Jean had confided in him about John’s 
affair after months of keeping it to herself.  
    “And I should hope so to. A marriage is nothing if 
there’s no trust… Anyway, what I’m really worried 
about is that John might be having an affair!” Weren’t 
those two sentences slightly contradictory? 
    “An affair?” Mickey did his best to sound 
surprised. “Who with?” 
    “Oh I don’t know anything like that. It’s just a 
vague suspicion. I’ve always boasted to Catherine 
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that I’d know if John was having an affair.” It had to 
be Catherine, didn’t it? “I’d notice the change in his 
behaviour and these past few months I have noticed a 
changed. 
    “Oh.” 
    “You and John are quite good friends aren’t you?” 
    “Were. Our friendship ended this morning.” 
    “Oh I’m sure he’ll forgive you for punching him. It 
was only over something silly.” 
    Covering his mouth with his paw he murmured, “I 
wasn’t talking about that.” 
    “What?” Samantha had the ears of an elephant. 
And the legs! 
    “Oh nothing.” 
    “Oh right. Anyway, as I was saying, you and John 
are good friends so I was just wondering if he’s have 
confided in you about what was bothering him.” 
    “No I’m afraid not.” 
    “He hasn’t mentioned an affair?” 
    “No,” replied Mickey, trying to sound confident. 
Well it’s not as if he was really lying. I mean John 
hadn’t mentioned an affair, had he? 
    “Oh well. I thought as much.” She added, “You 
wouldn’t tell me if he had, would you?” 
    Mickey did his best to look offended, “Of course I 
would!” but he ended up looking like he had wind!  
    “Sorry,” Samantha apologised. “I shouldn’t have 
said that.” 
    “It’s alright,” Mickey reassured her, as he reached 
out and put a comforting paw on her shoulder. 
Samantha’s head spun round at the sudden fur-on-fur 
contact. But on seeing Mickey’s strong, furry paw 
(you thought I was going to say something else then!), 
she smiled up at the warm, loveable face. Mickey 
returned the favour but I was guessing that his smile 
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was hiding guilty feelings. He probably desperately 
wanted to tell Samantha the truth but just knew that 
he couldn’t. For Jean’s sake and for Chester’s. Though 
at this present moment it didn’t look as if he was 
giving much thought to the former. “It’s alright,” he 
repeated, having obviously not been able to think of 
anything else to say. But Samantha appeared to have 
been comforted by his words and his touch and she 
looked lovingly into his eyes. And as I watched, their 
two furry bodies became slowly drawn together like 
two magnets, and their lips were heading for a 
collision.  
    “No you said…” 
    “No it’s no good arguing Milly! You’re useless! You 
just can’t do anything right!” 
    Milly and Corny had returned to the lounge in the 
middle of a full blown argument. Mickey and 
Samantha sprung away from each other as if someone 
had spun one of the magnets around. Oh yes, I know 
all about magnets. I don’t know how many times I’d 
had to suffer hearing Santa trying to explain to 
various bears about magnetic lawns. Or was it fields? 
    Mickey and Samantha quickly lay back on their 
cushions, trying to pretend that the previous moment 
hadn’t happened. But if they were doing it for Milly 
and Corny’s benefit then they needn’t have bothered. 
They were far too busy screeching and waving their 
arms at each other.  
    “Now hang on Corny! I said to you “I’m not going 
now ‘cause he’s with Lenny and Little Toff,” but you 
just wouldn’t listen.” 
    “And I said “Well you’ll just have to get him away 
from Lenny and Little Toff then.”” 
    “No you ain’t (didn’t)! You said “Well if you’re too 
much of a scaredy pants then I’ll have to go.”” And 
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then you go and lose your bottle and only end up 
asking him whether he’s had a comb this morning 
and then come back and start shouting at me.” 
    “Well it’s all your fault!” 
    “My fault that you were too shy?” 
    “No you were too shy. I wouldn’t have had to go if 
you hadn’t bottled out.” 
    “But there wouldn’t have been a problem if you 
hadn’t bottled out!” 
    “Well… well you shouldn’t have made me do it! 
You’re the male bear. You should have taken charge!” 
    “But I didn’t say I wouldn’t do it. I just said wait 
until Lenny and Little Toff had gone.” 
    “Well they weren’t going to flipping go were they? 
They were playing Pogs and you know how long that 
can go on for! Especially when Little Toff nicks one to 
spice things up a bit!” That’s my Little Toff! “And I 
wasn’t going to stand around until they got bored. It 
wouldn’t have been long before Santa or Penny 
would have roped us in to helping with Arthur’s 
funeral.” 
    “I’ve already been roped into it, remember? I 
should be out there digging the grave!” 
    “Oh well, if you think that that’s more important 
than your son’s future…”  
    The argument droned on. 
    Breaking the awkward silence between herself and 
Mickey, Samantha asked, “So then, are you looking 
forward to remarrying Jean tomorrow?” 
    “Yes, of course,” he retorted defensively. “Why 
wouldn’t I be?” 
    “Alright, don’t be such a touchy git!” The things 
bears picked up from TV programmes! “Nothing’s 
just happened, alright? We’ve just been quietly sitting 
here. Understand?” 
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    “Perfectly,” agreed Mickey, looking relieved.  
    “Good. Now then, are you looking forward to 
remarrying Jean?” 
    “Well… I should be,” he answered hesitantly. “It’s 
just that by remarrying her I’m saying that she can 
have as many affairs as she wants, she can drive my 
brother to try and kill himself and I’ll still take her 
back, I’ll still give her a second chance.” 
    “But at Catherine and Chester’s wedding you 
begged her to take you back.” 
    “Yes, because I still love her.” 
    “Then what’s your problem?” 
    “I’m just worried that the other bears will be 
laughing at me. They’ll probably all be thinking; what 
a idiot for giving her another chance after all she’s 
done. Now don’t get me wrong I’m not going to 
divorce her because of what other bear’s might be 
thinking; I’m perfectly happy to stay with her but I’m 
just worried that the other bears might think I’m silly 
if I remarry her.” 
    “Stuff what the other bears think! It’s what you 
think that counts.” 
    “Yes I suppose.” 
    “And I really don’t think that the other bears will 
think you’re silly. I mean Jean’s forgiven you when 
you’ve had affairs. Me and you had an affair for 
goodness sake and Jean was really reasonable about 
that. Especially as I’m one of her best friends.” 
    “Yes but, if you remember, when I went to tell her 
the truth about us I found her in bed with Milly.” 
    “Oh yes, I’d forgotten about that.” Things like that 
happened so often they tended not to stand out! 
    “Yes, well I haven’t.” 
    “Okay, well have you discussed your concerns with 
Jean then?” 
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    “Nah, she’ll only think I don’t want to marry her 
and don’t love her any more and that just isn’t the 
case. It’s just that I’d like to think that I’ve earned 
respect in this community for being a tough bear so I 
don’t want to come across as a soft mat.” How about 
a Welcome mat then? “And Jean’s got enough on her 
plate at the minute what with Arthur’s funeral and 
Catherine taking over the organising of the wedding.” 
    “Well if you want I can have a quiet word with 
Catherine. Tell her to butt out a bit.” 
    “Oh would you? That would be… very kind of 
you.” 
    “No problem. So, anyway, are you going to marry 
Jean tomorrow or not?” 
    “Mm… yes… I suppose so.” 
    “Even though you don’t want to?” 
    “No, it’s not that I don’t want to, I just… oh I don’t 
know what I want.” 
    “Well you’re going to have to make up your mind 
before tomorrow.” 
    “Oh I already have. I’ll marry her again if that’s 
what she wants. You’re right; it doesn’t matter what 
the other bears think. I love her and that’s all that 
counts. I was just being silly that’s all. I was just a bit 
annoyed with her. You see… she told me something 
this morning that she should have told me months 
ago. But she had her reasons…” 
    “What was it she should have told you?” Gosh, she 
was nosy wasn’t she? 
    The question took Mickey aback; he couldn’t 
exactly tell her now could he? He shifted awkwardly 
on his cushion as he replied, “Oh… err… nothing.” 
Hastily he sprung to his feet, explaining, “I best be 
getting back; John’ll be wondering where I’ve got to.” 
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    “Yes,” she agreed, before adding cheekily, “and we 
wouldn’t want him coming to look for you and 
finding us in a clinch would we now?” 
    Mickey edged uneasily away. “We… we weren’t in 
a clinch,” protested Mickey, defensively.  
    Smiling Samantha waved a dismissive paw, “It’s 
alright, I was only joking! God, you need to lighten 
up a bit.” 
    Managing a weak smile to show he had now got 
the ‘joke’, he agreed. “Oh er… yes, quite. Anyway, I 
best be off.” He raised his paw in a gesture of 
goodbye but didn’t immediately turn to go. Instead 
he lingered on the settee, staring thoughtfully at 
Samantha who had started fumbling about for the 
remote again. Having turned the TV back on she 
sensed his presence, looked up and smiled back at 
him. Embarrassed that she had seen him looking 
Mickey shyly muttered, “Bye,” before scurrying away 
towards the edge of the settee, tripping up as he went. 
Well if he will insist in dashing about like that! 
    Once he had disappeared over the edge of the 
settee, Samantha shook her head in mock disgust and 
tutted, “Samantha you little devil! What would John 
say?” 
    Outside in the garden, John continued to dig the 
grave. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
234

CHAPTER 14 
 
    It was three o’clock.  
    Outside in the garden light rain had started to fall 
again but nevertheless all of the bears (yes all of them) 
were gathered around the hole in the middle of Mr 
Partridge’s once immaculate lawn. About a metre 
away from this was a pile of the soil and grass which 
had once filled it in. It was in this that Little Toff was 
now crawling about in looking for the Pog he had 
‘accidentally’ thrown into it! Huh, any excuse to get 
dirty!  
    Some of the bears, like Chester, Penny, Jean and 
Mickey were wearing black armbands as a mark of 
respect. This might seem like a simple enough gesture 
but it had caused rather a bit of trouble I can tell you. 
Penny had nipped into the study while Catherine 
wasn’t looking and nicked a big piece of black 
material and cut it up into armbands. Needless to say 
when Catherine discovered that somebody had 
nicked the bride’s dress she was less than amused! 
That image of a fuming Catherine storming out of the 
study waving a fragment of the black material about 
as evidence will stay with me forever! Then when she 
saw the bears wearing Jean’s dress on their arms, fur 
began to fly! And even more fur began to fly when 
Jean found out that Catherine had wanted her to wear 
a black wedding dress! 
    Luckily things had now calmed down and Chester 
had managed to persuade Catherine to go to the 
funeral and all the bears were now present. Actually 
persuade was probably the wrong word. Chester had 
said, “You’re going,” Catherine had said, “Bog you!” 
but Chester had dragged her along anyway saying 
that she need to, “pay her respects.” Luckily Chester 
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didn’t hear Catherine’s offer to “bung a couple of 
quid in the coffin.”  
    Anyway she had agreed to go to the funeral but she 
had decided that she had too much to do for Jean’s 
wedding to leave off so as she now stood by the grave 
she had a piece of purple material and a piece of 
disgusting chocolate coloured material in her paws 
and was sewing them together! 
    Chester and Mickey were standing on opposite 
sides of the grave holding on to separate ends of a 
piece of string that was tied around the shoebox that 
was hovering just above the grave. They were 
obviously going to lower the coffin into the grave.  
    Santa stood at the far end of the grave holding Mrs 
Partridge’s Bible in his paws and had the black collar 
he always wore when he was the vicar, (I made him 
sound like a rap artist!) around his neck.  
    Dong. Dong. Dong. The local church struck three 
o’clock and Santa begun the ceremony. This had 
obviously been his cue! 
    “We are gathered here today to celebrate (couldn’t 
they at least wait until he was buried?) Arthur’s life. 
Tragically we didn’t pay him the attention he 
deserved in life so I’m glad to see that every single 
member of the bear community is here today to pay 
him that attention in death. As you probably know, 
Arthur ended his days alone, with no companions 
apart from God. We can take some comfort in 
knowing that he has been reunited with his only 
friend.” Being the resourceful bear that she was 
Penny had brought a pawkerchief outside with her 
and she now passed this around as tears began to roll 
down a few bears’ cheeks. “But we must not forget 
that Lucy abandoned him. We abandoned him. And 
we can only hope that God and Arthur will look 
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down on us; paw in paw, and forgive us. And I’m 
sure that I speak for all of us when I say that I hope 
that we can turn his death into a positive in so much 
as―” 
    “Oh bog it; I’ve pricked me paw!” 
    Every single bear turned to look at Catherine 
distastefully and gave her a stern look. Especially 
Chester who looked repulsed and embarrassed that 
his wife had interrupted a funeral service. But 
Catherine didn’t seem to notice; she was too busy 
shoving her paw in her mouth to try and ease the 
pain! 
    Though when she realised Santa had suddenly 
stopped talking to looked up, took her paw out her 
mouth and demanded, “What you stopped for? Some 
of us have got things to do today!” 
    Santa smiled politely at her and coughed before 
continuing with the service. “Anyway as I was 
saying, I want to be able to turn Arthur’s death into a 
positive in so much as…” Santa’s words drifted away. 
My attention had been grabbed by the bear who had 
just come walking along the patio and was now 
standing in the doorway to the lounge. He was a 
rather tatty bear, his faded brown faded was matted 
and there were several bare patches where his fur had 
fallen out. He was rather small, certainly no taller 
than ten inches, his frail little body was rather 
crooked, he walked with a limp and he was dripping 
wet. Basically he was in the wars! But who on earth 
was he? 
    After casting a confused glance at the proceedings 
on the lawn, he limped slowly (painstakingly slowly!) 
into the room. Come on get a move on, I haven’t got 
all day! I want to know who you are. 
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    Now I know what you’re thinking, you’re thinking 
why didn’t I just call down to him and ask, “Who the 
hell are you?” but it’s not in my nature to be nosy.  
    Suddenly he stopped. Well it was hardly sudden 
because he’d hardly been moving before but there we 
go. Slowly (he seemed incapable of doing anything 
fast) he inclined his head upwards and took in his 
new surroundings. He lifted up his paw, which 
looked as if most of the stuffing had fallen out of, to 
rub something invisible out of his eyes. But it 
obviously helped him to see because after he’d done 
that he started peering curiously up at my shelf. After 
a few seconds of trying to focus his eyes he blinked 
and then rubbed his eyes again as if he couldn’t 
believe what he was seeing. Well that was just 
charming that was! He comes in off the streets into 
our house and then insults me before he’s even opened 
his mouth! The cheek of some bears! 
    “Er… hello?” he called up to me in a weak, 
quavering voice. “Is there anybody there?” 
    “Yes I’m here,” I retorted peevishly.  
    “Oh… right. I think there’s something wrong with 
my eyes. You look like a furry mess of luminous 
orange.” I didn’t reply. “Anyway, it’s nice to be 
inside. It’s absolutely freezing out there.”  
    I felt like saying, “That’s nice but this isn’t a drop in 
centre for homeless bears,” but I didn’t.  
    As if he had read my thoughts he coughed and then 
croaked, “Oh yes. How rude of me? (Glad you said it 
mate!) I haven’t introduced myself.” 
    Again I had to bite my beak to avoid blurting out, 
“I couldn’t give a monkey’s, I’m not a social worker!” 
    He held out his paw (his eyes really were playing 
up unless he thought I had a twenty foot wing!) and 
introduced himself. “I’m Arthur.” 
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    I almost fell off my shelf. I thought I’d seen him 
before but how could this be Arthur? There was only 
one explanation; I was dreaming and he wasn’t really 
there. 
    With the risk of talking to thin air, I asked,” But 
aren’t you… aren’t you…?” 
    “… freezing?” he completed, thinking he was 
clever. No, dead? “Yes absolutely shivering, but I’ll be 
alright once I take in a bit of central heating.” 
    “Oh good.” 
    “You’re Chris aren’t you?” 
    “Ye…es,” I replied hesitantly. Well after a dead 
bear’s just walked into the living room I think it’s 
understandable that I’m not even sure of my own 
name. 
    “Oh right. So then Chris, tell me, what’s going on in 
the garden?” he asked pointing a frail arm in the 
direction of his funeral. 
    How awkward! There was two ways I could pawle 
this; I could either tell him straight what was 
happening or I could go all the way round the world, 
waffle on a bit and generally try and soften up the 
shock. But you know me better than that. 
    “They’re burying you in the garden!”  
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CHAPTER 15 
 
    Seven minutes and sixteen seconds later, Milly and 
Mickey were lifting Chester out of Arthur’s grave. 
    Arthur had taken the news that he was being 
buried in the garden very well and had immediately 
limped over to the congregation, interrupting the 
service with the words, “Alright folks? I’m Arthur.” 
Chester had promptly passed out into the grave! 
    The congregation had started to disperse and the 
bears were making their way back to the house. 
Mickey, Milly, Chester, Catherine and Jean were the 
only ones who remained by the grave.  
    “Well of all the things!” exclaimed Catherine, “you 
go to all that trouble to organise someone’s funeral for 
them and they have the cheek to come back from the 
dead! The front of some bears today!” Jean gave 
Catherine a disbelieving look. She had the most front 
out of anyone! “And talking of going to a load of 
trouble for someone, you ask me to help organise 
your wedding for you and then you don’t lift a paw. 
Not a paw. I know I’m good but I can’t be expected to 
do it all on my own, it just isn’t on. I mean a favours a 
favour but you’ve started taking liberties.” 
    “Now hang on! I’d like to help but…” 
    “Oh yes, it’s all very well coming out with empty 
promises after you’ve already left me to work me 
behind off! And I haven’t even had a word of 
gratitude. Not a word.” 
    “Well…” 
    Catherine held up her paw. “No. No. It’s too late. 
You’ve missed you chance now. Anyone can say 
thank you when they’ve got a paw up their bum!” I 
know all about that! 
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    “Actually I was going to say if you want me to 
help…” 
    “No. No. It’s no good offering now. You can’t just 
wait until it’s convenient for you before you decide to 
take an interest in your wedding.” 
    “But I’ve been…” 
    “Yes I’m sure there’s excuses, but I really don’t 
have time to listen to fairy stories about how you’ve 
been organising funerals for living bears. And to be 
perfectly frank Jeanie I don’t need you now! Earlier 
today maybe, but not now. I’ve got a timetable drawn 
up in me head now, of all the things I’ve got to do 
before tomorrow. I don’t know what you were 
thinking, arranging the wedding for that soon but 
there we go. You probably wanted to see me pushed 
to the limits. But anyway, you’d be doing more harm 
than good by poking your nose in now. You’d 
completely mess my system up and I wouldn’t know 
if I was going or coming. You’d get me in such a 
fluster I’d probably end up forgetting to do 
something, like finding Lucy’s brother skateboard out 
the larder…” 
    “Skateboard?” 
    “Yes, well how else do you think you’re going to 
arrive? No anyway, the best thing you can do now is 
butt out and go let Penny pamper you up a bit. You’re 
probably beyond help but she might be able to do 
something with your fur.” 
    Annoyed at this, Jean protested, “There’s nothing 
wrong with my…” 
    But Catherine rambled on, “Now if it was me I’d 
probably dye it pink. You’d still look a mess but at 
least you’d look relatively cool and you might be able 
to convince everyone you were going for the 
distressed look.” 
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    A fuming Jean was about to respond until Chester, 
who was being held up by Mickey and Milly by the 
side of the grave, began to come round. “Arthur… 
Arthur… where’s Arthur?” 
    “It’s alright Chester,” his father reassured him, 
“he’s fine. Penny and Santa have taken him inside.” 
    “Mm,” agreed Catherine, moving to her husband’s 
side, “he’s only been alive a few minutes and they’re 
already boring the backside off him!” 
    “Really Catherine,” admonished Chester weakly.  
    “Try not to speak,” his mother told him, placing a 
mothering paw on his arm. 
    “Yes, I think that’s for the best,” Catherine told him 
patronisingly. “Now don’t worry but I’ve got to go 
and crack on with the wedding preparations. I’m 
going to leave you with Milly and your Mum and 
Dad. Try not to panic; they’re not as scary as they first 
look. And I bet your eyes are still a bit blurred aren’t 
they?” 
    “Yes. A little bit.” 
    “That’s good. Now if you don’t try and focus them 
it shouldn’t be too bad.” Leaning forward she kissed 
her husband on the cheek before turning on her heel 
and waddling back towards the house. As an 
afterthought she called over her shoulder, “If he flops 
again then come and let me know. But don’t forget to 
knock on the door first. And if you can see I’m doing 
something then don’t even bother knocking. Not 
unless he’s really on his last breath. Actually on 
second thoughts, don’t even bother coming and 
finding me if he’s not on his last breath. I don’t want 
to be pestered every time he sneezes!” 
    Jean shook her head slowly in disgust and tutted, 
before turning back to Chester.  
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    “Father,” Chester was saying, “how is it that dear 
Arthur has come back from the dead? How is it that 
he’s alive?” 
    Smiling warmly at his son, Mickey leant close to 
him so that his furry face almost touched Chester’s 
then he replied slowly so that the dazed Chester 
would understand, “I – don’t – know – Chester – son. 
He – must – have – escaped – from – the – loft – 
somehow.” Dear oh dear! Bears could be so 
patronising some times. He’d only passed out for 
goodness sake! 
    Backing away from his father’s face Chester uttered 
under his breath, “Oh dear Lord. Catherine was 
right!” 
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CHAPTER 16 
 
    Supported by Santa and Penny, Arthur came 
slowly hobbling through the patio doors. Not ones to 
waste time, Santa and Penny were already deep in 
conversation with Arthur. 
    “… must have been absolutely terrifying?” Penny 
was prompting. 
    “Oh it was. I was just sitting there quietly; minding 
my own business and thinking of Marlene and 
then…” 
    “Marlene?” inquired Santa, pretending to be 
intrigued. 
    Arthur smiled; fondly remembering the past. “Oh 
she was a very attractive and lovely bear (don’t get 
Penny started!) that I went out with when I was 
younger. A lot younger… No, I often think of her. She 
was just…” Arthur’s words trailed off as he conjured 
up pictures of the wonderful Marlene (not that I met 
her mind you- just being polite), “… perfect,” he 
completed. Absolutely perfect.” Grinning like a 
teenager he added, “She had curves in all the right 
places and thighs to die for!” Penny and Santa 
exchanged prudish glances. One really oughtn’t to 
say such things! “We were going to get married you 
know?” 
    “Really?” prompted Santa. 
    “Oh yes. I took her into next-door’s garden. There 
used to be a little gap under the fence and we slipped 
underneath and went into the greenhouse that used 
to be there. I’d wanted to do it somewhere exotic and 
deserted and somewhere she didn’t see everyday of 
her life.” Penny and Santa exchanged more repulsed 
looks. They were obviously conjuring up ideas in 
their mind of what “it” was. But hang about; it’s not 
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as if George was delivered by the fairies! “And then 
once I’d told her how much I loved her I got down on 
one knee, took out the ring I’d hidden in a Plantpot 
the day before and asked her to marry me.” 
    Welling up, Penny exclaimed, “Oh how lovely! Did 
she say yes?” 
    “Yes; immediately. It was…” a tear glistened in 
Arthur’s eye, “… it was the happiest moment of my 
life. I thought it meant that I was going to be with the 
love of my life for the rest of my life.” 
    “What happened?” inquired Santa, sounding 
genuinely intrigued. 
    “Oh, she left me for my best friend.” Bears were so 
unoriginal! “He had an uncle living in a house not far 
away, so after I found out about the affair, he decided 
to start a new life with him. Naturally Marlene went 
with him and I never saw her again.” 
    “Oh no, that’s awful!” announced Penny. “Really 
awful.” Oh dear, was that the new buzz word? 
    “Yes, it was. I was inconsolable for months 
afterwards, but it was a long time ago now. No point 
getting worked up about something that happened 
over ten years ago. But I still think about her 
occasionally. And that’s what I was doing when I 
realised the loft was on fire.” 
    “Yes, going back to that… How did the fire start?” 
Santa asked. 
    “I’ve no idea, I’m afraid. As I say, I was deep in 
thought about dear old Marlene when I got a whiff of 
burning. I looked up and saw that the other side of 
the loft was on in flames and there was smoke 
everywhere. The fire had already spread across the 
trap door in the floor, so I couldn’t get down that 
way. I only had one other option. Going up through 
the chimney. I’ve always been a fairly skinny bear so I 
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knew I had a chance. But then again I’m not as 
athletic as I once so it was pretty tricky. It was 
actually the getting into it that was the difficult bit. 
Once I was in it was fairly easy just to slide myself up. 
Forcing myself out the top was quite a task but once I 
could smell the fresh air, something I hadn’t smelt for 
years, I knew I was safe. Then I somehow managed to 
climb down the drainpipe, onto the roof at the front 
of the house. I was just climbing down when I heard 
an explosion at the back of the house. I know I should 
have gone back up onto the roof to check you were all 
alright but it was lucky I didn’t ‘cause I only just had 
time to start climbing down another drainpipe when I 
saw the roof explode. It was quite impressive really; 
like a really mad firework display, but it made me 
realise what a lucky escape I’d had. Though we all die 
sometime I suppose. Or do we?” he chuckled, as if 
this was hysterical. “Anyway… when I got down 
onto the drive I couldn’t decide whether to go round 
to the back of the house and make sure you’d all got 
out safely. But then I thought, no. They’re never been 
concerned about me; stuck up in the loft for all those 
years. Except Chester that is and he only stumbled 
across me by chance.” 
    Looking slightly ashamed Santa tried to explain, 
“Well we would have come and visited you but… 
erm…” 
    “Hey Santa! Wait up!” Santa was saved from 
making up a fanciful excuse by Pete, who came 
dashing up behind them in an amusing cross between 
hobbling and jogging, that I’ve decide to name 
hoggling. 
    “Oh hi there Pete,” greeted Santa, turning round. 
    “Hi. I’m glad I caught you. I wanted to ask you 
about the book club. John said we’ve got to read 
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Macbeth but I just wondered when the meeting’s 
going to be. John didn’t seem to know.” 
    “No, well we haven’t decided yet.” 
    “Oh right. I just wondered when I’ve got to get it 
read by, that’s all. I mean I’ve read Macbeth before 
but I’d like to remind myself before the debate.” 
    “Ooa I really don’t think it’s going to be as heated 
as a debate. It oughtn’t to be at any rate.” 
    “Absolutely,” agreed Penny, “we don’t want things 
getting out of control. At the end of the day it’s only a 
little bit of educational fun!” I think that most bears 
would argue that those two words couldn’t be used in 
the same sentence! But Santa backed her up: 
    “Yes quite. But anyway, going back to it, I think the 
errr… discussion is going to be on Thursday some 
time. But if you’re interested in refreshing yourself of 
the play, Penny’s holding a little reading in the 
lounge tonight. Anyone can come but it’s mainly for 
the book club members. Penny’s going to get a copy 
of Macbeth from the study and read it out to everyone 
so they’ll know the story in time for Thursday.” 
    “Well actually Santa I’ve been thinking about that 
and I’ve thought of a much better way of doing it.” 
Waving her arms about enthusiastically, Penny 
explained, “You see what I thought is I could give 
everyone who comes along a part in the play. No-
one’ll be left out because there are plenty of roles to 
go round. There’ll probably be more characters than 
there are bears but we double up so that isn’t an 
obstacle. And what I’ll do before tonight is to go 
through the play and make a note of all the 
characters, so when a bear arrives at the meeting 
tonight I can put their name down next to a role. This 
way we can really bring Shakespeare’s play to life and 
I think if they’ve actually been in the play then I think 
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they’ll understand it a lot better. And we can have a 
little bit of fun as well, you know? Maybe re-enact a 
couple of the fight scenes and… put some actions to 
the dialogue. That sort of thing. And the bears will all 
be able to have bit of a laugh and a giggle, but at the 
same time they’ll be understanding one of 
Shakespeare’s classic plays and expanding their 
knowledge of great English literature (and that was 
always pawy!).” 
    Santa stood staring at his wife in awe. “Penny, that 
is an absolutely inspired idea. Absolutely inspired. 
The bears will love it.” That was all very well but the 
bears had enough fights of their own accord without 
giving them the chance to have a punch-up with the 
excuse of understanding great English Literature. 
Penny was probably under the false illusion that the 
bears would just have a bit of a mock play fight but I 
knew the bears… “Don’t you think Pete?” 
    “Oh yes. I’m sure they’ll be overjoyed.” Did I detect 
a hint of sarcasm? 
    “Yes, I’m sure they will. And I’ve just had an 
inspired idea as well.” Spinning round Santa 
addressed Arthur. “Arthur, why don’t you join our 
book club, as well? It’d be the perfect opportunity for 
you. You’ve been stuck up in the loft for all those 
years with nothing to do, so now you’re down, you 
need to keep busy. And this would be the perfect 
chance for you to get to know the bears because there 
are probably quite a lot of them that you won’t have 
met before.” 
    “Yes, that’s true.” 
    “But you remember me though don’t you?” Pete 
inquired. 
    “I do?” 
    “Yes you must do. We were good pals.” 
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    “We were?” 
    “Yes of course we were. It’s me Pete.” 
    “No?” Arthur was disbelieving. 
    “Yes.” 
    “Pinky Pete?” Well there was quite an obvious clue 
staring him in the face!    
    “Yes, that’s me,” replied Pete, slightly embarrassed 
at having his nickname revealed. Well I would think 
that anything was better than “the old wrinkly.” 
    “Well blow me down with a trumpet!” Pardon? “I 
just can’t believe how old you look.” 
    “Oh thanks!” 
    “Oh I don’t mean to be rude but… you have gone a 
bit crinkly haven’t you?” 
    “The old wrinkly; that’s what Samantha calls me.” 
    “Who’s Samantha?” 
    “You don’t know who Samantha is?” 
    “No.” 
    “Well you’ve got an awful lot of catching up to do 
then,” Pete informed him eagerly. 
    “Great,” he replied, with a faintest hint of sarcasm. 
    “Well, where do I start? Let’s see, Samantha’s 
married to my John; you must know John?” Arthur 
nodded and he continued, “Right, well they’ve got a 
son called Toby. He’s a little diamond he is but 
Samantha on the other paw…” 
    Pete’s voice faded away into the background as he 
and Arthur, still being supported by Santa and Penny, 
(who were now being completely ignored) hobbled 
into the dining room. Or should I say hoggled? 
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CHAPTER 17 
 
    Giggling, laughing and discussing Pogs, Little Toff, 
Big Toff and Lenny made their way across the patio 
towards the lounge.  
    Hovering just a few steps behind them were Milly 
and Corny, doing their best to remain inconspicuous. 
By this I mean that every time one of the three young 
bears turned round they pretended to be deep in 
conversation with each other and so far topics such as 
the weather, the wedding and the funeral that wasn’t, 
had been discussed. Though whether this classed as 
inconspicuous was another matter! 
    “It looks as if it’s going to bucket it down again 
dear.” 
    “No, it’s alright Milly. He isn’t looking.” 
    In a louder voice Milly announced, “Really going to 
bucket it down it is!” 
    “Milly he isn’t looking I tell you!” 
    “Yes he is, I can see him out of the corner of me 
eye,” whispered Milly secretively before announcing 
brashly: “It’s going to bucket it like it’s never 
bucketed it before!” 
    “Oh for goodness sake Milly!” she shouted, losing 
her patience. “He isn’t looking!” 
    “Ssh. Ssh. He’ll hear you.” 
    “Who’ll hear you?” 
    “Ahhh!” 
    Milly and Corny almost leapt out of their fur as 
Metro popped up behind without warning. 
    “Oh I am sorry. Did I startle you?” No they just 
fancied jumping in the air for no reason! It reminded 
me of the time that the bears had held a high jump 
competition in the garden. You wouldn’t think you 
could have so much fun with two piles of books and a 
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ruler! Though it hadn’t been fun for long because 
when Catherine had failed to clear the first height she 
had started making accusations that there had been a 
lot of blowing as she had taken her jump. She had 
overlooked the fact that her attempts had almost 
snapped the ruler in half! But Santa had taken her 
accusations seriously and the ‘blowers’ had been 
removed and Catherine was given three more jumps. 
But she had still failed to clear the height and things 
had descended into chaos when she accused the 
‘blowers’ of creating a negative aura that was 
knocking the ruler off every time she went near it…  
    “Yes you flipping did!” Milly told him. 
    “Oh I do apologise most sincerely.” 
    “It’s alright. Actually you’re the very bear we 
wanted to see.” 
    “Oh!” exclaimed Metro proudly as he fluffed up the 
fur on his chest. “What it is to be in demand!” 
    “Mm. Now then, how can I put this without being 
rude?” 
    “You can’t,” answered Corny bluntly. 
    “No, you’re right, I can’t! Basically our Big Toff’s 
been corrupted by your Lenny!” 
    “Corrupted?” laughed Metro. “That’s just the 
silliest thing I’ve ever heard.” 
    “Really? Well you haven’t seen what I’ve seen, 
have you?” 
    “Apparently not. What have you seen then? Lenny 
and Big Toff robbing a bank together?” he suggested, 
giggling. 
    Milly cleared his throat nervously. “I saw…” He 
leaned forward and whispered something in Metro’s 
ear.  
    The demented smile on Metro’s face began to fade 
and a look of absolute horror replaced it. Clasping his 
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paw over his mouth he gasped, “Oh good lord no!” 
Huh! He always had to be a drama queen, didn’t he? 
If he was a human I’m sure he’d have already 
auditioned for Emmerdale! He’d probably have 
already got a role!  
    “Well what are you going to do?” demanded 
Corny, angrily. 
    “That’s a very good question indeed. I just think 
that it’s awfully lucky that we’ve been able to put the 
past behind us and we’re all on such good terms. If 
we were still arguing with each other then we 
wouldn’t be able to deal the our problem effective…” 
    “Wo! Wo! Wo!” interrupted Milly. “Our problem? 
This is your flipping problem. It’s your little pansy 
that’s been snogging my Big Toff! And who said 
nothing (anything) about good terms.” 
    “Well… you did.” 
    “Well maybe… but that was before your son 
couldn’t keep his perverted little urges to himself!” 
    “Hang about! How dare you call my son perverted? 
From what you’ve told me Big Toff was hardly 
fighting him off!” 
    “Yes… but only because he’s already been 
corrupted by Lenny. I dread to think how long this 
has been going on for. Think of all the times we’ve let 
them go off and play together. Who knows what 
they’ve been up to? I mean what about yesterday 
when they almost sizzled because they were playing 
hide and seek under the bed! Who knows what they 
might have been doing? The mind boggles! But I’m 
pretty sure hide and seek was the last thing on their 
mind! I mean why on earth would they have both 
been in the same place anyway?” 
    “Yes I thought that was funny at the time,” agreed 
Corny. 



 
252

    “Well Lenny told me that Big Toff had hidden 
under the bed, he’d found him and instead of 
carrying on with hide and seek they’d decided to play 
some other games under the bed.” 
    “Yes but what other games?” demanded Milly. 
“That is the question.” 
    “I thought that was to be or not to be?” queried 
Metro. 
    “Metro, this isn’t the time to be quoting 
Shakesqueer!” I think Milly had something on the 
brain! 
    “Alright, but if you can’t keep control of your 
children then that’s not my concern I’m afraid.” 
    “I can’t keep control of my kids? That’s the pot 
calling the kettle black isn’t it?” 
    “Well if you don’t know what your Big Toff’s been 
up to then you haven’t been keeping him on a tight 
enough leash have you? As a parent you should 
know exactly what your child’s been up to.” 
    “So you know always know what Lenny’s been 
doing do you?” 
    “Naturally.” 
    “How?” 
    “I ask him of course.” 
    “Oh right. Well isn’t that a foolproof method! I 
mean he’s bound to come and tell his Daddy that he’s 
been snogging his brother isn’t he?” 
    “Actually Milly they’re only half-brothers aren’t 
they?” 
    “Oh well, silly me for thinking we had a problem! 
Half-brother, full brother, step brother twice 
removed, does it really matter?” 
    “Well ye…” Metro broke off as he saw the anger 
boiling through Milly’s stuffing and changed his 
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mind. “No. No. I don’t suppose it does. Now what do 
you want me to do about the situation?” 
    “Well, it seems rather silly now, but we had the 
strange idea that you might want to have a word with 
Lenny and tell him to stop sticking his tongue down 
his brother’s throat!” 
    I saw the words “Half brother” on Metro’s lips but 
he managed to hold them back. 
    “Well I suppose I can have a quiet word in his ear, 
if you want.” 
    “Well we wouldn’t want to put you out,” Milly told 
him sarcastically. 
    “Oh don’t worry. I’ll wait until it’s convenient for 
me.” Dear oh dear, you could almost feel sorry for his 
gullibility! But only almost! 
    “I was being sarcastic!” 
    “Oh… Well there’s no need to take that tone of 
voice with me! There’s no to get worked up about 
this. I’m quite sure it was nothing.” 
    “Nothing? Metro, you don’t seem to understand 
the seriousness of the situation.” 
    “Quite simply because it isn’t serious. It’s perfectly 
natural. They are half brothers after all!” 
    “Oh well that explains it then!” 
    Recognising the sarcasm this time Metro waddled 
his paw in Milly’s face and told him, “Now look here 
Milly, I won’t be spoken to like that. We should be 
able to sort this out like mature bears.” 
    “Yes, but you won’t acknowledge that there’s 
nothing (anything) to sort out.” 
    “Well I just think that you’re puffing things out of 
all proportion.” 
    “Out of all proportion?” echoed Milly. “Big Toff 
and Lenny were…” 
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    “Yes, you’ve already detailed what they were doing 
thank you. But I don’t think that it was anything 
unnatural or worrying. I just think…” 
    Milly interrupted angrily. “Oh I should have 
known you’d be like this. You probably give him 
lessons in campness!” No it’s alright, you can put the 
Oxford Dictionary down; I’ve already checked and it 
isn’t in! 
    “I beg your pardon!” 
    “Don’t get trying to deny it! I’ve seen you in the 
mornings; pansying yourself up in front of the mirror 
with Lucy’s hairbrush and her make up bag! You 
must be the only bear in the whole house who 
moisturises!” 
    Metro shrugged his shoulders in embarrassment as 
he meekly argued, “Well… I like to keep myself 
looking… presentable. You only get the one set of fur 
so I want to keep it feeling soft and fluffy. Go on, have 
a feel,” he instructed, holding out his droopy paw. I 
hasten to say it but… Milly was right. Metro really 
was very camp! 
    A rather uncomfortable Milly backed away. “No… 
no… you’re alright. I’ll take your word for it.” 
    “Oh… okay. But maybe you want to have a 
squeeze of my bottom,” Metro suggested, turning 
around, bending over and thrusting his backside 
towards Milly, “it’s nice and fluffy at this time in the 
morning.” In case you’re wondering where his 
bandages had gone, Santa had been removed a few 
hours earlier as Metro had appeared to have made a 
miraculous recovery.  
    Milly and Corny, who were probably wishing that 
he still had his bandages on, looked hastily away; not 
wanting to focus their eyes on the rather large, 
‘golden’ end that was being shoved in their faces. 
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They looked about themselves in embarrassment just 
to check that nobody was watching Metro’s… 
display! 
    “And he wonders why Lenny’s turned out the way 
he has,” commented Milly to Corny. 
    “What did you say?” demanded Metro, 
straightening up and spinning round.  
    “Oh you heard, did you? I’m surprised anything 
could get past that bottom!” 
    “I beg you pardon? I’ve never heard anything so 
offensive in all my life.” 
    “Well you obviously haven’t been listening hard 
enough then, have you?” Milly quipped. 
    “How dare you? I’m well liked and highly 
respected in the bear community, if I say so myself.” 
Which he did. Frequently! “And I won’t let you 
change that with your outrageous accusations. If 
Lenny has become… erm… that way inclined then it’s 
down to your Big Toff not me. And we all know why 
he’s that way inclined, don’t we?” 
    “Hey, what do you mean by that?” 
    “Yes come on Metro,” protested Corny, getting 
involved in the argument, “that’s just silly. Milly 
isn’t… you know!” 
    “Well neither am I! Surely you can vouch for that?” 
    “Well… yes… I…” stammered Corny, rather 
uncomfortable at being put on the spot about her 
relationships (plural) with Metro, “suppose… I…” 
    “Oi,” interrupted Milly, saving Corny 
embarrassment, “if you don’t want a smack in the 
mouth then I suggest you don’t bring up your past 
err… encounters, shall we say, with my wife. If you’d 
been able to keep yourself to yourself, shall we say, 
then this problem wouldn’t be nothing (anything- this 
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was getting boring now) to do with you ‘cause Lenny 
would be my son.” 
    “Well I don’t know why you make that sound like 
good news. You’d only have ended up corrupting 
him as well!” 
    “I have not corrupted Big Toff!” Milly protested. 
“I’ve left that up to Lenny.” 
    “No don’t you try and blame Lenny. I mean let’s be 
fair, poor Big Toff’s seen you get through so many 
female bears in your time, he’s probably been put off 
them for life!” 
    There was a moment’s pause in which Milly’s 
mouth opened and closed as tried to think of a 
suitable response and then: 
    Whack! 
    A high pitched, girlish yelp later and Metro was on 
his back. 
    Big Toff, Little Toff and Lenny had just passed 
through the patio doors but on hearing the now 
familiar yelp they spun around and began running 
towards their parents. 
    “Daddy! Are you okay?” 
    “Hey Daddy! Get off him!” 
    “Go on Daddy! Fight! Fight! Fight!” 
    “Hey less of that Little Toff,” Corny ordered 
sternly, as she grabbed hold of her husband who was 
leaning threateningly over Metro. 
    “You ever say nothing (I’m not even going to 
bother!) like that again and I won’t hit you so lightly 
next time,” he threatened, shaking his paw in Metro’s 
face. 
    “Come on Milly, that’s enough.” 
    “Yes, I’d listen to your wife,” Metro told him. 
    Scowling, Milly allowed Corny to drag him away 
from Metro but not before he had growled, “If Lenny 
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comes anywhere near Big Toff again I’m going to 
have both of you, alright?” 
    “Ssh Milly. Little Toff’ll hear.” 
    Milly turned around to see the three youngsters 
running towards him. Lenny rushed over to his father 
and dropped to his knees at his side, whilst Big Toff 
and Little Toff came running over to Milly; the former 
in anger, the latter in excitement.  
    “Why did you hit Metro Daddy?” 
    “Why didn’t hit him harder Daddy?” 
    “You shouldn’t say things like that,” Milly told his 
son warmly. “Daddy’s just been very naughty and 
he’ll probably have to go and apologise to that… to 
Metro. Fighting is very bad and you should never do 
it.” 
    “Forget about that,” interspersed Big Toff 
impatiently, “I want to know what you think you 
were playing at.” 
    Temporarily ignoring him, Milly turned to Corny 
and whispered secretively, “You go and take Little 
Toff inside; have a game of Pogs with him or 
something, while I have a quiet word with Big Toff.” 
    “No,” she protested, “you can’t do it without me. I 
want to be there when we have it out with him.” 
    “No Corny,” he told her firmly. “I’ll do this. I think 
it’ll be better if it’s just me and him. You know, the 
father and son bond and all that.” 
    “But I’ll soon be able to snap him out of it.” 
    “No Corny, that’s not the way to go about things. I 
want to try the gentle tack before we start getting 
angry with him; I think that’ll have more of an 
impact. But if that doesn’t work then you can get as 
angry as you want and can try “snapping” him out of 
it.” 
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    Corny was about to protest but on seeing Little Toff 
about to insert a Pog somewhere it wasn’t meant to 
go she conceded, “Oh alright then… But don’t get 
saying anything that you think I’d say. I don’t want to 
be going over old ground when it comes to my turn… 
No Little Toff! Don’t do that! We’ll never get it out.” 
    Little Toff removed the Pog and Corny took hold of 
his paw. “There’s a good boy. Now then, you come 
inside with me and we’ll have a nice game of Pogs.” 
    “But what about Big Toff?” 
    “Won’t I do?” 
    “Yes but…” 
    “Big Toff’s just having a quick word with your 
Daddy?” 
    “I am?” 
    “Yes son you are,” Milly told him, putting his paw 
on his shoulder and guiding him along the patio. 
    “Well I’m not saying anything,” without my 
lawyer, “until you tell me why you punched Metro’s 
Dad.” Sorry for that poor joke; I’ve obviously been 
listening to too much of The Bill! “I don’t like being 
ignored.” 
    “Sorry son, I just wanted to get Little Toff out the 
way before I started our little chat.” He glanced back 
towards the house and saw Little Toff dragging 
Corny behind him as he skipped across the patio, 
whilst avidly explaining the rules of Pogs to his 
mother. Corny, who wasn’t particularly interested in 
flipping Pogs, was looking over her shoulder to see 
what was happening between Big Toff and Milly. 
“And there wasn’t just a quick answer that I could 
give you. I need to have a chat with you about a 
couple of things first, before why I hit him will make 
any sense to you.” 
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    Out of the corner of my eye I saw Lenny and Metro 
also making their way back to the house after Lenny 
had helped his father to his feet. But poor Lenny had 
made the mistake of asking: 
    “Where does it hurt Daddy?” Where doesn’t it hurt 
Daddy would have been a more appropriate 
question? 
    Metro was now in the process of alphabetically 
listing all his injuries; well he couldn’t have just listed 
them in any old order now, could he? “That violent 
animal’s triggered all my old injuries off again. I bet 
I’ll have to have my bandages on again.” I don’t know 
what his obsession with bandages was! I mean, I very 
much doubt that he needed to wear them before; 
Santa had said there was nothing wrong with him, so 
I was quite sure that he didn’t need to after a punch in 
the face. He must see them as some sort of fashion 
accessory. Somehow, I don’t think they’ll catch on! 
“Anyway, first there’s my arm…” How you can hurt 
your arm from a punch in the face is really beyond 
me but anyway; back to Milly and Big Toff.  
    “… talk to you about a rather delicate subject,” 
Milly was saying. 
    “Go on Daddy, I’m listening.” 
    Milly took a deep breath before beginning 
nervously, “Well… you see, earlier today I almost had 
a stuffing attack.” 
    “Oh dear Daddy. Are you not well?” 
    “No, no. I’m fine.” 
    “You’re not going to have one now are you?” 
    “No, no. I wouldn’t dream of it.” 
    “Oh good.” 
    “There’s absolutely nothing wrong with me; it was 
just because of something I saw.” 
    “Oh right.” 
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    “Yes, it was something really shocking that I didn’t 
expect to see.” 
    “Oh no!” Had Big Toff realised they’d been 
rumbled? “Mummy’s not having an affair again is 
she?” No, he hadn’t got a clue! 
    “No, no. Definitely not.” Well, I think definitely 
was a bit strong! You never knew when Corny would 
spring her next surprise. Santa, Arthur and Charles 
were probably the only male bears she hadn’t got her 
paws into! 
    “Oh good. But what is it you saw then? Is someone 
else having an affair?” 
    “Yes… I suppose you could say that. I certainly saw 
two bears kissing who really shouldn’t have been 
kissing.” 
    “Well that’s an affair then,” Big Toff announced 
excitedly, still oblivious to what his Dad was getting 
at. 
    “Well… not really. Neither of the two bears in 
question are otherwise attached.” 
    “Oh right.” Big Toff seemed rather baffled. “So 
what’s the problem then? They’re probably just going 
out and no one knows about it.” 
    “Yes, that could well be the case.” 
    “It’s bound to be. But you’re going to have to tell 
me who they are. I’ll have to tell Little Toff and Lenny 
about this. They love a bit of juicy gossip.” 
    “I don’t think that’s the only thing Lenny loves,” 
muttered Milly under his breath. 
    “Pardon?”  
    “Oh nothing… I just said that I think Lenny 
probably already knows.” 
    “Really?” 
    “Yep.” 
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    “Oh the little swine,” cursed Big Toff. “I can’t 
believe he’s kept a juicy bit of goss, like that to 
himself.” 
    “Well… I think he probably just assumed that you 
knew already.” 
    “Why on earth would I know?” 
    “Because he was kissing you!” 
    “You what?” exclaimed Big Toff, as if he was 
surprised by this. 
    “No, don’t try and deny it Big Toff. I saw you both 
going at it hammer and thong!” I don’t think that was 
the exact expression but it was near enough. 
    “Oh I might have given him a peck on the check 
before but what’s that got to do with two bears 
having an affair.” 
    After staring at his son in confusion for a few 
seconds, Milly took a deep breath and sighed, “No 
Big Toff, you’ve misunderstood. It’s you and Lenny 
that are having the affair.” 
    “We are?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Well that’s the first I knew of it,” Big Toff told his 
father innocently.  
    “The first you knew of it? Oh so you were in a 
trance were you when you snogged him?” 
    “Oh I didn’t snog him,” dismissed Big Toff, waving 
a floppy paw about in a very feminine manner. This 
brought a rather disgusted look to Milly’s face. Well it 
was more a combination of disgust and 
embarrassment. Imagine what your face would be 
like if you walked into a room with all your friends 
and found your mother on top of the milkman! I 
really have been watching too much Emmerdale 
haven’t I? “It was just a quick peck on the cheek!” 
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    “A peck on the cheek? Well I wouldn’t like to see 
your definition of a full blown snog!” 
    Taking hold of Milly’s arm and leaning close, Big 
Toff asked, “Well would you like me to show you 
what I class as a peck on the cheek then?” 
    Horrified, Milly broke away from his son’s grip. 
“No! No! That won’t be necessary!” 
    “Alright, keep your fur on! I don’t know what 
you’re getting so worked up for. It was just a peck on 
the cheek. And you’ve gone off the point anyway. 
You were telling me how you almost had a stuffing 
attack because of something shocking you saw.” Oh 
dear, it was like flogging a dead donkey! Big Toff was 
so thick! 
    “What?” Even Milly couldn’t believe his son’s 
stupidity. “The shocking thing I saw was you kissing 
Lenny!” 
    But Big Toff still didn’t understand. “But why was 
that shocking?” 
    Frustrated, Milly banged his paw against his head. 
“This is going to take a while,” he muttered under his 
breath before continuing in his normal voice (well as 
normal as Milly’s big, deep voice, ever was!). “Big 
Toff son, I think there’s something I might need to 
explain to you. Two bears of the same er… gender 
aren’t allowed to ki...” 
    But Big Toff interrupted before he was able to 
finish. “What does gender mean Daddy?” 
    “Well son… gender is er… you know… your er… 
sex.” 
    “Your sex?” 
    “Yep that’s right.” 
    “But isn’t that what you and Mummy…?” 
    “No, no,” Milly interrupted hastily. “That’s 
something completely different!” 



 
263

    “Oh right.” 
    “Yes gender is you know… your… make up.” 
    “You mean the stuff Mrs Partridge’s paints herself 
with in the mornings?” 
    “No son, that’s another type of make up. I was 
more referring to your er… bits and bobs.” 
    “No, I’m sorry Daddy you’ve lost me,” Big Toff 
told Milly innocently. 
    “Well,” sighed Milly, getting increasingly 
exasperated, “… your bits and bobs are your,” he 
lowered his voice and told Big Toff secretively, “your 
private regions.” 
    “Oh you mean…?” I think you can imagine where 
his paw was pointing!  
    “Yes, yes. That’s it. Now what you need to know 
Big Toff is that two bears with the same set of bits and 
bobs aren’t allowed to kiss.” 
    “So I can’t kiss Lenny then?” queried a surprised 
Big Toff. 
    “Nope. ‘Fraid not. And if you do then all the bears 
will look down their noses at you and probably at me 
and your mother as well. Not that we’d be bothered 
by that of course but it’s just something that isn’t 
done.” 
    “Oh. Right… Does that mean I can’t kiss you then?” 
    Milly smiled at his son’s naivety and affectionately 
ruffled the fur on his head. “No silly. Of course you 
can kiss me. I mean that’s different isn’t it? I’m 
family.” 
    “Oh well that’s good,” Big Toff smiled. “That 
means we can still have our goodnight kiss.” 
    “It does indeed.” 
    “And it means I can still kiss Lenny as well.” 
    “Yes that’s quite ri… You what?” A shocked Milly 
spun round as he realised what Big Toff had said. 
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    “I said it means that I can kiss Lenny as well 
because he’s my half brother.” I don’t remember him 
saying all that! 
    “No… but… err,” stammered Milly, desperately 
trying to think of a reason why this wasn’t the case, 
“… he’s only your half brother so he’s not properly 
family, so you can’t kiss him.” While Big Toff 
considered this Milly uttered quietly to himself, 
“Milly, you’re a genius.” 
    “So that means I can’t kiss Lenny again?” Big Toff 
asked sadly. 
    “’Fraid not. But it’s for the best. You wouldn’t want 
the other bears looking down their noses at you, 
would you now?” 
    “No, I suppose not,” Big Toff replied slowly. “… 
But how do you look down your nose at someone 
Daddy?” 
    “Well… you sort of do this.” Sucking his face 
inwards and blinking rapidly, Milly peered down 
over the top of his nose at Big Toff and coughed 
sophisticatedly. “Ahem.”  
    “Oh right… I’ve never seen anyone do that before 
Daddy?” 
    “No well… you’ve never kissed a male bear before 
have you?” 
    “Oh I have. I’ve often given Lenny a good kiss.” 
    Milly’s eyebrows did a little dance of surprise! “Oh 
right. I didn’t know that… But no one’s ever seen you 
before, have they?” 
    “No I suppose not.” 
    “There you go then. But anyway, you don’t actually 
have to look down your nose at someone like this,” 
Milly demonstrated again, “to look down your nose 
at them.” Oh, well I’m glad he cleared that up! 
“Because you see to look down your nose at someone 
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is just an expression. It means that you disapprove. So 
the bears might disapprove of what you’re doing but 
you wouldn’t know that they did because they 
wouldn’t actually look down their noses at you. 
They’d probably just talk about you behind your back 
and that would be even worse wouldn’t it?” 
    “Oh yes… horrible,” agreed Big Toff, not really 
sounding as if he meant it.  
    “Yes, well all you need to do is not kiss Lenny any 
more and there won’t be a problem.” 
    “So I can’t even give him a goodnight kiss 
anymore?” 
    Smiling warmly at his son Milly replied, “Oh I’m 
sure the bears will turn a blind eye to a peck on the 
cheek at bedtime. You see it’s all about how you do it. 
The problem when you kissed him earlier was it was 
a bit too… affectionate shall we say. If it had just been 
a quick peck on the cheek then there wouldn’t have 
been a problem.” 
    “But he’s my brother,” Big Toff objected. 
    “Mm I know. But even so if you give him a full on 
snog then the bears might get the wrong idea. They 
might think that you’re,” Milly nodded his head to 
one side, “that way inclined. Now I’m sure that 
you’re not but…” 
    “That way inclined to do what Daddy?” asked Big 
Toff naively. Poor Milly; no one could understand 
what he was getting at. He obviously wasn’t nodding 
his head the right way! 
    “Oh you know. Inclined to be,” Milly lowered his 
voice, “one of those.” 
    “One of those?” 
    “Yes. You know. Batting for the wrong team.” 
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    “Batting for the wrong team?” Big Toff habit of 
repeating everything Milly said as a question was 
getting rather irritating. Rather irritating?  
    “Mm.” 
    “The bears think I’m batting for the wrong team?” 
    “Yep. ‘Fraid so. But don’t worry. I’m sure we’ll able 
to put them straight. So to speak.” 
    “But I don’t even like cricket.” 
    “What?” 
    “I said I don’t even…” 
    “Yes I heard what you said but this has got nothing 
to do with cricket.” 
    “Nothing to do with cricket?” I’m not going to say 
anything! “Oh hang on! I know what this is about.” 
    “Oh at last,” sighed a relieved Milly. 
    “This is about me supporting Man U and not 
Arsenal, isn’t it?” 
    “No,” shouted Milly, “it flipping isn’t! This is about 
the bears thinking that you’re a,” Milly dropped one 
of his paws and ran the other one vainly through the 
fur on his head.  
    “A what?” 
    “A,” Milly repeated the action. 
    “Daddy, is there something wrong with your 
paw?” 
    “No my paw’s fine. I was just trying to say… Oh 
forget it! You obviously don’t understand. But look, 
you know that male bears marry female bears don’t 
you?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “And female bears marry male bears?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Well there are some male bears who don’t marry 
female bears.” 
    “No?” 
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    “No. They don’t find them attractive for some 
reason. I’ve never been able to understand it myself 
but there you go. Anyway they find male bears 
attractive instead.” 
    “Really?” 
    “Yes, I know, it’s very strange. But anyway, if 
anyone was to see you kissing Lenny like you did this 
morning then they might think that you were one of 
them. And those sorts of bears have a very bad 
reputation and you wouldn’t want that would you?” 
    “No. But I fancy female bears so they wouldn’t 
think that?” 
    Milly struggled to keep a smile of relief from his 
mouth. “Yes, but they don’t know that do they.” 
    “Of course they do. I went out with Melissa didn’t 
I?” 
    “Yes but that was a long time ago. I mean you were 
only five at the time!” 
    “Alright, but after we played that video footage at 
Catherine’s wedding, everyone knows that I fancied 
Aunty Jean.” 
    “Yes… I’d forgotten about that. That was very 
embarrassing for you, I know. I’m sorry we resort to 
that.” 
    “Oh it’s no problem,” dismissed Big Toff. “I was 
prepared to do anything to prove that Aunty Jean 
was lying about your affair.” 
    “Well thank you. I’ll always be grateful for that… 
Anyway, it doesn’t really prove that much because 
bears can change. But I’m not really worried about the 
other bears because no one else apart from me saw 
you kissing Lenny and that isn’t going to happen 
again is it, so they’re not a problem. It’s just your 
mother I’m worried about. She’s got into her head 
that you’re one of those and she’s not very happy 
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about it. Now I didn’t think that you were for a 
moment (of course not!) and I tried to tell her that she 
was just being silly but you know what your mother’s 
like when she’s got an idea in her head.” 
    After a pause Big Toff asked quietly with a tear in 
his eye, “So Mummy doesn’t love me anymore?” 
    Seeing the tears in his son’s eyes Milly quickly 
moved over to him to comfort him. “Of course she 
still loves you. Now dry your eyes silly.” 
    Obediently Big Toff ran his furry paw across his 
wet eyes. “What can I do to prove I’m not one of 
those?” 
    “Oh that’s easy. You just need to get yourself a 
girlfriend. Now that shouldn’t be difficult. There are a 
lot of hot young female bears around the house. Now 
fair enough the female bears of the mature variety (in 
other words wrinkly) are few and far between; I 
should know I’ve worked my way through most of 
them, but the younger ones are a different matter. 
Don’t tell your mother I said this but I’ve seen quite a 
few young females walking about that I have to 
admit, I wouldn’t say no to! Obviously they wouldn’t 
be interested in an old codger like me but you’ve 
inherited your father’s good looks so you should be 
able to have a good crack at them.” 
    “Right. I’ll do that then. I mean I’ve had my eye on 
a couple of them anyway.” 
    “That’s my boy! I mean why limit yourself to one 
thing on the menu when you can have a sample of 
everything.” I think that was taken from Chapter 3 of 
Milly’s Book of Morals! 
    “Mm. I’ll get started on that then… But just before I 
do Daddy, there’s something I’ve been wondering.” 
    “What’s that son?” 
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    “What’s all this got to do with you punching 
Metro?” 
    Milly might boast that his son had his looks but I 
don’t think he’d be doing the same with his 
intelligence. Or lack of it I should say. 
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CHAPTER 18 
 
    “Good repose the while!” 
    It was later the same day and the bears who had 
attended Santa’s meeting the previous day were now 
gathered on the settee around an open copy of 
Macbeth. All except Catherine who had refused to 
accompany Chester to the meeting as she had to 
much to do for the wedding the following day. It was 
strange that Mickey and Jean, the bride and groom, 
didn’t have similar concerns and they were now 
happily sitting around listening to the reading. In fact 
they had been given the two main parts by Santa; 
Macbeth and Lady Macbeth respectively. Santa was 
reading the stage directions and all the other the bears 
had been given roles. There had been more than 
enough roles to go around but there had been a little 
bit of a disagreement when deciding who should 
have more than one part. When Santa had decided to 
let Arthur and Pete (both of whom hadn’t been at the 
previous meeting) read two roles each, things had got 
a little bit heated. I must admit I never thought I’d see 
an argument over who played the 3rd and 4th Spear 
Carrier but there we are! In the end Samantha had 
had to be restrained but I think she had been looking 
for any excuse to get at Pete. 
    “That’s just favouritism that is, towards flipping 
O.A.W. s!” I think you might be able to work out 
what that stood for! 
    “Oh for goodness sake don’t be so flaming 
childish!” John had shouted at her. 
    “Yes you tell her John,” Pete had encouraged. “Mrs 
Partridge should have one of those ‘Please keep your 
dog under control’ signs.” 
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    Growling Samantha had lunged forward; her arms 
flailing. But luckily no harm had been done as she 
had only managed to strike his head before being 
dragged away by a very angry and embarrassed John. 
    But the trouble didn’t end there. Once Samantha 
had calmed down there had then broken out an 
argument between Arthur and Pete over who would 
be the 3rd Spear Carrier and who would be the 4th. A 
very important decision as you can imagine! 
    “Oh you haven’t changed, have you?” Arthur had 
accused. “You always did try to nick things off me!” 
    “I beg your pardon?” 
    “Oh don’t try and deny it. I saw the way you used 
to look at Marlene!” 
    “The little devil,” chipped in Samantha. 
    “How dare you?” retorted Pete frailly shoving 
Arthur backwards. 
    “Hey! Don’t you touch me,” he growled, a mad 
glint appearing in his eyes. 
    “Oh yeah. And what are you going to do about it?” 
demanded Pete shoving Arthur again. “Hit me? Like 
you used to hit Marlene?” 
    There were some stifled gasps from the bears 
gathered on the settee. 
    “It’s alright,” he told them. “Don’t listen to him. 
He’s lying.” 
    “Am I? I’m not surprised Marlene left you after the 
way you used to treat her.” I think it might be 
necessary to remind you that all this had stemmed 
from who was playing which spear carrier. 
    At this point Santa had leapt to his feet. “Now, now 
chaps. Calm down; it’s only a play. You wouldn’t 
want to end up saying something you might regret 
afterwards. We can easily toss a coin to work out 
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who’s playing who. So you might as well sit down 
now.” 
    “No it’s alright Santa,” Arthur told him. “I’m going 
to have my say. I won’t have my name blackened like 
that. I never rose a paw to Marlene.” 
    “Oh yeah? Use your feet did you?” Arthur growled 
at this and took a threatening step forward. “If you 
ask me she had a lucky escape from you. You used to 
be a right nutter (yes he did used to be a bit… 
eccentric shall we say?), probably still are, and if she’d 
stayed with you any longer who knows what might 
have happened.” 
    “Oh and she’d have been a lot better off with you 
wouldn’t she? And,” Arthur added coolly, “for your 
information she didn’t leave me.”  
    “Oh for goodness sake Arthur get used to it! She’s 
left you and she’s never coming back!” 
    Anger flared up into Arthur’s face and with a frail 
right hook he lashed out at Pete and caught him right 
in the face. Now although Arthur’s punch wouldn’t 
have winded a wasp, Pete wasn’t exactly a body 
builder and he was easily knocked onto the floor. But 
he soon stumbled back onto his feet and an 
embarrassingly tussle ensued. I say embarrassing 
because old, grey fur flew into the air as they battered 
each other, apparently in slow motion, with creaking 
arms. Santa tactfully waited a few moments before 
intervening so as to let them think they had had a 
substantial fight. And it’s not as if they were doing 
each other any harm! 
    “… upon the bell,” Mickey was saying. “Get thee to 
bed. Exit servant.” 
    “No that’s my line,” corrected Santa. 
    “Oh right, sorry,” Mickey apologised. “I keep doing 
that.”  
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    “Yes I know. Not to worry. But the italics should be 
a bit of a clue.” Having made his point Santa cleared 
his throat. “Exit servant.” 
    A silence followed where everyone turned to look 
at Mickey. “Oh is this me now?” 
    “It is indeed,” Santa informed him. 
    “Oh sorry ‘bout that, but I didn’t want to risk 
saying someone else’s line again did I?”  
    “Oh for goodness sake!” chastised Santa. “That was 
aimed at me wasn’t it, just because I pointed out that 
“Exit servant” wasn’t your line? It’s very petty 
Mickey.” 
    “Me petty? You’re the one who made a point of 
saying two words. Did it really matter that much?” 
    Before Santa could reply Penny tapped him on the 
shoulder and whispered in his ear, “Don’t get 
involved in an altercation dear. Let’s keep going. Just 
remember that when everyone will start getting itchy 
feet when it comes to seven and Emmerdale’s on. 
And at this rate we won’t have finished by then and 
it’d be a shame to leave us and interrupt our flow.”  
    “Yes, very wise dear.” Turning back to the group 
he addressed Mickey. “Yes you’re quite right Mickey. 
It was very petty of me. I’ll let you carry on next time. 
Though I feel I must just point out that “Me petty?” is 
a very bad grammatical…” He broke off when he 
sensed Penny’s stern gaze boring into his back. 
“Anyway, do continue.” 
    After the customary clearing of his throat Mickey 
continued. “Is this a dagger which I see before…?” 
    “No, it’s Lady Macbeth’s lucky night!” quipped 
Milly cheekily. 
    There was a roar of hysterical laughter from the 
bears; even from Mickey whose speech had been 
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interrupted. He leaned across and patted his brother 
on the back. “I like your style bro. Like your style.” 
    But Corny, although giggling away at Milly’s joke, 
admonished him light-heartedly. “Milly! Not in front 
of the children! Little Toff, cover your ears.” Yes, the 
bears had been able to have more fun when their 
children were absent, but this time Santa had allowed 
them to attend and most of them had.  
    Obediently Little Toff covered his furry little ears, 
before asking, “Why Mummy? And what was so 
funny?” 
    “Never you mind.” 
    “Pardon?” 
    “I said never you mind.” 
    “I still can’t hear you Mummy.” 
    Corny now noticed that Little Toff had his paws 
over his ears. “No it’s alright Little Toff. You don’t 
really have to cover your ears; I was only joking.” 
    “You what?” 
    As the rest of the bears hooted with laughter, Santa 
and Penny sat primly by the book, not amused by 
Milly’s joke and annoyed that the meeting had broken 
down. Now that the laughter had died down the 
bears had started to chat amongst themselves. Trying 
to regain order, Penny began fiddling with the page 
of the book; hoping that this would attract their 
attention and let them realise that it was time to 
continue. When this didn’t work she simply picked 
up Macbeth (I mean the book) and slammed it shut. 
    The bears jumped. And the talking ceased 
immediately.  
    After allowing herself a proud grin Penny 
announced to the congregation, “Right, let us crack 
on.” 
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    “Oh yes… sorry,” murmured Mickey in apology. “I 
got distracted.” 
    “Hey!” protested Milly jokingly. “I was only trying 
lighten things up a bit. And everyone knows actors 
have to stay focus…” 
    “Not now Milly,” instructed Penny efficiently. 
“There isn’t a part of the play where Angus and 
Macbeth have an argument.” 
    After Milly had muttered something that sounded 
like, “Well there should be,” Penny reopened the 
book and Mickey continued his speech. 
    “Is this a dagger which I see before me (there were 
a few childish giggles as some of the bears recalled 
Milly’s comment) the pawle towards my heart? 
Come, let me clutch thee: ― I have thee not, and yet,” 
Big Toff’s head popped up over the edge of the settee, 
“I see thee still.” 
    “Hi everyone,” greeted Big Toff loudly and 
cheerfully. “Sorry I’m late.” 
    “Ahem,” coughed Penny. “Can late comers please 
make their way onto the settee in silence? The reading 
has already begun.” 
    “Sorry,” mouthed Big Toff, climbing up onto the 
settee. “I didn’t realise.” 
    But Milly wasn’t as considerate and in his normal 
voice he bellowed, “Where’ve you been Big Toff? The 
thingee’s already started.” 
    “Oh I just err… had to do something and I sort of… 
lost track of time.”  
    “Oh right. Well you ‘ain’t missed much really. The 
wife of the bloke, who the play’s about, ‘s trying to 
get him to bump off some other bloke. And there was 
three witchy people as well but I didn’t really get how 
they fitted in. That’s about right isn’t it Santa?” 



 
276

    “Well erm… that is… err… certainly one way of 
interpreting events,” replied Santa diplomatically. 
    Just at that moment another head popped up over 
the edge of the settee; this time it was the head of a 
female bear with fluffy yellow fur and rather striking 
eyes. Big Toff quickly scuttled over to her and took 
her paws. “Here, let me give you a paw up.” 
    “Oh thanks Big Toff,” she thanked him in a rather 
husky and seductive voice as he helped her up onto 
settee and a pair of slender legs were revealed.  
    Milly raised his eyebrows in appreciation of her 
legs before exchanged a glance with Corny, who was 
getting rather excited that this bit of alright was on 
good terms with their wonky son. 
    “So who’s this then?” enquired Milly. 
    Big Toff’s fur blushed before he replied bashfully, 
“Oh this is… Harriet. She’s… my girlfriend.”  
    Corny began beaming like a light bulb as Milly 
stepped forward welcomingly and gave her a peck on 
the check. Trust him! “Very nice to meet you Harriet.” 
    “And you Mr…?” 
    “Milly.” 
    “Very nice to meet you Mr Milly,” she told him, as 
she leant forward and returned his kiss. 
    “Oh… Milly, please,” he told her, grinning slyly at 
having been kissed by such an attractive young 
female bear. 
    “Oh very nice to meet you; Milly,” she greeted him 
for the third time, putting emphasis on his name, 
which made his fur visibly stand on end and his 
knees quiver. 
    Luckily for him, Corny didn’t notice this as she was 
walking towards Harriet with open arms. “Oh it’s so 
lovely to meet you. I wondered when Big Toff would 
finally get himself a girlfriend. I mean there was 
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Melissa but that was when he was five.” Big Toff 
gulped quietly. Talk about embarrassing mothers! 
“To be honest Milly’s had more girlfriend’s than Big 
Toff!” It was Milly’s turn to be embarrassed. But it 
took him a couple of seconds to realise what Corny 
had said, as he was still in a daze after Harriet’s kiss 
and before he could respond Corny had continued 
with her ramblings. “Anyway, I’m very glad that he’s 
going out with you. So you don’t have to worry about 
me and Milly. We’re not going to try and stop you 
seeing each other or anything like that. It isn’t going 
to be another Romeo and Juliet…” 
    “Actually it’s Macbeth we’re reading,” a 
disgruntled Penny interspersed, “and if you don’t 
mind we’d rather like to continue with it.” 
    Corny held up a dismissive paw. “Yes alright. Keep 
your fur on! I’m just having a word with Harriet… 
Anyway, Harriet, where was I? …Oh yes. I was just 
saying that you’ve no need to be scared of us. But I 
bet you were a bit thought weren’t you when Big Toff 
said you were coming to meet his parents?”  
    “Well… I was a little bit apprehensive.” 
    “Yes well it’s only natural isn’t it? I remember what 
I was like when I met Milly’s parents for the first 
time. I was absolutely wetting myself! But that was a 
bit different thought. I mean I’m sure you’ve seen us 
walking around the house before but I’d never met 
Bill and Gertrude before. They’re Milly’s parents by 
the way. But they weren’t as bad as I thought they’d 
be.” 
    “That’s charming that is,” grumbled Milly. 
    “No well I thought they were going to be really 
prim and proper and they’d sit me down and ask me 
a load of prying questions and beat me with a stick if I 
gave the wrong answer! But they weren’t like that at 
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all. They were really down to earth. I couldn’t believe 
it when I first met them. We’d interrupted them in the 
middle of…” 
    Milly interrupted hastily. “No Corny! Not at this 
time of the evening.” 
    “No I suppose not… But anyway Harriet, I’m sure 
you’ll get used to us. Eventually. We’re not as mad as 
we might first come across.” 
    “Well I wouldn’t go that far dear!” Milly joked. 
    “No, you’re both very lovely,” Harriet reassured 
them politely. “Just like Big Toff.” 
    “Ah isn’t that sweet?” And with that Corny 
stepped forward and embraced Harriet warmly. 
“Harriet, you’re part of the family now (is that what 
she wanted to hear?). And I’m sure you’ll be very 
happy with Big Toff and you’ll have a great future 
together… Now you’ll have to wait until Mickey and 
Jean’s wedding is out the way but once that’s over I’m 
sure Santa’ll be able to fit you in.” Harriet stared back 
at her, trying to keep the surprise out of her face. I’m 
sure she’d never met a mother like Corny before! And 
from looking at her, I’m sure she’d met a few mothers 
in her time! “But while you’re waiting maybe you can 
get started with making me and Milly a couple of 
grandkids.” Big Toff, who was staring down at the 
settee in horror (probably wondering whether he’d be 
able to slide down the gap in between the seats or 
not), began to look rather faint. 
    Realising what his wife was saying Milly sprang 
forward, took her by the paw and began dragging her 
away. “I think you might be getting slightly ahead of 
yourself dear. And we need to get back to Macbeth. 
Santa and Penny are getting slightly impatient. They 
want to crack on.” 
    “But I was talking to Harriet!” 
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    “Yes well, I think you’ve said enough already 
dear.” 
    Lowering her voice, she told him, “Well I might 
have slightly over stepped the mark.” Slightly? I don’t 
the mark was even still in sight! “But I’m just so glad 
that he’s got himself a girlfriend after all that ho-ha 
earlier. I was beginning to think he’s turn into one of 
those.” 
    “Well so did I but it’s all over now. Though he 
might turn back if you go and say things like that to 
his girlfriends.” 
    “I merely…” 
    “Setting their wedding date!” Milly completed for 
her. “Yes I heard. Anyway, I told you that the best 
approach to the problem was a quiet father to son 
chat. And sure enough…” 
    “Hey! Don’t think you’re getting away with it that 
easily.” 
    “Get away with it? I solved this problem thank you 
very much. Big Toff’s got himself a lovely girlfriend. 
With curves in the right places.” 
    “Yes, I noticed your eyes almost popped out your 
head when you first saw her!” 
    “They did not Corny! Don’t be so silly. She’s far too 
young for me.” Seeing Corny cast a stern glance at 
him he hastily added, “And obviously I’d never cheat 
on you anyway.” 
    “Mm, well anyway, you’re not getting away with 
the Big Toff saga that easily.” 
    “But I solved the problem!” he protested. 
    “You caused the problem more like!” 
    “Me?” 
    “Yes. You the one who blew things out of all 
proportion, saying that Big Toff was… one of those, 
just because you saw him giving his half brother an 
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affectionate kiss. You’ve have me worrying all day, 
you have, you little swine! And now you want praise 
for sorting out a problem that never existed!” 
    “Well that’s not what you were saying before,” 
argued Milly. 
    “Only because I wasn’t presented the facts in the 
correct way.” 
    “Oh you’re a right Miss Marple you are, aren’t 
you?” teased Milly.     
    As the meeting had apparently broken down 
(again!), the rest of the bears had started chatting 
amongst themselves. Jean was saying to Mickey: 
    “Ah it’s nice that Big Toff’s got himself a girlfriend 
isn’t it?” 
    Mickey replied in an uninterested tone: “Oh yeah… 
I suppose.” 
    “Well try not to get too excited about it! The poor 
bear’s never had a girlfriend before. It’s about time he 
got on the ladder, so to speak.” 
    “You’re forgetting he had a crush on you not long 
back.” 
    “No I hadn’t forgotten but that hardly counts. I 
mean it’s not as if it came to anything is it?” 
    “I don’t know, you tell me,” retorted Mickey 
flippantly. 
    “Oh charming! You really think I’d sink that low? 
He’s my niece for goodness sake!” 
    “No, yes, of course he is.” Well there was a nice 
clear sentence for you! “And I know you’d never have 
had a relationship with him. I shouldn’t have said 
that, I’m sorry. I’m just feeling a bit grumpy that’s 
all.” 
    “Oh well that’s lovely that is!” grumbled Jean, half 
jokingly, half serious. “The day before you remarry 
the love of your life and you’re feeling grumpy. Nice 
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to know the magic hasn’t worn off,” she added 
sarcastically. 
    “Oh no, it’s not that Jean. It’s just… oh I don’t 
know… I’ve just bee thinking about tomorrow…”  
    But Jean wasn’t listening. She had continued to 
ramble on about Big Toff. “Actually I think he did 
have a girlfriend years ago; Melinda or some such 
name, but he’s hasn’t had one for so long I’d begin to 
wonder about him? Hadn’t you?” 
    “Oh yes,” uttered Mickey grouchily, “it had given 
me sleepless nights it had.” 
    Meanwhile Samantha was saying to John: 
    “… gay.” 
    “Pardon Samantha?” 
    “I said I’ve always thought that Big Toff was a bit 
funny. You know, no girlfriend for years and then 
fancying his Aunty.” 
    “Mm.” 
    “I bet he’ll end up letting this Harriet down like 
that Todd did in Corrie.” 
    “Samantha, there isn’t a character in Corrie called 
Harriet.” 
    “Oh pay attention John for goodness sake,” ordered 
Samantha, giving John a heavy nudge. “Harriet’s that 
bit of leg Big Toff’s parading about over there. The 
one who looks like she’s been round the track more 
times than Lucy’s brother’s Skaelectric!”  
    “Oh her. What about her anyway?” 
    “Oh… doesn’t matter… Actually… yes it does! You 
never seem to be listening when I speak to you any 
more John.” 
    “You what?” 
    “That better have been a joke John,” she threatened. 
    “A joke about what?” he asked, having obviously 
not listened to a word she had said.  
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    Samantha responded with a hard thump on his 
arm; a little bit too hard just to be one of her playful 
punches. She was annoyed! “What is the matter with 
you?” she demanded angrily. “You always seem to be 
in your own little world these days.” 
    “Well I’m not really in the mood for talking to you 
after the things you said to my Dad.” 
    “Don’t you even try and come that one John,” she 
warned. “That wasn’t the reason you were in a mood 
yesterday. Or the day before that. Or last week. Or the 
week before that. Or last month. Or the month before 
that. It’s all very well coming up with these petty little 
excuses but I want the real reason. Now!” 
    “You’re never willing to accept responsibility are 
you?” he accused, pointing his paw at her. “It’s 
perfectly simple why I’m in a mood. You were rude 
to my Dad and you hit him! End of.” 
    “No, it isn’t the end of it. Not by a long way…” 
    Their argument droned on. 
    Further along the settee Metro was saying to a 
giggling Lenny: 
    “I know I couldn’t believe it either. But he was 
really adamant about. Said you’d corrupted his 
precious Big Toff. I had to try and stop myself 
laughing I did.” If I remember rightly he hadn’t tried 
very hard! “Accused me of not being able to control 
you, he did. An absolute downright cheek it was.” 
    “Is that why he punched you?” 
    “Yes. But it wasn’t a very hard I must say. I only 
fell over to humour him.” Of course he did. I mean 
it’s not as if it had taken him a couple seconds to 
come round and it’s not as if he’d told Lenny that he 
was going to need bandages on every part of the body 
where bandages could go! “I could have easily have 
stayed standing. And I could have knocked him out 
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in retaliation if I’d felt in the mood. But we’re meant 
to have put our differences behind us so I thought it 
best not to make things worse.” 
    “What? You’re still friends with Big Toff’s Dad?” 
    “Well… we never agreed to be friends. We just said 
that we’d put our difference behind us and I still 
intend to keep to that.” 
    “Oh that’s good,” beamed Lenny, cuddling up to 
his father. “But do you think he’ll still keep to it? I 
mean he did punch you?” 
    “Oh but that was just a misunderstanding. I’m sure 
he’ll be agreeable again when he realises how stupid 
he’s been.” If I were you I’d make a note of where you 
are now and what you’re doing because Milly being 
described as agreeable is bound to be a big moment in 
History. Well the bear’s History anyway! “Though I 
doubt I’ll get an apology now that he realises Big Toff 
is normal. Or you for that matter. It was you the 
outrageous accusations concerned… But anyway, he 
did save my life so I’m sure we can overlook a punch 
and some silly lies.” 
    “Mm. Well I’m willing to forgive and forget.” 
    “Good boy,” congratulated Metro cheerfully, 
patting his son on the head. “That’s the spirit to 
have.” 
    “Well, it’s so much nicer for me and Big Toff when 
you and his Dad are getting on.” 
    Metro froze; before turning a curious gaze on his 
son and asking slowly but accusingly, “How do 
mean? Nicer?” Milly had obviously sown the seeds of 
doubt in his stuffing. 
    “Oh just shut up Samantha! Just shut up!” 
    Fuming, John leapt to his feet and stormed away 
from his wife who began to shout words after him; 
words that it’s best I don’t write down. 
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    The whole gathering fell silent and fixed their eyes 
curiously on John as he weaved his way through the 
bears away from Samantha. Embarrassed that 
everyone was looking at him he sat down quickly; a 
couple of feet away from his wife. 
    Seizing her opportunity to regain order, Penny 
sprang to her feet and clapped her paws together. 
“Thank you everyone. Now if you can all sit down 
please we really do need to crack on with this.” All 
the standing bears obediently sat down. “Oh Big Toff, 
Harriet. I’m afraid you won’t be able to participle in 
the reading of this; all the parts have already been 
given out.” 
    “That’s fine.” 
    “Right then. Mickey, if you’ll continue with the 
reading please?” 
    “Of course. No where was I? Oh yes… Art thou 
not, fatal vision, sensible to feeling as to sight? Or 
art…?” 
    “Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    “What in the name of heavens was that?” 
demanded Santa. 
    Everyone looked around them, in amazement, 
trying to work out where the noise had come from. 
    “Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    “I think… I think it came from over there,” Little 
Toff informed them nervously, pointing at the edge of 
the settee. 
    The bears stared at each other in horror and began 
edging on the bottoms away from the edge of the 
settee; fearful of what might have made the noise. 
Could it be a monster? A ghost? Or…? 
    My thoughts were broken as two fluffy ears slowly 
rose over the edge of the settee. 
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    “Ah!” screamed Little Toff, running towards his 
Mummy and Daddy.  
    Lenny clung tightly onto Metro; not realising that 
he had had to stifle a scream!  
    A quivering Santa took shelter behind a calm 
Penny, who was sitting with her arms folded.  
    Chester grabbed hold of Mickey’s paw, who was 
trying to disguise the fact that he was shaking, and 
Jean clung tightly to baby Tommy, who was now 
crying loudly. 
    But Samantha, balancing Toby in her lap, had 
begun itching her breasts.  
    She had recognised the ears. 
    “Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    The head now rose higher and Catherine’s 
distinctive brown and white features were revealed.  
    The bears emitted a synchronised sigh of relief; 
except for little Tommy, who began bawling louder 
now, still thinking that a monster had come to get 
them! 
    Embarrassed at been frightened of and not 
recognising his wife, Chester hastily pushed his 
father’s paw away and began flexing his arms in a 
masculine way. Yes, he hadn’t been scared at all! 
    Catherine, whose face was contorted in pain, 
emitted another, “Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
before shouting at the bears, “Don’t mind me you 
little beggars! You just keep sitting on your bums!” 
Unfortunately the bears took this literally. Until 
Catherine shouted again, “Oi Chester! Get your 
backside over here now! The flipping termite’s 
kicking like an Alan Shearer and I’m dangling above 
a 20ft drop!” Really? That was some sofa! 
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    “Coming darling,” called Chester, leaping to his 
feet and sprinting across the settee. “But I did tell you 
he was boy!” 
    “Chester!” 
    Chester reached the edge of the settee, he knelt 
down and began awkwardly dragging his pregnant 
wife up onto the settee. This wasn’t an easy task, I can 
assure you, and on numerous occasions it looked like 
Catherine would drag Chester over the ‘twenty foot 
drop.’ I mean I don’t know anything about science, 
but I’m quite sure that the law of gravity states that if 
you hold onto a two-ton object while leaning over a 
steep edge you’ve going to end up with a sore head! 
And if it doesn’t, well… it should!  
    Ignoring Chester’s struggle with Catherine, Penny 
turned to Santa. “It’s doomed this reading is! 
Absolutely doomed.” 
    “Oh Penny, don’t be so defeatist.” 
    “Yes, I’m sorry, I know we have strong views about 
pessimism (Penny and Santa have strong views on 
everything) but we’ve got to be realistic. We’re never 
going to get through it all before Emmerdale and no 
one will want to know about Macbeth once that 
starts.” 
    “No, but we can always continue it after 
Emmerdale’s finished.” 
    “Yes, but once we leave off everyone will lose 
interest, if they had any in the first place, as their 
minds will be on what’s just happened in Emmerdale. 
And they’d probably have forgotten what had 
already happened in Macbeth so we’d probably have 
to do a recap and that would waste more time. And 
besides, the football’s on after Emmerdale so most of 
the males will probably want to watch that. We might 
as well give up now,” sighed Penny, sadly. 
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    “What’s the matter with you Penny? You’re not 
usually like this. We’ll just tell them that they can 
watch Emmerdale but if they want to take part in the 
book club then they’re going to have to sacrifice the 
first half of the football match. While Emmerdale’s on 
you and I can devise the briefest of recaps that hardly 
wastes any time at all. And we haven’t really covered 
that much anyway so that shouldn’t be difficult. 
Simple. So there was no need to be pessimistic at all.” 
    “No, I suppose there wasn’t,” Penny agreed, 
sounding more optimistic now. 
    “No there wasn’t. Pessimism is a very bad thing. It 
achieves nothing accept to make everyone feel really 
negative and that’s not good is it?” 
    “No.” 
    “You know, we should make up a song about it to 
try and discourage other bears from doing it.” 
    “No, there’s no point. It wouldn’t work.” I’m sure 
there’s some irony in there somewhere. 
    Chester had now successful, after lots of failed 
attempts, dragged Catherine up onto the settee and 
he was now gently helping her to her feet. 
    “I don’t know what you were thinking Catherine; 
climbing up the settee all on your own in your 
condition.” 
    Beaming falsely, Catherine told him patronisingly, 
“Oh well that’s very kind of you to be concerned.” 
She paused before gingerly asking, “Chester dear?” 
    “Yes darling?” 
    “Have you ever fancied jumping off the settee?” 
    “No dear.” 
    Catherine’s false cheerfulness disappeared. “Well 
I’d flipping shut up then! …How many times do I 
have to tell you I don’t have a condition and that I’m 
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not a flipping invalid? I don’t need a stair lift to get 
up onto the flaming settee.” 
    “I’m sorry. I was just concerned.” 
    “Well just don’t be.” 
    “But you were screaming darling. I was bound to 
be concerned.” 
    “It was a little bit of… uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” 
Catherine suddenly bent double and grasped her 
stomach in pain, “kick…ing!” she stammered. 
“Nothing I can’t pawle. And anyway, it was you who 
asked me to come up here, so I could read this 
Macduff lark!” 
    “Oh so you’re familiar with the characters?” 
queried Chester. 
    “You what?” 
    “You know about Macduff?” 
    A confused Catherine stared blankly at her 
husband. “No… I just was making an observation 
about the play.” 
    Chester paused as he considered what his wife had 
meant and upon realising he shook his head 
disapprovingly and tutted. But he didn’t really mind. 
He had been married to Catherine for seven months 
and had been going out with her longer so he had 
become accustomed to her snide remarks. “Anyway 
Catherine, if you’d come to the reading with me then 
you wouldn’t have had to climb up the settee on your 
own, would you?” 
    “Oh flog a cow while they’re down why don’t 
you?” Nice use of that famous expression. “I was 
doing the outfits for your mother’s wedding. I can’t 
be in two places at once.” 
    “Yes, I’m sorry. But my mother would have been 
perfectly happy to do the preparations herself. It was 
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you that insisted in doing everything. So you can’t 
really complain now things are getting too much.” 
    “Oh fine! I’ll keep my mouth shut and you keep 
whipping!” Another famous expression!  
    “No Catherine, I shouldn’t have said that. Of course 
it’s natural that thing are going to get on top of you. 
You are pregnant after all. That’s why mother was 
reluctant for you to take on all the responsibility. And 
because it’s her wedding but anyway if you’re finding 
it all too much to cope with (he sounded like an 
advert for the Samaritans) then I’m sure mother will 
be more than willing to take over.” 
    “Oh well isn’t she a deary? But no, I’m fine. I’ll get 
everything done for tomorrow even if it kills me.” 
    Turning a look of horror on his wife, Chester 
protested:  
“Catherine darling, I don’t really think that’s the 
attitude to have. I mean it is only a wedding after all. 
And my mother and father’s second wedding at that. 
And if you work yourself silly then you may end up 
harming the baby in some way and that’s the last 
thing that either us wants. Now I know you’ve set 
your stuffing on organising the wedding but I really 
think that in your con…” Catherine cast him a 
warning glance, “your state it might be for the best if 
you let mother take other from here. I’m sure she’ll be 
grateful for all the work you’ve done so far.” 
    “Chester, I’m not giving up.” 
    “But…” 
    “I’m not giving up.” 
    “But…” 
    “I’m not giving up.” 
    “Oh have it your way!” 
    “I usually do,” she uttered under her breath. 
    “Pardon?” 
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    “Nothing Chester dearest.” 
    “Oh… right… okay. Now then back to Macbeth. 
Unfortunately all the parts have already been given 
out and you’ve missed the start of the play.” 
    “Oh well what a blow! But I’m not stopping 
anyway.” 
    “You’re not stopping?” echoed Chester, in surprise. 
    “Gosh, there’s no pulling the wool over your eyes is 
there? No I’m not stopping.” 
    “Oh Catherine you’re such a sweetie. You’ve 
struggled all the way up the side of the settee just to 
apologise for not being able to make it and to beg for 
my forgiveness haven’t you, you silly Billy?” 
    “Er… no,” Catherine told him bluntly. “I’ve come 
to have a word with your mother.” 
    “Oh right,” uttered Chester in quiet 
embarrassment. 
    “Yes, I need to have a word with her about the 
wedding.” 
    Chester stomped his foot on the settee 
triumphantly; making all the other bears vibrate a 
little. “You see what I mean Catherine? You’re letting 
this wedding get in the way of certain pleasures!” 
    “Oh you mean…?” 
    “Yes. Yes. I do.” 
    “Well you can hardly blame the wedding for that. I 
mean be practical Chester. With my bulge you’d 
never be able to get on top of me to…” 
    Chester suddenly realised what Catherine thought 
he had meant. “No. No. Catherine. I didn’t mean that. 
Those activities have been suspended until after 
Jake’s been born. No I was talking about you missing 
this reading of Macbeth. I know how much you’d 
been looking forward to it.” 
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    “Oh yes,” agreed Catherine, going along with her 
husband, “I’d really been keying myself up to that.” 
    “Mm, it’s such a shame. You were finally going to 
get the chance to read and enjoy a classic.” 
    “Well I was going to read it.” 
    But Chester didn’t pick up on the significance of 
what she’d said. “Yes, well couldn’t you just leave off 
with the preparations for a little while? I’m sure it 
won’t take more than an hour to finish reading it.” 
    “Oh only an hour?” enquired Catherine 
sarcastically. 
    “Well maybe an hour and a half but it’s very 
reasonable all the same. You know I’ve read reviews 
on the Internet where theatre companies have 
performed full Shakespeare plays, with no editions, 
and they’ve lasted for over three hours.” 
    “I bet the matchstick man on the door would have 
done a roaring trade,” murmured Catherine under 
her breath. 
    “What was that darling?” 
    “Oh I just said “Golly gosh! That is a long time!”” 
    “Yes I know. I think my concentration would begin 
to wander after a while.” 
    “I think my feet would begin to wander after a 
while.” 
    “Pardon darling?” 
    “Oh nothing Chester deary… Anyway as much as 
I’d love to stand around chatting with you about 
three hour productions of Shakespoo plays, I must be 
getting on.” I felt sorry for poor Shakespee. He’d be 
turning in his grave after hearing the bear’s different 
versions of his name. Hang on; he was called 
Shakespee wasn’t he…? “As I say, I need to speak to 
your mother about the wedding. And you know how 
long that can take if she’s in one of her moods.” 
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    “Catherine! My mother does not have moods.” 
    “Oh come on Chester. She’s been really awkward 
about the wedding. Anyone’d think she wanted to 
organise it herself.” 
    “Well…” No Chester; never interrupt Catherine 
when she’s on a flow.  
    “If I’d been less generous bear I’d have told her to 
stick her wedding by now. She’s been so awkward 
she has, right from the moment I took over. I don’t 
know what’s the matter with her. Most bears’d be 
grateful. She hasn’t given me a straight answer to 
anything, she hasn’t. “What colour wedding dress 
would you like Jean?” “Yes.” “Who do you want as 
bridesmaids Jean?” “No.” “Are you getting married 
tomorrow Jean?” “White.” It’s like that stupid Tow 
Ronnies sketch on the telly last Friday.” 
    “Yes mother’s always been a big Tow Ronnies fan.” 
    “Mm, I bet she remembers them from the first time 
round.” 
    “Pardon darling?” 
    “Nothing dear… Anyway I’ve got to rush,” she told 
him as she started to make her way towards Jean. 
    A standing still for a couple of moments Chester 
made his move and decided to tag along behind his 
wife. 
    “Are you completely sure Catherine darling, that 
this couldn’t wait until after the reading?” 
    “Yep. I know it’s a blow that I’m going to miss this 
delightful treat but there we are. I bet I’m going to 
have a sleepless night tonight; wondering what 
happened in Macbeth.” 
    “Oh I’d hate to think of you having a sleepless 
night!” exclaimed a concerned Chester. “I’ll give you 
a quick summary of plot before we go to sleep if you 
like?” 
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    Catherine hadn’t expected that generosity. “Oh… 
how… Oh Jean there you are. I need to ask you 
something.” 
    Jean, whose mouth was wide open because she was 
in the middle of talking to Mickey (but Catherine 
didn’t bother about petty things like manners), turned 
around with a disapproving look on her face. “Oh do 
you? Well let me ask you something first. Is it one of 
those questions where, heaven forbid, I actually have 
a choice in the matter or is it one of those questions 
where you’ve already made up your mind and you 
just need to pull my string so I’ll nod my head and 
you can tell everyone it’s what I wanted?” Gosh! And 
she said all that without taking a breath. No wonder 
Milly… no actually, I best not go there! 
    “You see what I mean Chester? This is what she’s 
like.” Chester didn’t respond. He wisely wanted to 
stay neutral. “… Anyway, what I wanted to know is 
who your bridesmaids are going to be?” Anyone 
notice how Catherine avoided answering Jean’s 
question. Or have you all dropped off? “You 
childishly refused to tell me before but I really need to 
know now. You’ve had your little victory but now it’s 
time to stop being silly and tell me.”  
    “I beg your pardon? I wasn’t being silly. I refused 
to tell you because the minute you know you’re going 
to measure them up and make their outfits aren’t 
you? And then that would be it then wouldn’t it? I’ll 
have missed out on the chance to make any outfits for 
my wedding!” 
    “Them?” 
    “Pardon?” 
    “You said them. So that means you want Samantha 
and Penny to be bridesmaids. And there’s me as well, 
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but I’ve already done my outfit because I was the 
obvious choice.” 
    “Oh you were, were you?” 
    “Well yes, I mean I’m the chief bridesmaid aren’t 
I?” 
    “And who told you that?” 
    Catherine was put on the spot and it was a couple 
of seconds before she stammered, “Oh… err… oh I 
don’t know? You must have let it slip at some point. 
Anyway who do you want as your bridesmaids? And 
if you don’t tell me I’m just going to do an ip dip do 
on all the bears. Now that might be part of your silly 
little plan to fuddle with me plans but Pete in a frilly 
pink dress isn’t an image I want in my head.” 
    “My bridesmaids are wearing frilly pink dresses?” 
    “Oh don’t be so nitpicky,” Catherine admonished. 
“I was just being metamorphorical (not a word).” 
    “Well okay, but I still don’t have to tell you who I 
want I was as my bridesmaids,” Jean informed her; 
her patience beginning to ebb away. “And how dare 
you tell me that you’ll have to do an ip dip do if I 
refuse to tell you? This is my wedding and I really 
don’t know who you think you are bossing me about 
like that. I decide who comes, who my bridesmaids 
are, what I wear, what my guests wear; everything. 
But you seem to think that you have the right to take 
over and decide what goes on. Well it stops here!” 
    Looking like a naughty schoolchild just told off by a 
rather strict teacher Catherine turned to Chester and 
tried to brush it off. “You see Chester? This is how 
awkward your mother can be. I just can’t get a 
straight answer from her. ” 
    But Chester just frowned at his wife. “Actually 
Catherine, I rather think that mother has a point.”  
    “Oh you do do you?” 
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    “Well I must admit Catherine you do seem to have 
rather taken over the organisation of mother and 
father’s wedding and stopped them from having any 
involvement in it.” 
    “Now look here Chester…!” 
    But before Catherine could let rip at her husband 
Mickey sprung to his feet (it was as if the bears felt 
they didn’t have the right to speak when they were 
sitting down) and interrupted angrily. “No don’t get 
shouting at Chester, Catherine. You’re the one in the 
wrong. You know how Jean loves organising things 
and sewing outfits but you’ve deliberately stopped 
her doing both. Now being the kind, generous bear 
she is and your friend, she’s just let you get on with it. 
But now she just wants to do one thing; to design and 
make the bridesmaids outfits and you’re selfishly 
trying to stop her!” 
    Catherine, who was speechless for several seconds 
after this outburst, gulped guiltily. She knew Mickey 
had a point. But instead of admitting this she barked, 
“Oh… butt out Mickey! No one asked you!” 
    Shyly, Mickey took a step backwards; he was used 
to obeying female bears’ instructions. Well, he had 
been married to Jean for years! 
    “Hey!” With Toby in her arms, Samantha was 
waddling purposefully across the settee. “Don’t you 
speak to Mickey like that! He’s done nothing wrong.” 
    Mickey’s fur visibly blushed; he knew why 
Samantha was sticking up for him! He also knew that 
Samantha wouldn’t have been expected to stick up 
for him and that this might arouse suspicions.     
    But for Catherine having her best friend stick up for 
her father-in-law, over her, was the final straw and 
she wildly threw her arms into the air and shouted, 
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“Oh… what is this? Turn on Catherine hour or 
something?” 
    “No it isn’t,” Samantha told her calmly. “You know 
how I’d hate to say anything that might threaten our 
long friendship but…” 
    “Well if that’s the case I’d do a Zippy now then!” 
    “Oh come on Catherine! You know me better than 
that,” smiled Samantha warmly. “When have I ever 
kept my mouth shut?” Samantha’s attempt to lighten 
the atmosphere failed miserably as Catherine 
remained silent and continued to stare sternly at her 
friend. “Look Catherine, I just think you’re being a bit 
unfair on Mickey and Jean. They’re my friends as well 
you know. And what sort of friend would I be if I 
didn’t say anything when I can see something unfair 
happening to them. I’d do the same for you if Jean 
was doing something to you. I’m not going to stand 
back just because my friend’s in the wrong.” 
    “Err… hello? I’m not in the wrong here.” 
    “Oh come on Catherine. You’ve effectively hijacked 
their wedding preparations.” 
    Catherine snorted in amusement. “You make me 
sound like some sort of terrorist!” 
    “Oh you know what I mean Catherine. Jean and 
Mickey won that wedding competition fair and 
square,” Mickey and Jean cast a brief but guilty 
glance at each other, “so they have the right to make 
all the preparations.” 
    “Ahem.” 
    At the sound of the cough (I sound like Tim the 
Time, don’t I?) everyone turned around and saw that 
Santa and Penny were standing up. Well I say 
standing up; Penny was so eager that she was almost 
bouncing up and down with excitement! She knew 
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that trouble was brewing. Well let’s be fair; when 
wasn’t it? 
    “Oh no,” whispered Jean to Mickey. “We’re in 
trouble.” 
    Santa had started his announcement. “… hearing 
what you’ve just being discussing I just feel that I 
can’t keep quiet any longer.” 
    “Basically you’ve been ear wigging and now you 
want to stick your beak in as well!” stated Catherine 
bluntly.  
    “There’s no need for insolence Catherine,” rebuked 
Santa strictly. “What I have to say is in your favour.” 
    “Oh… well…” stammered Catherine slightly 
thrown off track by this news, “…hurry up and spit it 
out then! We haven’t got dime for tilly tallying!” 
Catherine was getting worked up again. 
    Placing his paws together, Santa began, “Well, I 
regret to inform you that unfortunately Jean and 
Mickey deemed it necessary to cheat in the marriage 
competition.” 
    There was a couple of seconds silence after the 
word “competition”, in which the bears digested 
what Santa had said (most of them weren’t the first 
sprinter off the block, if you catch my drift!). This was 
then followed by a unanimous gasp of surprise. 
    “Mother! Father!” exclaimed Chester in an ashamed 
tone of voice. “How could you? Haven’t you both 
brought enough shame on our family?” 
    “Chester!” Jean protested. “We just wanted the 
chance to renew our vows and…” 
    But Samantha cut her off. “You little wotsit! And 
I’ve just been defending you an’ all!” 
    Jean hastily tried to pacify her. “I’m very sorry 
Samantha but…” 
    “And I voted for you!” 



 
298

    “Yes… well that was very generous of you.” 
    “So generous you decided to cheat me and John out 
of a wedding!” 
    “Samantha, it wasn’t our attention to cheat anyone 
out of a wedding,” Jean assured her. “We just wanted 
to win.” 
    This confused Samantha for a moment and she 
stuttered, “Yeah… but… well… that’s exactly the 
same thing isn’t it? You’ve cheated us out of a 
wedding that we needed more than you. A wedding 
might have just been the ticket to get me and John 
back on track. But you just had to go and steal it 
didn’t you? And you and Mickey had already sorted 
things out as well! You’re just a spiteful little… 
oomph!” Now for those of you wondering what an 
oomph is, it’s the noise Samantha makes when she 
lunges forward and smacks someone in the mouth! So 
I think you can guess what happened there then!   
    A dazed Jean was now lying on her back (I’m 
saying nothing!) but Samantha wasn’t finished yet.  
    “Yooooou cow!” she screamed, springing forward 
and flopping on top of Jean; thus winding her. That 
may seem a little harsh but would you like Samantha 
to jump on top of you? You wouldn’t, I can assure 
you. I had that misfortune once, but I won’t go into 
that! 
    “Get off! Get off!” Jean began lashing out with her 
paws in desperation as Samantha grasped hold of her 
neck and tried to throttle her! I couldn’t help feeling 
that things had been blown slightly out of proportion. 
    All the bears froze. And none of the miseries made 
any movement to help poor Jean, as Samantha’s paws 
clamped around her throat; they just stood and 
watched in amazement. 
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    That was until Chester shrieked, “Father! Do 
something!” 
    Immediately Mickey snapped out of his stunned 
daze and sprung into action. He lunged forward, 
thrust his muscular arms around Samantha midriff 
and began tugging her away. With Jean’s paws 
drumming against her face, and Mickey prising her 
away from behind it only took a few seconds before 
Samantha’s grip on Jean was broken. Having been 
exerting so much force on Samantha, when she finally 
let go of his wife, Mickey staggered backwards, lost 
his footing and toppled onto the floor; sending 
Samantha crashing on top him. Not pleasant! 
    Instead of jumping straight to her feet, Samantha 
twisted awkwardly around on top of Mickey (I bet he 
was thankful he had such a firm chest). She leaned 
close to him and with their faces only inches apart she 
whispered to him seductively; “You’ve got such a 
firm grip, you know that?” 
    Mickey gulped but remained silent. 
    Not put off by this, Samantha ran her paw gently 
but suggestively across Mickey’s face before finally 
clambering to her feet. Now although there had been 
an expression of distaste on Mickey’s face I couldn’t 
help but notice two things; one was that he hadn’t 
flinched when Samantha had touched him and the 
other was the sly smile that had twitched his lips. 
    Luckily Jean didn’t notice any of this as her view 
was obscured by Chester who was helping her to her 
feet. 
    Seeing Samantha getting to her feet Catherine ran 
(well as much as she could with a stomach the size of 
a football!) over to her with her arms outstretched like 
a scarecrow, thinking that she was going to have 
another go at Jean. “No you don’t! No you don’t! Back 
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you go! Back you go!” she ordered, easing a bemused 
Samantha back across the settee. “It isn’t worth 
fighting.” 
    “Catherine, I’m not going to hit her.” 
    “Oh come on Samantha. Have some self control. 
Count to ten or something.” 
    “You what?” Catherine certainly seemed to have 
lost the plot as she determinedly ushered Samantha 
backwards. Perhaps everything had finally become 
too much for her. “I was only getting up.” 
    “Not without permission.” 
    “What? You’ve really cracked up Catherine!” 
    Penny and Santa waddled quickly after them 
because before Samantha had lashed out at Jean, she 
had thrust Toby into Santa’s paws and they were now 
eager to return him. George, who had just deposited 
something rather unpleasant down Penny’s back, was 
more than enough for them to pawle.      
    Mickey meanwhile had got back on his feet after his 
experience with Samantha, had dusted himself down 
(it goes without saying) and was now pacing towards 
Chester and Jean. 
    “Jean are you alright?” 
    “Oh yes, I’m fine thanks.” 
    “No thanks to you,” Chester chastised. I wouldn’t 
try saying that after a few pints!  
    “Well you can talk,” retorted Mickey, “you just 
stood back as well.” 
    “Yes… well… I try to avoid taking on overweight, 
unpredictable, de-ranged females.” 
    “Is that why you married one?” 
    “Pardon father?” 
    “Nothing son. Just coughing.” My wing he was! 
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    “Yes, well don’t be cross with you father,” Jean 
instructed Chester. “It wasn’t his fault. I got what I 
deserved for cheating.” 
    “Yes you did. I really can’t believe even you would 
stoop that low mother!” 
    “Hey! What do you mean by that?” 
    “Oh you know full well what I by that mean 
mother. The amount of times I’ve been embarrassed 
by your antics. But after that last time when I 
disowned you I thought you’d have learnt your 
lesson but apparently not. Do you know how 
ashamed I was to hear Santa announce your 
deception in front of all …” Chester looked around 
him, trying to find a collective word that would sum 
up all the bears on the settee; I’m sure there were a 
few words on his lips but he was too polite, “… our 
associates.” 
    “Look Chester,” interspersed Mickey, “don’t just 
pick on your mother. I cheated as well, you know?” 
    “Father, that isn’t something to be proud of!” 
    “No I know. I’m just saying.” 
    “Well just don’t. Now mother, as I was saying…” 
    “Alright Mick Mick?” The three bears spun round 
to see Milly and Corny bouncing towards them; paw 
in paw. Well I say they were bouncing, it was mainly 
Milly who was springing up and down like a looney. 
Corny, meanwhile, was doing half hearted little leaps 
just to humour her husband but really she had a face 
on her that could melt a chewing wasp! Did I get that 
mixed up a bit? 
    “What do you want Milly?” 
    Milly slapped his brother jovially on the back. 
“Well bro, I was just wondering, you know, if you 
could possibly,” Milly lowered his voice, “give us any 
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tips on chea... Ah!” On hearing what her husband was 
saying Corny had tugged him sharply backwards.  
    “Hey Milly, don’t get encouraging him! Jean and 
him have diddled us out of a wedding. And if it 
hadn’t been for her antics in the first place then we 
wouldn’t have even wanted to get remarried.” 
    “I am here you know?” Jean reminded her. 
    Corny ignored her. “Did you hear a noise Milly?” 
    “Now come on Corny,” he protested, “there’s no 
need for that. It was only meant to be a bit of light 
relief after the funeral that never was. “ 
    “Yeah, I know. But that just makes it even more 
despicable. They used the fact that everyone was so 
shocked by poor Arthur’s death that we wouldn’t 
notice them tampering with the votes.” 
    “We didn’t tamper with the results,” argued Jean. 
“We merely…” She broke off; realising she was about 
to give their secret away. 
    “Go on,” prompted an eager Milly, rubbing his 
paws together. “What did you do?” 
    A furious Corny slapped Milly gently on his arm. 
    “Aw!” 
    “Well you’re encouraging it again.” 
    “It Corny? That it is my brother.” 
    “I know it’s your brother Milly. And at the moment 
I’m absolutely livid with it. And you should be to.”  
    “But…” 
    “No there’s no buts Milly. The two its have cheated 
us out of a wedding. And you should be fuming 
about that.” 
    “Well…” 
    “Or don’t you want to get remarried? Is that it?”   
    Realising that he was getting into dangerous 
ground and because deep down he probably had 
wanted to get married but just wasn’t as bothered 
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about it as Corny, Milly reassured his wife, “No. No. 
No. Of course I want to get married. And I am fuming 
about what Mickey’s done.” To prove this he spun 
round in an over the top dramatic fashion to face his 
brother. “I don’t know how you could do it to me,” he 
shouted in mock anger, whilst gesticulating wildly 
with his paws, as if he was trying to swat a wasp! 
Suddenly he grasped hold of his face with his paws 
and began to make fake sobbing noises. “I just don’t 
know how you could do it to me bruv.” I hadn’t seen 
a performance like this in a long time. He might just 
win an Oscar for this! No, don’t worry, I haven’t 
cracked up. Of course bears can’t win proper Oscar’s 
(that would just be silly) but they have their own type 
of Oscars. Let me explain. One year quite a few years 
ago now the bears were watching the proper Oscars 
on the telly in Lucy’s bedroom (there isn’t one there 
now but that’s another story- let’s just say that Little 
Toff now knows that smashing the screen isn’t the 
way to get on the TV!) when some of the younger 
bears started getting a bit jealous and starting asking 
their parents why they couldn’t win an Oscar. Their 
parents tried to explain to them how only humans 
could win Oscars but this just got the little ones get 
even more upset and before we’d even reached the 
first commercial break we had a riot on our paws! 
Now luckily there was a wise old bear who just 
happened to be called Oscar; you haven’t heard me 
mention him mainly because he’s not exactly what 
you’d call popular; he’s what the bears unkindly call a 
geek (let’s just say he wears spectacles designed by 
Deirdre Rachid!). Anyway he came up with the idea 
that they should hold an awards ceremony of their 
own and the next day that’s exactly what they did. 
The creative bears amongst them (by that I mean 
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Penny and Santa) spent the night making medals for 
the winners; it’s amazing what you can do with some 
copper coins and a bit of string! And as he shared his 
name with the awards on the telly it was left to Oscar 
to decide what the awards would be and who would 
win them. Though it was tactfully suggested by Santa 
and Penny (them again) that all the little bears should 
win an award. This might sound easy enough but 
imagine having to think of 20 odd different categories 
every year! Oh yes, Santa and Penny didn’t want to 
risk the young bears realising that the award had 
been especially created for them so they got Oscar to 
think of different ones each year. That was kind of 
them wasn’t it? Consequently the categories have got 
more and more bizarre and obscure every year. So far 
we’ve had ‘The Furriest Fur Award,’ ‘The Furriest 
Bottom Award,’ ‘The Biggest Bottom Award,’ ‘The 
Biggest Bum Award,’ (I know there isn’t a difference 
between those two but it fooled little Toby- I wonder 
where he inherited that particular feature from?)  ‘The 
Best Marble Thrower Award’ and ‘The Bear who can 
hold their breath for the longest Award!’ But there are 
some awards that stay the same each year. There’s 
always ‘The Best Film Award’ which obviously isn’t 
actually awarded to anyone; Oscar just names the best 
film he’s seen on the telly that year. Though as Oscar 
doesn’t watch films he always gets Pete to help him, 
so I think you can hazard a guess at what type of film 
always wins! And there’s always ‘The Best Actor 
Award’ as well. But this doesn’t go to someone on the 
telly; this goes to the bear who is the biggest drama 
queen! So I think you can guess who wins that every 
year! But I can’t quite work out why Metro thinks it’s 
such an honour to win it (he does an emotional “I’d 
like to thank my Mummy speech” every year) as this 
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is real life and normal bears don’t act in real life! 
Though after Milly’s performance just now it looked 
as if Metro might not be winning it this year! I can see 
the fur flying at dawn already! Anyway, getting back 
to the matter in paw, Milly was screaming at his 
brother, “… I feel like you’ve stabbed me in the 
stuffing, you backstabbing little piece of scum!” 
whilst being restrained by Corny. 
    “Calm down Milly! You’re getting things out of all 
proportion!” 
    “Wo! Wo! Wo deary! You were just telling me I 
should be fuming and now I am fuming you’re telling 
me I shouldn’t have bothered!” 
    “Yes, well you’ve fumed now so just calm down. 
He is your brother and it was only a wedding. I mean 
we don’t need a wedding to show how much we love 
each other do we?” she asked of her husband as she 
gently wrapped her arms around his midriff.  
    Realising that it might be his lucky night a cheeky 
grin appeared on his face as he replied, “No of course 
we don’t dear. We know we’ve come through our 
difficulties. So it doesn’t matter what others think 
does it? And that’s all that getting remarried would 
have done. Let everyone know we’re back on track. 
Well it’s none of their blinking business and it’s not as 
if we’re not married already is it?” 
    “Exactly… Now come on,” she instructed, guiding 
him away from Mickey and Jean, “let’s not associate 
with the its for a moment longer than necessary.” 
    “No. Quite.” But over his wife’s shoulder Milly 
went on to mouth at his brother, “Sorry ‘bout that. I 
just didn’t want to upset the missus.” 
    “Milly?” 
    “Yes Corny sweet?” 
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    “If you’re mouthing over my shoulder that that was 
just an act then Little Toff was our last baby. And our 
last attempt at one. Understand?” 
    Milly gulped. He understood. 
    Mickey, Jean were left staring after them with 
bemused looks on their faces, whilst Chester looked 
as if he’d just been slapped across the face. 
    “They’re quite a pair, aren’t they?” observed Jean. 
    “Absolutely made for each other,” smiled Mickey. 
    “I do hope we haven’t really upset her.” 
    “Oh I shouldn’t worry. You’ve done worse things 
to her,” commented Mickey dryly. “I don’t think 
fixing a couple of votes really ranks on the same scale 
as nicking her husband.” 
    “No... I suppose not.” 
    “I’m sure she’ll come round.” 
    “Yes, I’m sure your right.” 
    “Ahem.” Chester cleared his throat. “May I ask 
why neither of you are concerned with whether poor 
Uncle Milly will ever forgive you? I’ve never ever 
seen him so angry.” 
    “Oh Chester love,” smiled Jean warmly, patting her 
son on the head, “that was just an act. It was quite 
impressive actually wasn’t it Mickey?” 
    “Yes not bad. But he’s always been a bit of a show 
off so…” 
    “How in heaven’s name do you know it was an 
act?” interrupted a rather shaken Chester. “He just 
said that he felt as if you’d stabbed him through the 
stuffing. And he called you and I quote, “a 
backstabbing piece of scum.” It sent a shiver down 
my fur it did and you just stand there calmly thinking 
it was just a bit of harmless brother banter.” 
    “Chester, son. He just wanted Corny to think he 
was really wound up so she wouldn’t start querying 
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whether he wanted to get remarried or not. I’d have 
thought you of all bears would know that if you have 
a wife who’s strong willed and strong pawed you try 
not to get on the wrong side of her.” 
    “And just what do you mean by that. Why on earth 
would I know?” 
    Mickey ignored Chester’s question. He had seen 
something across the settee and hastily looking down 
at the floor so as to avoid eye contact he exclaimed 
quietly, “God no! Here comes trouble.” 
    “Father, don’t be blasphemous!” 
    “Sorry Chester but I’ve just seen who’s coming 
towards us.” 
    Chester looked up to see who his father was 
referring to. “Father, that’s no way to speak about two 
of our closest friends and highly respected members 
of the community.” Yes, you’ve guessed it. 
    Jean, who was also feigning an interested in the 
remarkable pattern of the settee, enquired 
impatiently, “Well, who is it?” 
    Before Mickey or Chester could reply they 
announced themselves. 
    “Mickey. Jean. We need a word.” having deposited 
Toby with Samantha, Santa and Penny were now 
purposefully making their way over to Mickey and 
Jean. Somehow, as Mickey had realised, I got the 
impression they were coming to discuss the weather! 
    Looking around her in confusion Jean 
unconvincingly pretended to not to know where the 
voices had come from. “Who said that?” 
    “We’re over here,” waved Penny cheerfully. 
    “Oh yes,” laughed Jean. “So you are…. Anyway, 
what can we do for you both?” 
    “Well…” began Penny, glancing at her husband; 
the signal for him to take over.  
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    “… we need to have a chat about the wedding,” he 
completed. 
    “Oh. I suppose you’re going to tell us we can’t get 
married now,” commented Jean sarcastically. 
    “Well…” stuttered Santa, “that’s… what we need to 
discuss.” 
    “Hang on,” protested Jean, “I was just joking.” 
    “Well it’s not really a joking matter, is it?” 
admonished Penny sternly. “There is a holy, sacred 
service at stake here.” 
    “You mean the wedding?” asked Jean. 
    “Yes.” Penny replied bluntly, before turning to 
Santa and muttering, “The fact she doesn’t know it’s a 
holy, sacred ceremony just about says it all doesn’t 
it?” 
    Santa nodded his agreement. 
    “But we’re getting married,” Mickey objected. “It’s 
as simple as that.”  
    “Well I’m afraid it might not be,” Penny told him. 
“Santa and I were willing to turn a blind eye to the 
incident as the two votes you gained through rather 
unscrupulous means (cheating in other words) 
weren’t crucial to the overall vote, but now that we’ve 
been forced into announcing your deception it’s up to 
the bears you could have cheated out of a place to 
decide whether you should still get married.” 
    “Oh that’s ridiculous!” exclaimed Jean. “You’re 
turning a simple wedding into Big Brother!” To be 
fair they’d only done that by having votes to decide 
who got married in the first place. “And who do you 
think you are to tell us that we can’t get married? If 
we want to get married then what the others bears 
think doesn’t even come into it. You can’t stop us.” 



 
309

    “Well actually,” began Santa tentatively, “I can. I do 
conduct the service remember? Without me you can’t 
officially get married.” 
    “That’s…” ooa I didn’t know that word! 
    “Mother!” exclaimed Chester. “Do you think you 
can be any more embarrassing?” 
    “I’m sorry Chester but I’m just annoyed that’s all.” 
    “Well it’s no excuse for obscenities.” 
    “No, I know, I’m sorry but I just can’t believe that 
Santa has the cheek to tell us we can’t get married 
without him. I don’t know why he thinks he’s so 
important. If he’s going to play stubborn then we’ll 
get someone else to be the vicar. I’m sure Milly would 
oblige.” I’d pay to see that! 
    “But Milly doesn’t know the sermon off by heart 
does he?” Santa pointed out.  
    “And neither do you in English!” piped up 
Samantha from across the settee, as she wiped some 
dribble off Toby’s mouth. 
    “Yes I’m glad you’ve brought that point up,” Santa 
called back to her. “After the complaints I received 
from Catherine about not being able to recite the 
sermon in English for her wedding I decided that I’d 
better learn it in English. So now you can choose 
whether I conduct the service in French, German, 
Spanish, Latin, Chinese or English.” Choices, choices.  
    “Oi that’s not fair,” moaned Samantha, “I 
complained when I married John and you did sweet 
Blankety Blank about it!” 
    “Yeah, I complained as well,” agreed Corny from 
across the settee. “Both times I married Milly,” she 
added.  
    “But just because Catherine complains,” Samantha 
continued, “you take your paw out your backside and 
do something about it!” 
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    “No that’s not true at all. I showed no favouritism 
towards Catherine. I mean if I had then I’d have 
learnt the sermon in English before her wedding took 
place wouldn’t I, and not after?” 
    “I suppose,” agreed Samantha reluctantly. “But 
why did you just suddenly decide to learn it now 
when we’ve all been complaining for years?” 
    “Well as you say there’d been an accumulation of 
complaints so I thought I’d better act on it.” I’m very 
sorry about this; I know this isn’t the most riveting of 
discussions. I’m sure you’ve got better things to do 
than listen to why Santa suddenly decided to learn 
how to speak English! 
    “So you wait until you’ve had a certain number of 
complaints do you, before you actually do anything?” 
inquired Samantha sarcastically. 
    “Mm, something like that. I usually wait until 
about six or seven complaints until I take action.” 
    Samantha opened her mouth to respond but as I 
got the impression that I wouldn’t be able to write 
down what she was about to say, it was lucky that 
Jean intervened. 
    “Look, we’ve gone grossly off the point. It doesn’t 
matter what language Santa can recite the sermon in 
(why couldn’t she address him directly- I mean he 
was standing next to her!), what I was saying is that 
I’m sure Milly could do as good a job as Santa if not 
better. Okay he wouldn’t know the exact phrases but 
I’m sure he could improvise. Couldn’t you Milly?” 
    “Well… I’m sure I could have bash at it.” Oh please 
do. That would be my comic treat of the year so far! 
    “See! So if Santa thinks he can stop us getting 
married,” she informed Santa through Mickey, “then 
he’s very much mistaken.” 
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    “I am here you know? And it wasn’t that I said you 
couldn’t get remarried; if two bears wish to be joined 
in matrimony, or rejoined as the case maybe, then I’d 
never dream of stopping them. But if you remember, 
this wedding has a special purpose. It’s to cheer us all 
up after Arthur’s funeral. So what Penny and I are 
saying is that because you cheated you might have to 
let two other bears get remarried for this special 
wedding. But there’d be nothing to stop you getting 
married in a few weeks time if you so wished.” 
    “But hang on,” Jean protested. “Arthur isn’t dead is 
he so the whole wedding and the vote are now void. 
Mickey and I are getting remarried simply because 
we want to and not to cheer everyone else up. I mean 
as Arthur’s not dead they don’t need cheering up 
now do they?” 
    “Well… that’s not strictly true is it? We’ve all still 
been through the trauma of the fire, we all grieved for 
Arthur thinking that he was dead and we all had to 
psyche ourselves up for a very distressing funeral.” 
    “But Santa… Mickey and I really want to get 
married and,” Jean lowered her voice and turned to 
Chester, “no disrespect to you and Penny or you 
Chester but really we’re the only couple who deserve 
to get married.” 
    “I just don’t believe you.” 
    Everyone spun around to see that Catherine had 
stealthily waddled up behind Jean. 
    “Ca… Ca… Catherine,” stammered Jean in 
surprise. “When… when I said…” 
    “Oh shut up Jean!” barked Catherine impatiently. 
    The bears well into a stunned silence and Jean took 
a step backwards. Catherine’s voice had been rife 
with bitterness and hatred; this wasn’t her usual, light 
hearted put down. 
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    “Catherine, that’s no way to speak to my mother!” 
    “Yes well I’m sorry Chester but I just can’t believe 
your mother’s cheek.” Funnily enough Little Toff had 
uttered the same words when Jean had bent down to 
pick up one of Harry’s Pogs! “She ruins our wedding 
because of her disgusting affair with the golden Dale 
Winton and now when we want to have another bash 
at our special day she decides to cheat us out of it so 
she can get married instead. And it’s only because of 
her sordid little fling that she wanted to get married 
again. I just can’t believe she can sink so low! Not 
literally, obviously; not with those knees!” 
    “Catherine there’s no need to be offensive.” 
    “No, there isn’t,” agreed Jean, who appeared to be 
absolutely fuming at being spoken to like this by 
Catherine. “And don’t forget that John messed you’re 
wedding up as well,” she added mischievously. 
    Catherine looked up sharply and the two bears 
stared at each other for several seconds; but it felt 
much longer. Her mouth opened and closed but no 
words came out. She knew that there wasn’t really a 
response she could make without digging a hole for 
herself as to why John had interrupted the service. 
Because of this she reluctantly remained silent, but 
starting emitting a low growling sound. She was not 
amused that Jean had got one up on her. 
    “So I don’t think you can entirely blame me for the 
chaos at your wedding. But yes I know we shouldn’t 
have cheated but in the end it didn’t make any 
difference, did it?” 
    Scrunching her face up in anger Catherine let rip at 
Jean with a load of incoherent babble. “I just can’t… 
oh you… really… take the … unbelievable… oh 
you… uhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Suddenly, without 
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warning, Catherine doubled up and her face 
contorted in pain. The baby had kicked again! 
    After a momentary hesitation a concerned Chester 
sprang forward and took hold of his wife. “Oh 
Catherine darling, are you in pain?” I really don’t 
know how I can follow that highly intelligent 
question? 
    “Oh no of course not,” replied Catherine 
sarcastically, continuing to clutch her stomach. “I’m 
just play acting aren’t I you stupid… uhhhhhhhhhh!” 
Catherine’s grip on her stomach tightened and an 
expression of even greater agony came to her face. 
But I couldn’t help thinking that it was only a little 
baby giving a little kick; how painful could it be? 
    “Catherine darling, is it the baby again?” He was 
really coming out with some crackers today! 
    “No deary; it’s just a touch of indigestion! … Of 
course it’s the flipping baby you… uhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
Catherine bent even further forward in what looked 
like absolute agony and perspiration began to run 
down the fur on her face. Jean and Mickey looked at 
each other awkwardly, before taking a step 
backwards; they obviously weren’t comfortable 
around pain. Well I am sorry; I hope you weren’t put 
out. 
    Santa and Penny, meanwhile, were edging ever 
closer to Catherine; trying to see if they could be of 
any assistance. But just as Penny was about to reach 
out and put her arm around Catherine (and probably 
ask her if there was anything she could do), she let 
out a piercing scream (Catherine that is) and Penny 
leapt backwards in surprise only to be caught by her 
husband. Sorry I made her sound like a ball there 
didn’t I but anyway, where was I? Oh yes, Catherine 
had screamed madly; throwing her arms wildly in the 
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air, before bringing them down quickly and 
drumming her paws against her stomach. 
    “Catherine, what on earth are doing you doing?” 
cried Chester in surprised horror. 
    “I’m giving her a taste of her own medicine!” 
    “Don’t be so stupid,” ordered Chester severely, 
stepping forward and seizing hold of Catherine’s 
arms. “You’ll harm him!” 
    “Ye…es it’s not something I’d recommend,” piped 
up Santa nervously. 
    “Look if she’s going to hit me then I’m going to hit 
her back!” shouted Catherine madly, with a crazy 
look in her eyes.  
    Noting this with growing concern Chester took a 
spontaneous step forward and grabbed hold of his 
wife’s face. “Catherine, look at me. Look me in the 
eyes.” But with the perspiration dripping down her 
face and the colour draining from her fur, her dancing 
eyes were unable to meet Chester’s. “Catherine just 
look at me.” 
    “I can’t. My eyes are all blurred.” 
    “Right… well just listen then. Now I know you’re 
under a lot of stress what with the wedding and 
you’re con… con… er… pregnancy but if you start 
doing stupid things like that then you’re going to end 
up harming our baby. And that’s the last thing you 
want. Isn’t it darling?” 
    “Well…” Catherine’s eyes flickered as if she was 
about to nod off to sleep, “I suppo… no… actually no. 
You know… I don’t really know if I… if I…” Over 
Chester’s shoulder, Catherine’s eyes met Jean’s, who 
gulped guilty before casting the briefest of glances at 
Mickey. From across the room John’s ears pricked up 
and a worried expression came to his face. They all 
knew what Catherine meant. If the baby wasn’t born 
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then she would be spared the embarrassment of 
having to explain to Chester why the baby was pink 
and of having to bring up John’s baby with Chester. 
But she would be killing her baby. 
    “No Catherine,” Chester ordered, “don’t even say 
it. Oh course you care. You’re just a bit wound up 
that’s all. You’ve taken on far too much.” 
    “No Chester, I have NOT taken… uhhhhhhhhhhhn 
too much!” After just managing to splutter out the 
end of her sentence Catherine’s eyes flickered shut 
and she collapsed forward onto Chester. Now as I’ve 
said many times before Catherine’s not exactly what 
you’d call light, so realising that he was about to be 
flattened, Chester hastily stepped to one side and let 
Catherine fall flat on her face. “Yes, that’s it darling. 
You just have a lie down,” he instructed pretending to 
have guided her down onto the settee. 
    Santa and Penny, ever the do-gooders, rushed 
forward and crouched down at Catherine’s side. 
    “Come on Catherine, deep breaths, deep breaths.” 
    “Just try and relax.” 
    “That’s it nice and deep.” 
    “Just feel the tension flowing out of you stuffing.” 
    “Come on, nice and slow.” 
    “Just let it all drain away.” 
    “Keep breathing.” 
    “You should be feeling a warm tingling by now.” 
    “In and out.” 
    “That’s lovely.” 
    After a few minutes of panting and draining, Santa 
rubbed his paws together before reaching out and 
tenderly placing them on Catherine’s stomach. 
    “Now let’s see what we’ve got here…”  
    Almost as an automatic reaction, but without 
opening her eyes, swung her left arm in an arc and 
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knocked a surprised Santa backwards. “No you don’t! 
I’m not having your paws exploring my private 
regions.” 
    “I can assure you…!” 
    But Catherine babbled on, still with her eyes closed! 
“… I’ve seen your wandering paws in action before. 
Oh yes Santa, you’ve been rumbled. Any opportunity 
for a good squeeze and you’re there! Don’t think I 
haven’t seen you with your paws on Corny’s bottom 
every time Milly’s tack’s burned!” Somehow, I think 
not! 
    “Santa!” exclaimed Penny, turning a shocked 
glance on her husband.  
    “I… I… I…” stammered Santa, “can assure you… 
Penny that I’ve ne… never done anything like that.” 
    “And then last week he ‘kindly’ offered to check 
whether one of Samantha’s breast was sagging or 
not!” 
    “I didn’t Penny! I didn’t!” 
    “I mean you’d think he could have thought of a 
better cover because to be fair there isn’t really much 
on Samantha that isn’t sagging! And then the week 
before…” 
    On hearing this Chester sprung to his feet and 
began to usher Santa and Penny away. “I’m awfully 
sorry about this. I really don’t know what’s come over 
her. I can only assume it’s her pregnancy hormones.” 
    “Yes, most likely. But I was only trying to make 
sure that everything was alright with the baby.” 
    “Yes I know Santa and I’m ever so sorry for my 
wife’s behaviour. I shall have her apologise the 
moment she’s feeling better. She should never have 
come out with those diabolical lies!” 
    “Well as long as you know that that’s what they 
were. Lies.” 
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    Chester smiled pleasantly and patted his friend on 
the arm. “Of course I do. You’re an upstanding 
member of the bear community. You’d never do 
anything like that. It’s just my wife being very silly.” 
    “Oh well that’s a relief,” sighed Santa. “And you 
believe me as well don’t you Penny?” 
    “Oh of course I do silly,” grinned Penny, reaching 
upwards and pecking Santa on the cheek. “You didn’t 
really think I’d believe her over you did you?” 
    “Well…” Santa was unsure, “no… no, I suppose 
you wouldn’t.” Whilst smiling lovingly at his wife in 
relief that they had overcome this little obstacle, Santa 
held out his paw to her. “Shall we?” 
    Grinning like a love struck teenager Penny warmly 
grasped hold of her husbands’ paw (balancing baby 
George awkwardly under her other arm) and asked, 
“Shall we?” What was she asking that for? That’s 
what he’d just asked her! Deary me, the bears could 
be so confusing! 
    Holding each other’s paws Penny and Santa 
strolled slowly back towards the cluster of bears; most 
of whom were now watching eagerly as Little Toff 
flicked through the copy of Macbeth, trying to find 
the bit where Lady Macbeth swung down from the 
ceiling in just her underwear. Though I’m not sure 
why he was bothering; it’s not as if there was going to 
be pictures, is there? 
    “You know Santa, I’ve just had the most marvellous 
idea.” 
    “What’s that Penny dear?” 
    “We,” she paused for dramatic impact, “should 
compose one of our little songs to inform the bears of 
things not to do whilst you’re pregnant.” Oh God 
help us! Whoever God was… It had been rumoured a 
few years ago that he was a very old bear who had 
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somehow managed to get up into the sky, and his job 
was to watch over everyone and keep them safe. Why 
did he have to be a bear and not a crow? 
    “Penny, that’s a terrific idea.” 
    “And I already know what we could have as the 
first line…”  
    Jean stared sadly after them for several seconds. 
Realising that something needed to be done before 
anyone else was offended, she turned decisively to 
Mickey and whispered something in her ear. After 
considering whatever it was that Jean had said for a 
couple of seconds he nodded his head. Jean then 
stepped purposefully forward and kneeled down by 
Catherine.  
    “Catherine? It’s me Jean.” Upon hearing this 
Chester, who had still been waving Santa and Penny 
off, looked around to see what his mother was doing. 
But Catherine’s eyes remained closed. Though I’m 
sure I saw the words, “Oh no, not that old bag again,” 
being mouthed on her lips! 
    “I’d like to talk to you about the wedding.”       
    Catherine’s eyes snapped open. “What about the 
wedding?” 
    Holding back a smile at how quickly Catherine’s 
eyes had open (well it was rather coincidental wasn’t 
it) Jean replied, “Well Mickey and I hate seeing you 
like this, especially because you might end up doing 
some harm to our grandchild, and we’ve realised that 
there’s something we can do about it. So we’ve 
decided,” she let out a deep sigh; she was clearly 
giving in, “to give you what you want. You and 
Chester can get remarried instead of us.” 
    Chester’s eyes visibly brightened with excitement. 
“Really mother?”  
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    “No! No! No!” interrupted Catherine decisively. 
“No! No! No! You’ve got it all wrong. That’s not what 
I want at all. No. No. No. Fair enough it might have 
been at the start but now that you and Mickey have 
somehow managed to bribe Penny and Santa I’ve 
given up on that. Though I’m not quite sure how 
managed to do that. I mean those two look down 
their noses at you if you cough while Who Wants To 
Be A Millionaire’s on! But knowing you, you 
probably offered him your body or something like! 
Though I’m not sure why he’d want that mind you 
but that’s beside the point. No I’ve given up on the 
dream of finally having a perfect wedding and now 
I’m just content to help organise your wedding for 
you. I mean I’m not asking much am I really?” 
    “No… No, I suppose not,” Jean agreed. 
    “But wouldn’t you much rather get married 
again?” enquired a disappointed Chester. 
    “Well it might sound a nice idea but don’t forget 
there’s all that work to do in organising it. And it 
would be even harder this time because we’d have to 
make sure that everything was different this time. 
There’d have to be a new seating plan, we wouldn’t 
want bears thinking, “I sat next to him last time and 
he still stinks,” I’d have to design new invitations 
because we wouldn’t want the bears thinking that 
that’s so last year. And we’d need to pick new 
bridesmaids and a new best bear and that’d be quite 
difficult as we were scraping the barrel last time! But 
if we didn’t then we’d have bears moaning that 
they’ve seen it all before. You know what they’re like 
when the BBC put repeats on on a Sunday evening. 
But to be fair there wouldn’t really be any point in 
bothering if it was just going to be the same as last 
time. So we’d have to try and outdo all the things we 
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did last time and make it bigger and better than 
before.” It was only a wedding, for goodness sake! 
Anyone would think she was organising the Oscars! 
The real Oscars I mean. “So basically it’s better if we 
just drag along with your mother and father’s 
wedding. I mean they’re happy to keep it bog simple 
and tacky. And they’re not bothered if they churn out 
the same rubbish as last time.” Jean and Mickey cast 
her irritated glances. “No, no offence you two but I 
mean when the highlight is of a wedding is turning 
the page of the Bible it’s hardly going to be wedding 
of the year is it?” 
    “No but Catherine,” queried Chester, “don’t you 
think it might be too much stress for you?” 
    “Nah, it’ll be a piece of cake. I mean I’ve already 
done most of the outfits so there isn’t that much left to 
do.” Suddenly forgetting her pain and misery of a few 
minutes earlier Catherine clambered fairly 
energetically to her feet and clapped her paws 
together with excitement. “Right then Jean. No 
messing now, I need to know who you want as you 
bridesmaids. You’ve diddled me around for long 
enough now. And you have agreed that I can do all 
the organising so you’d better just tell me.” After a 
lapse of a couple of minutes where Catherine had 
wallowed in self pity and become deranged and 
depressed, the old Catherine was now back on the 
war path! But I’m not sure whether this was 
necessarily a good thing! 
    “Yes. Yes. Alright. Keep your fur on,” instructed 
Jean sternly, trying to calm Catherine down a bit. 
“…Right, well I was planning on having Samantha 
and Penny as my bridesmaids but…” 
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    “Right,” Catherine spun round and before Jean 
could protest she shouted loudly, “Penny, Samantha, 
get your bums over here!” 
    “No Catherine let me finish,” protested Jean, trying 
to silence her. “I was going to have those two but after 
Samantha’s display just now I don’t really think she’ll 
want to be my bridesmaid and I don’t really know if I 
want her to be now anyway, so I’ll just have to stick 
with Penny.” Why did she make that sound like the 
booby prize? 
    But Samantha, who had started listening in after 
Catherine had called across to her, wasn’t going to 
leave it at that and she now came waddling across 
with Toby in her arms. 
    “Hold your horses! Hold your horses. Now then, 
you’re making enormous presumptions. Just because 
I smacked you in the mouth, jumped on top of you 
and called you a spiteful little wotsit (wasn’t it an 
oomph?) doesn’t mean I don’t want to be your 
bridesmaid.” Well it goes without saying doesn’t it? 
    “Oh really?” mocked Jean sarcastically. “Well it’s 
immaterial now anyway, because I don’t think I want 
you there.”  
    “You mean… you mean I’m not even invited to the 
do now?” 
    Jean nodded her head slowly and smiled falsely. “I 
think it’s for the best.” 
    “Oh come on Jean.” Thrusting Toby into Mickey’s 
paws, who almost dropped him in surprise, 
Samantha waddled forward and threw her arms 
affectionately around an equally surprised Jean. 
“We’ve been friends far too long for us to fall out over 
something silly like this. I mean we’ve had ding 
dongs in the past haven’t we? The odd slap’s been 
exchanged here and there.” Jean was now starting to 
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wriggle about in Samantha’s grip and her face had 
scrunched up with distaste (it wasn’t a pleasant sight 
believe me) but Samantha made no move to let her 
go. “And maybe the odd punch as well… but we’ve 
always made up afterwards. Once the sore lip eases 
off we forget all about it. And I am sorry about 
punching you, but you did cheat me and John out of a 
wedding didn’t you.” 
    “Ye…ee…es,” spluttered Jean. 
    “Is something the matter? I can’t quite hear you.” 
    “I think,” Chester ventured, “it might help if you 
stop suffocating her.” 
    “Oh right.” Slightly embarrassed Samantha let go 
of Jean and took a step backwards. Relieved to be able 
to breathe again, Jean let out a deep breath. 
    “Crikey Samantha, you almost squashed me to a 
pulp!” 
    “Oh sorry… Hey I hope you’re not saying I’m fat! 
‘Cause if you are I’ll flipping lamp you one!” 
    “Oh well that’s charming that is!” exclaimed Jean. 
“And I was just about to re-invite you and say you 
could be my bridesmaid as well.” 
    “You… you were?” croaked Samantha, suddenly 
become all emotional. 
    Before Jean could reply, Chester butted in. “Oh do 
pardon my rudeness but you just mentioning re-
inviting Samantha there mother made me recall 
something I was going to ask you. Frightfully rude of 
me to interrupt, I know, but it is rather an important 
matter I feel… We all know what poor Arthur’s been 
through in the last couple of days; or years to be 
precise and we all know how I invited him to our 
wedding,” Chester inclined his head towards his 
wife, “and then unforgivably forgot all about him. So 
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I was thinking that it might be a nice gesture to invite 
him to your wedding.” 
    “Yes… yes, that’s…” Jean cast Mickey an enquiring 
glance and he nodded his head,” … that’s a great 
idea.” 
    “I know it’s only a very small gesture compared to 
how much we owe him but I’m sure it will be 
appreciated.” 
    “Yes, I’m sure it will,” Mickey agreed, slapping his 
son proudly on his back. “You’re a very generous 
young bear, Chester.” 
    Chester’s yellow fur blushed white. “Oh father… 
(was he about to start praying?) you really are too 
kind.” 
    “Oh not at all.” I could see this was going to turn 
into a “Oh aren’t you marvellous,” “No you’re 
marvellous,” “No you’re marvellous” and so on! 
    “Er… do you mind?” demanded Samantha, butting 
in. “I’m trying to wangle my way back into the 
wedding here!” 
    “Oh look alright Samantha, you can be a 
bridesmaid if you want,” Jean told her. “You’re right, 
we’ve been friends too long to fall out over something 
silly like this. And I was in the wrong to start with.” 
    Luckily Samantha didn’t pick up on the fact that 
Jean was saying she wasn’t in the wrong anymore! 
“So I can be your bridesmaid?” Samantha was 
starting becoming all emotional again. 
    “Yes, of course,” smiled Jean, relieved that she had 
resolved things with her friend of many years. 
    “And I can came to the wedding as well?” asked 
Samantha dopily.  
    “Well you’ll have a job being my bridesmaid if you 
don’t!” 
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    “Oh yeah… silly me,” laughed Samantha in 
embarrassment, whilst dabbing her watery eyes with 
her paw. “Oh… oh I love you Jean!” Samantha 
exclaimed suddenly, running towards Jean with her 
arms outstretched. 
    “Yes alright, steady on,” instructed Jean firmly, 
pushing Samantha away. Well she didn’t want to be 
suffocated again did she? Though I couldn’t 
understand why Samantha was making such a big 
deal about being Jean’s bridesmaid. Anyone would 
think she was royalty! I mean she hadn’t acted like 
this when Catherine had asked her to be her 
bridesmaid. But it was probably just Samantha’s 
hormones playing her up again. She’d had trouble 
with them a couple of years ago. But hang on! That 
was when she was… No. Surely not! 
    “Look, do you mind?” snapped Catherine 
impatiently. “I’m standing wound here raiting for 
Jean to make up her blooming mind. First it was you 
and Penny, then it was just Penny, then the wedding 
was off, then it was just you, then it was just Penny 
again and then it was both of you. I just don’t know if 
I’m coming or going!” I have to say don’t remember 
all those changes but I’m not one to quibble. 
Quibbling is for bears (or crows) with nothing better 
to do. (Wise words from a wise old crow). Have you 
noticed how easily I go completely off the point? Like 
a couple of pages back when I started waffling on 
about the bears’ Oscars when you just wanted to 
know what Corny said next! 
    “Look it’s perfectly simple Catherine,” Jean told 
her, whilst restraining Samantha who was still 
desperately trying to fling her arms around her, 
“Samantha and Penny are my bridesmaids.” 
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    Catherine sighed. “Oh well you could have just told 
me that from the start. Instead of keeping me 
hanging. Anyway…” Catherine broke off as she 
turned towards the group of bears sitting on the 
settee and cupped her paws around her mouth. “Oi 
Penny, get your bum-bum over here!” 
    Hearing the shout Penny and Santa (I don’t know 
why he was getting involved) looked around 
themselves in confusion, trying to establish where it 
had come from. 
    “I’m over here,” Catherine called across to them, 
before adding quietly under her breath, “you stupid 
little Dipsys.” 
    “Oh there she is Santa,” exclaimed Penny, waving 
her paw at Catherine. 
    “Oh yes. Quite right.” 
    “How can I help you Catherine?” 
    “You can get your rear over here (a nice bit of 
poetry there)! I need to measure you up for the 
wedding.” 
    “Measure me up? What for?” 
    “For bridesmaid.” 
    “For bridesmaid?” 
    “Yes,” confirmed Catherine in a patronising tone, 
as this was obvious. “I don’t need an echo!” 
    “Is this right Jean?” asked a surprised Penny. 
    “Yes, absolutely. Sorry I didn’t ask you before but,” 
she lowered her voice, “you know what Catherine’s 
like and” she raised her voice “we’ve been frightfully 
pushed for time.” 
    “I’m not deaf you know?” 
    “Oh there’s no need to apologise Jean. It’s really 
lovely that you should think of me. Really lovely.” Oh 
don’t start that again! 
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    “Oh not a bit of it. You were the only one I was sure 
about.” 
    “Well that’s charming that is,” mumbled Samantha 
quietly. That was a first for Samantha. 
    “Oh that’s really kind of you to say Jean. And I’d 
love to be your bridesmaid.” 
    “Well what are we waiting for then?” 
    “Flipping Penny’s who we’re waiting for,” 
muttered Catherine under her breath. “Look I do hate 
to break up the chitty chatty but I am pressed for 
time. I’ve still got to organise the fireworks tonight.” 
    “Oh well yes of course… You what?” exclaimed 
Jean suddenly realising what Catherine had said.  
   “Oh didn’t I mention them? Oh well not to worry. 
It’s nothing that major. I’ll explain later.” 
    “But…” 
    “Oh yes that reminds me. I think it might have also 
slipped my mind to mention the music at the 
wedding. Well normally we have some really durdgy 
classical music track playing and everyone has an 
attempt at singing along. But no one every knows the 
words and it normally sounds like we’re all singing 
along to different songs! Well I say singing, that 
might be a little bit generous. I mean Metro’s E flat 
sends shivers down my fur. And not in a classical 
way either! So I thought that this time we’d do things 
a bit differently. We won’t have everyone singing 
along and instead of playing one of those scratched 
CDs that jump forward every time you get to a good 
bit, we’ll have some live music.” 
    “Live music?” 
    “Oh yes.” 
    “Who?” 
    “Well yes that’s a very good question. I’ve being 
lulling that over in me head all day. Once I’d decided 
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not to have that old and worn CD that refuses to play 
track 7, though I think that’s a blessing in disguise, 
I’ve been thinking about who we can have singing 
live. And then it came to me.”  
    There was a pause. 
    “Well?” 
    “It’s obvious when you think about it.” 
    “Who?” prompted Jean, getting a little impatient.  
    “Me of course.” 
    “You?”  
    “Yes. I mean I’m familiar with allegros and 
arpeggios. And Chester said that my rendition of Ah 
Belinda sent shivers down areas he’d forgotten about! 
Didn’t you Chester?” 
    “Well… err… yes… I… yes. You were sensational.” 
You think he was joking. Now I’m not saying she was 
sensational but she can sing. Oh yes. As you might 
have noticed Catherine is the most dignified of bears 
so you’re probably wondering how she got with 
Chester. Well he’d fancied her before she sung but she 
was rather too common a bear for his liking. But once 
she’d sung a piece of classical music he considered 
her refined enough to go out with her! And they say 
romance is dead! “And I think it’s a really nice idea to 
sing at mother and father’s wedding. It will be much 
appreciated won’t it mother?” 
    “Oh… well… err…” 
    “Right that’s settled then,” announced Catherine 
cheerfully. “Oi Penny, get yourself over here! We’re 
waiting!” 
    “Oh err… yes, of course. Erm… shall I bring Santa 
and George along?” 
    “It isn’t a family outing for goodness sake!” 
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    Penny mumbled something under her breath in 
embarrassment, then hastily pawed George over to 
Santa and began waddling over to Catherine and co. 
    Seeing that Penny was on her way, Catherine 
turned her attention back to Samantha, who was still 
nattering away to Jean. “Right you, come on. We 
haven’t got time for dilly dallying.” With that 
Catherine was about to make her move towards the 
edge of the settee but before she could Chester sprung 
in front of her. “What you doing? You’ll give me a 
stuffing attack!” 
    “Oh sorry darling… I just wanted to give you a 
goodbye kiss.”  
    “A goodbye kiss? For goodness sake! Why’s 
everyone treating this as such a big deal? I’m only 
going into the study to stick a tape measure round 
Samantha’s inside leg!” 
    “Oh… sorry,” murmured Chester, his fur blushing. 
    Seeing this Catherine allowed a little grin to come 
to her lips before she mellowed and conceded. “Oh 
alright then, go on. But quickly!” 
    Beaming but bashful (nice bit of awesome 
alliteration there- if I say so myself) Chester reached 
upwards and pecked his wife gently on her cheek. 
“Now you will be careful won’t you?” 
    “Oh for goodness sake! I’m not a child.” 
    “No, but you are carrying ours don’t forget.”  
    “Well there is a little reminder, in case it slips my 
mind,” she joked, playfully pushing her husband 
away as she finally made her way towards the edge of 
the settee. As she did I saw big grin lighten her face. 
Everything had worked out perfectly for her; she’d 
managed to take over Jean’s wedding, the baby had 
stopped kicking (though a cynic like me question 
whether they’d ever kicked in the first place!) and 
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she’d just had a bit of physical contact with her 
husband. I think she’d rather enjoyed that kiss! 
    Though across the settee sat a bear who hadn’t 
enjoyed watching it. He had stared at Catherine and 
Chester in a jealous rage and was now looking 
longingly after her; the bear who could be carrying 
his child. 
    I was talking about John, in case you haven’t been 
paying attention to the plot (or what there is of one!). 
    “Oh… err Catherine,” Jean suddenly called after 
her. Catherine stopped in her tracks. “Do you want 
me to accompany you?” 
    “How can I put this?” she muttered under her 
breath. “No. No. That won’t be necessary. I’m sure I’ll 
be able to manage without Mother Bear holding my 
paw.” 
    “There’s no need for sarcasm Catherine. I was just 
wondering whether you’d like me to come and… you 
know… oversee things. Approve the outfits. Offer a 
helping paw. Or a bit of advice. That sort of thing.” 
    “Well… it’s a very generous offer, almost too 
generous for words, but won’t it be a nicer surprise 
for you to see the outfits for the first time tomorrow?” 
    “But I’m the bride; I’m not supposed to have 
surprises!” 
    “Yes but if we were following suppose to’s then 
you’d be walking up the aisle in a white dress with 
‘God Save the Queen’ playing in the background. 
This wedding isn’t going to be like anything anyone’s 
ever seen before.” 
    “You can say that again,” murmured Jean. 
    Hearing the smart remark Catherine chastised, 
“You should be grateful that I’m doing all this for 
your wedding. Some of the ideas I’ve come up with 
I’d have liked to have used for my wedding.” 
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    “Now why isn’t that a comfort?” Jean mumbled. 
    “And anyway I can just picture what’ll happen if 
you come along. Before I know it you’ll be fiddling 
with me material and tampering with me tape 
measure. Heaven forbid you start meddling with the 
sewing machine! There’d be dresses attached 
together, bears sewn to the carpet! No. No. I think it’s 
best you keep your nose out of things… unless you’re 
putting it under the sewing…” 
    “Well I’m afraid I’m coming with you whether you 
like it or not. It is my wedding remember?” But as 
soon as the words left her lips Jean realised how 
easily it couldn’t have been her wedding and added 
hastily, “But I’ll only poke my head just to see what’s 
happening. And if you’re coping then I’ll clear off.” 
    “Well…” 
    “That’s settled then,” Jean grinned. Good on her! 
She’d turned the tables on the manipulative 
Catherine. 
    Tilting her nose up in the air (a trait she had 
probably inherited from her… time with Metro shall 
we say?) Jean strutted across the settee towards 
Catherine, who had inexplicably starting muttering 
things about “old bags.” 
    “Cheerio mother,” Chester called after her. 
    “Yes see you Chester dear. And you Mickey.” 
    “Yeah see you love.” 
    Just as Chester and Mickey were breathing a sigh of 
relief that it seemed they were going to have a break 
from their other half there was a call from across the 
settee.  
    “Hey Chester! Come and have a look at my coins!” 
It was Charles. Remember him? 
    “Oh… er… yes… just coming Charles.” 
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    “I’ve been collecting coins from down the side of 
the settee,” he explained, displaying a fascinating two 
pence piece on his paw. 
    “Oh right. How fascinating?” Chester turned to 
Mickey and patted him on the arm. “I’ll see you later 
before,” he told him, before he took a deep breath and 
made his way over to Charles and his coins. 
    And so Mickey and Samantha, who had hung back 
when Jean and Catherine ambled off, were left 
standing in the middle of the settee together. Isn’t it 
funny how things like this always happened? It was 
like a really tacky soap. Like Eastenders or 
Emmerdale! 
    Slightly awkwardly Samantha grinned up at 
Mickey, but he just looked away. 
    “You know… I’m really excited about being 
bridesmaid at your wedding,” she told him, trying to 
break the ice. 
    “That’s nice.” 
    “But Jean wouldn’t give me a hug you know? And I 
was only trying to be affectionate.” 
    “Oh right.” Gosh, he was being so cold she must 
have felt she was talking to an ice cube! 
    Samantha shuffled her feet awkwardly before 
asking nervously, “Erm… will you give me a hug 
instead?” 
    “No… No, I don’t think that would be 
appropriate.” 
    “Oh come on Mick, what’s the matter?” 
    “Well…” 
    “Is it about Jean ‘cause we were getting on fine 
before?” 
    “Well yes I suppose it is really. You know if…” 
    “Oh right. Well I’d just like to say I’m sorry about 
punching Jean and jumping on top of her.” It was 
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funny how whenever these two spoke they were 
apologising for hitting the other’s partner. But 
actually I have a feeling that when Mickey said it was 
about Jean he was thinking more along the lines that 
he couldn’t have an affair with Samantha because he 
was married to her. 
    “No, well actually…” 
    “No Mickey. Please don’t say that she deserved it 
because you cheated in that silly competition.” 
    “Well that’s not what I was going to say but it is 
true. It was unforgivable to cheat you and John out of 
getting married. Especially, as you said yourself, you 
two needed it more than we did. I mean we’ve 
already sorted our problems out…” 
    “Well yes you have… but me and John were 
probably beyond hope anyway.” 
    “Oh don’t say that. I’m sure you’ll sort things out; 
like you always do.” 
    “Oh I’m not so sure this time. He’s been lying to me 
for months now and until he tells me what it’s all 
about then our marriage doesn’t stand a chance.” 
    Mickey gulped quietly to himself. He knew full 
well what it was all about and it looked as if he was 
dying to tell her but just that he couldn’t There was 
Jean and the repercussions to think of. Sounds like the 
name of a band! 
    “Well… I’m… I’m sure there’s… a reasonable 
explanation for it all.” 
    “Oh, I don’t know,” Samantha mused sadly before 
swiftly changing the subject. “But anyway, I had no 
right to tell Jean off about cheating. ‘Cause I mean me 
and John aren’t above a bit of cheating ourselves.” 
    “What, you cheated in the wedding competition as 
well?” 
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    “No. No. But you know we played cards with you 
and Jean a couple of weeks ago?” 
    “Ye-es?” 
    “Well John had an ace up his bum!” 
    “Oh… right.” Well what else can you say to that? 
“Thank you for sharing that with me!” 
    “Pleasure… Anyway I best be off. Catherine’ll be 
realising I’m not right behind them in a minute. See 
you Mick.” Samantha then brushed past Mickey, 
making sure that the fur on their arms rubbed 
seductively together and that her paw lingered 
suggestively on his arm. Feeling this sudden contact 
Mickey didn’t flinch but instead looked directly into 
Samantha’s eyes. They held this stare for several 
seconds. And in this moment I could see all the 
suppressed, love, affection and longing passing 
between them (gosh I as clever wasn’t I?). They 
clearly just wanted to grab hold of each other and 
have a good old passionate kiss. But they knew they 
couldn’t. Mainly because they had rather a large 
audience and neither of their partners were more than 
a metre away from them. I wonder whether if that 
hadn’t been the case they’d have lunged at each other 
(not really a nice image to have in your head is it?) 
Certainly earlier today, they’d have gone for it if they 
hadn’t been interrupted. I suppose I should be 
thankful they were. I mean can’t the bears think of 
anything else to do except have affairs? And why 
can’t they think of all the hurt and all the damage 
they’ll cause before they start the affair? They’re 
always very apologetic after the event; “Oh I never 
meant for anyone to get hurt.” Well it’s a bit late for 
that once the affair’s been exposed. And they always 
were. No two bears had ever embarked on a secret 
liaison without everyone else finding out about it at 
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some point. Except for John and Catherine of course, 
but I had a feeling that their affair wasn’t going to 
stay secret for very much longer… 
    Finally Samantha removed her paw from Mickey’s 
arm and with one last seductive look at Mickey she 
made her way towards the edge of the settee. Luckily 
for them Jean had failed to see their little ‘moment’ as 
she had been to busy helping Catherine over the edge 
of the settee. John had also failed to notice it as he had 
been too busy staring at Catherine! 
    But one bear had noticed them. 
    Penny. 
    As she had bumbled past them on her way to the 
edge of the settee she had just casually glanced to her 
right. A shocked expression had come to her face as 
she had noticed the contact between them and she 
had hastily looked away; pretending not to have 
noticed (I’m not sure whose benefit she did this for 
mind you as no one else was looking!). I’m sure that 
their secret (or what there was of one) would be safe 
with Penny as she wasn’t one to gossip. Especially 
because she hadn’t actually seen anything 
incriminating; mainly because nothing incriminating 
had actually happened yet! If bears insisted on having 
affairs, why couldn’t they just hurry up with them 
and get them out the way? Why did they always 
insist on waiting a couple of months before they 
actually got started? Now I know affairs do provide a 
bit of light entertainment for me, so I don’t want to 
criticise them too much, but to be honest I was getting 
a bit bored with affairs. They were getting a bit 
repetitive. Why couldn’t something original and 
exciting happen? Like a good old fashioned murder? 
Though to be fair we had had an explosion only to 
days ago, so I suppose I’d have to be happy with that. 
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It’s not as if they happen every day. But the fact that I 
was almost singed to smithereens did rather hinder 
my enjoyment of that particular event! Things are 
only exciting to watch when you’re not involved in 
them! 
    “Hey Catherine,” Santa called across to her, “I’ve 
just realised. You’ve nicking Lady Macbeth and 
Banquo!” 
    Before Catherine could reply Penny had spun 
round and responded with, “Oh come on Santa. The 
reading’s a disaster! You’ve done your best but 
unfortunately no one’s interested in a piece of great 
literature. But it was a lovely idea.” 
    “Oh,” sighed Santa in despair, “I give up!” 
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CHAPTER 19 
     
    Outside the birds were twittering and the pale sun 
was rising over the garden fence. A couple of crows 
flew over the garden squawking loudly.  
    It was early the next morning. Very early. Didn’t 
they have any consideration for their domesticated, 
ventriloquist counterparts? 
    But to be fair it wasn’t them that had woken me up. 
No, that was down to a combination of loud noises 
(too loud for this time of the morning) coming from 
the study and GMTV! Yes, even at this hour (it wasn’t 
even seven o’clock yet) the bears found it necessary to 
watch TV. Well I say the bears, it was just Pete and a 
half asleep John sitting in front of the drivel that was 
called breakfast TV.   
    As to the noises from the study, Catherine, Jean, 
Penny and Samantha were getting into their wedding 
outfits. I don’t know what was so funny about putting 
on a dress but there was certainly a lot of laughing 
and chatting going on. Far too much for this time of 
the morning! And why they were apparently getting 
into their outfits when the wedding wasn’t until three 
o’clock really was beyond me! 
    I was suddenly jolted out of my thoughts by the 
sound of the GMTV theme tune. It was a break. And 
that was another thing! If the bears (or Pete and John 
in this case) insisted at watching telly at this 
unsociable hour, then why did they have to have it 
absolutely blaring? I don’t know how long I’d be able 
to stick to living downstairs if I was going to be 
woken up by GMTV every morning. Especially if I 
wasn’t going to be able to get to sleep until after 
midnight the night before because of films going on 
well into the night. 
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    “John?” Pete had obviously been waiting for a 
break before he spoke to his son. Well you’ve got to 
get your priorities right haven’t you? 
    “Uh?” John had nodded off. Well he had been 
watching GMTV! 
    “John?” 
    “Uh? Uh?” 
    Pete gave John a nudge. “John?” 
    “Uh?” 
    Pete gave John another nudge; harder this time. 
“John, it’s me.” 
    A bleary-eyed John sat bolt upright. “What? What? 
What’s happening?” 
    “Oh nothing. I just wanted to have a word with you 
in the break.” 
    “Is that all?” John’s eyes flicked shut and he 
flopped back onto the settee. 
    “Oh well that’s charming that is?” 
    “Oh I don’t mean it like that,” John apologised, 
slowly opening his eyes, before yawning and 
stretching out his arms. “Go on, what did you want to 
talk to me about? Or need I ask?” 
    “Well… it’s not directly about Catherine’s baby if 
that’s what you mean. No, I want to speak to you 
about Samantha. I… I couldn’t help overhearing your 
argument yesterday. I wondered how long it would 
be before she noticed that you hadn’t been acting 
yourself lately. She’s not thick you know? Well… not 
all the time… but anyway you’ve got to pull yourself 
together John. You’re going to lose her if you’re not 
careful.” 
    “Oh come on Dad, you don’t give a stuff about 
Samantha! You’ve done nothing but try to split us up 
ever since we got married.” 
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    “That’s not true! Fair enough… I’ve never been 
Samantha’s biggest fan but…” 
    “Well there’s an understatement.” 
    “Well okay, maybe it is, but I wouldn’t want to see 
you two split up.” 
    “Maybe not, but that’s only because you’re worried 
that if I divorce Samantha then she’ll take off with 
Toby and you’ll never see your precious grandson 
again!” 
    “John!” Pete protested. 
    “No Dad. It’s the truth. You don’t care about me, or 
Samantha or our marriage. All you care about is your 
flaming beloved Toby!” 
    Slowly Pete turned to look at his son, displaying the 
most innocent and most hurt expression that he 
muster. “John… that really really hurts. I know I let 
you down when I walked out on you when you were 
young but…” 
    “Go on. Tell me how old I was?” 
    There was a silence; Pete hadn’t been expecting 
that. “Well… erm… let me see (I believe that this is 
called stalling for time) you must have been about… 
eight or nine.” 
    “No.” 
    “Ten?” 
    “No.” 
    “Eleven?” 
    “No.” 
    “Twelve?” 
    “No.” 
    “Oh well alright I admit it; I don’t know how old 
you were!” 
    “Well you were some father then weren’t you? 
Even when you were there you didn’t take an interest 
in me.”  
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    “Yes, I know. I was a really poor father. And that’s 
what I was just saying. But if you’d let me finish I was 
going to say how since I’ve come back to you I’ve 
done my very best to be a good father to you.” John 
opened his mouth to speak but Pete held up his paw. 
“And yes, I know I’ve done made much of an effort to 
get on with Samantha. But she is a very disagreeable 
bear. And they say first impressions count and when I 
first came through the bedroom window I saw her 
turn to Catherine and say, “Who’s the pink wrinkly?” 
With a welcome like that I was bound to be turned 
against her. But I am making an effort now from 
trying to stop you from splitting up. And I certainly 
don’t have to. But yes, I do admit that my main 
motivation for doing this is Toby. But it’s not because 
I care about him more than you. It’s just because I 
missed seeing you grow up and although I can try 
and be a good Dad to you now, those years are gone. 
So I just want to make sure that I don’t miss out on 
seeing Toby grow up and I want to be the best 
possible granddad I can be. And… I’m just worried,” 
Pete croaked, his eyes welling up with tears, “that 
Samantha’ll take him away and it’ll happen all over 
again!” After blurting this out Pete thrust his face into 
his paws and began to sob loudly (I’d give him eight 
out of ten for trying!). 
    “Oh come here Dad.” John hastily wrapped his arm 
warmly around his father and clung onto his father. 
“Don’t cry Dad. Since you’ve been back you’ve been 
my rock. What will I do if you break down?” 
    “I’m sorry… I’m sorry,” he stammered, tears 
dripping into John’s lap. “I just couldn’t bear it if you 
split up!” 
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    “No, what you couldn’t bear is to lose Toby. And 
I’ll make sure that when we split up that she doesn’t 
take Toby away. I’m his father; I do have rights.” 
    “When?” Shrugging John away, Pete sat bolt 
upright and wiped his tears away. 
    “Pardon?” 
    “You said when you split up. Not if.” 
    “Look Dad…” John sighed. 
    “No you look John. All you need to do is make up 
some excuse why you haven’t been yourself. Some 
believable excuse. And then you just need to be really 
apologetic and really nice to her. You know, pick 
some flowers from the garden. Take her for a nice 
moonlit walk on the rooftop. That usually works. And 
then…” 
    “Let me stop you there Dad. I’ve tried giving her a 
believable excuse before but she just won’t buy it!” 
    “Yes but that’s because you were still miserable; 
she realised that the problem wasn’t over. No, if you 
give her some good excuse, nothing that contrasts too 
much from what you’ve said before, and then come 
across all cheerful, she’ll soon forget all about it.” 
    “As simple as that?” Did I detect a hint of sarcasm 
in his voice? 
    “Yep.” 
    “And everything can go back to normal?” 
    “Well…” 
    “And I just have to forget about Catherine and the 
baby she’s carrying?” 
    “Well… yes.” 
    “Just like that?” Did he think he was Tommy 
Cooper? Not that I know who he is but my publisher 
told me add that comment! 
    “Well I’m not saying it’s going to be easy but…” 
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    “And what makes you think I want to forget 
them?” 
    “You’ll lose Samantha otherwise you stupid idiot!” 
shouted Pete, losing his temper. 
    “And Toby you mean?” 
    “Look John…” 
    “No, you don’t understand Dad. You don’t 
understand anything.” 
    “Then tell me,” Pete fired back at him. 
    “Ever since I started my affair with Catherine, 
months and months ago I haven’t been able to think 
of any other bear except her. Even when I’ve been 
with Samantha, even on the few times we’ve got 
passionate (to much information!), I haven’t been able 
to think of anyone but Catherine. Even after she 
knocked me back and married Chester, I still couldn’t 
get her out of my mind. And then when she 
announced she was pregnant it was even worse. Not 
only was I thinking about how much I wanted her but 
I was also thinking about my unborn little mite. 
Watching my little child grow in Catherine’s stomach 
and watching her being so reckless with it has been 
absolute torture. And you think that all I need to do 
to get back on track with Samantha is apologise to her 
and pretend to be cheerful. What you don’t seem to 
understand is that after all these months and months 
of longing for Catherine all Samantha’s appeal, all the 
love I had for her has worn away. Spending time with 
Samantha now just seems like wasting time when I 
could be thinking about my baby and Catherine. Or 
better still trying to talk to Catherine about getting 
back with her or about trying to make her accept that 
the baby’s mine. The other day when the house was 
on fire and you and Samantha were still inside, I was 
going absolutely spare. Praying and everything I was. 
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And then when I saw you dragging her out I could 
have leapt in the air with joy.” 
    “See? That proves you still love her.” 
    “That’s what I thought. But then when I was 
thinking about it afterwards I realised that it was only 
seeing you that made me feel like that.” 
    “So you wouldn’t have cared if Samantha hadn’t 
got out?” Pete challenged. 
    “Of course I would. But I’d have hated it if any bear 
hadn’t have got out alive. When I saw Samantha I 
only felt the same amount of relief when I saw Metro 
being carried out.” Metro? Gosh he did have 
problems.  
    “Oh that’s just silly. You can’t know what you were 
feeling when you saw a particular bear. You’re 
probably getting it all mixed up. You were probably 
overjoyed when you saw Samantha and not that 
bothered when you saw me. It’s probably me you 
don’t really love. And I mean that’s fair enough after 
the way I’ve treated you.” Pete was getting desperate. 
    “Dad. Listen,” John instructed firmly. “It was 
Samantha, I’m sure of it. I’ve been evaluating my 
feelings ever since.” 
    “Oh John, you shouldn’t look at things so deeply.” 
    “Well I have now and I don’t think I love her 
anymore.”  
    There was a long contemplative silence, which was 
spoilt by the blaring of the GMTV theme tune. 
    “So you’re saying you’re marriage is over?” 
    “Ssh. GMTV’s coming back on.” 
    “I don’t give a stuff about GMTV!” That made a 
change. “Now is your marriage over?” he demanded 
loudly. 
    “Keep your voice down,” John ordered in a hushed 
whisper. 
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    “Why? Aren’t you going to tell her?” Pete snarled, 
moving his face threateningly close to his son’s.  
    “Look Dad, I’ll sort this out in my own time.” 
    “And what do you class as sorting it out? Telling 
her your marriage of seven years is over and letting 
her walk off with Toby!” 
    “Toby’s going nowhere!”     
    “Too right he isn’t.” And with that clambered 
athletically to his feet (well as athletic as a bear of his 
years could be!) and began marching across the settee. 
    Keeping one eye on the telly John called after him, 
“Dad, where’re you going?” 
    “Never you mind.” 
    “Dad?” he pleaded, making a move to get up. 
    “Oh I’m… err… just going for a walk. I need to 
clear my head.”  
    “Oh right.” Satisfied, John flopped back on the 
settee and turned his attention back to the TV. This 
meant that he failed to see his father turn around and 
cast him a mad, determined glance over his shoulder. 
What was Pete going to do? 
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CHAPTER 20 
 
    Watching Pete slowly descend the settee and 
hobble across the lounge over to the study door 
wasn’t exactly scintillating stuff so I thought I’d better 
start a new chapter here, so as to cut that out.  
    The study door was closed as Catherine and co 
obviously didn’t want to be peered at as they got 
changed. As I’ve said before (in the last book) this 
always seemed rather silly to me as they would 
usually walk around in the buff. It’s why they were 
called bears. Or was it? Because I never wore any 
clothes and I wasn’t called a bear. Maybe I should get 
Little Toff to nip upstairs and steal a pair of Mr 
Partridge’s Y-Fronts; just to preserve my dignity you 
understand? 
    But anyway, the door being closed was rather 
convenient for Pete as by the time he reached the 
study he was absolutely exhausted and could flop up 
against the door to get his breath back.  
    “Samantha, where’s my halo?” demanded 
Catherine from within the study. 
    “How would I know? I haven’t touched your 
blinking halo!” 
    “Have you had it Jean?” 
    “No I have not. What would I want with your halo? 
I’ve got my veil. And a lovely veil it is too (Penny was 
infectious!). You’ve done a really nice job with it.” 
    “Thank you. Now…” 
    “By the way, what material did you use for it?” 
    “Shove your veil! Where’s me halo?” 
    “I told you, I haven’t seen it… Was it linen?” Linen? 
Wasn’t that the material Mrs Partridge’s blinds were 
made out of…? No. I didn’t even want to think about 
it! 
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    “Oh are you looking for your halo?” Penny 
inquired casually. 
    “Gosh you’re quick aren’t you? Go on, where is it?” 
    “Oh I don’t know. I just wondered if you were 
looking for it.” 
    “Well thank you for your input! Couldn’t have 
done without it!” 
    “I was only trying to help,” Penny protested. “And 
I did try it on a few minutes ago.” 
    “You’ve tried my halo on?” 
    “Yes.” 
    “Oh brilliant! Penny’s gone and tampered with it.” 
    “I haven’t tampered with anything. I only put it on 
for the briefest of moments. A couple of seconds at 
most.” 
    “Well where is it now?” 
    “I don’t know. I put it done around here 
somewhere. It must have got mixed in with all the 
stuff. I’ll have a look if you wan…” 
    “No! You’ve done enough damage already.” I 
heard Catherine let out of deep sigh (at least I think 
that’s what it was). “God, it’s like dealing with a 
bunch of kids! Leave anything on show and they wolf 
it!”  
    “Sorry.” 
    “It’s just brilliant this is,” Catherine grumbled, 
ignoring her apology. “I spend hours stuffing two of 
Mr Partridge’s socks with cotton wool and gluing 
them together (was I hearing her right?) and now 
some orange clown comes along and hides them!” 
    “Catherine, I appreciate you’re angry but I’d thank 
you not to refer to me as the orange clown.” 
    “Well, she’s called you worse,” chipped in 
Samantha. 
    “Why, what’s she called me?” 
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    Back in the lounge Pete had got his breath back and 
was now looking around him; trying to work out how 
he was going to get into the study. Presently he was 
staring up a door pawle, a metre above him, but with 
a sigh he acknowledged that he wasn’t going to be 
able to climb up to it. Partly because there was 
nothing to grip onto and partly because he wasn’t 
exactly in his prime anymore! 
    “Nah.” 
    But just as Pete gave up on that idea something 
gave to his attention. He had noticed that the door to 
the study wasn’t actually completely closed and 
slowly and secretly (I’m not sure who he thought was 
watching- except me of course) he crept towards the 
slit between the door and the frame. Once he got 
there he eased his paws into the gap and began to tug. 
Growling under his breath he pulled with all his 
might (which wasn’t that much I have to say!) before 
a large enough gap appeared. Then once it had 
(you’re lucky, by the way, because it didn’t actually 
happen that quickly!) he took a deep breath before 
slipping into the room. 
    “Hey Samantha! Where’s Toby?” 
    This was followed by a high pitched scream and 
the sound of bears running about. 
    “Just what do you think you’re doing,” Samantha 
shouted, “you dirty old pervert?” 
    “There are female bears getting changed in here,” 
Jean told him sternly. 
    “Hey close your close eyes. This is a restricted 
zone,” Catherine informed him. “There’s sights in 
here that could make you lose the will to live.” 
    “Oh let him stay them,” I heard Samantha mutter 
half-jokingly. 
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    “I think I lost that five minutes ago,” he mumbled 
solemnly before telling them, “Look if you’ll just let 
me speak. All I want is to spend some time with 
Toby. He is here isn’t he?” 
    “Oh no,” Samantha informed him sarcastically, “I 
left him outside on the patio. Don’t worry I told him 
not to go near the bird table in case it falls on his head 
and if any birds try and attack him just punch them in 
beak!” Ouch! 
    “What… what sort of a mother… mother are you?” 
Pete stammered. 
    “Err… hello? I’m joking.” 
    “Oh well ha ha!” 
    “Oh lighten up you old wrinkly!”   
    “Look just tell me where Toby is.” 
    “Oh he’s… he’s… Oh he’s round here somewhere. 
He must have crawled under all this mess… Oh here 
he is.” 
    “Ah hello little chap… Now paw him over.” 
    “You what? You can’t just barge into a female 
bears’ changing room and demand to see to your 
grandson.” 
    “Why not?” 
    “Because… because…” 
    “Oh just paw him over.” 
    “No I will not. For one you agreed you’d stick to 
the rota and you’re not timetabled to have him now.” 
    “Oh but come on; you’re not using him.” Oh yes, 
Toby the Toy; available at all good toyshops. 
    “Maybe not but why do you want him so suddenly 
anyway.” 
    “I… well… err… I was just sitting on the settee 
watching GMTV and I heard you lot in here and I 
thought, “Well if they’re doing that then Samantha 
obviously isn’t using him so I might as well come and 
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take him off her paws. Spend some quality time with 
him.” 
    “But…” 
    “No, it’s not fair if you won’t let me have him!” 
    “Alright keep your fur on! Or what’s left of it,” she 
quipped. This was followed by the sound of female 
laughter, which was in turn followed by the sound of 
Samantha sighing. “Oh alright… go on then,” she 
conceded. “But you be careful with him. And don’t 
get telling him about those boring bang bangs. They 
give him wind!” 
    “Right… Say goodbye to Mummy.” This was 
followed by a gurgling noise, which I assume was 
Toby! 
    “Oh for goodness sake. It’s not as if he’s the 
country. You’re only taking him into the garden 
aren’t you?” 
    “Yeah. Course.” 
    “Oh and Pete? Don’t get thinking that I won’t be 
telling John how you’ve tried to get a glimpse of me 
bits.” 
    “Samantha don’t flatter yourself. I’m glad I caught 
you how you are. I prefer you in clothes; they cover 
your fat!” 
    “What did he say?” 
    “Samantha, leave him,” Jean instructed firmly. 
“He’s not worth it.” 
    “I’ll flatten you when you bring him back!” 
Samantha shouted after him. 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t be bringing him back,” he 
murmured under his breath. The door then creaked 
open and Pete emerged from the study carrying Toby, 
who had big grin plastered on his face. Tightening his 
grip on his grandson, he began to run (well a sort of 
half limping, half stumbling) towards the patio door.  
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    “Did you hear how he kept saying I wasn’t ‘using’ 
Toby?” asked Samantha from inside the study. “As if 
he’s some sort of toy. I wouldn’t be surprised if he 
doesn’t stick a key up you know where to try and 
wind him up! He’ll probably come back in a minute 
and ask for a refund!” This was followed by a 
hysterical cackle of laughter (coming mainly from 
Catherine I think).   
    But Pete wasn’t laughing. He was running through 
the patio doors and onto the patio; breathing heavily. 
    As I looked out into the garden my eyes strayed 
away from Pete and Toby and something else caught 
my attention. 
    Another bear. 
    Sitting all alone in a flower bed on the far side of 
the garden was Arthur. He was randomly picking 
weeds out of the soil (at least I hope they were weeds) 
and casting them to one side. And all the time he was 
staring down at the soil and appeared to be talking to 
himself. The wind had suddenly changed direction 
and his voice was now carried up to my shelf. 
    “… know I love you don’t you Marlene? You know 
I’ll always love you? You were the bet thing that ever 
happened to me. You were the best thing that could 
have happened to any bear. You were so attractive 
and pretty and funny and… and you were just so 
special. And you were mine. Right to the end… You 
know, the only thing that’s kept me going, being 
locked away in the loft for all those years, was 
thinking about all the good times we shared. Like that 
soil incident,” he smiled. “Do you remember?” No 
one replied. “Yes I thought you would.” Did I miss 
something? “I’ve still got the stains now,” he laughed. 
“…And the other thing that kept me going, for all 
those years, was the thought of one day being able to 
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come out here, a free bear, and come and have a chat 
with you and put some flowers on your grave.” 
Grave? “Oh you don’t know I how much I regret that 
night Marlene. You really don’t. Every night before I 
go to sleep I see it flash before my eyes. And I can still 
hear you now. “Arthur, I really don’t want to do this 
but I’m leaving. With Frederick. We’re going to stay 
at his uncle’s. I’m afraid I’ve fallen in love with him. I 
never wanted it to end like this but you drove me to 
it. There’s only so many times a bear can put up with 
been hit and last night was the last time.” You know I 
couldn’t let you leave with him don’t you Marlene? 
You were mine. And you always will be. But I just 
want you to know that I didn’t mean to kill you when 
I whacked you over the head with that dinner tray. I 
was just angry that’s all. Well you had just told me 
that you’d be having an affair with my best friend 
and you were planning on leaving with him. I just 
wanted to take my anger out on someone; to lash out. 
And there was no way I was ever going to let you go 
with him. Not that I meant to kill you. I suppose I just 
thought, if you were injured then you wouldn’t be 
able to go with him. But I wasn’t really thinking. It 
was all just heat of the moment stuff… Though it’s all 
turned out all right in the end, hasn’t it? I told 
Frederick that you’d changed your mind and didn’t 
want to go with him any more. But I told the other 
bears that you’d gone with Frederick so they were 
none the wiser either. So I got away with it, Frederick 
left thinking you didn’t love him any more and you’re 
still here, waiting to talk to me. It all turned out for 
the best… Yes Marlene, that’s a very good question. 
What would I do if Frederick came back? Well I’m 
afraid there’s only one thing I could do to stop him 
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finding out about what happened to you. I’d have 
to…” 
    “Hey… Arthur, what you doing?” Pete called 
across to him as he ran across the garden, towards the 
far fence.  
    “Oh… Pete… hi,” he greeted him hesitantly. “I was 
just… er… speaking to… er… reminiscing about 
Marlene. We used to spend a lot of time out here so it 
seemed like a good place to think about the good old 
days… I’m surprised you’re speaking to me anyway; 
after what happened yesterday.” 
    “Oh Arthur, I’m really, really sorry about that. I… I 
should never… never have said that… about you 
mistreating Marlene.” 
    “It was true thought unfortunately… But I should 
still never have made those unfounded accusations 
about you and Marlene.” 
    “It’s… it’s fine,” he panted, changing the course of 
his run so that he headed towards the flower bed 
Arthur was sitting in. “Do you… do you… think we 
can… put it behind us? You know… forget… forget 
about it?” he asked, still panting heavily.  
    “Yes of course we can. We’ve known each too long 
to fall out over something silly like that, haven’t we?” 
asked Arthur rhetorically, a crazy glint suddenly 
coming into his eyes.  
    “Oh great!” exclaimed Pete, still stumping (that’s a 
cross between stumbling and limping by the way!) 
towards Arthur’s flower bed. Or should I say 
Marlene’s flower bed? She was the one buried in it. 
“I’d have hated to have left on bad terms with my 
oldest friend.” 
    “You’re leaving?” The look became even crazier. 
    “Yes.” 
    “It’s a bit sudden isn’t it?” 
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    “Yeah.” 
    “Why you going?”  
    “Erm… I think it’s probably best if I don’t tell you.” 
    Arthur snorted to himself in a way that suggested 
he was peeved that his oldest friend wouldn’t tell him 
why he was leaving. “Alright, suit yourself.” 
    “No, it’s just…” 
    “No.” Arthur held up a paw. “It’s fine.” Smiling his 
falsest smile he asked with false cheerfulness, “So 
have you come to say “Bye bye” to the little one 
then?” 
    “No. He’s coming with me.” 
    “You what?” Arthur looked up with a surprised 
expression on his face. 
    “I said…” 
    “I heard you. What’s Samantha say about that?” 
    “She doesn’t know.” 
    “Pete!” Arthur exclaimed, awkwardly clambering 
to his feet. As he did the crazy glint in his eyes turned 
into one of pure evil. “What on earth are you 
thinking?” 
    “Samantha and John are going to split up and she’s 
going to take Toby away and I’ll never see him again. 
So I’m taking him for myself. He’ll be safe with me.” 
    “Does John know?” 
    “No. He’s have never have gone along with my 
plan.” 
    “But you’ll never see him again. And he’s your 
son.” 
    “I know. It’s the only downside to this. But I’m sure 
I’ll cope. I mean he’s old. Not as old as me obviously 
but he’s still old. Whereas Toby’s got his whole life in 
front of him.” 



 
353

    “Pete, you’ll never get away with this.” That was 
rich coming from the bear who’d killed his wife and 
buried her in the garden! 
    “How can I not get away with it? I’m going now 
and I’ll be a long way away before they even notice 
I’ve gone.” 
    “No, I’m afraid you won’t be. Because I won’t let 
you go.” 
    Pete looked confused. “Why on earth not? It’s got 
nothing to do with you.” 
    “I know,” he smiled, his eyes raging. Then 
suddenly he grabbed hold of Pete and whispered 
spookily, “But I just don’t want to let you go.” 
    “Arthur, you’re… you’re… you’re… erm… 
frightening me now.”  
    “It just wouldn’t be fair on Samantha,” he uttered 
randomly. “And no one ever leaves me,” he warned 
threateningly, leaning close to Pete. Toby suddenly 
began bawling hysterically. 
    Oh my word! Was crazy Arthur going to murder 
Pete? 
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CHAPTER 21 
 
    “Dad!” 
    Arthur instinctively let go of Pete and they both 
spun around to look back at the house. 
    GMTV were having another break (they came 
around quick didn’t they?) and to ease the boredom 
of Argos and Walkers, John had decided to glance 
around him and had had a bit of a shock when he had 
seen his Dad running across the lawn with Toby in 
his arms. Realising what was happening he had 
immediately jumped off the settee, rushed across the 
lounge, out through the patio doors, across the patio 
and was now running onto the lawn. 
    “What on earth are you doing?” 
    “I was… er… just… erm…” 
    “Give me Toby now!”  
    “John I was just trying to…” 
    John came bounding determinedly across the lawn 
and upon reaching his father snatched Toby forcibly 
out of his paws. “I know full well what you were 
trying to do so don’t waste your breath on lies!” 
    “Alright I admit. I was going to run off with him 
but someone had to do something. And as you didn’t 
seem that bothered that Samantha would take him 
away and you’d never see him again, it was left up to 
me to do something.” 
    “Oh, so I’d have seen him again if you’d taken him 
would I?” 
    “Well…” 
    “Oh shut up!” John screamed, losing his temper. 
Poor little Toby, who was still crying, flinched in his 
father’s arms. “Don’t you dare try and make out you 
were doing this for me. You were just thinking of 
number one; as usual. If you’d have gone over that 
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fence I’d have never seen either of you again. Didn’t 
that bother you?” 
    “I’d have coped,” he replied coldly.  
    “Oh well aren’t you the caring father? And what 
about me? Would I have just had to cope as well?” 
    “Well I wouldn’t have thought you’d have been 
that bothered about not seeing me again?” 
    “I wasn’t talking about you! I don’t care about 
you,” he screamed madly, his voice echoing around 
the garden. “You were taking my son!” 
    Shrugging his shoulders, Pete dismissed this 
casually, “Oh you deserved it. I mean you didn’t care 
that Samantha was going to take him. At least you’d 
have known he was with someone that would look 
after him properly.” 
    “Oh… you… you,” stammered John, “really… 
really take the biscuit. You just never cease to amaze 
me! You think that you could look after him 
properly? What experience have you got of bringing 
up children?” 
    Pete flinched slightly. “That was below the belt the 
belt John.” 
    “Below the belt?” echoed John loudly. “Well what 
do you think stealing our baby and saying Samantha 
couldn’t have looked after him properly if it wasn’t 
below the belt? Samantha’s been a fantastic mother to 
Toby and you have no right to say otherwise! And it 
tickles me that you think that you could have done a 
better job than she would have. I mean you’re old! 
You couldn’t have coped with bringing up a growing 
young bear all on your own!” 
    “I wouldn’t have been on my own. I was planning 
on going to live at Tommy’s house again (that was his 
brother by the way). But what you’ve just said 
justifies my decision to take Toby and leave you. You 
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really are a rude, disrespectful, adulterous lout.” John 
gave his father a warning look. 
    “Hey what’s this?” inquired Arthur nosily. 
    “I’ll tell you later…” He then turned back to John 
and continued his rant. “You’ve been indoctrinated 
by Samantha and now you’ve got no respect for your 
elders and certainly none for me. I’m old so I’m past 
it; isn’t that right? Huh, I’m just disappointed that I 
didn’t manage to get away with Toby. He’s got his 
whole life in front of him and with my help I’m sure 
he’d have turned into a nice bear. But you’re beyond 
help! I’ve missed the best years of your life and I just 
want you to know that if it wasn’t for Toby I wouldn’t 
be sticking around you and your vile wife,” he 
growled, with loveless, cold eyes. 
    A long silence followed. In which John stared at his 
father with disbelieving eyes as he digested what he 
had said. “Pete, if I wasn’t holding Toby I’d smack 
you in the mouth,” he informed him calmly. “But in a 
way I’m glad I am because I’d hate to waste any more 
of my energy on you… And to think of all those times 
I defended you to Catherine. It makes my stuffing 
boil to think that she was right all along. You really 
are a rude, twisted, selfish old wrinkly.” He then 
turned to go before remembering something. “Oh… 
by the way. I just want you to know that you really 
don’t have to stick around me and my vile wife for a 
moment longer. In fact I think it would be better if 
you went. Especially as Toby’s the only reason you’re 
staying and I can promise you that you’ll never be 
spending another minute with him, ever again.” 
    “Huh,” Pete snorted, a wry smile coming to his 
face. Well I’m glad he found it amusing. “You think 
you can get rid of me like that? I’m sure you will stick 
to your promise but do you think I’m going to roll 
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over like that and let you win. Not a chance. ‘Cause 
even if I don’t see him ever again, I’m going to stick 
round here and make your life hell,” he threatened, 
his face contorting with bitterness and anger.  
    John smiled an ironic smile. “I don’t need to say 
any more. You’ve proved what you’re like.” And with 
that he turned on his heel and slowly made his way 
back to the house. Leaving his father on the lawn, all 
alone except for his wife killing friend who had 
minutes earlier tried to murder him! 
    It was to him who Pete now turned. “I’ve really 
blown this haven’t I?” 
    “So it would appear,” Arthur commented 
mysteriously, before changing the subject. “I’m sorry 
for frightening you before. I just wanted to stop you 
going. I knew John’d hate you for it.” 
    “Well you right there.” 
    “Well yes but…” Arthur gave Pete a mischievous, 
evil smile, “after seeing what John’s like I’ve 
realised,” he smiled again, “that I was helping the 
wrong side in this war.” 
    “You mean you’re going to help me now?” Pete 
asked eagerly. 
    “Yes, of course I am my friend. Now then, when 
you said you were going to make his life hell what 
exactly did you have in mind?” 
    “Well,” began Pete, mischievously rubbing his 
paws together, “you know I called him adulterous?” 
    “Yep.” 
    “Well let’s just say that John’s got some secrets that 
he wouldn’t like Samantha to find out about. Some 
secrets that it’s my duty as a father to reveal to all the 
bears.” Pete suddenly clapped his paws together as 
an idea came to his. “And what better occasion than 
Jean and Mickey’s wedding this afternoon?” 
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    “No. It’s too soon.” 
    “Too soon?” 
    “Yes. That can be your parting shot.” 
    “My parting shot?” 
    “Yes. I thought you wanted to leave?” 
    “I did. But that was with Toby.” 
    “Who says you won’t have Toby?” 
    “Oh come on Arthur! I’m never going to get my 
paws on Toby ever again. You heard what John said.” 
    “Yes, but there are ways.” 
    With wide eyes, Pete asked in excitement, “You’ve 
got a plan?” 
    “Yes. But you’re going to have to play the waiting 
game.” 
    “I can do that,” Pete assured him. 
    “Good. I’ll make a phone call tonight. And put my 
plan into action.” 
    “Right. Is it… is it okay if I ask you what the plan 
involves?” 
    “Well, I don’t want to tell you too much at this 
stage but let’s just say, little Toby’s got a twin.” 
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CHAPTER 22 
 
    The study door creaked open and one of Mr 
Kipling’s Cherry Bakewells came waddling out. Oh 
no, my mistake. It was Catherine! 
    Though not as you know her I should add. She was 
wearing her outfit for Jean and Mickey’s wedding but 
what sane bear would go to a wedding dressed like 
that I have no idea! Her halo (or a pair of Mr 
Partridge’s red socks glued together) looked like the 
cherry on the top of Mr Kipling’s Bakewells. Her 
dress (or Lucy’s frilly white scarf, which was 
wrapped around her) looked like the icing and her 
shoes (or Lucy’s brown pair of footsies, which she had 
worn when she was nine months old) looked like the 
pastry base! But how could I forget to mention the 
curious object in Catherine’s right paw? What it was 
meant to be I’ve no idea but what it really was, was 
Lucy’s brother’s magic wand (stolen from his magic 
set) wrapped in silver foil, making Catherine look like 
a cross between the Shepard and the Angel from the 
nativity play! But why you’d want to go to a wedding 
carrying a foil wrapped wand and with a cherry on 
your head was really beyond me! 
    Anyway, Catherine came waltzing out of the study 
and marched across the lounge before disappearing 
into the dining room. 
    She was then gone for several minutes and the 
room was then silent. Well except for the droning on 
of Ben Shepherd and Kate Garraway! But luckily it 
wasn’t long both I heard the sound of Catherine’s 
voice again (I make it sound like we were having a 
love affair!). 
    “Come on you two! Any slower and you’ll be 
treading on snails!” 
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    “Well Catherine,” it was Mickey’s husky voice, “I 
really don’t see why I have to see Jean’s dress now. 
Can’t I wait until she’s coming down the aisle before I 
see her? It spoils the surprise. And it’s bad luck to see 
the bride on her wedding day.” 
    “Oh bog back luck! And I don’t want you passing 
out at the altar when you see how beautiful her dress 
is. Or gasping in horror when you realise that it 
shows off her stomach too much!” 
    “Catherine!” It was Chester’s unmistakable high 
pitched voice. 
    “Oh come Chester. Mickey knows its there. Oh and 
anyway Mickey, her dress won’t be a surprise for you 
when she arrives.” 
    “Why not?” 
    “’Cause I’m toying with the idea of having you two 
together. I thought it’d have more impact like that. 
And I mean seeing as though it’s only a remarriage it 
doesn’t really matter.” “Cause I think having the 
groom waiting for the bride has some deep meaning 
or some hairy fairy thing like that. You know, 
symbolism or superstition or some drivel like that? 
But seeing as though you’re already married you’ve 
probably already done enough symbolicness for 
tradition’s sake so you probably won’t be cursed. Not 
for long anyway.” Catherine came marching through 
the dining room door, waving her stick majestically 
about. “And the transport I’ve got lined up for Jean 
has enough room for two bears so I thought it’d make 
sense. With everything else I’ve got prepared as well 
it’s going to be quite an entrance so I thought if you 
arrive with her then you’d be making a statement 
like, “This is our wedding you’ve come to and not just 
Jean’s.” Don’t you think?” 
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    Chester and Mickey now came through the dinging 
room door, tagging along behind Catherine. 
    Ignoring Catherine question Mickey asked, “What 
transport is this you’re talking about Catherine? Jean 
never mentioned it.” 
    “No that’s right. That’s probably because she 
doesn’t know what it is either. I’m keeping it under 
wraps. But you’ll know soon enough.” 
    Mickey cast Chester a concerned glance before 
stuttering, “Well… well… err… Jean and I did really 
want to keep it very simple. Nice and quiet and low 
key.” 
    “Nonsense. Where’s the fun in getting married if 
you’re not going to get married with a bang?” 
    “A bang? I don’t think I like the sound of this. 
Catherine, there aren’t going to be pyrotechnics.” 
    On hearing this Catherine burst into uncontrollable, 
hysterical laughter. After a few seconds of laughing 
she looked over her shoulder and asked Chester, 
whilst still giggling, “Did you hear that Chester? Isn’t 
that a classic?” 
    But Chester wasn’t amused. “Well actually I think 
it’s a fair enough question.” 
    “You what?” Catherine couldn’t believe what she 
was hearing. “I suppose I’m going to fly a skull and 
cross bone on the altar am I?” I’d had a feeling that 
Catherine wouldn’t know what pyrotechnics meant. 
The silly billy! Actually… what did it mean? 
    “No…” Mickey went to correct her but on receiving 
a silencing nudge from Chester realised it wasn’t 
worth it. 
    “Oi you lot,” Catherine shouted at the study door 
suddenly, “get your rears out here. Chester and 
Mickey want to have a nose at your curves.” 
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    “I can assure you…” Chester began indignantly 
before himself realising that there wasn’t any point in 
pursuing the matter. 
    There was no reply from within the study as 
Catherine waddled ever closer. 
    “Oi I called! Get your bums out here before I come 
in their and put my foot right up them! I haven’t got 
all day you know? I’ve still got stacks to do before 
two.” 
    “Like what?” A nervous Jean poked her nose 
around the door. “I thought it was basically all done.” 
    “Well you would. I mean you’ve taken a backseat 
all this in all this, haven’t you? You’ve been sitting on 
your bum filing your fur while I’ve been running 
round like a cheetah on Ovaltine!” I couldn’t see 
Jean’s face but I could imagine her expression. “No 
anyway cheeky, I’ve still got stacks to do, like cutting 
out the pews and…” 
    “What’s wrong with the one’s you used for your 
wedding?” Jean inquired. 
    “Oh no, no, no! We can’t use them. They were 
specially made according to the specifications of the 
average person at my wedding. Your wedding’s a 
whole different ball game. I mean for a start there’s a 
lot less bears coming so we won’t need half as many 
pews.” 
    “Yes but… can’t you just… not use the ones that we 
don’t need?” she asked, as if this was obvious. 
    “Oh no, out of the question! It’d be difficult to 
know how many not to use. And it’d be really 
embarrassing if you didn’t put enough out and some 
bears ended up having to sit in the aisles. But then 
again it’d be even worse to put the lot out because 
there’s nothing quite as bad as having a half empty 
church. It makes you feel unpopular and insignificant. 
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And anyway my pews were made with the focus of 
fitting everyone into the church, with everyone 
having just enough room to fit their bum onto the 
seat. Whereas the focus for your wedding is comfort. 
This time the pews can afford to be a little bit wider 
and a little bit further apart so everyone’s got more 
room for their bums and more room to stretch their 
legs out. ‘Cause I mean at my wedding I invited 
everyone; all the riff raff and everything. But as 
you’ve got certain standards you’re only inviting 
bears of a certain calibre. So the guests coming to your 
wedding are going to be of a different class and with 
that you get bigger personalities; and bigger bums! So 
I mean obviously we’re going to need a bit more 
room. But then again I’ve got to be careful because if 
you give them too much space then they’ll start lying 
down and spreading themselves out. Then before you 
know it they’ll have nodded off and there’s nothing 
worse than snoring when you’re trying to listen. And 
if you’ve got bears who can’t hear then they’ll start 
getting irritable and before you know it you’ve got a 
riot on your paws!” I bet you’d never realised how 
important the pew size was, had you? “Anyway… 
stop quibbling and get yourself out here. Mickey and 
Chester are waiting!” 
    Rather nervously Jean stepped out slowly from 
behind the door.  
    My word! And I thought Catherine’s costume was 
ridiculous. My initial reaction was that she couldn’t 
decide whether she was going to a wedding or a 
funeral! On her head was a white veil, which was 
actually… Oh no! My worst fears had been 
confirmed. One of Mrs Partridge’s frilly blinds had 
been cut up! She wasn’t going to be amused! But if 
she put it down to burglars I’d scream. What sane 
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burglar would break into your house with the soul 
purpose of chopping up your blinds? Or knowing 
Mrs Partridge she’d find some equally ‘logical’ 
explanation. Like next door’s car had slipped in 
through the air conditioning, gone upstairs, sat on a 
pin, yelped in pain, jumped in the air, flung itself at 
the blinds, ripped them in half, tugged them down off 
their hinges, folded them up and put them in Lucy’s 
wardrobe. Before going back out through the air 
conditioning! 
    Anyway back to Jean’s outfit. She had Mrs 
Partridge’s silky black scarf (her best scarf I should 
add) wrapped around her. As it was a very long scarf, 
a foot of it draped along behind as her train. And on 
her feet she wore a pair of white ballet shoes that had 
belonged to Lucy when she was a lot younger. Well 
obviously they still belonged to her but you know 
what I mean. They were a bit shabby now, except a 
small square of the top that had a greenish tint! Oh 
she hadn’t? Yes, it looked as if Catherine had squirted 
the bottle of Morning Fresh on them to try and clean 
them up a bit. Where would her good ideas end? And 
how could I forget get to mention the curious piece of 
pink material around Jean’s midriff that appeared to 
be acting as a belt. But the scarf was knotted at the 
back so what it was holding up I wouldn’t like to say! 
It’s only purpose seemed to be to make Jean look like 
a camp magic wand! What was Catherine’s obsession 
with wands? 
    “Doesn’t she look marvellous?” asked Catherine.  
    I don’t that had quite been the word on their lips! 
    “Oh… er… yes… err… absolutely... err... 
exquisite,” stammered Mickey. “Don’t you think 
Chester?” 
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    “Yes… it’s… err… certainly very… original.” Well 
that was one word for it I suppose. Different, crazy, 
barmy, extravagant, camp and flamboyant were 
others. 
    “Oh well don’t get too excited about it now,” 
Catherine told them sarcastically. “You wouldn’t 
want to give yourselves a stuffing attack by getting 
too wound up. It’s not as if I’ve spent hours designing 
it.” Oh well that explains it then! 
    “Oh never expect any praise from the males 
Catherine dear.” 
    “Well you like it don’t you Jean?” 
    “Oh yes, it’s lovely.” That’s not what her expression 
was saying. She looked rather uncomfortable; as if she 
couldn’t wait to get out of it. Well would you like to 
walk down the aisle looking like you’re mourning the 
death of a wand?  
    “Right. Samantha, Penny get yourselves out here. 
Mickey and Chester are waiting to criticize your 
dresses.” 
    “Catherine, I didn’t criticize it,” objected Chester, “I 
said it was very original.” 
    “Yes well that’s not really the effect I was hoping 
for. I mean I haven’t sweated over a hot sewing 
machine for hours just for it to be; “original.” I mean 
if I’d wanted original I’d have had Jean walking 
down the aisle in the buff!” 
    “You would not!” 
    “That’s the trouble with bears today,” Catherine 
grumbled, “no one’s willing to suffer for their art 
anymore.”  
    This debate was stopping from going any further 
by the entrance of a reluctant Penny and Samantha 
from behind Jean. Suddenly Jean’s costume looked 
like a work of art! You’re not going to believe this but 
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they were wearing bin bags! Not the whole bag 
obviously (that would just be silly) but it had been cut 
up and wrapped around them and selotaped at the 
back. And to make matters worse they weren’t 
wearing any shoes and the ‘dress’ didn’t even reach 
their knees, thus revealing a lot of leg. Far too much 
for a wedding! But then again you’d never think they 
were going to a wedding from just looking at them. I 
know what I thought when I first looked at them but I 
really can’t share that with you as this is a children’s 
book…! 
    “I can’t understand why Mickey wants to see us,” 
complained Penny, who looked half asleep I should 
add. “I think it’s highly inappropriate; especially in 
our attire. And it’s not as if he’s marrying us, is it?” 
    “Well that could be arranged,” joked Samantha, 
raising her eyes suggestively at Mickey. At least I 
think she was joking.  
    “Oi cheeky!” smiled Jean, nudging Samantha 
playfully. 
    “Right then you two, give us a twirl!” ordered 
Catherine. 
    Obediently Samantha and Penny spun slowly 
around. Oh no! The selotape hadn’t been applied 
properly and Samantha’s bottom was hanging out the 
back. I know it’s something I usually saw everyday 
but having those two things hanging out the back of a 
bin liner wasn’t a pretty sight I can tell you! 
    “So, what do you think of these two then?” asked 
Catherine of Mickey and Chester. Hadn’t she noticed 
the hole? Well Chester and Mickey certainly ad and 
let’s just say they didn’t know where to look. 
    “We…ell,” stammered Chester. “Do you… er… do 
you not think it’s a bit revealing?” 
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    “Revealing?” Catherine turned around to see what 
Chester was talking about. But Samantha had now 
twirled back around and her bottom was hidden. 
“You think it’s a bit too low cut?” 
    “Well… I was thinking more about…” 
    “Oh do you think it reveals a bit too much leg?” 
    “Well I was…” and then Chester broke off. A sly, 
mischievous smile flashed across his face. If Catherine 
was going to keep interrupting him then why bother 
telling her?  
    “What Chester?” 
    “Oh… nothing darling. Nothing at all. They’re 
superb costumes. Don’t you agree father.” 
    Mickey, not realising what Chester was up and still 
with images of Samantha’s rear in his mind, looked at 
Chester in surprise. “Well… well… erm… they’re 
very…” 
    “What you doing with Toby?” demanded 
Samantha, seeing John come trudging through the 
patio doors with their son in his arms. 
    “How do you mean?” he asked baffled.  
    Marching forward and brushing past Chester and 
Mickey as she went, Samantha made her way over to 
John. “Well I gave Toby to the crinkly! So how come 
you’ve got him now?” 
    Chester and Mickey couldn’t resist a quick glance 
over their shoulders and saw the blue bottom making 
its way over towards a very pale and haggard looking 
John. However Catherine hadn’t noticed this as she 
had now turned around and was waddling back 
towards the study door. Half turning she called over 
her shoulder, “Hey Chester, come and have a look at 
my den of,” (pardon?) “creativity.” Phew! 
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    “Yes of course darling.” Chester obediently tagged 
along behind her as she ushered Jean and Penny back 
into the study: 
    “Back you go you two. We don’t want you on 
display for too long. We want to try and keep our 
cards up our sleeves.” With outfits like that up 
someone’s sleeve would be the best place for them! 
“It’ll be a surprise for everyone when you’re finally 
revealed.” She could say that again! And in 
Samantha’s case revealed was certainly the right 
word! “And besides, Penny’s got a face on her that 
could freeze the Artic!” Hadn’t that already been 
done? 
    “Oh I’m just… tired that’s all,” yawned Penny. 
    But Jean was obviously on my wavelength as she 
pointed out, “Actually I don’t think that was the right 
expression Catherine dear. The Artic doesn’t need 
freezing, does it?”  
    “Oh you always have to pit nick don’t you?” 
complained Catherine, as the three bears disappeared 
into the study with Chester just a few steps behind 
them. Poor Mickey was left standing all on his own.  
    Meanwhile, over by the patio doors John was 
saying to Samantha, “… a long story.” 
    “Well I’m listening.” 
    “Oh… we had a bit of a disagreement that’s all. He 
was just complaining about how little time he gets 
with him… slagging you off, you know the sort of 
thing? Well I wasn’t having that so I took Toby off 
him and told him he was never ever having him 
again!” 
    “Well good for you,” congratulated Samantha. 
“Haven’t I always told you what he’s like? I mean I’m 
good like that. I can spot a selfish, spiteful 
backstabbing old crinkly from the word go.” 
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    “Well that’s some achievement, “commented John 
sarcastically. 
    “Yeah I know… Anyway I told you we should 
never have given him that rota.” 
    Suddenly John dropped his pleasant façade and 
shouted, “No what you shouldn’t have given him 
Samantha was Toby! He wasn’t timetabled to have 
him so why just paw him over?” 
    “Oh well I’m sorry,” retorted Samantha 
sarcastically. “There didn’t seem to be a reason why 
he couldn’t have him and I thought if I didn’t paw 
him over then he’d go moaning to you and I’d be 
painted as the evil, baby hogger and you’d be in a 
mood with me. And I mean you’re already in a mood 
with me anyway so I didn’t want to risk annoying 
you any more!” 
    “Well I wouldn’t have been cross; but I flipping am 
now. My Dad has lost the plot and you pawed our 
son over to him!” 
    “Oh come on John your Dad’s never had the plot 
but that’s never stopped you pawing Toby over 
before!” 
    “Yeah well that’s because despite what you say he 
was perfectly sane before. But just recently he’s lost 
his marbles; he’s cracked up. So he can’t be trusted to 
look after our Toby. There’s no saying what he might 
do.” 
    “Oh come on, I’ve never been able to trust him to 
look after our Toby. He doesn’t know one end of a 
baby from the other!” 
    “Yeah well that’s your opinion. But anyway, you 
never give Toby to him again. Got it?” 
    “Fine. With pleasure. It’s what I’ve said all along. 
You’re the one who insisted that we let him spend 
time with him.” 
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    “Yes alright,” snapped John. “You were right. I 
were wrong. Do you want a medal or something?” 
And with that John grunted and began trudging back 
towards the settee. I felt sorry for poor little Toby. He 
had witnessed too many arguments today for one 
little baby. 
    “Oh what’s the matter with you?” Samantha 
shouted after him. 
    Hearing this John stopped and spun around. 
“What’s the matter with me? We’re not on speaking 
terms remember?” 
    “Oh yes; silly me!” 
    Making a rude sign over his shoulder John 
continued walking towards the settee. Seeing this 
Samantha growled to her herself, before stamping her 
foot on the ground and turning back in disgust 
towards the study. But standing next to the study 
door, all on his own, was Mickey would you believe? 
Well of all the coincidences. 
    On seeing Mickey, who was facing away from her, 
a little grin came to Samantha’s face and she quietly 
crept up behind him and placed her paws firmly on 
his bottom. 
    “Boo!” 
    Mickey literally took off with surprise. “Oh 
Samantha!” So he recognised her touch did he? “You 
nearly gave me a stuffing attack.” 
    “Oh sorry. Didn’t mean to frighten you. Just a bit 
bored that’s all, so I thought if I can’t come and touch 
up an old friend then what can I do? …Anyway, you 
looking forward to get married ‘safternoon?” 
    “No,” he replied bluntly. “I’m dreading it.” 
    “You what?” 
    “Samantha can I tell you something?” 
    Apprehensively she replied, “Go on.” 



 
371

    Before answering, Mickey reached out and touched 
Samantha’s shoulder, whilst staring firmly into her 
eyes. “Samantha… I think I’ve fallen…” 
    “No.” Realising what was coming she hastily 
interrupted and brushed his paw away. “No Mickey, 
don’t even go there.” 
    “But…” 
    “No Mickey. I’ve got enough problems in my life 
with John without this. He’s been behaving really 
strangely and I don’t know what’s the matter with 
him.” Mickey guiltily began twiddling a piece of fur 
on his arm. “Now he’s not really talking to me and 
he’s disowned his old codger. Not that I’m 
complaining; I’ve been wanting him to disown that 
pain in the bum ever since he arrived. But he was 
devoted to his Dad and I never thought he’d do it. 
Now for him to just suddenly fall out with him like 
this… maybe he’s going through some sort of midlife 
crisis.” 
    “Well that’s fascinating but going back to us…” 
    “Mickey, there is no us.” 
    “But you’ve been flirting with me like mad. You’ve 
just put your paws on my bottom for heaven’s sake! 
Please don’t tell that you’ve just been messing me 
about,” pleaded Mickey miserably. “This is some dare 
with Catherine or someone is it?”  
    “No, of course not.”  
    “Well what then? I mean we almost kissed on the 
settee the other day.” 
    “Yes and I was thinking about that afterwards and 
I’m so glad we didn’t.” 
    “Oh charming!” Samantha could be a bit blunt 
couldn’t she? Too much time around Catherine! 
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    “No, I didn’t mean it like that. I just meant that it 
would have been an awful mistake. I mean Jean’s one 
of my best friends for goodness sake!”  
    “I know.” 
    “And she’s your wife in case you’d forgotten!” 
Samantha shouted. 
    “Ssh,” instructed Mickey, bringing his paw to his 
lips. John was only on the settee but maybe Samantha 
didn’t care about that anymore. “And yes of course I 
know she’s my wife but I can change that this 
afternoon if I refuse to walk up the aisle with her.” 
    “No you can’t you idiot!” Samantha informed him, 
her patience ebbing away. “You’ll still be married to 
her, officially. All you’ll do if you refuse to walk up 
the aisle, is to make Jean really suspicious, to really 
annoy her, to really annoy everyone who’s had 
anything to do with the wedding, especially 
Catherine, but you’ll achieve absolutely nothing! So 
just walk down the aisle with her again and make her 
happy for goodness sake!” 
    After digesting this for a couple of seconds Mickey 
replied, “Okay then, but if I refused to walk up the 
aisle with her and told her that I’ve fallen in love with 
you and don’t want to marry her, then that’d change 
things wouldn’t it?” Just a bit! 
    Gasping, Samantha stared at him in amazement. 
“You’d better be joking right?” 
    “No I’m…” 
    “Let me stop you there!” she interrupted angrily. 
“Don’t even let that thought cross your mind ever 
again! If you did that you would be left with nothing. 
You’d lose Jean and Tommy and Harry and probably 
Chester as well. And don’t bother saying that it 
would be worth it if you had me because I promise 
you now that you sure as hell wouldn’t have me! I’d 
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lose John and Toby (funny how everyone thought 
they were going to lose Toby) and if that happened 
there’s no way I’d want to be anywhere near you let 
alone being with you as your partner! So get that 
stupid thought out of your head! Now!” 
    “But Samantha,” he protested, getting desperate, 
“you can’t deny there’s a certain attraction between 
us, surely?” 
    “No alright, I admit I’m attracted to you and yes if 
we hadn’t been interrupted the other day then we’d 
have probably kissed but we can just never be 
together. It would never work! We’ve both got far too 
much to lose. I mean don’t you care about your kids? 
About Jean?” 
    “Of course I do. But Jean had an affair with Metro 
don’t forget. So why can’t I have one?” What with 
Metro? 
    “Oh come on Mickey; you’ve had affairs as well. I’d 
say you were just about even now.” No, it was still 
five-four to Jean by my reckoning! 
    “Oh we can never be even. ‘Cause all my affairs 
have just been in revenge for one of Jean’s whereas 
hers have actually meant something.” 
    “Look Mickey,” sighed Samantha, softening a little 
bit, “if this is all about you not being able to forgive 
Jean for her affair then that’s a different matter. If you 
decide not to walk down the aisle because you’re not 
ready to forgive her for Metro then that’s another 
matter. But if you dare mention my name then you’re 
dead!” 
    “Okay. Okay,” agreed Mickey, holding up his arms 
in a gesture of giving in, whilst allowing a smile to 
cross his face, “it was a crazy idea. I’m sorry. But it 
had nothing whatsoever to do with Jean’s affair with 
Metro. I’ve completely forgiven her for that. And 
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despite what I’ve just said to you I do love my wife 
and kids more than anything in the world. And I just 
realised that when I said I’d divorce her for you I was 
lying; I can’t have been thinking straight. There’s no 
way I’d have done that; for anyone! I’d have had an 
affair with you if you’d agreed but I wouldn’t have 
left her. I love her far too much for that. I mean if I 
didn’t I wouldn’t have made myself look a complete 
soft touch of an idiot, on I don’t know how many 
occasions by forgiving her again and again. And 
publicly last time as well! What everyone must have 
thought of me when I went down on one knee at 
Catherine and Chester’s reception I dread to think. 
But it really doesn’t bother me as long as I’ve got 
Jean.” 
    “Well I’m glad to hear it… Anyway, I best be 
getting back. Catherine’ll be wondering where I’ve 
got to.” 
    “Yep, she will,” he agreed.  
    “Oh and Mickey?” 
    “Yes?” 
    “You enjoy today, won’t you?” she ordered. 
    “You know… I think that I might,” he smiled, with 
an expression that looked like relief. “I think that 
talking to you now’s really helped me to get my head 
sorted out. Everything seems much clearer now. I 
know who I really love and now that you’ve knocked 
me back I think it’s made me more ready for a fresh 
start; with Jean.” 
    “Well that’s great… But Mickey, don’t see it as 
being knocked back.” 
    “No?” 
    “No. See it as… a refusal.” 
    Mickey grinned cheerfully. The strain that had 
previously been apparent on his face as he had stood 
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all on his own by the study door had now gone. 
“Yeah alright I will… But Samantha?” 
    “What?” 
    “When I walk down the aisle at two o’clock today, 
I’ll be thinking of you.” 
    Shrugging rather bashfully she replied, “Yeah, well 
I think I can handle that.” Reaching forward she 
gently brushed her paw against his cheek. 
    “Just as a friend you understand?” 
    “Of course.” And with that Samantha brushed past 
him on her way him on her way to the study. 
    Then suddenly, bashed his paw gently against his 
forehead as he remembered something. “Oh 
Samantha?” he called after her. 
    “Yes?” 
    “There’s something I’ve got to tell you. Something I 
should have told you before…” Oh no! He wasn’t 
going to do what I think he was going to do was he? 
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CHAPTER 23 
       
    Twenty nine minutes past one. 
    Well that’s what the clock on the mantelpiece said 
anyway. And only this morning had I compared it to 
the clock in the left hand corner of GMTV and it 
appeared to be six minutes and thirty three seconds 
fast. Unless GMTV’s clock was out of course! But 
anyway, it was the clock the bears went by so Jean 
and Mickey’s wedding was due to start in thirty one 
minutes. 
    Some of the guests had already arrived and had 
taken their place in the church. Well obviously it 
wasn’t a real church but you know what I mean. 
   A couple of hours earlier Catherine had got to work 
with setting the ‘church’ up in the middle of the 
lounge. For the aisle she had rolled out the red, dusty, 
knotted moth eaten carpet that Samantha and Penny 
had accidentally take out of the wardrobe for her 
wedding. When Jean had popped by about half an 
hour earlier to see how Catherine was getting on she 
had queried this. But Catherine had simply told her 
that the blue piece of carpet that was usually used as 
the aisle and the luxurious piece of red carpet that she 
had used for her wedding had mysteriously 
disappeared. Milly had apparently brought down 
everything from the wardrobe upstairs and had 
assured that there was nothing left in them. The 
carpets must have been burnt in the fire. 
    “And it wouldn’t have been fair to make him go 
back up,” Catherine had added, “not with everything 
so rickety and dangerous.” 
    “No I suppose it wouldn’t.” 
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    “And you did say that you only wanted a simple 
do; nothing to lavish or luxurious,” Catherine pointed 
out teasingly. 
    “Yes but when I said simple… Oh never mind. I 
suppose it’ll have to do.” 
    When Jean had departed Catherine hadn’t been 
able to resist smirking mischievously after her. She 
always had to win didn’t she? She always insisted on 
getting one up on everyone who tried to cross her. 
But I did wonder what had actually happened to the 
carpets as from what I’d heard I was quite sure that 
Milly wasn’t in on the deception. Catherine must 
have hidden them somewhere! But wherever they 
were I had a sneaky suspicion (I had a lot of them 
didn’t I) that they would miraculously reappear 
before the next wedding.  
    Anyway, back to the church. On either side of the 
aisle, that looked as if it had been there since time 
began, were six specially made red pews; three on 
either side. But although they were much wider they 
were nowhere near as long as the ones at Catherine’s 
wedding. Though considering the amount of bears 
Jean had invited you could have probably got 
everyone onto the one pew but Catherine had 
obviously wanted them to take up quite a bit of room 
to create the impression that there were quite a lot of 
bears there. Though I’m not quite sure whose benefit 
that was for!  
    And then at the front of the church (this was the left 
hand side of the lounge - the hall door end) was the 
Partridge’s biscuit tin. Or as Catherine preferred to 
call it; the altar. Obviously you couldn’t see it was the 
biscuit tin (that would just be tacky!) as it was 
covered in a hideous, velvety, purple material that 
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very much resembled Mrs Partridge’s best dress! I 
was trying not to think about it!  
    On top of the altar was the Holy Bible and the vital 
accessory that was the vase of agapanthuses! Yes it 
was those agapanthuses again (don’t worry - you 
have to have read the last book to understand)! 
Catherine had taken great care to make sure their 
arrangement was just right (well Jean and Mickey 
wouldn’t be properly married otherwise!) and had 
also filled the vase with water; despite the fact that 
they weren’t actually real. But that wasn’t all; she had 
also sprayed them with varnish just to make sure that 
they sparkled like the agapanthuses at the front of a 
church were meant to! 
    “Hello Pete. Glad you make it.” 
    As you know Catherine had given the position of 
chief bridesmaid to herself and with this came the 
important and exciting task of welcoming all the 
bears into the church. 
    “Yes, well it’s not as if I had anything else to do is 
it,” he replied grumpily.  
    “Yes, well that makes us feel really special,” she 
replied sarcastically. “Thank you.” 
    “My pleasure.” 
    “No. When I said thank you…” 
    “Oh hi Arthur,” he greeted warmly, seeing his 
friend sitting on the back pew on the right hand side.  
    Arthur looked round. “Oh yes, hi Pete.” 
    “Don’t mind me.” 
    “Pardon?” 
    “Oh nothing,” she dismissed with false 
cheerfulness, before adding under her breath, “you 
old wrinkly.” 
    “Right, well it’s been nice talking to you Catherine, 
but I’m going to go and sit next to Arthur now.” Pete 
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made a move towards the aisle but Catherine held out 
her arm and blocked him. 
    “No.” 
    “Pardon?” 
    “No. No.” 
    “What’s the matter with you?” 
    “No deary,” she addressed him patronisingly, 
before spinning him round and pushing him towards 
the pew where John was sitting, “you’re seat’s over 
there.” 
    “But I want to sit next to Arthur…” 
    “Yes well it’s all want want want with you isn’t it?” 
    “But…” 
    Hearing all this commotion John, who had been 
quietly sitting contemplating all his problems, looked 
around. Just as an increasingly Catherine was forcing 
Pete down into the seat next to him. 
    Seeing John was looking and not knowing that he 
now hated his father, Samantha smiled sweetly at him 
and removed her paw from Pete’s mouth! “Ah bless 
him! He’s getting all confused. He’s under the 
misguidement (not a word) that he can just waltz into 
a church and sit where he likes! Ahhh!” 
    Before John could respond Pete had sprung to his 
feet. Pointing at John he shouted, “I’m not sitting next 
to him!” 
    “Ah, it’s a shame when they go senile isn’t it? …It’s 
alright deary, it’s John. You remember John? He’s 
rather a close relative.” 
    “Yeah, I know. I’m not stupid.” 
    “Oh, it’s just a very convincing act is it?” 
    “Look, there’s no way I’m sitting next to him.” 
    Forcing him back into his seat she told him, “Yes 
you are! Look, just because I haven’t got a printed 
seating plan that I can wave around and whack you 



 
380

with because Jean wanted a quick do and likes seeing 
me rush round like a wind up mouse with dynamite 
up its rear, doesn’t mean that it isn’t all up here.” 
Catherine tapped her head. 
    “Well God help it,” muttered Pete. 
    “What did you say?” 
    “I said that’s very nice but I’m still not sitting here.” 
    “Look deary, I think you’re under the 
misconception that you can sit where you want. This 
is God’s holy place and He has decided where 
everyone’s going to sit and you wouldn’t want to get 
on the wrong side of him now would you?” 
    “I can’t say I’m that bothered.” 
    Suddenly the lights in the lounge flickered. 
    “See, you’ve gone and upset him now?” 
    “Look Catherine, no one frightens me. You get him 
down here and I’ll have a word with him!” Did he 
think he was the manager or something? 
    Catherine stared at him for a several seconds in 
amazement before turning to John and whispered, 
“He’s a crackpot case your Dad, isn’t he?” 
    John responded loudly, so that his Dad could hear, 
“Yes, he is a complete crackpot. I don’t know what’s 
come over him lately.” 
    “At last! There’s someone sane round here. Now 
can you tell your Dad to sit down next to you and 
shut…” 
    “No I can’t! I’m not having him sitting next to me!” 
    Losing her patience, (if she had any in the first 
place) she slammed her paw against her forehead and 
sighed, “Oh I get it. You two have had a dingy dong 
haven’t you?” 
    “Yes!” they replied in unison. 
    “Oh for heaven’s sake! This is a church 
congregation not an audience with Trisha Goddard! 
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So would you kindly leave your personal differences 
outside please?” 
    “Well it’s too late now,” argued Pete, “cause we’ve 
already brought them in and there’s no way I’m 
sitting next to him.” 
    “Look, I don’t know who you think you are but you 
come marching into my church (oh it was her church 
was it?) and start shouting the odds about where’re 
you’re sitting. I don’t know what makes you think 
you can just meddle about with me seating plan! Do 
you know how hard it is to keep all those names in 
your head in a certain order? No I thought not (had I 
missed something?). Well it’s pretty flipping difficult 
I can tell you! And if I start jumbling them about to 
suit you and every other Tom, Dick and Harry who 
fancies moving seats then I’ll get in a right mess. And 
before I know it I’ll probably have forgotten the 
whole flipping lot. And if I haven’t got a seating plan 
then everyone’ll start sitting wherever flipping they 
like and there’ll be absolute chaos. Everyone’ll be 
arguing over who’s sitting next to who and before 
you know it there’ll be fur flying, punches flying, 
bears flying! No. No. No. I’m afraid you’ve going to 
have to stick to the seating plan deary.” 
    “Well alright then deary,” retorted Pete 
sarcastically. “If I’m going to have to sit next to him 
then I’m going.” 
    “Oh well that’s a shame. Do you need a paw 
getting up? I’ll show you out.” Helping him to his 
feet, Catherine began leading him towards the door. 
“Mind your step. We wouldn’t want you falling over 
now, would we?” 
    Pete snorted. “Oh come on deary. You didn’t think 
you were going to get rid of me that easily did you?” 



 
382

    “Well… I must admit that I was rather hoping that 
extreme force was going to be called for but there’s 
always next time!” 
    “I know about your affair with John!” Pete blurted 
out suddenly  
    “Oh so you’d like to sit with Arthur would you?” 
she asked pleasantly, suddenly steering him over to 
the pew where Arthur was sitting. “Ah how nice? 
Hey Arthur, I’ve brought you a friend along. There 
you go. Get yourself sat down there… Ignore the 
creaking Arthur, it’s only his knees. Down you go 
deary. That’s it. There you are? Now then if there’s 
anything at all you need you feel free to give me a 
shout,” she told him, before turning away and adding 
under her breath, “and I’ll pretend not to hear you, 
you miserable old crackpot!” 
    Whilst Catherine had been dealing with John and 
Pete, Metro and Lenny had slipped into the church 
and had seated themselves comfortably on the back 
row. Well, Lenny had at any rate. Metro, meanwhile, 
had decided that he was entitled to lie down and had 
spread himself out along the row; placing his feet in 
Lenny’s lap for added comfort. Nice.  
    Luckily for him Catherine failed to notice him as 
she turned around. Her attention was instead grabbed 
by Little Toff and Harry who were shuffled their way 
into the church whilst discussing a Pog that Little Toff 
was waving proudly about. 
    “Oh come on Harry. Look at all those beautiful 
colours and that really cool picture. This has got to be 
worth at least five of your Pogs.” That bear never 
ceased to amaze me! Now he was trying to pinch 
poor little Harry’s Pogs.    
    “Fi…five?” echoed Harry nervously. “I… I don’t 
know about five.” 
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    “Well I’ll settle for six if you want!”  
    “Six?” 
    “Yes, well this is a really special Pog.” 
    “W…hy? What… what does it do?” 
    “Well what do you want it to do? A little dance?” 
    “N…no. I was just wondering why it was special?” 
    “I dunno. But I was speaking to Frisbee… you 
know Frisbee; he’s a real Pog expert?” In case you’re 
wondering who Frisbee was, Lucy had sold him at a 
jumble sale but he had come back a few weeks later. 
Though that’s not actually what Frisbees do but never 
mind…   
    “N… no… I don’t think so.” 
    “Oh well. Doesn’t matter. Anyway, he told me that 
it’s the most specialist Pog ever and that I’d be robbed 
if I traded it for less than five.” 
    “And he’s an expert?” 
    “Oh yes,” Little Toff assured him. 
    “O… oh. Right. Well I best give you five then. I’ll 
go and get them after the wedding.” 
    “Good. Good.” Smiling slyly to himself, Little Toff 
rubbed his paws together with glee.  
    “Oi! You two!” It was Catherine. Well who else? 
    Confused, Little Toff and Harry looked over their 
shoulders to see who Catherine was speaking to. 
    “Us?” inquired a puzzled Little Toff, seeing that 
there was no one else there.  
    “Yes of course you, you Dipsys!”  
    “Oh right.”  
    “Yes, I’ve got two special jobs for you two,” 
Catherine told them, as she waddled towards them 
before spinning them around, placing one of her arms 
around each of their shoulders and led them out of 
the church. 
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    “Well that’s very kind of you,” the ever polite 
Harry thanked her. 
    “Well, that’s just the sort of bear I am. I’ll do 
anything for anyone me… Now then, let me tell you 
what I need you to do…” 
    Just at that moment Milly and Corny entered the 
lounge through the dining room door but were so 
deep in conversation that they didn’t seem to notice 
that Catherine was leading their son and nephew out 
through the patio doors. 
    “… oh come on Corny, you know they’re made for 
each other. They deserve a second chance don’t 
they?” 
    “Yes of course they do. And I never said they didn’t 
but what annoyed me was the way they cheated their 
friends and family out of a wedding.” 
    “Oh come on dear. You saw the piles of votes. 
They’d have won whether they’d have cheated or not. 
I think Jean’s promise about the er… after party 
events might have had something to do with it.” 
    “Yes, well that’s just typical of Jean to rely on 
sordid antics isn’t it?” 
    “But come on dear,” Milly protested, “you did 
promise all that as well!” 
    “Well yes, but that was only to try and win, wasn’t 
it?” 
    “Oh right.” Milly shoulder’s sagged. “So you mean 
we’re not going?” He sounded disappointed. 
    “Nah… You don’t want to do you?” 
    “No… no of course not dear,” Milly assured her 
hastily. “Wife swapping and snogging contests? No. 
No. That would just be unbearable and… and… 
tacky.” 
    “Mm. Quite.” 
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    “But I did think maybe we should pop along. Just 
to show our face, you know.” 
    “Oh, I’m sure we won’t be missed.” 
    “Well I don’t know. I mean I am the best bear. It 
might be looked upon as rude. And we wouldn’t 
want the other bears chuntering on about us, would 
we now? “I notice Milly and Corny didn’t grace us 
with their presence,”” he mimicked, in a voice that 
sounded like a cross between Catherine and Metro. 
““Yes I know Archibald, wasn’t it frightfully rude?”” 
    Corny giggled at this. “Oh Milly, you do crack me 
up!” 
    “Well that’s what they’ll be doing dear. Gossiping 
about us.” 
    “Oh I know. They’ll be really nice to your face, but 
the minute you’re not there they’ll have a good moan 
about you.” 
    “Well that’s it dear,” he sighed. 
    “At least the Big Toff problem has been eliminated. 
That’d been really embarrassing that would. Knowing 
that everyone was having a good old chunter and 
your son and his erm… err… preferences. And he’d 
have been the first one as well.” 
    “Well I don’t know about that dear. There have 
been a few suspect ones!” 
    “Mm, yes I suppose.” 
    “Mm… So, anyway, are we going tonight then? 
You know, just to stop the gossiping.” 
    “Oh we can handle a bit of gossiping, can’t we?” 
    “Well yes, but we wouldn’t want Jean and Mickey 
thinking that we’ve snubbed them would we?” 
    “Well to be honest Milly I don’t really care after the 
way they’ve behaved.” 
    “Oh come on Corny, he’s my brother.” 
    “Unfortunately.” 
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    Milly sighed. “Oh I do hope you’re going to be 
agreeable today Corny? It would be so embarrassing 
if you start a slanging match!” 
    “Me agreeable? You’re always the one who’s a 
misery at these sort of function.” 
    “Au contrary.” Was that French? “I’m always the 
one who gets up and has a bit of a jive.” 
    “Yes well that’s not really appropriate in the 
middle of the vows is it?” 
    “Yes well I’ve apologised for that now. I just got bit 
a confused.” 
    “You’d had a sniff of Mr Partridge’s wine more 
like.” 
    “Well… it has a very nice smell.” 
    Corny tutted.  
    “Hey, and what about when we were out clubbing 
a couple of months ago?” asked Milly. “I was there; 
strutting me stuff. And you were the one standing 
back.” 
    “Yes, but there’s a difference between widdling 
your bum about and being agreeable. I’m not denying 
you always get up and have a dance but it’s the 
mixing with bears you have trouble with.” 
    “Oh charming!” 
    “No… come on. You’re got no idea how to talk to 
bears.” Milly displayed his most offended expression. 
“I remember once someone came up to you and said, 
“How are you Milly?” and you said, “Very well thank 
you,” and walked off!” 
    Sheepishly Milly replied, “Yes… well… I don’t 
remember that.” 
    “Well you wouldn’t! And what about at John and 
Samantha’s wedding when you kept telling Santa to 
get a move on because you wanted to watch the 
football!” 
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    “Yeah… well it’s not my fault England were 
playing!” 
    Milly and Corny had now reached the church and 
started walking up the aisle. “No maybe not but… 
Hey look there’s Metro.” 
    “Alright,” he whispered, “keep walking. Pretend 
we haven’t seen him.” 
    “Milly! What we wanna do that for?” 
    “Where do I begin? For one he’s a pain in the…” 
    “Milly, you’re not thinking. If we get on the wrong 
side of him he could start spreading it about that we 
thought Big Toff was…” she lowered her voice, “you 
know.” 
    “Mm, good point.” 
    “See? I’m not just a pretty face… Though that’s 
probably just as well,” she joked. 
    “Oh come on Corny. Don’t put yourself down,” he 
instructed masterfully. Corny smiled lovingly up at 
her husband and took hold of his paw. “I mean you 
can’t help your face can you?” His paw was released.  
    “Hi there Metro,” Milly greeted falsely. 
    Metro, who I think had nodded off, stretched his 
arms in a yawn like gesture, made a funny sort of 
groaning noise (“Uuuurrrrrrrrrrgh”) and slowly 
opened sleepy eyes. “Hello?” 
    “I said, Hi there Metro,” repeated Milly. 
    “Oh yes hi there Milly,” greeted Metro, opening his 
eyes fully, removing his legs from Lenny’s lap and 
getting to his feet. 
    “Hi.” 
    “We were just passing,” Corny told him, taking 
over, “and we saw you there and we thought we’d 
better come and apologise for yesterday’s events. 
Didn’t we Milly?” 
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    “Yes, quite right. I mean it’s typical isn’t it? We’ve 
been at loggerheads for years and then just as we’ve 
finally made up something like this goes and 
happens.” 
    “You mean the punch?” inquired a slightly 
confused Metro. 
    “Yes. Yes. But I’m really sorry, you know. I didn’t 
mean to punch you. Well… obviously I did mean to 
punch you when I punched you but I didn’t actually 
mean…” 
    Corny took over again. “What Milly’s trying to say 
is that he’s really sorry that he punched and it was a 
complete misunderstanding. He got the wrong end of 
the stick as usual. I mean I told him that he was just 
being silly but would he listen?”  
    “Oh the silly billy!” tutted Metro. 
    “Anyway, that’s what you were trying to say 
wasn’t it Milly?” 
    There was a silence for a couple of seconds in 
which an amazed Milly stood with his mouth wide 
open. “Y… y… y… yes. You took the words right out 
my mouth dear.” Somehow I think not! 
    “Good. Anyway, Milly just wanted to say that he’s 
been a complete idiot…” 
    “You’re pushing it now dear,” Milly whispered in 
her ear. 
    “… and that he just hopes that you can put the 
whole regrettable incident behind you. I mean 
thinking back to it, it seems quite laughable now.” 
    “Oh I know,” Metro agreed. “Lenny and I had a 
good laugh about it yesterday, didn’t we Lenny?” 
    “Yes Daddy.” 
    “That’s nice for you,” mumbled Milly sarcastically. 
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    “You’d never heard anything so ridiculous in all 
your life had you Lenny?” Oh I think he had, but he’d 
believed it. Anyway, we’d come to that in a minute… 
    “No Daddy.” Three bags full Daddy. 
    “Yes, well seeing as it’s so silly,” began Corny, 
tentatively, “it’s probably best if we don’t go 
spreading it about, isn’t it? I mean, it could be quite 
embarrassing for us really. Everyone would probably 
think we were really stupid to have believed 
something as ridiculous as that.” 
    “Yes quite.” 
    “And you wouldn’t want everyone finding out that 
Milly had decked you yet again, would you?” 
    “No… I suppose not.” 
    “Right so it’s probably best for everyone if we draw 
a line under the whole thing. Don’t you think?” 
    “Oh absolutely.” 
    “Good.” 
    Milly was smirking slyly now and he whispered in 
his wife’s ear, “That was very sneaky dear. I’m very 
proud.” 
    “I’ve obviously been spending too much time 
around you then, haven’t I?” she retorted playfully 
before turning back to Metro. “So then Metro, can you 
and Milly go back to your amicable arrangement? It 
seems silly to fall out again over something like this.” 
    “Of yes of course. You did save my life didn’t you 
Milly? And for that I will be eternally grateful.” 
    “Oh… well it was nothing really,” shrugged Milly 
bashfully. 
    “Oh but it was everything.” Metro offered his paw.  
“Friends?” But Milly backed away. 
    “Erm… lets not go mad now.” 
    Corny gave him a sharp nudge. “Shake it goodness 
sake,” she murmured. 
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    Trying to inconspicuously cover his mouth with his 
paw he whispered back, “I’m not touching that. I 
don’t know where it’s been.” 
    “Milly!” hissed Corny threateningly.  
    Groaning quietly to himself, Milly cast his wife a 
dirty look. He then gingerly reached out and brushed 
his paw against Metro’s before hastily withdrawing it. 
Before Metro had time to question this, Milly 
smoothly changed the subject. 
    “You know Metro mate we never thanked for your 
tips, did we? They really came up trumps.” 
    “Pardon?” 
    “Oh yes, we were boogying every night, weren’t 
we Corny?” 
    “We certainly were,” she agreed, smiling dreamily 
at the memories.  
    “No, I’m afraid you’ve lost me.” 
    “You know? The tips about the nightclubs you gave 
Corny. We’d have never have found them without 
your help.” 
    Suddenly Lenny’s ears pricked up but Metro froze 
and the colour drained out of his fur. He had been 
caught out! But after suppressing a guilty gulp he 
tossed his head back and told Milly in his most 
indignant voice, “I’ve no idea what you’re talking 
about, now…” 
    “Oh you know? When you came back last year you 
told Corny about all the nightclubs you’d visited and 
where you’d found them. Luckily Corny remembered 
your directions didn’t you Corny?” 
    “Yep.” 
    “And so we were able to find them really easy. And 
they were really banging I can tell you.” 
    But funnily enough the fact that they were 
“banging” wasn’t actually a comfort to Metro. He was 
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desperately trying to avoid eye contact with Lenny. 
But Lenny now turned an accusing glance on him and 
Metro was forced to turn and face him.  
    “Well Daddy?” Lenny understandably wanted to 
know how his Daddy had been able to live it up in 
the nightclubs whilst also sitting in the garden, not 
able to take his eyes off him!  
    “Lenny I can explain…” 
    But the guilty tone in his father’s voice was enough 
for Lenny; he couldn’t be bothered to listen to 
anymore of his father’s lie. So he jumped to his feet 
and with tears in his eyes rushed out of the church 
towards the dining room door. 
    “Lenny!” Metro called pathetically after him. But 
his son’s determined step didn’t falter.  
    “Was it something I said?” asked Milly naively, 
trying to lighten the atmosphere.  
    “No. No,” Metro reassured him. “Teenagers eh?” 
    “But isn’t he only eight?” inquired a confused 
Corny. 
    “Oh… er… yes… of course he is. But he’ll be even 
worse when he’s a teenager I should imagine,” Metro 
joked, trying to laugh off the fact that he didn’t know 
how old his son was. “Anyway… erm… I think I’d… 
better go after him now.”  
    “Yes, oh course,” agreed Milly. “See you.” 
    “Yes bye Milly. Bye Corny.” 
    “Bye.” 
    His goodbyes said, Metro tossed his head back, 
stuck his nose in the air and strutted out of the 
church. Though he was going to have to go a bit faster 
than that if he was going to catch Lenny, as he had 
just flounced into the dining room. 
    This was also immediately followed by the sound 
by the sound of Big Toff’s voice. “Hi there Lenny… 
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Are you alright?” Ah, wasn’t it nice that everyone 
stuck together and looked out for each other? There 
was a real community feel amongst the bears. 
    “Oh bog you Big Toff!” I was being sarcastic by the 
way! 
    Shrugging his shoulders, a rather taken aback Big 
Toff entered the lounge holding paws with a rather 
stunning female bear with dyed blonde fur. 
    Let’s just say her looks weren’t wasted on Milly 
rose his eyebrows in appreciation. “She looks even 
better than before,” he mused. 
    “What was that Milly dear?” 
    “Oh… I err… just said here’s Big Toff and Harriet.” 
    “Oh yes. So it is… Yuhu!” Corny waved across to 
them with the air of an embarrassing parent. 
    Big Toff half-heartedly raised his paw in 
recognition.  
    “Who are they?” his female friend asked. 
    “My parents.” 
    “Oh right. They seem very nice.” 
    “Appearances can be deceptive. Just wait till you 
met ‘em.”   
    And three minutes and thirty six seconds later (not 
that I was counting) that’s exactly what she was 
doing. But what I didn’t understand was that Harriet 
had already met them… 
    The female friend confidently stepped into the 
church pulling a nervous Big Toff behind her. “Come 
on, they’re your parents,” she whispered. 
    “I know. That’s what worries me.” 
    “Hi there,” Corny greeted them cheerfully.  
    “Hi,” replied the female. 
    “Hi Harriet,” Milly greeted her.  
    Big Toff, who was a couple of steps behind his 
friend, began shaking his head frantically from side to 
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side and motioning madly at his father, whilst 
mouthing “No.”  
    But Milly didn’t understand what he was trying to 
say. “Nice to erm… see you aga…” 
    Big Toff hastily interrupted. “No Daddy. This is 
Beatrice.” 
    Milly raised his eyebrows. “Is it indeed? Right, well 
I can’t imagine where Harriet came from then. 
Sometimes a name just pops into my head for no 
reason. Very sorry about that.” 
    “Ah bless him. He’s old you see?” Big Toff 
explained. “He gets confused.” 
    “You cheeky beggar,” Milly mouthed at his son. 
    In response to this Big Toff scratched his nose with 
his paw. As he did so he made a rude gesture at his 
father. 
    “Harriet,” coughed Milly, in response to the 
gesture.  
    Unsurprisingly there was no response from Big 
Toff! But he still wasn’t safe. 
    “No, it’s not because he’s old,” argued Corny, not 
understandingly what was going on. “No, I know 
why he thought you were called Harriet. It’s 
because…” 
    Milly hastily interrupted. “Well we’d love to chat 
all day but we best get our seat before some beggar 
nicks it!” He then wrapped his arm around a 
confused Corny’s shoulders and began leading her 
away down the aisle. Over his shoulder he called 
back to Big Toff and Beatrice, “We’re sitting on the 
front you see, ‘cause I’m best bear you see and 
everyone wants to sit at the front, don’t they? So we’ll 
catch up with you later Harriet… I mean Beer Trick.” 
    Beer Trick (as Milly called her) and Big Toff were 
left staring after Milly and Corny in amazement.  
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    “I think you might have been right,” Beatrice 
whispered to Big Toff. They do seem rather… 
strange.” 
    “Mm, I know,” agreed Big Toff, breathing a sigh of 
relief. 
    “… you go and do that for?” Corny was asking 
Milly in a hushed voice. 
    “Because you were about to go and put your foot in 
it that’s why!” 
    “No, I was about to tell her why we thought she 
was called Harriet.” 
    “Same difference.” 
    “Yeah, well alright but he’s got to tell her about 
Harriet. He can’t lie to her can he?” 
    “Well… it would only be a little white lie.” 
    “White, blue or pink it’s still a lie.” 
    “Yes well okay… but I thought you’d be pleased 
that he’s started dating bears of the female variety?” 
    “Well… yes, I am. But I didn’t realise he was going 
to start getting through them like toilet paper!” 
    “Oh I doubt he has,” mused Milly. 
    “What d’you mean?” 
    “Just that he probably hasn’t packed Harriet in.” 
    “What? You mean he’s got them both on the go?” 
    “Yeah, probably.” Noticing Corny’s disapproving 
look he added, “Well at least he’s doing what normal 
young bears do when they’re his age.” 
    “You mean what you did when you were his age?” 
    “Well… yes, I suppose so.” 
    “Well we don’t want him following your example 
do we?” 
    “Oh charming!” 
    “No… I didn’t mean it like that. But you of all bears 
should know the trouble of having more than one 
bear on the go.” 
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    “Yes… but he’s never really had a proper girlfriend 
before has he? So it’s only natural that he’ll want to 
sample what’s on the menu before choosing his main 
course. Or dessert if you prefer.” 
    “Well,” sighed Corny, “I’m not very happy about 
this. But I suppose if this Beer Trick is going to be a 
permanent fixture then we’re going to have to get to 
know her a bit.” 
    “Yes I suppose we will.” 
    “Though it could get a bit confusing what with 
them both looking quite similar. We’ll have to make 
sure we always get Big Toff to tell us which one it is.” 
    “Yes. That’s a very good point. Maybe we could 
agree some secret code with Big Toff so we don’t get 
them mixed up. When he’s with Harriet he could put 
his paw on his Head. You know, H for Harriet. And… 
yeah, when he’s with Beatrice he can put his paw on 
his bum. You know, B for bottom.” 
    “Mm. That’s not a bad idea.” 
    But Milly was still rambling. “I wonder where he 
can put his paw to let us know she’s a new one?” 
    “A new one? Oh no! You don’t think there’s going 
to be any more to you?”  
    “Well…” 
    “Oh no! I don’t know if I could cope with any more. 
And what’s everyone going to think when they see 
him with a new bimbo on his arm everyday.” 
    “Well I know what the males’ll say…” 
    “Pardon Milly?” 
    “Oh nothing dear… Anyway, I wouldn’t let it 
worry you.” 
    “But they might start saying it’s our fault. They 
might start saying that because of all our affairs Big 
Toff’s been encouraged to have loose morals.” 
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    “Well I would like to think I’ve had some influence 
on him…” 
    “What Milly?” 
    “Nothing dear. Anyway, no one takes any notice of 
snooty old gossips do they?” 
    “No it’s not that. I can handle the gossips but I’m 
just worried that it might be the tru…” Corny had 
been so deeply engrossed in the conversation with 
her husband that she hadn’t realised that she had 
reached the end of the aisle and she now crashed into 
the altar, knocking the vase of carefully arranged 
agathpunthuses over. 
    “Steady on dear!” 
    “Sorry… I wasn’t erm… watching… erm…” 
mumbled a flustered Corny. 
    “It’s alright dear.” Milly sprung forward and stood 
the vase back up before picking up the agapanthuses 
which had scattered over the altar and bunging them 
back in. “See? No harm done.” 
    Milly then wrapped his arm around his wife and 
lead her to the front pew of the church where they 
took their seat. 
    “You know I’ve just had the most fantastic idea,” 
she informed him. “We were really nice to Harriet, 
weren’t we? And we made it clear that we liked her.” 
    “We did our best, yes.” 
    “And in response to that he goes off and bags Beer 
Trick.” 
    “Right…” 
    “So all we need to do is be really nasty to Beer Trick 
and make it clear that we don’t like her and then he 
wouldn’t go out and get another one will he?” Why 
she’d suddenly thought of that after crashing into the 
altar I’ve no idea! 
    “Well…” 
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    But before Milly had even finished his sentence 
Corny had jumped to her feet and was calling across 
to Big Toff and Beer Trick (sorry I mean Beatrice), 
who had now taken their seats at the back. “Hey, Big 
Toff! Come and sit we us at the front. We want to quiz 
Beer Tr…” She broke off as she found herself being 
forced back down onto her seat. 
    “Sorry,” Milly mouthed, at the young couple before 
turning to Corny. “What d’you think you’re doing? 
They don’t want to sit with their old fogies do they? 
They’ve young; they’ve in love. They need their 
privacy.” 
    “Yes, but I want to be horrible to her so…” 
    “Corny, you can’t be horrible to Big Toff’s 
girlfriend for no reason.” 
    “But there is a reason. And you agreed!” 
    “I… I did not!” he spluttered indignantly. 
    “No, alright. Maybe not. But you were about to.” 
    “I was not! …Okay, it sounds good in principal but 
if we start being nasty to his girlfriend then he’s going 
to hate us, isn’t he? And okay it might make him 
more determined to stick with this Beer Trick but it 
would be at the cost of having a son who loves and 
adores us…” Thinking about this he quickly added, 
“Most of the time. And for what? To stop a few old 
wrinklies with nothing better to do, having a chat 
about how quickly he’s getting through them this 
week? Or about how he’s got more than one on the go 
at once?” 
    “No. It’s not that,” she told him sadly, a tear in her 
eye. “It’s to ease my conscience. And I think it would 
work.” And with that she was on her feet again. 
    But this time Milly was more alert to the danger 
and he had sprung up like a Jack-in-the-box next to 
her before she could even open her mouth.  
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    “Corny dear, it isn’t our fault. I mean if we were 
Bible bashing devout Christian bears who wouldn’t 
even dream of looking at other bears and think 
damnation is swearing, do you think Big Toff would 
be like us?” 
    “I don’t know.” 
    “Of course he wouldn’t! He’d rebel and do all the 
things he’s doing now.” 
    “But he can’t be rebelling ‘cause we’re not like 
that.” 
    “No, but he’s just doing what all young bears do 
when they’re his age. It’s what I did; though that’s 
probably not much of a comfort, is it?” Corny 
managed a weak smile. “That’s it. There’s no point 
crying about this. These are only his first few 
girlfriends after all, so they’re bound not to last very 
long. When you’re at that age you’re not looking for 
anything serious are you? You’re just looking for 
someone to have a bit of an experiment with. And if 
you see someone who’d be better for your experiment 
than the one you’ve already got, then there’s no point 
in waiting ‘till you’ve dumped that one before having 
a go. So their reigns are bound to overlap a bit! But 
there’s no point you worrying. It’s not as if he’s going 
to marry either of them is he? Give it a week and I bet 
they’ll both have petered out. Young love never lasts 
long. And I bet in a month’s time say, when the craze 
has worn off, you’ll be worrying because hasn’t got 
anyone on the go again and you’ll be saying 
something like, “Why can’t things go back to they 
were a month ago when they all came at once.”  
    Corny smiled again. “You’re probably right.” 
    “Of course I’m right. The best thing you can do is 
sit back and just let things run their course. He won’t 
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thank you for getting involved and there’s no point in 
getting involved. Yeah?” 
    “Yeah.” 
    “Good. Now then, you just sit down there dear and 
enjoy the wedding.”  
    “Alright,” she sighed, allowing herself to be 
lowered down onto the pew. Then with tears in her 
eyes she laughed:  
    “Oh… I love you Milly!” 
    “Well who wouldn’t?” 
    Tutting playfully, Corny wrapped her arms around 
Milly’s midriff and wriggling in her seat; trying to get 
comfortable. 
    Though little did either of them now that in 2 
minutes and 47 seconds an irate Catherine was going 
to come waddling down the aisle and demand that 
they move.  
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CHAPTER 24 
 
    Catherine’s rendition of ‘Ah Belinda’ was now in 
full swing and let’s just say that the panes of the 
French windows were starting to wobble. And my 
orange fur was already standing on end. Though not 
in a good way you understand! 
    Everyone had now arrived and had been seated by 
Catherine. Milly and Corny had been moved across to 
the pew on the opposite side of the aisle and the 
bridesmaids were now sitting where they had been. 
Well I say the bridesmaids. What I really mean is 
Samantha and Penny as the chief bridesmaid was 
standing at the front of the church, kindly giving us a 
rendition of ‘Ah Belinda.’  
    But she wasn’t the only one who hadn’t taken her 
seat.  
    Although Metro had returned to the church some 
fifteen minutes ago he obviously hadn’t been able to 
persuade Lenny to accompany him; he was obviously 
still too annoyed with his father. But on returning 
Metro appeared to have more important things on his 
mind, like his comfort, as when he returned he 
immediately got into an altercation with Big Toff and 
Beer Trick as they were sitting in his seat. Hearing the 
raised voices Catherine quickly intervened and upon 
consulting the plan in her head, it turned out that 
neither Metro nor Big Toff and Beer Trick should 
have been sitting there! 
    Jean and Mickey were also absent from the church. 
A few minutes before Catherine had begun her song, 
they had made their way out onto the patio and had 
subsequently disappeared from view. 
    Another two bears who had gone onto the patio 
and hadn’t returned were Harry and Little Toff. Was 
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it swallowing bears up or something? Though to be 
fair, although Little Toff was out of sight, I could 
actually see Harry’s adorable little face was peering 
round the edge of the French windows. Maybe 
Catherine had thrown them out and made them 
watch the wedding from the patio! Well I wouldn’t 
put anything past her… But it was unlikely, so what 
job could Harry be doing for her with his head 
around the door? 
    I was about to find out.  
    Anyway, back to Catherine. It was now seven 
minutes and forty one seconds since she had 
slammed her paw down onto the altar and began 
screeching. Sorry singing!  
    Now although I can appreciate a good piece of 
classical music as much as the next crow, was it really 
necessary to drag them out this long? And she wasn’t 
sowing any signs of drawing things to a close! 
    And I wasn’t the only one beginning to find it a 
little tedious. Santa, complete with his black collar, 
had taken his position at the altar some time ago and 
was now starting to flick the Bible to ease his 
boredom! 
    Suddenly Catherine threw her arm up into the air 
and brought it down swiftly.  
    Harry disappeared. 
    That was obviously his cue. 
    “Push!” 
    Mickey’s voice. 
    What was going on? 
    And then suddenly, Mickey and Jean shot out from 
along the patio.  
    Don’t worry; they hadn’t been loaded into a rifle! 
No, they were standing, paw in paw, on top of Lucy’s 
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brother’s skateboard. Which was moving at a brake 
neck speed I should add! 
    “How do we get ooooooooooooooooooooooooff?” 
shouted Mickey at the top of his voice.  
    But in a flash the skateboard had whizzed past the 
French windows. 
    Crash. Bang. Clatter. Thud. 
    No prizes for guessing what had happened there 
then! 
    But Catherine continued to bawl out the notes. 
    She was apparently oblivious to what was going 
on, even though she was the only bear facing the 
French windows.  
    Well she had been. 
    The whole congregation had now turned around to 
see what all the commotion was about. 
    Harry now came into vision as he sprinted across 
the patio after the skateboard crying out, 
    “Mummy! Daddy!” 
    “It’s alright Harry we’re fine.” 
    Jean’s voice. 
    “Are you alright?” What? Can’t he hear? 
    “Harry, we’re fine.” 
    “Are you hurt?” 
    “No, we’re fine.” 
    “Daddy, are you alright?” This was getting tedious! 
    “I’m fine son,” he assured him. “I just fell off; 
there’s no harm done.” 
    “So you’re alright?” 
    But their conversation drifted away. Well to be fair 
it was getting quite boring (if it had ever been 
interesting) but that wasn’t the only reason. Chatter 
had broken out amongst the congregation with bears 
coming out with intelligent things like, “What’s going 
on?”, “Where’ve they gone?”, “Was that meant to 
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happen?”, “Was that it?” and “When’s it starting?” so 
the noise levels in the church were now quite loud. So 
in response to this Catherine had raised the pitch of 
‘Ah Belinda’ (yes she was still going) by whatever 
pitch is measured in (pitchness? pitchbites?) to 
compete. This meant it was now impossible to even 
hear yourself think let alone some repetitive idiots on 
the patio. 
    But I have extra brilliant hearing so this wasn’t the 
main reason. No, something far more interesting but 
at the same time worrying had caught my attention. 
    Little Toff was walking across the patio onto the 
lawn (I know- it shocked me as well!) clutching a box 
with both paws. 
    A box of matches. 
    Oh of course! It made sense now. 
    Earlier in the day Catherine had gone outside and 
had stuck five what looked like Smartie Tubes into 
the lawn! Now I must admit I’d thought it slightly 
strange at the time but she is a bear so I’d just put it 
down to that! But now it suddenly dawned on me 
what they really were. 
    Fireworks. 
    Little Toff had now opened the box and was trying 
to take out a match. Though he was having a bit of 
trouble in gripping one with his paw! Finally he 
managed to take hold of one and holding the 
matchbox in his right paw, awkwardly struck the 
match against it. 
    Nothing. 
    He tried again. 
    Nothing.  
    He tried again. 
    The match snapped.  
    “Damn it!” 
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    Leaving the broken match on the grass, not caring 
that one of the Partridges might find it when they 
returned. But not to worry, they’d probably just 
assume that the burglar, after ripping Mrs Partridge’s 
net curtains in half had tried to set fire to the house. 
Well, it happens all the time! 
    Little Toff opened the box again, took out another 
match and struck up against the side of the box again. 
    Still nothing. 
    He tried again. 
    This time the match sizzled into life. Little Toff 
jumped back in surprise (well what was he expecting 
it to do?) and I thought he was going to drop it on his 
furry, cute little feet. How irresponsible was 
Catherine being in letting a young bear like Little Toff 
light her fireworks? 
    Crouching down Little Toff began lighting the fuses 
on the fireworks. 
    Just at that moment a bedraggled Mickey and Jean 
came around the corner of the door. Their outfits 
were all ripped and dirty and their fur was all ruffled 
making it look as if they had just got out of bed.  
    Jean’s velvety black dress now had muddy 
splodges up the front of it and her veil had large rips 
in it. But Harry was now following behind her, 
holding her train off the ground to stop it getting 
dirty! Slightly too late I felt! 
    Mickey’s outfit had also been ruined by falling off 
the skateboards which was a bit of a shame really as it 
wasn’t quite as bad as the other outfits. Well it was at 
least coloured co-ordinated. Though whether you’d 
want you’d wedding outfit to be co-ordinated in 
yellow and pink was another matter! The whole outfit 
had been specially made by Catherine using material 
(most of it felt) from Lucy’s wardrobe. He was 
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wearing a yellow bowler hat with a pink ribbon 
wrapped around it, a white shirt, a pink bow tie, a 
yellow jacket, yellow trousers and pink boots. But 
now the trousers were ripped at the knees, the white 
shirt was splattered with mud, the bow tie had come 
undone, the jacket was muddied at the elbows and 
the bowler hat was skew-wiff! But how all that had 
happened from falling off a skateboard was really 
beyond me! I wonder what else he’d been getting up 
to…! 
    “We have arrived!” announced Mickey, above the 
din of Catherine’s singing, holding Jean’s paw 
triumphantly in the air. 
    Hearing Mickey’s voice the whole congregation 
spun around and on seeing the happy couple, despite 
their bedraggled appearance, burst into applause and 
cheered.  
    “Wahey!” 
    “They’re here!” 
    “Let’s get the show on the road!” 
    “Isn’t that lovely?” 
    This interruption annoyed Catherine even more 
and she raised the pitch of ‘Ah Belinda’ even higher.  
    The windows really were starting to shake! 
    Back on the lawn all the fireworks were now lit and 
Little Toff cast the still lit match to one side (on no- 
that was going to leave a singe mark on Mr 
Partridge’s precious lawn!). Little Toff was now 
sprinting back towards the patio before they went off. 
    And then Jean and Mickey stepped into the house. 
    Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang. Bang. 
    A fountain of blue, green and orange exploded 
behind them. 
    Flinging their paws over their heads Jean and 
Mickey dived forward onto the carpet. Poor Harry, 
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who was still holding onto Jean’s train, lost his 
balance at this sudden jerk, and was pulled along 
behind them.  
    The whole congregation threw their paws in the air 
to protect their faces and flung themselves 
dramatically backwards.  
    All except Catherine, who continued to sing! Well 
she had known what to expect. 
    Even Santa had reacted; by dropping his Bible on 
the floor before leaping athletically over the altar for 
cover. 
    After a couple of seconds of lying still on the floor, 
the bears began to realise it hadn’t quite been the 
explosion they had thought it was and slowly began 
to pick themselves up off the floor. 
    As they did, Catherine began to bring ‘Ah Belinda’ 
to a close. “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Belindaaaaaaaaaaaa 
aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa
aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa.” 
Over. At last. Catherine threw her arms majestically 
into the air and took a bow. But no one was watching. 
    Well no one except Chester. Realising that 
Catherine had been completely unfazed by the 
’explosions’ he had got to his feet, dusted himself 
down and was now making his way over to her.  
    “Catherine,” he called across to her in a hushed 
voice. “Please tell me you didn’t have anything to do 
with that?” 
    “Why? What’s the problem? It was only some 
firework… Urrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrgh.” Suddenly 
doubling up in pain, Catherine grabbed hold of her 
stomach. 
    Leaping over to her side, a suddenly concerned 
Chester asked, “Catherine, are you alright?” 
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    She didn’t respond. Instead she took some deep 
breaths. 
    “Catherine?” 
    Finally straightening up she replied, “Yes. Yes. I’m 
fine. Just a little twinge. She was probably just having 
a bit of a stretch.” 
    “Erm… yes. Probably… But are you sure you don’t 
want me to get Penny or Santa to come and have a 
look at you.” 
    “Chester, I don’t want those clowns prodding me 
privates every time the little bab-ee breaks wind!” 
    “But Catherine, you have been doing an awful lot 
of late. You really should have someone who knows 
what they’re talking about take a look at you.” 
    “Well that’s Penny and Santa out then,” she 
muttered. 
    But Chester didn’t hear. “And I thought that 
singing ‘Ah Belinda’ might be a bit too much for 
you.” 
    “Chester, I’m fine.” 
    “If you say so darling.” 
    “I am,” she insisted. 
    “Right… Good… Now then, about these 
explosions?” 
    “What about ‘em?” 
    “Were you about to say that they were down to 
fireworks?” 
    “Yes. Why?” 
    “You put fireworks in the garden?” 
    “Yes.” Catherine couldn’t understand the problem. 
    “But Catherine, don’t you think that’s awfully 
insensitive after the events of the other day?” 
    “Err… no,” she replied bluntly.  
    Well I think Mickey and Jean, who were now 
picking themselves up off the ground and dusting 
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themselves down, might have a slightly different 
view on that! Let’s just say, they didn’t look amused.  
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CHAPTER 25 
 
    The wedding was now ready to begin.  
    Jean and Mickey were now standing at the front of 
the church, holding paws and facing Santa. As 
expected they had not been amused by the fireworks 
and had confronted Catherine. But she had still been 
unable to understand the problem and informed them 
that she now wished she’d stuck the fireworks 
somewhere else! But blows had been avoided as 
Chester had intervened and had tried to placate his 
parents by explaining that Catherine had meant well 
and had wanted to give them a big entrance but 
unfortunately hadn’t really being thinking of how 
frightened the bears would be after the other day’s 
events. Still grumbling, Mickey and Jean had then 
taken their place at the front of the church and 
Chester and Catherine had returned to their seats on 
the front row.  
    Before this Little Toff and Harry had also returned 
to their seats, but not before their respective parents 
had checked them over for singe marks.  
    “We are gathered here today,” Santa was saying to 
the congregation, “to celebrate the remarriage of Jean 
and Mickey. Now before we begin I must ask you, the 
congregation, whether anyone here present knows of 
any lawful reason why Mickey and Jean may be 
rejoined in matrimony?” If they did would that mean 
that they wouldn’t still be married or would it just 
mean that they just couldn’t get remarried, because 
that would be a bit silly because they were already 
married anyway? “If so declare it now.” 
    I turned to look at Samantha. I wanted to see if she 
was about to jump up and stop the wedding, telling 
everyone that Mickey loved her. But no, she wasn’t 
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even listening. Well that was a bit disappointing 
wasn’t it? 
    Though there was going to be an interruption but 
instead of coming from Samantha it came from the 
bear sitting next to her. 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    Jean and Mickey looked round in horror. 
    But they needn’t have worried; it wasn’t anyone 
responding to Santa’s question. 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    Clutching her stomach, Catherine had suddenly 
leapt to her feet in pain.  
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    Staggering forward she collapsed onto the carpet, 
right behind an alarmed Mickey and Jean.  
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    Chester was already on his feet and he now came 
sprinting towards his prone wife. 
    “Catherine, darling, are you okay?” 
    “Do I look ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh?” 
Her whole body tensed up as she battled with another 
bout of pain. 
    “I’m sorry about this interruption,” Santa 
announced to the congregation, dropping his knees 
next to Catherine. “The wedding will recommence as 
soon as possible. Please remain seated.” Some bears 
(the busy bodies) had already got to their feet and 
were craning their necks to try and get a good view of 
what was going on. Looking at the area in concern 
Santa called across to his wife, “Penny! Quick! I’m 
going to need you here.” 
    “Of course.” Penny jumped to her feet and rushed 
over towards the altar. 
    “Is she going to be… okay?” gulped Chester, with 
tears in his eyes. 
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    “She’s going to be fine. I’ve got everything in paw,” 
Santa assured him. 
    “Don’t worry,” instructed his mother, patting him 
affectionately on the back. “I’m sure everything’s 
going to be fine.” 
    Chester managed a half smile, before he dropped to 
his knees and warmly clasped hold of Catherine’s 
paw. “Don’t worry Catherine. I’m here. You just listen 
to what Santa tells you.” 
    “Well he ‘ain’t said nothing ye… Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    “Is it another contraction?” asked Santa placing his 
paw on Catherine’s stomach and having a quick 
glance at the appropriate area. 
    “Yeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeees!” 
    “What’s happening?” asked Penny, popping up at 
Santa’s shoulder.  
    “Well I’m pretty sure that the baby’s on its way.” 
    “The baby’s on its way?” echoed Chester. 
    “Yes I think so.” 
    “Mother, father did you hear that? The baby’s on 
it’s way,” repeated Chester emotionally.  
    “Yes we heard,” smiled Mickey.          
    But unfortunately for them the whole congregation 
had also heard and practically everyone now jumped 
to their feet and began bustling to the front to get a 
look at what was going on. 
    “The baby!” 
    “It’s coming!” 
    “Is it a boy or a girl?” That was Arthur by the way. 
    Catherine had now roll about restlessly on the 
carpet; obviously in excruciating pain. “Ahhhhhhhhh 
hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    “Try and keep still now,” instructed Santa. 
    “The baby’s on it’s way,” an excited Chester 
informed her. 
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    “Yes, I’m not deaf. And I could’ve told you 
thaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaat anyway! A mother knows 
these things about her daughter.” 
    “Son,” corrected Chester. 
    “Daughter.” 
    “Son.” 
    “Daughter.” 
    “That’s lovely,” encouraged Penny. “You keep her 
mind off the pain now.” 
    And then the bears were on them; crowding 
around to try and get the best view. 
    “Where’s the baby?” 
    “Is it out yet?” 
    “Is it a boy or a girl?” 
    “I can see it’s head!” 
    Then there was screaming as shouting as the bears 
began fighting to get close to Catherine and bears 
started pushing each other out of the way and 
tripping up and trampling on each other. 
    “Get them away from here,” barked Santa sternly. 
    “Righty oh.” Obediently Penny sprang to her feet 
and began ushering the madness away. “Come on. 
Back you go. That’s…” I’m not even writing it now! 
    Jean and Mickey also spun round and spreading 
out their arms began pushing the bears backwards. 
Why did all bear weddings have to turn into chaos? 
    “I’m not a flipping exhibit you know?” Catherine 
shouted at the crowd.  
    “Move back. Move back,” ordered Jean loudly. 
    “Come on. Back you go,” bawled Mickey. “There’s 
nothing to see.” I think he’d been watching too many 
American crime shows on Channel 5! Or Five should I 
say? 
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    “I want to see Catherine,” someone shouted from 
the heaving crowd. “And I want to see the baby!” It 
was John.  
    After fighting his way through the crowd of 
screaming and shouting bears (did they think 
Catherine was some sort of celebrity?) he smacked 
straight into Mickey.  
    “Move it,” barked Mickey, forcing him back with 
his muscular chest.  
    “I want to see…” 
    “You’re seeing no one,” growled Mickey 
threateningly. 
    “But I’m the…” 
    Keeping his arms spread out to restrain the other 
bears, Mickey thrust himself right into John’s face and 
growled in a hushed voice, “You’ve already had your 
warning. Stay away from Catherine!” This was 
Mickey’s hard act. 
    Smack. That was revenge for the other day. 
    Mickey staggered backwards and tried to keep his 
balance as John had seen red and punched him in the 
face. Seizing his opportunity John leapt forward and 
shoulder barged Mickey forcefully to the ground, 
before sprinting towards Catherine and Chester.  
    “Look out!” screeched Penny dramatically. “There’s 
an intruder on the pitch!” She really wasn’t all there 
was she? 
    Hearing this Jean, whilst still spreading out her 
arms to keep the bears back, allowed herself a quick 
glance over her shoulder to see what was going on. 
Her expression turned to horror when she saw John 
running towards Catherine. 
    “John?” exclaimed a puzzled voice from the crowd. 
“What on earth are you doing?” It was Samantha. 
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    But John ignored this and continued running 
forward. 
    Chester spun round. 
    “What’s going on?” asked a confused Catherine 
from her prone position. 
    Growling with anger Chester lunged forward. 
    “A slight security incident,” Santa informed 
Catherine. “Nothing to worry about.” 
    Chester viciously grabbed John by the scruff of his 
neck and threateningly shouted in his face, “Stay 
away from my wife!” With an unusual amount of 
violence for Chester, he threw John violently back 
towards the heaving crowd. “Uuuurrrrrrrrrrgh!” 
Luckily Mickey had managed to scramble back to his 
feet to restrain the rest of the crowd before they could 
make a run towards Catherine, and it was in his 
father’s direction that Chester threw John.  
    John staggered forward before losing his footing 
and flying underneath the trampling feet of the crowd 
of bears. 
    Seeing this Chester smiled mischievously to 
himself. “Up yours.” This was not normal Chester 
behaviour I can assure you! But I couldn’t help 
getting the uneasy feeling that I had just had a flash 
forward to when John and Catherine’s affair was 
exposed. And with Pete no longer willing to keep his 
mouth shut it wasn’t going to be far away… 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    Hearing this, Chester darted quickly back to his 
wife. “Are you okay?” 
    “It’s just another contraction,” Santa informed him.  
    “I can… speak for myself you know?” panted 
Catherine, wincing with pain. 
    “Of course you can darling.” Chester patted her on 
the head. 
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    “What was going on just nowwwwwwwwwww?” 
    Seeing that Catherine was in pain he told hold of 
her paw and squeezed it tightly before informing her, 
“Oh it was just that loutish John trying to get a sneaky 
peek at… things… But try not to talk Catherine. Just 
concentrate on pushing.” 
    “That’s all very weeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeell! But you’re 
killing me paw!” 
    “Oh… right… Sorry.” Chester hastily let go of her 
paw.   
    “Right, come on Catherine,” prompted Santa, “keep 
pushing.” 
    “Well what d’you think I’m doing? Having a cup of 
Ovaltine?” 
    “No… no… of course not,” stammered Santa in 
embarrassment.  
    “Ahhh! There’s another one coming!” she shrieked. 
    “Come on Catherine darling. Give it all you’ve 
got!” 
    Tensing her body up she pushed with all her might. 
“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
Why did giving birth have to be so painful? I’d never 
been able to understand it. Why couldn’t little babies 
just slip out painlessly in the night? 
    “That’s great,” Santa told her, after taking another 
look at the appropriate area. “The head’s out now.” 
    “The head’s out?” asked Chester rhetorically as he 
dashed round Catherine before positioning himself in 
between her open legs. “Oh Catherine! I can see his 
head.” 
    “Her,” she corrected. 
    “No his.” 
    “Her.” 
    “His.”  
    “Her.” 
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    “His.” 
    “Her,” mouthed Catherine as Chester looked down 
in awe at the baby’s head. He was becoming all 
emotional again and tears began streaking down his 
face. 
    “He’s lovely Catherine.” 
    Catherine made a rude sign! 
    “Right Chester, it’s almost out now,” Santa told 
him, making sure that he stayed on the fence in terms 
of sex (that sounds rather rude doesn’t it?). “So I need 
you to go and get a towel.” 
    “A towel? A towel. A towel.” Chester suddenly 
began leaping up and down as he considered the best 
place to get a towel. “A towel. A towel. Oh of course a 
towel!” Obviously realising that he could get a towel 
from the cloakroom, he began springing towards the 
hall but the crowd were blocking his way. 
“Damnation!” Leaping around, Chester was about to 
run towards the kitchen when he realised that the 
crowd were blocking him again. “Double 
damnation!” In a mad panic Chester began bouncing 
up and down. “A towel. A towel.” And then 
something caught his eye. “Oh a towel.” Waving his 
arms madly in the air, making himself look like a bit 
of a looney, Chester rushed over to the altar. Once 
there, he swept the vase of agapanthuses to one side 
and it smashed into hundreds of pieces on the carpet. 
What was Mrs Partridge going to say about that? No 
actually, I knew: Burglars make such a mess! 
Anyway, Chester then grabbed hold of the purple 
material on top of it and dragged it off. Then waving 
it above his head he announced proudly: 
    “Here I’ve got one!” 
    “Hey!” Catherine protested. “That’s the altar 
cloth!” 
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    “Yes… well… we can always put it back afterwards 
darling.” 
    Catherine was about to protest further but Santa 
got in first. “Right, now then Catherine, I think it 
should just take one more push to get the baby out. So 
put everything into this next one. Okay?” 
    “What? You think I haven’t been… Ah! It’s 
coming.” 
    “Right. Give it everything you’ve got.” 
    “You can do it darling,” Chester encouraged her, 
re-positioning himself in between her legs holding the 
‘towel’ as if it was a baby. “I’ll be here to put him in a 
towel. So you don’t need to worry about―” 
    Catherine clasped onto her stomach in pain. “It’s 
here! Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh  
hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh
hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh
hhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 
    Suddenly the baby shot out from in between 
Catherine’s legs and slammed into Chester’s waiting 
arms. The force of it carried him backwards across the 
room and he landed over a metre away from 
Catherine! 
    The crowd cheered! 
    “She’s done it!” 
    “I’m a granddad!” 
    “I’m a grandmother!” 
    “I’m Arthur!” 
    A dazed Chester slowly sat up and with tears in his 
eyes looked down at his little baby bear in his arms. 
“It’s a… it’s a girl,” he called across emotionally to 
Catherine, who was still panting with exhaustion.  
    But I had noticed something far more important 
than its sex. The baby had knobbly, yellow fur; 
Chester’s fur. 
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CHAPTER 26 
 
    The wedding had been called off. Well, I think 
Mickey and Jean had correctly realised that they 
would find it quite difficult to top a birth! And 
obviously there was far more interest in the baby, the 
baby’s health and the baby’s sex than there was in 
Mickey and Jean getting remarried. And with Santa 
(the Reverend) and Penny preoccupied with making 
sure that the correct steps were taken with the 
newborn bear and with the whole congregation in 
uproar it would have been quite hard to continue. But 
the irony wasn’t wasted on me; after all the effort 
Catherine had put into organising the wedding and 
all the effort she had put into being allowed to 
organise the wedding, she was the one who ended up 
putting a stop to it.   
    Mickey, I think, was secretly quite relieved that he 
hadn’t had to recommit himself to Jean. Because 
despite what he had said to Samantha it was quite 
clear that he had feelings for her and had been 
reluctant to remarry Jean.  
    Jean, however, was quite disappointed as I think 
she had been rather looking forward to the ceremony. 
But she was really excited about becoming a 
grandmother and this helped to make up for it. 
    There were some other bears who were also 
disappointed about the cancellation of the wedding 
(not least Milly) as they had rather been looking 
forward to the naughty action at the after party! Oh 
well, I can’t say I’d been looking forward to being 
kept up well into the night with all that sordidness! 
    I think that Chester had also been slightly 
disappointed as well. Not about calling the wedding 
off but about his baby being a girl. Naturally he had 
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kept it well hidden and I’m sure he wasn’t really that 
bothered but I hadn’t been able to miss that initial 
disappointment.  
    Though he didn’t realise how lucky he’d been. His 
daughter’s fur meant that he was almost certainly the 
father. There was no way of being absolutely certain 
(bears couldn’t just walk into the NHS and ask for a 
DNA test!) I’d say it would be too much of a 
coincidence otherwise. Though the colour of a baby 
tended not to show anything about its parents; 
Samantha and John had had a brown baby and Penny 
and Santa a black and white one. But Pete and John 
were certainly father and son (being a misery had to 
be heredity) and they were both pink and had the 
same type of fur. So I think I could safely say that she 
(Catherine and Chester hadn’t agreed on a name yet) 
was Chester’s baby. 
    This was certainly John’s belief as he had been 
moping about in a miserable daze since the baby had 
been born. That had now been a whole twenty four 
hours ago as it was now early afternoon the next day. 
    In the morning Santa and Penny had decided that 
the book club meeting to discuss Macbeth would be 
held later that afternoon.  
    The members of the club were now sitting around 
in a circle on the lounge carpet, chatting, as they 
waited for Santa. He had gone to fetch the copy of the 
text so that he could read out appropriate quotes to 
back up or disprove comments that bears made.  
    Penny had been left in charge and she was now 
standing up; waiting for quiet. But the bears weren’t 
taking any notice of her.  
    No children were at the meeting (Big Toff was 
probably off smooching in the garden with either Beer 
Trick or Harriet (or Lenny!), Little Toff and Harry 
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were probably playing Pogs and Lenny was probably 
still sulking somewhere) except babies. They included 
Tommy, Toby, George and Nameless.  
    It was the baby’s name that Catherine and Chester 
were now discussing. 
    “Look, you can’t call the poor little thing Edwina! 
She’ll get laughed at!” 
    “I’m sure she wouldn’t. I’m sure it would make her 
sound very educated and refined.” 
    “Chester, it would make her sound as if she’s just 
got out the Tardick!” Wasn’t it the Tardis? 
    “Alright. Alright. What about… erm… Helen?” 
    “Helen? That’s a bit Tom, Dick and Harry isn’t it?” 
    “Catherine! There’s nothing wrong with Harry. I’ve 
always rather liked that name.” 
    “No, it’s a very lovely name… if you’re a 
Victorian,” she added under her breath. “It’s just an 
expression.” 
    “Oh right.” 
    “Anyway, back to Helen.” 
    “Oh, has it grown on you?” 
    “No it has not! It’s an horrible name. And it’s as 
common as muck! I mean there’s so many in the 
house I’m surprised there hasn’t been an Oscar 
Award for the Best Helen!” Give it time! “I want 
something original and daring. Something that no one 
else is called. I want her to have a name that when we 
call her inside because it’s too dark, or call her 
downstairs to watch Emmerdale, she’ll immediately 
know we’re calling her. I mean if you start shouting 
“Helen” up the stairs, you’ll bring down half the 
house!” 
    Chester sighed. “Alright then. What about… erm… 
Oh I know! I know! After where she was born I think 
this’ll be a nice gesture.” 
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    “What?” 
    “Jean?” 
    “Jean!” 
    “Yes Catherine?” 
    “No not you.” 
    “Oh right.” Jean shrugged and turned to Mickey. “I 
wasn’t aware there were any other Jeans!” Well there 
were in Lucy’s cupboard! Sorry, poor joke. 
    “Yes, what’s wrong with Jean?” Chester was 
asking.  
    “Nothing, about from the fact the name’s been 
around so long it needs a walking stick!” 
    “But it’s my mother’s name…” 
    “That’s what I mean,” muttered Catherine to 
herself. 
    “… and I think it would be such a nice gesture,” 
continued Chester, “after you gave birth at her 
wedding.” 
    “Oh well I’m very sorry! Should I have held her in 
until they’d exchanged their vows?” 
    “No of course not.” 
    “Sorry love but you’re going to have to stay up 
there a bit longer; they haven’t chucked the confetti 
yet!” 
    “You’re just being silly now! I was just saying 
that…” 
    “Oh come on Chester,” interrupted Catherine. “It’s 
such a dull and boring name!” 
    “But it’s my mother’s name!” 
    “Huhu… Look Chester it’s a bog standard, simple 
four letter word. I mean if you want a four letter word 
I’m sure we can think of a better one than Jean! And I 
thought I said I wanted an original one. I mean there’s 
so many Jean’s walking about the place, looking for 
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their walking sticks it’s unbelievable! …No, I’ve had a 
good idea for really original name.” 
    “Go on.” 
    “Marmite.” 
    “Marmite?” echoed Chester in surprise. 
    “Yep. There’s no one else called Marmite is there?” 
    “No, but I think you’ll find there’s a reason for 
that!” 
    “Oh, you just have to poo poo all my ideas don’t 
you?” The cheek of her! 
    “Well… erm… err… erm.” Chester was speechless. 
“I… erm… appreciate it’s a very erm… novel name 
but… I don’t really think that I want my daughter to 
be named after a brand of sandwich filler!” 
    “Oh but come on Chester. All the little bears’ll be in 
awe of her. They’ll all want a name like! They’ll all be 
asking their parents to change their name to 
something like Hovis or Daz or Flora. We could start 
a revolution! And we’ll be giving little Marmite the 
best possible start in life.” 
    “How did you work that out?” 
    “Well she won’t have any bears being nice to her 
face and then bitching about her behind her back.” 
    “Why not?” 
    “Because they’ll either love her or they’ll hate her.” 
Catherine burst out laughing. “Get it?” 
    “Yes, I get it.” Chester’s wasn’t amused. Or at least 
he pretended not to be; I’m sure I saw a little smile 
prickle his lips. “Perhaps we should stop thinking 
about names for today. You can overload on these 
sorts of things. And then your creativity can be 
sapped out of you.” Was it just me or wasn’t this just 
the sort of thing Catherine would say? I think she’d 
really started to influence him. Maybe it explains 
where that “Up yours” came from before. 
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    “Yeah, that’s a good point darling.” And wasn’t 
that a bit of a Chesterism?  
    “It’s probably best not to think about it and then a 
name will probably just come out of nowhere.” 
    “Well… it’s worth a try I suppose.” 
    “And while I’m not thinking about names erm… do 
you think I could hold her? It might help to give me 
some inspiration.” 
    “But I’ve only been holding her a couple of 
minutes.” 
    “Yes, but I only had for a minute before that.” 
    “And I only had her for about thirty seconds before 
that!” 
    “But it’s my turn now.” 
    “Ah,” murmured Jean to Mickey. “It’s nice to see 
them happy.” 
    “But they’re arguing?” 
    “Oh it’s only a friendly little argument about their 
beautiful new baby.” 
    “Mm, I suppose,” agreed Mickey. 
    “Their beautiful yellow baby I should say,” added 
Jean in a hushed voice. 
    “Yes, I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that 
Jean.” 
    “Me too. It just has to be Chester’s doesn’t it? 
They’re got exactly he same fur.” 
    “Yes, it would seem so. I mean it’d be too much of a 
coincidence otherwise wouldn’t it?” 
    “Yes, that’s what I’d been thinking. So are we 
agreed then?” 
    “Agreed on what?” asked a baffled Mickey. 
    “About keeping quite about…” she lowered her 
voice again, so that she was basically mouthing, “… 
Catherine’s affair with John.” 
    “Well…” Mickey wasn’t convinced.  
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    “Oh come on Mickey. You said yourself that we 
should wait until the baby as born and see what 
colour its fur is. And we have waited and the baby’s 
clearly Chester’s and him and Catherine seem very 
happy together. So what would be the point in 
ruining that?” 
    “Well… so Chester knows what Catherine’s really 
like.” Jean was about to contest this but Mickey held 
up his paw. “No, it’s alright. I’ll keep quiet. We have 
no right to stop Chester having his ignorant 
happiness do we?” 
    “Exactly. I mean it would be a shame to ruin things 
now that we’ve got ourselves a beautiful 
granddaughter.” 
    “Yes, she’s a little belter isn’t she?” 
    “She is indeed… So we’re going to keep quiet about 
the affair are we then?” 
    “Yes. We’ll just have to hope that if her affair ever 
gets out that Chester doesn’t find out that we 
knew…” 
    “Oh how’s he ever going to find out? Catherine’s 
hardly going to tell him, John won’t now he knows 
he’s not the father and I doubt Pete’s going to start 
telling people about his precious son’s affair.” 
Unfortunately that was where she was wrong… “No, 
her secret’s safe now.” 
    “I hope you’re right.” 
    Further round the circle two other bears were also 
whispering to each other in secret. 
    “I’ve my plan into action,” Arthur was telling Pete. 
    “You have?” 
    “Yes. I made the relevant telephone call last night.” 
    “Good.” 
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    “Yes it is indeed,” smiled Arthur evilly. I didn’t 
know exactly what he was planning but I had a 
feeling that it was going to be extremely malicious. 
    Chester, who was now proudly cradling his 
daughter in his arms, called across to Jean and 
Mickey. “Mother! Father! Come and have a look at 
your lovely new granddaughter.” He sounded like a 
salesman! 
    “Oh thanks.” 
    Eagerly Mickey and Jean sprung to their feet and 
made their way across the circle. On her way Jean 
looked down at the bundle in her arms. “Come on 
Tommy, let’s go and have a look at your lovely new 
niece. Yeah? Yeah?” These last two words were 
spoken in a childish, squeaky voice. 
    Realising that things were getting somewhat out of 
hand Penny clapped her paws sharply together.  
    All the bears jumped and Chester almost threw his 
daughter in the air in surprise. 
    “Oi careful!” chastised Catherine, giving him a 
warning nudge.  
    “Sorry.” 
    “Right,” began Penny loudly, “can everyone please 
sit down? I’m sure Santa will be here any moment.” 
    Realising that Penny’s request was directed at 
them, Mickey and Jean mouthed, “Sorry,” at her and 
began jogging over to Chester and Catherine. Once 
there, they promptly began squeezing themselves into 
the circle. Catherine made distasteful glances and 
tried to wriggle away as Jean’s bottom was thrust in 
her face.  
    After giving Mickey and Jean her dirtiest look, 
Penny continued. “Now then, while we’re waiting for 
Santa… erm… let’s establish who’s actually managed 
to read the play.” 
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    Silence. 
    “What no one at all?” 
    Silence. 
    “Oh… right… Santa and I had hoped for a slightly 
better response than that.” 
    “Oi love,” piped up Catherine, “we have had 
slightly more important matters to deal with,” she 
pointed at the baby, “rather than reading a yawner of 
a book!” 
    “Yes… yes… of course. And can I just take this 
opportunity to say what a beautiful baby you’ve been 
graced with. She’s lovely.” Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! 
    There was a round of applause from the group. 
    But John didn’t clap. 
    Catherine raised her paw in recognition of all her 
fans and gave them a cheery smile. 
    “And can I also take this opportunity to say how 
sorry Santa and I are that the attempted reading of 
Macbeth collapsed like it did. I must accept some 
responsibility for going off like that. But hopefully 
we’ll be able to salvage something from this group. 
Hopefully the bears who have already read Macbeth, 
like Santa and I, will be able to expand the literary 
knowledge and appreciation of the rest of you by 
giving you a short summary and our views on the 
play… So, if you’ve already read Macbeth please raise 
your paw now.” 
    Nothing. 
    Sighing Penny muttered something inaudibly 
under her breath. “But haven’t you read Jean?” 
    “Oh… err… yes, sorry. I wasn’t concentrating.” 
    “Oh yeah, so have I,” piped up Mickey, suddenly 
realising what Penny was asking. 
    “And what about Chester?” 
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    But Chester wasn’t concentrating. He was too busy 
making faces at his cute little baby.  
    “Chester?” 
    Chester jumped and almost threw the baby in the 
air again. “Oh… er… yes… sorry. Pardon?”  
    “I said you’ve read Macbeth haven’t you?” 
    “I have indeed. And what a classic it was too.” 
    “Thank you. And what was you opinion of it Jean?” 
    “Well it’s certainly one of Shakespeare’s best but 
too many plot holes for my liking. For instance Lady 
Macbeth’s sudden change of heart is a little bit too 
flimsy for my liking. And…” 
    “Thank you Jean. Sorry to cut you off but this is just 
a preliminary. You know, just to make sure that we 
pass our time in an educational manner while we’re 
waiting for Santa. You don’t want to put all your 
cards on the table just yet do you?” she asked, smiling 
in a rather patronising way. “Right, Mickey what did 
you think of it?” 
    Mickey opened his mouth to respond but before he 
could Milly, who had misheard Penny, butted in 
with, “I thought it was a pile of poo!” 
    Penny seemed rather taken aback by this. “But… 
but… you haven’t read the whole play have you 
dear?” 
    “No, but Santa said that his version had cut out that 
underwear scene out and that was the best bit.” 
    “But Milly,” protested Corny, getting involved, 
“that’s a literary classic you’re talking about.” 
    “Alright then, what did you think of it dear?” 
    “Well… I thought it was a pile of poo as well!” 
Milly and Corny fell backwards onto the carpet and 
literally began rolling about with laughter. There 
were some sniggers from around the circle as well. 
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    But Penny wasn’t amused and sighing, she 
abruptly sat down, realising that she was fighting a 
losing battle without Santa. 
    Seeing this, the circle began to chatter again. 
    “Ah, she’s really lovely,” remarked Jean to Chester 
and Catherine. “You should be really proud.” 
    “Oh we are,” Chester told her. “We are.” 
    “Coochy coo. Coochy coo.” Mickey was leaning 
over his little daughter and making baby noises. 
    “Oi! Not so close,” ordered Catherine, putting a 
restraining paw on his chest. “You’ll frighten him.” 
    “Oh charming!” 
    “Oh don’t be so silly Catherine,” admonished 
Chester. “Here father, would you like to hold him?” 
    “Yeah! Not ‘alf.” 
    Smiling happily Chester handed over his sleeping 
daughter to his eager father.  
    “Careful,” warned Catherine, overseeing the 
handover. “Don’t get dropping him.” 
    “I’m not going to drop you, am I? Am I? Am I?” 
asked Mickey in his most babyish voice.  
    “Mickey has had experience a holding babies you 
know,” Jean informed Catherine. 
    “Maybe, but he just looks a bit unsure of himself, as 
if he’s about to hold her upside down.” 
    “Your granddad’s not going to hold you the wrong 
way up is he? Is he? Is he? Coochy. Coochy coo.” 
Keeping her eyes closed the cute little baby appeared 
to give a little giggle. “She giggled! Did you see that 
Chester she giggled?” 
    “Well she’s obviously really taken to you father, all 
she does when I hold her is burp or break wind!” 
    “Did you see Jean? She giggled.” 
    “Yes, I saw Mickey. Isn’t she gorgeous?” 
    “Did you see Catherine? She just giggled at me!” 
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    “How lovely. Now not too close please, you’ll give 
her nightmares!” 
    “Oh thanks! …Hey Milly! Corny! Come and have a 
look at your great niece. She’s a little belter! And she 
just giggled at me!” 
    “OH I CAN’T TAKE ANY MORE OF THIS!” 
screamed John suddenly, jumping to his feet. The 
whole circle fell into a shocked silence. With tears 
running down his face, John stormed away from the 
bears and over to the patio doors. I think that he’d 
had as much as he could stomach of happy families 
with the bear he had thought was his daughter. 
Because I think deep down he had wanted the baby to 
his. Not only because he wanted the excitement of 
having another son but because he had naively 
believed that Catherine would leave Chester and get 
with him so they could bring the baby up in a proper 
family. But now not only was the baby not his but 
worrying about whether the baby was his or not had 
driven him about from his wife. So it was a tired, 
haggard, miserable and depressed John that trudged 
out onto the patio. 
    Shrugging her shoulders, Samantha, who hadn’t 
been sitting next to her husband, looked around at the 
bears in the circle before slowly getting to her feet and 
muttering, “I suppose I better go and…” But her 
sentence trailed off as also with tears in her eyes she 
slowly made her way across the lounge. Maybe she 
knew what was about to come.  
    John had now stopped on the patio and was staring 
aimlessly out across the garden. Tears plopped 
continuously onto the concrete. 
    For the time of year it was a glorious afternoon and 
the sun was beaming down onto John and the patio. 
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But the chill wind that was ruffling his fur was 
stopping it from being a warm day.  
    Samantha’s heavy paw stepped out onto the 
concrete with an ominous thud.  
    Just as it did Santa came half jogging through the 
dining room door waving the copy of Macbeth 
proudly above his head. “I’ve got it.” 
    “John?” broached Samantha tentatively, her 
husband’s name almost sticking in her throat.  
    But John didn’t look round. 
    Slightly annoyed at being ignored Samantha began 
striding out across the patio with determination. But 
on seeing the tears she realised that getting angry 
wasn’t going to get her anywhere and she slowed 
down. Taking the last few steps forward she reached 
out slowly and gently placed her paw on John’s 
shoulder. 
    But John flinched and shrugged it away.  
    “Oh John!” she shouted, forgetting her softer tack. 
“I’m your wife for goodness sake. If I can’t even touch 
you…” 
    Suddenly John spun around.  
    “Samantha, I don’t love you any more!” 
    The discussion began.    
     
       
        
       


