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'Once upon atime," said the big fat farmer, ‘it was dl fields around here.’

Thetraveler glanced al around and about. ‘It's till dl fields,' said he.

'And there you haveit.' The farmer grinned, exposing golden teeth. 'Nothing ever changesin these parts.
Nothing. Nor will it ever. And so much the better for that, says|. Though so much the worse, say others.
It all depends on your point of view. But isn't thisever the way?

'l supposethatitis.' Thetraveller nodded politely. He was hot and he was weary. He had wandered
many milesthisday. Hisfeet were sore and he was hungry. He took off his blue felt cap and mopped it
over hisbrow.

"The colour's coming out of your cap,’ the farmer chuckled. 'Y our forehead'sgone al blue'

'Which, you must agree, isdifferent,’ said the traveller. 'And admits, at the very least, to the possibility of
change in these parts.’

'On the contrary.' The farmer dug about in his voluminous patchworked smock, brought forth something
chew-able and thrust it into his mouth for achew. To meit admits something else entirdly. Tome, it
admits that you, aruddy-faced lad—'

"Tanned,’ said the lad. "Tanned from travel .’

'All right, tanned, then. That you, atanned lad, of, what would it be, Some sixteen summers?

"Thirteen,' said thetravelling lad. 'I'm tall for my age. Thirteen | am, which islucky for some.’

'All right then yet again. That you, atanned lad, thirteen years and lucky for some, scrawny-limbed
and—'

'‘Spare,' said thetall, tanned lad. 'Spare of frame and wiry of limb and—

‘Dafter than abox of hair,’ said thefarmer. 'That you are agormster and adullard, with amost inferior
cap, who understands little of the world and will surely cometo grief in atime not too far distant.’

'Oh," said the lad. 'Indeed?

'Indeed.’ The farmer spat with practised ease across the field of flowering crad. ‘Nothing ever changesin
these parts and therés atruth for you to be going dong with.'



'And going dong | mean to be." The lad wrung sweat from hismost inferior cap and replaced it upon his
tanned and heated head. 'Just as soon as you have furnished me with answersto questions | must ask.
Y ou seg, | have wandered from theroad. | followed asign that said shortcut, and now | find myself
here

'It happens,’ said the farmer. 'More often than you might suppose.’

'Asrarely asthat? said the lad, who was never one prone to extravagant speculation.

'At the very least, but mostly awhole lot-more.’

Thetraveling lad whistled.

'Please don't whidtle," said the farmer. ‘It aggravates my Gout.'

'l am perplexed,’ said the whistler. 'How can whistling aggravate Gout?

'Gout isthe name of my goat,' the farmer explained. 'l have apig called Pasy and acat called Canker.
Oncel owned adog by the name of Novinger's syndrome, but his howling upset my wife, so | sold him
to atinker.’

'Oh,' said the lad once more.

'Y es, oh. And whistling aggravates my goat. As does poking him in the ear with apointy stick. Which, in
al truth, would aggravate me. And I'm not easily upset.”

'Rjghty oh." The lad shifted from one weary foot to the other, and his ssomach growled hungrily. 'But
regarding these questionsthat | must ask.’

'Arethey questions of an agricultural nature? the farmer enquired.

'Not specificdly.' Thelad shook his heated head.

That'sapity,’ said the farmer. 'Because my knowledge on the subject is profound. | trust it'snot a
question regarding clockwork motors. Because, for al thelifethat'sin me, I cannot make head nor toe of

those infernal machines.” The farmer made asacred sign above histreble chin.

'It'snot clockwork motors.” The lad made exasperated sighing sounds. 'l was lately apprenticed in that
trade and | know everything | need to know regarding them.’

'Cheese, then? said the farmer. ‘| know much about cheese!'

‘Directionsonly.' Thelad blew droplets of bluey-tinted sweet from thetip of his upturned nose. 'All |
wish for are directions. How do | get to the city from here?

"The city? The farmer dmost choked upon his chewable. 'Why would alad such as yoursdlf be wanting
to be going to the city?

'l mean to seek my fortune there,' the lad replied, with candour. 'I am donewith toiling in afactory. | will
seek my fortunein thecity.'



'Fortune? coughed the farmer. 'In the city? Hah and hah again.’
'‘And why "hah", you farmer? asked the lad.

'Because, my tanned and wiry boy, you'l find no fortune there. Only doom awaits you in that direction.
Turn back now, say |. Return to the mother who weeps for you.'

'l have no mother,' said thelad. 'l am an orphan boy.'

‘A littlelogt waif; my heart cries bloody tears. The farmer mimed the wiping of such tearsfrom the
region of hisheart.

'Let not your heart weep for me." The lad straightened his narrow shoulders and thrust out his chest —
what little he had of achest. '| know how to handle mysdlf.’

"Turn back," advised the farmer. 'Return the way you came.'

Thelad sighed deeply. 'And what is so bad about the city, then? he asked.

'Whereto start? The farmer puffed out his cheeks. ~And where to end? So many evil thingsI've heard.'
'And have you ever been to the city yoursdf?

'Me? The farmer placed his hands upon his over-ample belly and gave vent to raucous sounds of mirth.
'‘And why now the raucous sounds of mirth?

‘Because what do | look like to you, my poor lost laddo?

"You look like abig fat farmer, asit happens.”

'And what would abig fat farmer be doing in the city?

"Trading produce, perhaps? This crad that flowers al around and about usin thesefields that never
change!'

The farmer scratched hisbig fat head. '"And why would | want to trade my crad?
'For money. To buy things.'

'What sort of things?

'Food, perhaps?

The farmer gave hisbig fat head adow and definite shaking. 'Y ou are indeed amooncalf,' said he. 'l am
provided here with al thefood that | need.’

'Other things then. Consumer durables, perhaps.'

‘What?



‘Consumer durables. | am not entirely surewhat they are. But | am informed that the city holdsthemin
abundance. And | mean to acquire asmany as| possibly can.'

The farmer shook his head once more, and there was a certain sadness in the shaking.
'Clothesthen,’ said the lad. 'Everyone needs new clothes at one time or another.’
'‘And do | look naked to you?

Thelad now shook his head, spraying the fully clothed farmer with sweet. The farmer was certainly
clothed -athough his clothing was strange. His ample smock was a patchwork, asif of amultitude of
amaller clothesdl stitched together.

'My wifeand | have dl we need, my sorry orphan boy,’ said the farmer. 'Only disappointment and
despair come from wanting more than you need.'

'I've no doubt that there'swisdom in your words," said the lad. '‘But as| have nothing at dl, anything
more will represent an improvement.'

"Then return the way you came. Weave clockwork motorsif you must. Hard work, well achieved, is
sometimes rewarded.'

‘No, said thelad. 'It'sthe city for me. My mind is set on this. But listen, if you have never visited the city,
why not accompany me?Y our gloomy opinion of it might be modified by experience’

'l think not. Thecity isfor city folk. There are those who toil there and are miserable and those who
prosper and are happy. Thetoilers exceed the prosperers by many thousands to one. So much | have
been told, and what I've been told is sufficient to inform my opinion.’

'Perhaps | will return one day and dter thisopinion.’

'Be assured by methat you will do no such thing. Many have travelled thisway before you, seeking
wedlth in the city. None have ever returned wealthy. In fact, none have ever returned at all.’

'Perhaps they became wedlthy and so felt no need to return.’

'Y our conversation tiresme,’ said thefarmer. 'And as | can see that you are adamant in your convictions
and eager to be on your way, | suggest that we speak no more. | have discharged my responsibilities.
My jobisdone
'Responsibilities? asked thelad. 'Job?

'My responsibility and my job isto stand in thisfield of flowering crad and discourage young lads such as
you from travelling towards the city. Such was my father's job, and hisfather's before him.'

Why? asked the lad.

'Because that's the way we do business in these parts. Nothing ever changes around here. If you travel
on towardsthe city, you will surely meet your doom. And when you do, you will blame mefor it.'

'Why should 17?7 asked the lad.



‘Because | know that you will cometo grief. | know it. And if you werein my position and knew that
travellers, should they travel in acertain direction, would cometo grief, would you not advise them
agang it?

'Of course | would,’ said the lad. '‘But—

'‘But me no buts. | have advised you. | have warned you of an inevitable consequence. What more can |
do?

"Y ou could be alittle more specific,' said the lad, 'regarding the manner of thisimminent and inevitable
doom that lies ahead for me!'

"That | cannot do.'
Thetraveler shrugged. 'So which wayisit to the city? he asked.

"The city liesfive milesto the south.' The fanner pointed. 'Cross yonder stile and follow the path. The
path leads eventudly to the outskirts of the city, but—

‘Butme no buts," said the lad. Thank you and farewell

The lad stepped carefully acrossthefield of flowering crad, swung hislong and agile legs over the gtile
and proceeded southwards down the path. Sparrows sang in the hedgerows, treesraised their leafy arms
towards the sSky of blue and the sun continued its shining down.

'A strange old breed are farmers,’ said the lad to no one other than himsdlf. 'And many folk hold to the
conviction that the rustic mind, attuned asit isto natura lore, possesses araw wisdom which isdenied to
the over-civilised city dweller, whose sophigticated intellect is—'

But he said no more as he tripped upon something and then plunged forward and down.

And then down some more.

Presently he awoke from unconsciousness to find that he waslying at the bottom of apit. Rubbing at his
head and peering blearily about, he became aware of amovement someways above. Looking up, he
espied the face of the farmer.

"Thank goodness,’ said the lad. 'Please help me. | appear to have faleninto ahole’

'Y ou havefdlenintomy hole,' said the farmer, 'the hole that a distant ancestor of mine dug to receive the
bodies of the foolhardy boyswho failed to heed his advice!

'Oh," said the lad, rubbing some more at his head and blinking his bleary eyes.

‘A hole maintained by and through generations, and now by myself. Although it would appear that | must
furnish its bottom with afew more sharpened spikes; you have missed those that there are, by the looks



of you.

‘Oh," said the lad once more.

'Nothing ever changes around here,' said the farmer. 'My forebears feasted upon the flesh of foolish
boys, and sodo I. It'safamily tradition. Their mest fills my belly and their clothing covers my person. |
would hardly be so big and fat and well-dressed if | subsisted upon crad aone, now, would |7

'| suppose not,’ said the lad, dismally. 'l gave you warnings,’ said the farmer. 'l gave you opportunity to
avoid travelling to your inevitable doom. But did you listen?

'Perhapsif youhad been more specific,’ the lad suggested. 'l took your warnings to mean that the city
spdlled my doom.’

'Y ou didn't listen carefully enough,’ said the farmer. 'But doom is doom, no matter how you spell it.
Unless, of course, you spell it differently from doom. But then it would be another word entirdly, |

suppose.’

'l suppose it would,’ the lad agreed, in the tone of one who now knew exactly how doom was spelled.
‘But | have no oneto blame but myself.’

'Well said.' The farmer grinned. 'And 0, asthe spikes have failed to do their job, | must do it with this
rock.' The farmer displayed the rock in question. It was round and of agoodly size. 'Perhapsyou'd care
to close your eyeswhilst | drop it onto your head?

‘Not so fast, please.’ The lad tested hislimbsfor broken bones, but found himsdlf intact, if all-over
bruised. 'How do you mean to haul my body from this pit?

'I have grappling hooks," said the farmer, ‘fashioned for the purpose.’

'Hot work on such aday,’ said the lad. 'Hard work, but honest toil justly rewarded, | suppose.'
'In that you are correct.’

‘Butvery hard work, nonetheless.’

'‘And me with abad back,' said the farmer. 'But what must be done, must be done.'

'Would it not make your job easier if you wereto help me from the hole? Then | might walk with you to
your farmhouse, where you could brain me at your leisure?

'Well, certainly it would, said the farmer.
"Thus dso sparing you dl the effort of dragging my body.'

'Y ou are most cooperative, said the farmer. 'But there's no dragging involved. | have my horse and cart
withme'

Then let me climb aboard the cart. It'stheleast | can do.'

| appreciatethat,’ said the farmer.



It'sonly fair,' said thelad. "Y oudid warn me, and | failed to heed your warning.'
The farmer leaned over and extended his hand. "Up you come, then," said he.
The lad took the farmer's hand and scrambled from the hole.

"There now,' said the farmer. 'Onto the cart if you please, and let's get this braining business out of the
way.'

The lad glanced over at the farmer's cart. And then he smiled back towards the farmer. 'l think not,’ he
sad. "Your purse, if you will.'

'Excuse me? said the farmer. 'My purse?
'l will have your purse. Kindly hand it over.

'I fall to understand you,' said the farmer.

'l demand compensation,’ said the lad, dusting himsdf down. 'For injuriesincurred through faling into
your hole. | am severely bruised and more than allittle shaken. I'll take whatever money you have upon

your person and well speak no more of thisregrettable incident.’

'Climb onto the cart,’ said the farmer. 'l will brain you immediately. Think not of fleeing; | am an accurate
hurler of rocks:

‘Bethat asit may,’ said thelad, 'l will have your purse and then be off to the city.'
‘Thisisludicrous. Idiot boy.' The farmer raised hisrock.
The lad produced apistol from hisdeeve.

‘What isthis? the farmer asked.

'A wespon,' said thelad. ‘A clockwork weapon. | built it mysdlf for usein such eventuditiesasthis. Its
spring projects asharpened metal missile at an darming speed. Far faster than one might hurl arock.’

‘Bluff and bluster,’ growled the farmer, swinging back his rockholding hand, preparatory to a hurl.

Thelad raised his clockwork pistol and shot off the farmer's | eft ear. Which came as a shock to them
both, though possibly more to the farmer.

"Waaaaaaaaah!' shrieked the man, dropping his unhurled rock onto hisfoot, which added broken toesto
his ewoeful account.

"Your purse,’ said thelad, waving hisgun in anow most shaky hand.

"Wasaaaaaah! | am wounded!' The farmer took to hopping and clutching at his maimed head.

"The next shot will pass directly through your heart.'



‘No,' croaked the farmer, 'no no no.'

"The world will be abetter place without you init.' The lad steadied his pistol with both hands. Y ou are
amonger.'

'And you are an iconoclast,” moaned the farmer, still hopping. 'With no respect for tradition.’

'Such isindeed the truth. Now hand me your purse. Y ou are losing agreet ded of blood. It would be
well for you to return to your farmhouse and have your wife dress your wounds.'

'‘Damn you,' said the farmer, adding profanities to these words.

"Your purse,now !

The farmer grudgingly produced his purse. It was aweighty purse, full asit waswith the gold of afoolish
boy who had passed that way earlier in the day and failed to heed the farmer's advice. Thisfoolish boy
presently hung in jointsin the farmer's smoking house.

'On second thoughts,' said thelad, 'l think it would be for the best if you went down into the hole.’

‘“Whet? cried the farmer. 'What?'

‘The path isnarrow,’ said the lad. 'Y our horse might sumble into that hole, if it doesn't have something to
placeits hoof upon.’

'What? the farmer cried again.

'I mean to borrow your horse; | have waked enough for one day.'
‘Thisis outrageous. Preposterous.’

'Best to get it over with as quickly as possible. Before you bleed to death.’

‘But the hole." The farmer ceased his hopping and stared down into the hole. The spikes. | am not so
scrawny asyou.'

'Spare,' said the lad. "Wiry.'

I will puncture mysdlf.'

"That's achance welll haveto take. The hole, or die where you stand.’
‘But the spikes..."

'Perhaps fate will smile upon you.’

‘Fate wears a somewhat glum face a present.’

‘Redlly?Yet | would swear that it grinsin my direction.’

“You...' Thefarmer spoke further profanity. The hole, and now." The lad cocked his clockwork pistol.



The farmer, groaning and moaning, lowered himsdf into the hole.

The lad tucked hisweapon back into his deeve, stepped over to the farmer's horse and detached it from
the cart. Then he leapt onto the horse's back and prepared to gallop away. 'I've never ridden ahorse
before," he called down to the farmer, 'so this should be something of an adventure.’

'l hope you are thrown and break your neck,' called the farmer.

'‘What was that?

‘Nothing. May good luck attend you.'

"Thank you very much. And whét is the name of this mount, farmer?

'Anthrax,’ called the farmer. 'But helll not answer to your commands. Quitethereverse, infact.'

'I'm sure Anthrax and | will get dong fine.' Thelad held Anthrax by hisreins. 'And so we say farewell,
master farmer. Our acquaintance has been brief, but it has been ingtructive. We have both learned
something, so let us not part upon bad terms.”

'l am stuck fast.’ The farmer huffed and puffed and moaned and groaned. 'l might well diein thishole!’

'If no one comeslooking for you, then in aday or two you'l be dim enough to climb out. Or perhaps
loss of blood will facilitate amore immediate shrinkage and you'll be homein timefor tea"

Youfilthy...

'Quite enough,’ called the lad. 'Y our conversation tiresme. | will now take my leave for the city. One
day | will return thisway with great wealth. Though not along this particular path.’

'Onething before you go.' The farmer raised hisvoice.

'‘And what thing isthis?

Tell meonly your name.'

'My name? said thelad. 'My nameis Jack.’

"That isgood,' called the farmer. 'A man may not truly lay acurse upon another man without first
knowing hisname. | curse you, Jack. May you never know wedlth. May al that you wish for be denied

you.

‘A spiteful sentiment,’ said Jack. 'And so farewell. Jack dug hishedsinto Anthrax and Anthrax sprang
forward.

The farmer, unable to duck his head, was heavily hooved upon.
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Anthrax the horse jogged merrily aong. There was a definite spring in hisfour-legged step. Freed from
his death-cart congtraints, he appeared avery happy horse indeed.

Jack, athough pleased to be no longer walking, did not atogether share the horse's joy. Precarioudy
perched, and lacking for equestrian skills, he clung to the horse's reins and counselled the beast to dow
down abit.

Whichit didn't.

The path meandered, as paths often do, around grassy knolls and down through dingly dells. All was
rurd charm and niceness, dlof which waslost upon Jack. He was rather peeved, was Jack. Peeved and
atogether unsettled. He was peeved about falling into the farmer's hole. That had been afoolish thing to
do. He should have listened more carefully to the farmer'swarnings. To the phrasing of them. Jack's
falureto interpret the farmer's words correctly had come closeto costing him hislife. That wasvery
peeving indeed.

Regarding the dtogether unsettledness, this was atwofold business. All that blood which had flowed
from the farmer's maimed head: that was unsettling enough, but the fact that Jack had not actualy meant
to shoot the farmer's ear off in thefirst place was doubly unsettling. This had called into question the
accuracy of Jack's clockwork pistol. He had meant to shoot the farmer in the knee. There would have to
be alot of work done upon that pistol if it wasto prove any use a al as an accurate means of defence.
Anthrax kicked hisback legsintheair, dl but unseating Jack.

'‘Cam yoursdlf,' cried the lad. 'No need to go mad, take it easy, please.’

The horse did askip or two and settled into atrot.

'‘Slow down, please.’

The horse did not dow down.

The meandering path met up with arugged track and Jack caught a glimpse of asignpost. It readto the
dty infine big capitas.

‘Jolly good show,' said Jack. 'Please dow down a bit, please.’
The horse began to canter.
'No!" Jack flung himself forward and clasped his arms about Anthrax's neck.

'‘Sow down!" he shouted into the horse's | eft ear. 'Slow down or I'll sell you for cat meat when we reach
thecity.’

The horse began to gallop.

'‘No!" shouted Jack, now adtogether ruffled. 'Siow down! Slow down! No!'



If thereisafagter thing than galloping that horses can do, this horse began to do it now.

Jack closed hiseyestightly and steded himsdlf for the inevitable concussion and imminent doom that
awaited him,

Anthrax thundered forward, his hooves raising sparks on the rugged track, hisearslaid back and afair
old froth a-forming round his mouth. The horse appeared possessed.

Eyestight shut and mouth shouting, 'Slow down please,’ Jack was borne aong at the speed whichis
commonly known as breakneck.

The horse would not obey his commands. Quitethereverse, infact.

And then Jack opened his eyes and avery broad smile appeared on hisface. 'Faster!” he shouted. 'Y es
boy, yes, faster! Faster! Faster!'

The horse dowed down to agallop. 'Faster!" shouted Jack. 'Come on!" The horse dowed down to a
canter.

'Faster!!

A trot.

'Faster!’

Ajog.

'Faster!!

The horse, al sweaty and breathless, dowed down to agentle stroll.
'‘And faster.'

Anthrax cameto a halt.

Jack released his grip from the horse's streaming neck and did himself down onto the ground. He patted
the horse on an areaknown as aflank, then stroked its foaming muzzle parts.

'l should have known,' said Jack, taking deep breaths to steady himsdlf. 'I'm sorry, boy. It wasal my
fault, wasn't it?

The horse made akind of grumbling sound, asif it understood.

"The damnable farmer trained you, didn't he, boy? He trained you to go faster if you weretold to go
dower and likeways round. In case anyone stole you. | remembered what he said: "Hell not answer to
your commands. Quitethereversein fact.” And I'm sure that when you had eventualy unseated your
rider and tired yourself out, you'd have wandered home of your own accord. It seemsthat | have much
to learn of the ways of theworld. | will be very much on my guard from now on.’

Jack led Anthrax on along the rugged track. Presently they came upon ahorse trough and both drank
from it. Suitably refreshed, Jack climbed back onto the horse.



'Stop,’ said he, and the horse set off at agentle pace.

The rugged track led now up asizeable hill and Anthrax took to plodding. Jack sighed deeply, but,
fedling for the anima which, he surmised, hadn't exactly lived alife of bliss so far, climbed down once
more and plodded besideit.

Thetrack led up and up. The sizeable hill seemed little less big than asmall mountain. Jack huffed and
puffed, and Anthrax did likewise.

'Good lad,’ said Jack. 'We're dmost there, | think.'
And amost there they were.
And then they were atogether there.

And Jack, dtill huffing and puffing, with blue sweet striping hisface, hands upon knees and heart going
bumpty-bumpty-bump, raised his squinting eyesto view what vistalay beyond.

And then he opened both his eyes and his mouth, very wide indeed.

For beyond, acrossaplain of grey and stunted furze, lay THE CITY .

Writ big inletters. Large and capitdl.

'Whoa," went Jack, taking stock of whatever he could. 'Now that isavery BIGCITY .

And as cities go, and in these parts, but for this one, they didnt, it wasindeed avery BIG CITY.

And avery dirty city too, from what Jack could see of it. A great dark sooty blot upon the landscape
wasthiscity. A monstrous smut-coloured carbuncle.

Anthrax the horse made a very doubtful face. Which is quite afeat for an equine. Jack cast aglance at
this very doubtful face. 'l know what you mean,' he said. 'It doesn't look too welcoming, doesit?

The horse shook its head.

'Youreavery wise horse,' said Jack. 'And | gpologise for that earlier remark of mine about having you
converted into cat meat. If you get mein one pieceto the city, I'll seethat you're well cared for. But,' and
he stared once more towards the distant conurbation, ‘that is one ugly-looking eyesore of acity. Perhaps
your previous owner wasright in al he said. But we must remain optimistic. Shall we proceed?

The horse shook its head.

"Y ou would rather return to haul corpses?

The horse shook its head once more.

Jack now shook hisown. Tmtalking to ahorse," he said to himsdlf. "'The events of today have unhinged
my mind.'



The sun, Jack noticed, was now very low in the heavens. The blue of the sky had deepened and the day
was drawing towards night.

'Wed best get amove on,’ Jack told Anthrax. 'l need to fill my belly and find myself lodgings for the
night." He shinned once more onto the horse's back, told it to stop, and set off.

The rugged track wound down the biggish hill/smdlish mountain and presently joined a paved and
city-bound road. This pushed onwards through the grey and stunted furze. Onwards and onwards and
onwards. Ahead, the city loomed, its outlying districts becoming more clearly defined. Jack was not
impressed by what he saw. The road reached peasant huts, crude and weathered. Strange and palelittle
faces peeped out at him through glasdesswindows. Jack dug in his hedls. 'Siower," hetold Anthrax,
'dower, boy.' Anthrax got atrot on.

Beyond the peasant hutslay what Jack correctly assumed to be the industrid digtrict: grim, grey factories
with chimneys coughing smoke. The air was rank, and Jack took to covering his nose.

‘Not very nice around here.” Jack patted Anthrax's neck. ‘Thisisthe kind of placel left behind, factories
likethis. But let us not be downhearted. I'm sure we can find a pleasant hostdry in anicer part of the
city.' The sun was beginning to st.

At length, but alength too long for Jack's liking, theindustrial digtrict lay astern, or the equine equivaent
thereof. Now the buildings showed traces of colour: ahint of yellow here and adash of orange there. A
trifle dusted over, but adefinite improvement.

The style of architecture was new to Jack, and therefore |ooked exatic. The buildings were constructed
from huge square bricks, each embossed with aletter of the aphabet. But these had not been laid in
order to spell out words, but apparently at random.

Suddenly something rushed past Jack and his mount, causing Anthrax to panic. Jack shouted 'Faster!’
very loudly indeed and Anthrax jerked to ahalt. Jack viewed the rapidly diminishing rusher: somekind of
mechanica vehide.

'Car,' said Jack. 'Nothing to be afraid of. | worked upon cars at the factory. Went like the wind, though,
didn'tit, boy? I'll be having one of those myself some day soon.'.

Anthrax shook his head about.

'Ohyes| will," said Jack. 'Stop then, boy. We haveto find ahostelry soon or I'll fall off your back from
hunger.'

The sunwasdl but gone now, but light shone al around, from bright lanterns held doft by iron columns
that rose a elther Sde of theroad at intervas of fifty paces. Theselit buildings that showed brighter
colours now, reds and greens and blues, al in aphabet brick.

The coloursraised Jack's spirits. '"Almost there,' he told Anthrax. ‘A warm stable and amanger of hay
will shortly beyours:

Anthrax, all but exhausted, plodded onward.

‘Ligten,' said Jack. 'It's been adifficult day for the both of us. But you've got me here. I'll seeyou al
right. You're agood horse. Hey, hey, what's that | see ahead?



What Jack saw ahead wasthis: along, low building painted dl in ahectic yelow. A sgn, wrought from
neon, flashed on and off, as such signs are wont to do. Words were spelled out by thissign. Thewords
wereNadine's Diner.

There," cried Jack. 'An eatery.’

If horses can sigh, then Anthrax did. And asthey reached Nadine's Diner, Jack clambered down,
secured Anthrax's reins to a post which may or may not have been there for the purpose, promised the
horse food and drink, as soon as he had taken some for himsalf, squared up his narrow, sagging
shoulders and put his hand to the restaurant door.

The door was an dl-glass affair, somewhat cracked and patched, but none the less serviceable. Jack
pushed upon it and entered the establishment.

It wasn't exactly ahome from home.

Unoccupied tables and chairs were arranged to no particular pattern. Music of an indeterminate nature
drifted from somewhere or other. A bar counter, running the length of the long, low room, was attended
by asinglefdlow, dressed in the manner of achef. He viewed Jack's arriva with ablank expresson —
but ablank expression mostly shadowed, for several bulbs had gone above the bar and he obvioudy
hadn't got around to replacing them.

Jack steered hisweary feet across a carpet that was much of amuchness as carpets went, but hardly
much of anything asthey might go. He squared up his shoulders somewhat more, squinted towardsthe
dimly lit chef and hailed thisfelow thudy:

'‘Good evening to you, chef,' hailed Jack.
'Eh? replied the other in ready response.

'A good evening,' said Jack. And, glancing around the deserted restaurant, 'Businessis quiet this
evening.

Isit? The chef cast his shadowed gaze over Jack. 'Y ou're blue," he observed. 'Why so thisfacia
blueness? Isit some new whim of fashion from the House of Oh Boy! that | am hitherto unacquainted
with? Should | be ordering mysdlf apot of pant?

'Inferior cap,' said Jack, taking off hisinferior cap and wiping hisface withiit.
"That's made mattersworse,' said the chef.
‘Might | seeamenu? Jack asked.

The barlord scratched hisforehead, then wiped his scratching hand upon his apron. 'Isthat atrick
question? he asked. 'Because | can't be having with trick questions. Chap came in here a couple of
weeks ago and said to me, "Do you know that your outhouseison fire?' and | said to him, "Isthat atrick
question?' and he said to me, "No it isn't." And | was pleased about that, see, because | can't be having
with trick questions. But damn me, if | didn't take a crate of empties outside about an hour later to find
that my outhouse had been burned to the ground. What do you make of athing like that, eh? Jack
shrugged.



'‘And well may you shrug,' said the chef. 'So your question is not atrick question?
'No," said Jack, 'it's not."
‘That'sfine then,’ said the chef. 'How may | help you, sir?

'I'd like something to eet, if | may,’ said Jack. 'And astable for my horse and directionsto where | might
find aroom for the night.’

'‘God's Big Box,' said the barlord. 'It's want want want with you, isn't it? Were you breast-fed asa
baby?

'I redlly can't remember,’ said Jack.

'Nor me." The chef shook his head, which appeared to creak as he shook it. 'But then, | never wasa
baby. It'sfunny the thingsthat dip your mind, though, isn't it?

Jack nodded politely. 'I'm dying from hunger,’ he said. 'Please feed me.'
'‘About haf past seven,’ said the chef.

'Excuse me? said Jack.

'Oh, sorry,’' said the chef. 'I've got awoodworm in my ear. It crawled in there last Tuesday. I'vetried to
enticeit out with cheese, but it ssemsto be happy whereitis!'

'Food," said Jack, pointing to his mouth. 'I've gold, | can pay well.'

‘Boody fries, you need.’ The barlord smacked hislips noisily together. 'Mambo-munchies,
over-and-unders, abig pot of jJumbly and an aftersnack of smudge cake. And if you'll take the advice of
aprofessiona who knows these things, add a pint of Keener's grog to wash the whole lot down with.'

‘All thisfareis new to me,' said Jack. 'But adouble helping of each, if you please!

'l do please,’ said the chef. ‘But the oven's broken down again, so you can't have any of those. Not even
the grog. If | had my time over again, | would never have bought this crummy concession. I'd have
trained to become a gourmet chef for some big swell on Knob Hill. Or | could have gone in with my
brother; he has a specidist restaurant over on the East Side. Serves up smoked haunch of foolish boy,
supplied by some loca farmer who breeds them, | suppose.’

Jack took avery deep breath which, when exhaed, became a very deep and heartfelt sigh. He brought

forth his pistol and levelled it at the chef. 'If you do not feed me at once," he said, 'l will be forced to
shoot you dead and feast uponyour carcass.'

"That's something I'd like to see.’ The chef gave his nose asignificant tap, the sgnificance of-which was
lost upon Jack. But the sound of thistap drew Jack's attention. It was not the sound of flesh being tapped
upon flesh. Jack stared hard at the shadowy chef and, for thefirst time, truly took in what there was of
him to be seen. There was something atogether strange about thisfellow. Something unworldly. Jack
looked at the chefs hand. It was afdse hand. A hand carved from wood. Jack looked now, but furtively,
towards the face of the chef. That nose was also of wood. A wooden nose. Upon... Jack'sfurtive glance



became alingering, fearful dare...
... upon... awooden facel
The chef's entire head, so it appeared, was made of wood.

Jack blinked his eyes. That wasn't possible. He was surdly halucinating from lack of food. A man might
have afalse hand, but not afase head.

‘Bread,' said Jack. 'Cheese, whatever you have. Hurry now, hunger befuddies my brain, asthe nesting
woodworm... 'he paused, then continued, ‘does yours.'

'‘Asyou please.’ The chef shrugged, ducked down behind the bar counter and re-emerged with a plate
of sandwiches held in both hands.

Both hands were wooden.
The hands worried Jack, but he viewed the food with relish.

'I regret that | don't have any relish,’ said the chef, placing the plate upon the bar counter and clapping
his wooden hands together. 'I've been expecting adelivery. For some months now.'

I'll take them asthey come." Jack reached out a hand to take up a sandwich, but then paused. ‘What are
they? he asked.

'‘Sandwiches,' said the chef.
' mean, what'sin them?
'Ham. It'sapig derivative.

Jack tucked his pistol back into his deeve, snatched up asandwich and thrust it into his mouth. 'Bliss,' he
sadwith hismouth full.

It'srude to talk with your mouth full,’ said the chef. 'A mug of porter to wash them down?

'Yesplease’ Jack munched away as the chef drew amug of porter. Jack watched him as he went about
his business. There had to be somelogical explanation. Folk could not have wooden heads. Perhapsit
was some kind of mask. Perhaps the chef had been hideoudly disfigured in a catering accident and so
now wore awooden mask. An animated wooden mask. Jack shrugged. It was as good an explanation
asany. And anyway, it was none of hisbusiness.

Eating was currently hisbusiness.

"We don't get many blue-faced youthsin these parts,' the chef observed as he drew the mug of porter.
'Y our accent is strange to me. Which part of the city are you from?

Jack munched on and shook his head. 'I'm not from the city," he said. 'I'm from the south.’

I've never travelled south.' The chef presented Jack with his beverage. 'But they tell me that the lands of
the south are peopled with foolish boys who travel north to seek their fortunesin the city. Would there be



any truthinthis?

Jack raised an eyebrow and continued with his munching.

'‘Between you and me,' said the chef, 'l do not hold travel in high esteem. Folk should stay put, in my
opinion. It'sawise man that knowswhere heis. And if he knowswhere heis, he should stay there, don't
you agree?

Jack nodded. 'No,' he said.

'Was that atrick answer?

'Probably.’

'So you want aroom for the night?

Jack nodded once more. '‘And a stable and fodder for my horse.’

'Y ou won't need that,' said the chef.

I will." Jack pushed another sandwich into his mouth, chewed it up and swalowed it down. 'He can't
gand out there dl night."

'Wéll, obvioudy not.' The chef adjusted his apron, which didn't redlly need adjusting, but he adjusted it
anyway. It was a chef thing. 'But that's neither here nor there, isit? said the chef, when he had done with
his adjusments.

Jack took up the mug of porter and drank deeply of it. He was underage and shouldn't really have been
drinking alcohol. But as the chef hadn't made afuss about it, then Jack fdlt that neither would he. 'Why is
it neither here, nor there? he asked, without particular interest.

'Because someone just stole your horse!’

'What? Jack turned to look out of the window.

The post was gtill there, but Anthrax wasn't.

'Oh no," cried Jack. 'Someone has stolen my horse." And leaving the balance of his porter untested, he
rushed from Nadine's Diner.

Outside, he stared up and down the lamp-lit street. The only trace of Anthrax was a pile of steaming
manure. Jack shouted out the horse's name, and listened in hope of an answering whinny.

To hisgreat ddight, one cameto hisears.

'‘Good boy," said Jack. 'Thisway, | think," and he dashed around the corner of the diner and into a
darkened dleyway.

'‘Anthrax,’ caled Jack, ‘where are you, boy?

And ahead Jack saw him, by thelight of adistant lamp, being led dong by something that |ooked far



from human. Something squat and strange. 'Stop!" shouted Jack. 'Come back with my horse, you...
whatever you are.’

And then Jack was aware of amovement behind him.
And then something hit him hard upon the head.

And then things went very black for Jack.

3

The moon, shining down upon the city, shone down aso upon Jack, shone down upon the body of jack,
that was lying strewn in an aleyway. The moon didn't care too much about Jack. But then, the moon
didn't care too much about anything. Caring -wasn't in the moon's remit. The moon was just the moon,
and on nights when there wasn't any cloud about, it just shone down, upon anything and everything redly,
it didn't matter what to the moon. The moon had seen most things before, and would surely seethem
again. And asfor al the things that the moon hadn't seen, well, it would see them too, eventualy. On
nights when there wasn't any cloud about.

Not that it would care too much when it did.
It was amoon thing, not caring.
The moon couldn't help the way it was.

Jack lay, face down, in the bedraggled fashion of one who has been roughly struck down, rather than
gently arranged. One who has been dragged and flung. Asindeed Jack had.

Hed lain for severd hoursin thisuntidy and uncared-for state, and would probably havelain so for
severa hours more, had not something prodded and poked him back into consciousness.

This something was persstentin its prodding and poking. It prodded and poked until it had achieved its
desired effect.

Jack awoke with astart, or ajolt, if you prefer, or ashock, if you prefer that. Jack had no particular
preference. So Jack awoke with astart and ajolt and a shock. Jack awoke to find abig round face
garing right up closeand a him.

Jack cowered back and the big round face, governed by the laws of perspective, became asmall round
face. And in accordance with other laws regarding relative proportion, remained that way. Jack blinked
his eyes and stared at the face. It was the face of abear. A teddy bear. A knackered-looking teddy
bear, with mismatched button eyes and akind of overal raggednessthat did not make it atogether
gppeding to behold.

The bear was wearing agrubby old trenchcoat.

'Bear.’ Jack made limp-wristed pointings. ‘Toy bear. What?



'What? asked the toy bear. 'What?

I'mdreaming.’” Jack smacked himsdlf in the face. 'Ouch!" he continued. ‘Oh and..."

'Y ou're new to these parts, aren't you? said the bear. He had that growly voice that one associateswith
toy bears. Probably dueto the growly thing that they have in their somachs, which makesthat growly
noise when you tip them forward. 'I'm Eddie, by the way. I'm the bear of Winkie.'

Thewho?

"The bear of Winkie. I'm Bill Winkiesbear. And I'm not just any old bear. I'm an Anders Imperid.
Cinnamon-coloured mohair plush, with wood wool stuffing throughout. Black felt paw pads, verticaly
stitched nose. An Anders Imperid. You can tell by the specia button in my left ear.’ Eddie pointed to this
specid button and Jack peered at it.

The button looked very much like abeer bottle top.

Itwas abeer bottle top.

'‘And what is your name? asked the bear.

I'm Jack,” Jack found himsdlf saying. He was now talking to ateddy bear. (Granted, he had recently
chatted to ahorse. But at |east the horse had behaved like a horse and had failed to chat back to him.)
'How? Jack rubbed some more at hishead. 'How isit done?

'How iswhat done? asked the bear.

'How are you doing that talking? Whao's working you?

"Working me? No onesworkingme. | work for myself.’

Jack eased himsdlf into asitting position. He patted at his person, then he groaned.

'Stuffing coming out? Eddie cocked his head to one side.

'Stuffing? No." Jack patted some more about his person. 'l've been robbed. | had a purse full of gold
coins. And my boots. Someone's stolen my boots:!”

'Don't knock it,' said Eddie. ‘At least you're ill dive. Listen, I've got to Sit down, my legs are drunk.'
'Eh? said Jack. 'What?

'My legs,' said the bear. 'They're redly drunk. If | sit down, then just my bum will be drunk and that
won't be so bad.'

I'velogt it,' said Jack. 'Knocked unconscioustwicein asingle day. My brainisgone. I'velogt it. I've
gone mad.'

'I'm sorry to hear that.' The bear sat down. 'But it will probably help you to fitin. Mogt folk in the city
areabit, or more so, mad.’



I'm talking to atoy bear.' Jack threw up his hands. His clockwork gun fell out of hisdeeve. 'Oh, at least
| il havethis, he said. 'Perhaps | should smply shoot myself now and get it all over with. | cameto the
city to seek my fortune and within hours of arrival I'm mad.’

'Y ou cameto the city? Y ou're a stranger to the city?

"This has not been agood day for me.'

Tell me about it,' said the bear.

'Wdll," said Jack. ‘It al began when—

'No," said the bear. "It was arhetorica comment. | don't want you to tell me about it. | was concurring.
Today hasn't exactly been an armchair full of comfy cushionsfor yourstruly.'

'Who'syourstruly?
'l am, you gormgter.’

'Don't gart with me," said Jack, dipping his pistol back into his deeve and feding gingerly at the bump on
the back of his head. 'I've got brain damage. | can seetalking toy bears.

"Where? asked Eddie, peering all around.

'You, said Jack. 'l can seeyou.'

'Y ou need adrink,’ said the bear. 'And | need another upending.’

‘Upending?| don't understand.’

'Wll, | don't know what you're stuffed with. Meet, isn't it?

Jack made a baffled face.

'Wdll, I'm stuffed with sawdust and when | drink, the a cohol seeps down through my sawdust guts and
into my feet. I'd haveto drink ared lot tofill up al the way to my head and | never have that kind of
money. So | get the barman to upend me. Stand me on my head. Then the alcohol goes directly to my
head and staysthere. Troubleis, it's hard to balance on your head on abarstool at the best of times.

Y ou've no chance at al when you're drunk. So | fall off the stool and the barman throws me out. It'sall
so unfair. But that'slife for you, in an eggshdl.’

Itsanutshdl, isntit?

'Well, you'd know, you're the loony.'

I'm not well.'

The bear scrambled nearer to Jack and peered very closely at him. 'Y ou don't look too well,' said he.

'Y our faceisdl blue. Isthat something catching, do you think? Not that I'll catchit. Mothisal | catch.
That's one reason that | drink so much, to ward off the moth.’



It'snot fair.” Jack buried hisface in his hands and began to weep.

'Oh, come on." Eddie Bear shifted over on his drunken bottom and patted Jack's arm with a paw.
"Thingsreally could be worse. Y ou'll be okay. | can direct you to the hospitd, if you think you need your
head bandaged. Or I'll stagger with you, if you want. Or you can carry me upside down and I'll sing you
drunken songs. | know some redlly rude ones. They're al about pigs and penguins.’

'I had a cap somewhere," said Jack, wiping his eyes and peering about in search of it.

'Wasit blue? asked the bear.

Jack nodded.

'Wall, it isn't quite so blue now. | wassick onit. Mostly sawdust, of course, but evil-smelling; | had a
curry exlier.’

Thisredly isn't hgppening.’
'l think you'll find that it is. Do you want to come back to my place? Y ou could deep there!

Jack climbed painfully to hisfeet. He gazed down at the toy bear. "You redlly arered, aren't you? he
sad.

'‘Asred as,' said Eddie.

'‘Asred aswhat?' said Jack.

'Wish | knew," said Eddie. 'But | can't do corroborative nouns. None of us are perfect, arewe? | can
get started. Ashbig as, asfoul as, asobscene as. But | can't get any further. But that's life for you again.
Asunfair as... Listen, wouldn't you rather go to abar and have adrink? My bum'’s beginning to sober up.

| seep at the seams. I've got leaks asbig as... But we dl have our problems, don't we?

Jack agreed. 'I'm very confused,’ he said. ‘But | don't want to go to hospital. | don't like hospitals. And
I'm redlly too young to go into bars!'

'Y ou're quite big enough;, let's have abeer. It won't lessen your confusion, though. Infact, it will
probably increaseit. But in anice way and that'sas good as, isn't it?

'l should try and get my purse back. And my horse.’
'Y ou had ahorse?'
‘A horse cdled Anthrax; he was stolen.’

"Then he's probably cat meat by now. Or being minced up to make burgersfor that Nadine's Diner
around the corner.’

That'sterrible,' said Jack. 'Poor Anthrax.'

"Thisisn't avery nice neighbourhood, Jack.'



'So what areyou doinginit?

I'mon acase,' said Eddie Bear. 'I'm a private detective. Hence the trenchcoat.’ Eddie did abit of a
twirl, then flopped back onto his drunken bum.

Jack shook his head, which pained him considerably. | am mad,' hesaid. ‘Thisisdl mad.

'‘Come and have abeer,' said Eddie. 'I'll pay. And kindly carry me, if you will. My legs are still as drunk
as, if you know what | mean, and I'm sure that you do.’

It was dtill abright and moonlit night and as Jack, with Eddie underneath his arm and guided by the
bear's directions, lurched painfully in his stockinged feet along this street and that and around one corner
and the next, hewas, dl in al, amazed by the al and al that he saw.

‘Thisisavery strange city,’ said Jack.

It'snot strange to me," said Eddie. 'How soisit strangeto you?

'Well,' said Jack, 'from adistance, as| approached the city, it al looked grey and dour. And itwas, on
the outskirts. But the deeper | go, the more colourful it becomes. And it's night now.'

"Y ou'll no doubt find it positively garish in the daytime." Eddie wriggled abouit.

‘Careful,’ said Jack, Til drop you.'

'Y ou're squeezing mein al the wrong places. Y ou'll push me out of shape.’

'Sorry,' said Jack. 'But tell methis. Areyou amagic bear?

‘A magic bear? What isamagic bear?

'I'm thinking perhaps atoy bear brought to animation through witchcraft or something like that. Not that
I've ever bdieved in witchcraft. Although | did once meet with awise woman who could make ducks
dance.’

'Did they dance upon abiscuit tin?

'‘Now | cometo think of it, yes. How didyou know?

It'san old showman'strick,’ said Eddie. 'Involves alighted candle insde the biscuit tin.'

'Urgh,’ said Jack. That's most unpleasant.’

'Works well, though. Look, we're here!'

'Where's here?

Tinto's Bar,' said Eddie. 'Thisiswhere | normaly do my drinking, when I'm not on a case and getting
thrown out of other bars. Put me down please, Jack.'



Jack put Eddie down and viewed the exterior of Tinto's Bar.

The exterior of Tinto's Bar was colourful, to say thevery least.

'Ghadtly, isn't it? said Eddie. 'I've suggested he repaint the place. But does helisten? No, he just throws
me out. That's the trouble with being ateddy. Well, one of the troubles. People throw you about. They
take liberties with your person. It'snot nice, | cantell you.'

'I quite like the colours,’ said Jack.

"They're mostly brown,’ said Eddie. 'Those that aren't blue. They clash, in my opinion.’

Jack stared at the bar's exterior. 'There aren't any browns or blues,’ he said.

‘There are from where I'm looking. But then from where I'm looking, al the world is either brown or
blue. It depends which eye I'm looking through. I've only the two, you see, and one's brown and one's

blue. Not that | don't have others. I've adrawer full. But | can't fit them. No opposing thumbs, you see.
Eddie waved his paws about.

Jack looked down. 'What? he said.

'Pardon ismore polite,’ said Eddie. '‘But it'sthe curse of the teddy bear. Paws rather than hands. They
don't even amount to proper paws, really. Proper paws are like stubby fingers. Mine are just sewn
sections; nothing moves. Y ou have no ideahow lucky you are. Fingers and opposable thumbs. Bliss.
What would | give, en? That would be as wonderful as!

Jack pushed open the door and he and Eddie entered Tinto's Bar.

It wasn't too colourful ingde. In fact, it was dl rather monochrome, or whatever the black and white
equivalent of monochromeis. Black and white, probably.

The floor was a chequerboard pattern. The ceiling was likewise. But there was something atogether
wrong about that ceiling. It was far too near to the floor. Jack had to duck his head. There were tables
and chairs, around and about, arranged in pleasing compositions. But as Jack viewed these, he could
clearly seethat their dimensionswere wrong. The tables and chairs were much too small, built, it
appeared, for children. And upon the chairs and seated at the tables, engaged in noisy discussion s4t...
Jack stopped in mid head-duck and stared.

Jack opened his mouth.

Jack backed towards the door he had comein by.

Toys!" shouted Jack, and he fled.



It was another dleyway, and Jack was Sitting downiniit.

"You'reredly going to haveto pull yoursdf together,’ Eddietold him.

"Toys? Jack made anidiotic face.

'So? said Eddie.

"Toys. Inthebar. | saw them. They were drinking and talking.'

That's what they do. Whatwe do. What's the big deal ?

'"Am | dead? asked Jack. 'Isthat it? I'm dead, aren't |7

Eddie shook hishead. 'Y ou're abit messed up. But you're not dead. Youreasdiveas.
'‘And so they werereal?

'Asred as. Thisisavery weird conversation, and becoming somewhat repetitive. Y ou'reavery strange
lad, Jack.'

I'mstrange? How dare you? | wasin that bar. | saw toys.Live toys. Dolls and bearslike you and
clockwork soldiers and swooden things and they were dive. | saw them.’

'Well, what did you expect to see, insects? Yourein Toy City and Toy City iswheretoyslive, isn't it?
Toy City,' said Jack. 'l can't believeit.’

‘Ligten,’ said Eddie. 'Y oure anice lad and everything. But you realy must pull yoursdlf together. Y ou're
in Toy City, which iswheretoyslive. Which iswhere toyshave awayslived andwill dwayslive. It's
hardly Utopia, but we get by somehow. Nothing ever changes around here. Or shouldn't anyway, which
iswhy I'm on the case I'm on. But thisiswhereyou are.’

"This can't be happening. | must have gone mad.’

"Yeah, well,' said Eddie. 'Perhaps you are mad. -It'sa shame. A real shame. Perhapsit would be better
if we just went our separate ways. | wondered, | suppose. But perhaps | waswrong. | think I'll say
goodbye.’

'Wondered? said Jack. "What did you wonder?

'If, perhaps, you'd be the one. To help. It was only athought. A drunken thought, probably. Forget it.'
'How can | forget it? | don't know what it was.'

'I need apartner,’ said Eddie the Bear. 'I'min abit of afix and | need a partner. | thought perhaps... But

it doesn't matter. Go home, Jack. Go back to wherever you came from. Thisisn't the place for you to be.
Y ou don't understand about here. Sleep in thisdley tonight, then go home, that's my advice to you.'



I'm sorry,’ said Jack. '‘But I'm redlly confused. Redl toys? Livetoys? Living in acity?
'Y ou cameto Toy City and you didn't expect to meet toys?

'I didn't know it wasToy City. All I knew was it wasthe City. Where things happened. Nothing much
ever happened in the town where| lived. So | came hereto seek my fortune.’

'Interesting concept,’ said Eddie. 'I've never heard of anyone doing that before. But then, thisisthefirst
timethat I've actualy met anyone who came from outside the City.'

'‘Because no one ever reaches here,' said Jack.
'Why? Do they get lost?
'No, eaten, mostly.'

Eddie shrugged. 'Well, | wouldn't know about that. All | know iswhat | am. | livein Toy City. Things
are asthey are!’

‘But toys can't live. They can't bedive.

'‘And why not?

'‘Because they can't.’

‘But why?

‘Because | say that they can't.’

Eddie Bear looked up at Jack.

And Jack looked down at Eddie.

Eddie Bear began to laugh.

And then, too, so did Jack.

'Shall we go and have that beer? asked Eddie.

'Yes,' said Jack. 'Let'sdo that.'

4

Tinto's Bar looked no better to Jack on second viewing.



Theinterior was gtill the black and white equivaent of monochrome and the chairs and tables were il
arranged in pleasing compositions. But the scale of everything was ill al wrong and Jack had to duck
his head once more, and keep it ducked. And all thosetoys were ill there. And dl those toys il

worried Jack.

Thelad steadied himself againgt the nearest wall. There was no longer any doubt in hismind regarding
theredity of this. Itwas real. That it couldn't bered did not enter into it. He was here and dl these toys

were...
'Drunk!" Jack looked down at Eddie. 'All these toys are drunk.’

Eddie looked up at Jack. And Eddie shrugged. ‘It'slate," he said. 'They've been in here dl evening. Don't
folk get drunk where you come from?

'People do,’' said Jack. '‘But not...'

'Don't gart dl that again. Buy meadrink.'

I don't have any money. | was robbed.’

'Y ou've some coinsin your trouser pocket. | felt them when you were unconscious!'
‘What?

'l wastrying to bring you round.’

"Y ou were going through my pockets?

'‘Not me,' said Eddie. 'No can do. No opposing thumbs.'

Jack patted at histrousers.

'Other side,’ said Eddie.

'Oh yeah,’ said Jack, digging deeply into a pocket and winkling out anumber of coins. ‘That's abit of
luck.

'Stick with me, kidder,' said Eddie. 'I'll bring you lots of luck.’

Jack gazed down at the shabby-looking bear and nodded his ducked head in amanner that lacked
conviction.

"Tothebar,’ said Eddie, leading the way. 'L et's both get as drunk as.’

Jack followed on, keeping his head down and making furtive sdeways glances as he did so. Therewere

toysto al sdesof him, and just alittle below. They were chaiting away in arowdy fashion, banging their
glasses on the tables and generally carrying on asfolk carry on anywhere when they arewell in their

cups.

There were dolls and there were gallys, teddies and toy soldiers, and fluffy-faced animal's of
indeterminate species. And they dl had that ook of ‘favourite toys which have been loved to the point of



near-destruction.

Jack watched Eddie climb onto abar stool. How could he move about like that? He was dl filled up
with sawdust; he'd said so himsdlf. He had no bones, no muscles, no sinews. How could it be possible?

Jack shrugged and sighed and sat himself down on abar stool next to Eddie. It was avery low bar
stool, beside avery low bar counter, and Jack found himsalf with his knees up high.

‘Can't we go somewhere else? he whispered to Eddie. This stool'stoo low for me. | ook a complete
gormgter.'

'No you don't.' The bear grinned, abig face-splitter. 'Y ou look as handsome as. Get the beersin.’
Jack sighed again. "Where's the barman? he asked.

'Howdy doody, what'll it be, sir? The barman sprang up from beneath the bar counter, causing Jack to
fdl back indarm.

'Control yoursdlf,' said Eddie as Jack stared, all agog. ‘It'sonly Tinto, the barman.’

Tinto was clearly mechanical, powered by aclockwork motor. He was formed from tin and glossily
painted, though much of the glosswas now gone. His head was an oversized sphere, with asmiling face
painted on the front. His body was athing-a-me-oid[1] painted with a dicky-bow and tuxedo. Thearms
wereflat, though painted with deeves and shirt cuffs. The fingers of the handswere fully articulated.
Jack glanced at Eddie, who was staring covetoudy at those fingers.

'Howdy doody, what'll it be, Sir? said Tinto once again. The painted lips didn't move. The voice came
from atiny grilleinthe painted chest.

1.." went Jack, 'I.."

‘Beer,' said Eddie.

'‘Coming right up, said Tinto. 'And anything for the complete gormster?
'Helll have abeer too, said Eddie. 'And he's my friend and he's paying.’
‘No offence meant,’ said Tinto.

‘Nonetaken,' said Eddie.

"There was too," said Jack.

'No there wasn't,’ said Eddie. 'Just relax and drink beer.’

'1.D.,' sad Tinto.

'What? said Eddie.

'I.D. for the gormster. He looks underage to me. Under-aged and oversized.'



'‘Underage? Jack's jaw dropped.'Oversized?' Hisface made afrown.

'l run arespectable bar,' said Tinto. "Top notch clientele, as you can readily observe. | can't have
blue-faced, stocking-footed ragamuffins coming in here and losing me my licence. Y oull have to show

meyour I.D. or... |... will... have..." Tinto's voice became dower and dower and findly stopped
dtogether.

'What's happened to it? Jack asked.
'Him!'said Eddie.
'Him,' said Jack.

‘Run down," said Eddie. 'He needs rewinding. 'l generdly take advantage if this happens when I'm alone
with himin the bar. Nip around and help mysdlf to afree beer.'

‘Do it now then,' said Jack.

"Therere too many folk here now. But he loses his short-term memory when he's rewound, so just back
meup.’

Jack shrugged. 'Fair enough.’
‘Nellie,' caled Eddie, 'Néllie, awinding needed here.’

A dainty doll with ahuge wasps nest of yellow hair hastened aong behind the bar counter, turned Tinto
around and began to vigoroudly crank the key in his back.

'See his namethere, on his back? said Eddie, leaning over the bar counter and pointing it out to Jack.
Jack perused the barman's back. 'It doesn't say Tinto,' he said, ‘it says Tintoy. The"Y™ hasworn off.’

You'reright,' said Eddie. 'But don't mention it to Tinto. He thinksit makes him specia.’

Jack opened his mouth to speak, but didn't.

"Thank you, my dear,’ said Tinto, his head turning asemicircle. 'Almost ran right down there. Now, what
was | doing? His body revolved to catch up with his head.

"Y ou were pulling two beersfor us,' said Eddie.

'Was |? asked Tinto.

You were," agreed Jack. 'Y ou'd just scrutinised my 1.D. and commented on the fact that | looked young
formy age’

'Did 1?7 said Tinto.

"You did,' said Eddie. 'And we'd just paid for the beers!’



Y ou had? said Tinto.

'We had,' said Jack. 'Edclie did. With agold piece. But we haven't had the beers yet and Eddie hasn't
had his change.’

'So sorry,' said Tinto. 'I'll get right to it." And he moved off along the bar to pull abrace of beers.
'A gold piece? whispered Eddie. That's pushing it abit.’

Jack shrugged. 'l was only backing you up. Y ou can dwaystell him it wasamistake if you want and say
you gave him the right money.’

'Oh no,' whispered Eddie. 'A gold pieceisfine. | must remember that in future.’

Tinto returned and presented Eddie and Jack with their beers and Eddie with agreat deal of change.
'Cheers,' said Eddie, taking his glass carefully between his paws and pouring beer messily into hisface.

'Cheers said Jack, doing likewise, though without the mess. The glasswastiny. Jack drained it with a
sngle gulp and ordered another.

'So, Eddie,’ said Tinto, doing the business for Jack, who paid with the change from his trouser pocket.
‘Any word from Bill?

'No," said Eddie, manoeuvring his glass back onto the bar counter. 'He's been gone for aweek now. But
I'm sure helll be back very soon.’

'Who's Bill? Jack asked as Tinto passed him anew beer.
'My partner,’ said Eddie.
Tinto laughed, asound like small stones being shaken about in an empty tin can.

‘All right, myowner," said Eddie. 'Bill Winkie, the famous detective. I'm Bill's bear; | told you in the
aleyway, Jack.'

‘Bill Winkie? Jack took agulp and placed hislatest empty glass on the counter. '‘Bill Winkie, Private
Eye?

‘The same,' said Eddie.

'I've read the books," said Jack.

'l never get amention,’ said Eddie.

'No, you don't, but that's not the point.'

‘It isto me. Without me held never solve asingle case. I'm the brains behind that man.'

"That'sredlynot the point,’ said Jack. The point isthat Bill Winkieisafictiona detective. HEsnot ared
person.'



'He seems pretty real to me." Eddie took up his glass once more and poured beer into hisface. 'From
the brim of his snap-brimmed Fedorato the toes of hissmelly old socks.'

'Youretdling methat Bill Winkieisred?
'‘Asred as!'
'Hm," went Jack. 'It follows!'

'Eddies not kidding you around,’ said Tinto. 'He really does solve most of Bill's cases. HEsanaturd, a
born detective.’

'Cheers,' said Eddie. 'l appreciate that.'

'Credit where credit'sdue,’ said Tinto. ‘But you'll only get that credit here. And | don't even give credit.
Thisisacash-only establishment.’

'‘What he means,' said Eddie, 'isthat toys have no status. This may be Toy City, but toys have to know
their place. Step out of line and you turn up missing.’

'l don't really understand,’ said Jack.

"The gtatus quo,' said Eddie. 'I'm ateddy. I'm supposed to do teddy things. Eat porridge, picnic in the
woods, be cuddly, stufflike that." Eddie made aface and spat sawdust.

'Arid you're not keen? said Jack.
'I'm abear with brains. | have ambitions.’
'‘About the brains,’ said Jack. 'l have been wondering about those.”

'Oh yeah? Eddie patted at his head with apaw. Y ou've been wondering how ahead full of sawdust can
actudly think?

'It had crossed my mind, yes.

'And so how does your brain think?

It'sabrain, that'swhat it does.’

It'sapiece of mest, said Eddie. 'And how does a piece of meat think? Y ou tell me!’
'Well..." said Jack.

Y ou don't know," said Eddie. 'Nobody knows. Except perhaps for Mr Anders. He knows almost
everything.

'‘And who isMr Anders?

Thekindly, loveable white-haired old Toymaker. He birthed me and everyone e sein this bar, with the
exception of you.'



'So why don't you speak to him about this status quo business? Tell him you want your recognition?

'Er, no,’ said Eddie. 'The Toyniaker made meto be ateddy and do teddy things. The fact that | don't
careto do themismy business. So I'll just keep my businessto mysdlf.’

'Or turn up missing?

'l don't want to think about it.’

'So don't. Let'sdrink. Do you want me to turn you upside down yet?
'No, not yet, but thanks anyway. Y ou'redl right, Jack. | likeyou.'

'l like you too, Eddie, cheers.' Jack raised hisglass, but it was empty.

Eddieraised his, but it was empty too. Eddie fumbled with his paws and dropped his glass, shettering it
upon thefloor.

‘Sorry,' said Eddie. "It happens. A lot.'

'Y ou haven't mentioned to the Toymaker that you would redly like apair of..." Jack stopped himsalf
short. Of course Eddie hadn't. He could hardly ask the Toymaker to fit him with a pair of hands. That
would not be maintaining the status quo.

'Sorry,' said Jack.

'Forget it,’ said Eddie. 'Buy me abeer. It's your round.’

'Y ou have alot of change on the counter there.'

'Y es but that'smy change and it'syour round.’

'Fair enough,’ said Jack. 'Although it isn't my round.” Jack purchased abrace of beerswith thelast of his
money and the two took to drinking once more.

Tell me,' said Eddie, 'about where you come from. I've never met anyone who wasn't brought up in this
city.

Itisn't much,’ said Jack. 'It'sjust asmall township, supported by afactory. They make clockwork stuff
there. | used to build...” Jack drew Eddie closer.

'What? asked Eddie.

'Clockwork barmen,’ said Jack. 'Like Tinto. They said, "Howdy doody friend, what'll it be?" But that's
dl they said. They didn't talk like Tinto."

'So you know al about clockwork?

'Y ou've seen my clockwork pistal. | designed and built it mysdlf. It's not quite as accurate asit's
supposed to be, though.'



‘But you do know all about clockwork?

'Pretty much al. But working in the factory nearly did for me. We werelike davesin there. | hated it.
The sun used to beat down on us through the glass roof. And when the sun was at its highest, there was
thisbit of glassin the roof that was convex, like alens, see, and a midday the sun would come through
that and redly burn me badly. I'll never forget it aslong as| live. | had to get away. So |l ran. I'd heard
that there was wedlth to be had in the city, so | came here to seek my fortune.’

'Pooh," said Eddie. 'Sounds like you had a pretty rough time. Y ou did the right thing running away.'

'I didn't have alot of choice redly. There was some unpleasantness; | don't want to go into that now.'

"That's okay with me. Y our own businessisyour own business. So you've come here seeking work?

'In amanner of speaking.'

'l could offer you work.'

You?

'Me,' said Eddie. 'l need a partner, | told you.'

‘But you're Bill's bear.

'‘And he's not here and while he'sgone, | need apartner. | can do the thinking. But | can't do the hand
working and 1 can't do the questioning and the driving around and..."

"The driving around? said Jack.

'Bill left without hiscar and...

'Car,’ said Jack. 'What kind of car?

"Y ou know all about carsthen, do you?

'If they're clockwork cars. And what other kind of cars are there?

‘Nonethat | know of .’

'l know al about them. I've helped build them.’

‘But you've never actualy driven one?

'Well, one. But there was some unpleasantness, which | don't want to talk about either.’

'Wdll, Bill has one and it's standing in the garage. But | need a partner to do dl the stuff that he could do
and | can't

'‘Because of the tatus quo?



'Exactly. If we solve the case, therelll be gold in it- for you.'

'fwesolveit?

'When/solveit. Which | will.'

'So | get to drive you around and play the part of Bill Winkie, isthat what you're suggesting?
'In essence, yes.!'

Then I'mupfor it,’ said Jack. 'I'll doit.'

‘Brilliant,’ said Eddie. 'Then we're partners. Put it there," and he stuck out his paw.

Jack took it between his hands and shook it.

'Partners,’ he said.

That'sasbrilliant as," said Eddie, withdrawing his paw and employing it, with itsfellow, to take up his
glassonceagain.

"To partners and success,’ he said.

Til joinyou in that,' said Jack. 'Cheers.’

'Cheers.’ The two drank once again, drained their glasses and ordered further beers.
'So," said Jack, 'tell me about the case thatyou are going to solve.'

It'sapretty big number,’ said Eddie. "‘Prominent member of society brutdly dain.’
That'sajob for the police, surely?

'Surdly,’ said Eddie. "And I'm sure they're doing their best to track down the murderer.’

I detect acertaintone in your voice,' said Jack. ‘One that suggeststo me that you're not atogether
convinced that the police will—

'Exactly, said Eddie. 'Y ou're mogt astute. Bill received a cash-up-front advance from an anonymous
source to take on the case. It was agreat dedl of cash. Enough to retire on, really. Bill hasalot of debts.
He gamblesagreat dea and runs up big bar bills. And cleaning bills; he'svery fastidious. Likesaclean
trenchcoat, does Bill.'

'Er, just one question,’ said Jack. ‘Before Bill... er... went away, did he pay offhis debts?

'Not that | know of," said Eddie. 'I'm sure he will when he comes back, though.’

'And heleft, taking the big cash advance with him?

Eddie nodded.



'Ah," said Jack.

'Ah? said Eddie.

'Nothing,' said Jack. "Y ou're pretty fond of Bill, aren't you?
'I'm Bill'sbear. | have been since he was achild.'

'So you trust him?

'Of course, why do you ask me that?

'Oh, no reason redlly.” Jack applied himself to his beer. 'So you'd like the case solved for him before he
gets back from hisholiday, or whatever?

That'sit,' said Eddie. There's the promise of much more money, when the case gets solved.
'‘And you think that you can trust this anonymous benefactor to pay up when the caseis solved?
"Why wouldn't 17 asked Eddie.

'You'reavery trusting little bear.’

'Don't patronise me,' said Eddie.

‘Sorry,' said Jack. 'Did Bill leave you any money?

Eddie shook his head. 'And the rent on the office is overdue. 1'd like to get this case solved pretty
quickly.'

‘All right,’ said Jack. 'I'll help you out. I'll be your hands and do dl the stuff you want. Especidly the car
driving. I'm up for it.” Jack patted Eddie on the head.

‘Jack,' said Eddie.

'Eddie? said Jack.

'Pat me on the head like that again and I'll butt you right in the balls!
'Sorry,' said Jack, withdrawing his patting hand.

'l know what you're thinking,' said Eddie. "Y ou're thinking that Bill has albsconded with the advance
money, leaving the silly little bear to ded with the case. That'swhat yourethinking, isn'tit?

'Of course not,' said Jack.
"Then youare acomplete gormster,’ said Eddie. 'Because that's what's happened.
'Oh,' said Jack. 'Then you...'

'Of course | know. But | don't care. Solving the caseisdl that mattersto me. Applying the sawdust in



my head to finding the solution. Proving to myself that | can do it, even if | never get the credit. Can you
understand that, Jack?

‘Not really.’” Jack shook his head.

"Then it'stoo subtle for you. But it'swhat | do and who | am. Youll get paid, you'll do well out of this, if
youjoinme’

‘Twill joinyou," said Jack. 'lI've said | will. And we've shaken hand and paw and we're partners.”

'‘Good,' said Eddie. 'But just aslong as we understand each other. | have the measure of you, Jack. But
you'll never have the measure of me.'

'If you say s0."
'l do. Drink up, and I'll buy you another.’

'I'm beginning to fed rather drunk,’ said Jack. 'And on such small glasses of beer too.'

"The youth of today has ho staying power.'
Til survive, said Jack. ‘| might throw up abit later, but I'll survive!'

I'll throw up with you; let'sdrink.’ Eddie ordered more beer. 'Well make a grest team,’ he told Jack.

I'm surewe will.” Jack raised his glass and drank, spilling much of what little beer there was down his
chin.

'We have so much in common,’ said Eddie, doing likewise.

"Thiscase.” Jack replaced his glass upon the bar, with some small degree of difficulty. This prominent
member of society who got murdered, tell me about him.'

'Fat sod,' said Eddie. 'Big fat sod. Someone boiled him.'

‘Boiled him?

‘Alivein hisswimming pool. Heated the water to boiling point and pushed him in, or something like.'
'Fiendish," said Jack.

That'smy opinion,’ said Eddie. '‘And | think there's some kind of cover-up. The papers are even
suggesting that it was suicide!

'Suicide? In aboiling svimming pool ?
"The papers are putting it about that he tried to commit suicide once before!
‘And did he?

'Not in my opinion. Hefdl.'



'Fl?

'Off ahigh wall. Broke haf the bonesin hisbody. There was aregiment of soldiers passing at thetime,
but they couldn't resuscitate him. Paramedics patched him up, though. They were conveniently close.!’

'‘Come again? said Jack.

It was big news at the time. There was a song written about it. He was nothing before that song, but he
got rich from theroydties. Because hewroteit himsdf

'Eh? said Jack.

‘Scam,’ said Eddie. "'The whole thing was a set-up.’

I'mlogt," said Jack. 'l have no ideawhat you're talking about.'

‘But | bet you know the murder victim.'

'How could I?1'm new to thiscity.’

'Y ou'll have heard of him. Y ou'll even have sung about him falling off that wall.'
'l don't think that's very likdly,' said Jack.

'Oh, | think you'll find that it is' said Eddie. 'His name was Humpty Dumpty.'

5

Jack awoke to find himself in strange surroundings. Asthiswas now becoming aregular habit, rather
than anovety, he merdly groaned and blinked, rolled onto his belly and eased himself up on hisknees.

Hewasin an office, adefiniteimprovement on the death pit or the dleyway, but hardly thefive sar
accommodation he'd been hoping for when first he entered the city. Thewords 'how did | get here?
cameamog to hislips, but he withheld them. He had vague recallections of the latter part of hisnight out
with Eddie. It had involved much beer, and later, much vomiting. Then there had been much staggering
aong streets, much climbing of stairs and then much floor and much oblivion.

Jack stretched himsdlf, fretted at the clicking of hisjoints, ran gentle fingers over his pulsating forehead
and said 'never again' in awhispery kind of avoice.

Underage drinking. Jack shook his head and regretted the doing thereof. Wherewas the pleasurein
underage drinking? Jack tried to recall the pleasure.

It wasn't easy.



'Still," whispered Jack, 'you have to keep at it. Overcome the miseries of the vomiting and the whirling
pit. Pay your dues and work towards the real rewards of big-time adult drinking. Something to ook
forward to.'

Jack’s knees buckled under him.

For now he needed aquiet sit-down.

Jack gave his surroundings a bleary perusal and took inwhat he could of them. An office, that wasfor
certain. And yes, herecdlled, the office of the now legendary Bill Winkiefictional detective. Jack sniffed
at the office. It didn't smell too good: musty and fusty and tainted by the smoke of many cigarettes.

But, for al of its overloaded atmospherics, here was an office that owned to a certain 'lack’.

Therewas a hatstand that lacked a hat to stand on it and awater cooler that lacked anything to cool.
Thefiling cabinet lacked a bottom drawer and the desk, lacking aleg, was being supported at that corner
by alarge aphabet house brick (lacking a corner).

Jack eased himsdlf carefully around the desk and settled down onto the chair that stood behind it. The
chair lacked comfort. Jack turned gently around on it to face awindow that lacked a pane of glass. He
turned back, took in a ceiling fan that lacked a blade and a carpet that |acked a pattern.

Jack turned once more towards the window and raised his eyes, which pained him no little bit.

A Venetian blind, no doubt lacking adat or two, was fastened in the up position. But, strung to the cord
at calling height and dangling by the neck, was Eddie Bear.

'Oh no!" cried Jack, leaping from the chair and shinning onto the desk.

The desk that lacked aleg had atop that lacked support. It gave with ahideous crack and Jack fell
throughit.

Hewas only dightly dazed thistime and his eyes soon reopened to find abig round face looming a him
onceagan.

'What did you dothat for? asked Eddie. "'The guvnor will be very upset when he returnsto see what
you've done to hisantique desk.'

'Y ou were trying to hang yoursalf Jack beet away bits of desk, getting splintersin hisfingers. 'l was
saving you.'

'Ah," said Eddie, de-looming hisface. 'Ah no. | was sobering up. | hang mysdlf in the upright position,
then rely on natural seepage, through the feet. Stone cold sober again. Doesn't work for you meat-heads
though, doesit?

'Y ou might &t least say sorry.'

'‘Why? | didn't break the desk.’

'Oh, never mind." Jack climbed once moreto hisfest. 'l havesuch ahangover, he said. And, looking up



once more, 'How did you manage to climb up that cord in thefirst place?
'Practice,' said Eddie. 'Y ou need adrink.’

'No, | need breakfast. And thetoilet.'

‘The joys of the human digestive system. Y ou should have adrink, though. Bill's hangover cure. Hisown
gpecia concoction. There's somein the desk drawer. Well, what'sleft of it.’

Jack rootled about in the desk drawers and finally unearthed a sinister-looking green bottle.

That'sthe kiddie,' said Eddie. 'Y ou have aswig of that.'

Sighing and muttering by turn, Jack uncorked the bottle, sniffed at the contents, made a face of
displeasure, then took a swig.

He looked at Eddie and Eddie looked at him.

'It takes aminute or two," said the bear. 'I'd sit back down, if | wereyou.'

Jack sat back down. 'Would you say that | had agood time last night? he asked.

‘Certainly,’ said the bear. "Y ou had agood time last night.'

'Did I? Redlly?

'No,' said Eddie. 'Of course you didn't.

Then why did you say that | did?
‘Because you asked meto. What a strange young man you are.’
'I'm serioudy thinking of going home." Jack rubbed at hisforehead. ‘I don't think city life agreeswith me.”

'It doesn't agree with most folk." Eddie sat down at Jack's feet. 'But then, if you're poor, what kind of life
does?

'I came hereto seek my fortune.’

"Then | hope you'll share some of it with me when you do. | ran up abit of abar tab at Tinto'slast night.
Hewroteit down, in case heforgot about it.’

'Humpty Dumpty,’ said Jack, and he groaned ashe said it.

'Fat and dead.' Eddie plucked bits of fluff off himsdf. 'In that order.'

'No. Humpty Dumpty. That waswhy | got so drunk.’

'And there was me thinking that it was al the beer you consumed that wasto blame.”

'He was the reason behind all the beer. A nursery rhyme character.’



'‘Ah,' said Eddie, once more. 'They don't like that term. They prefer " Preadol escent Poetic
Persondities’.’

They?That'sright, | remember. Miss Muffet, Georgie Porgie, Jack and Jill, thewhole sick crew. They're
al redl people, according to you, and they al live herein the city.’

‘They haveto live somewhere!’
‘Not if they don't exist.'

'Please dont’ gart dl that again, Jack. Y ou went on and on about that last night. "They're not redl.”
"Why not?' "Because | say 0." Y our conversation became extremely tedious. And very durred.’

'Agh! Oooh! Ow! Urgh!"

"That's easy for you to say.’

'Aaaaaagh!’ Jack clutched at his ssomach and fell forward onto Eddie.

'Get off me." Eddie flapped about. 'Y ou'll have my seams bursting, get off.'

Jack got off. 'I'm sorry," he said, 'but | fed...'

'How do you fed?

'Actudly,’ Jack looked al around and about, 'actualy, | feel excellent. In the very best of hedlth.’
‘Bill'slotion, works every time.'

‘Lotion? Don't you rub lotion on?

‘Do you? Wdll, it'sal the same, it worked, didn't it?

'Yes, it did." Jack took up Eddie and set him upon the ruins of the desk. 'I'd like some breskfast,’ he
sad. 'And | gill need thetoilet.!

'Okey doke,' Eddie grinned. 'But we're fill partners, right? Y ou'll help me solve the case? Be my hands,
and whatnots?

'Whatnots?
'Well not debase our conversation with cheap innuendo, will we, Jack?

‘Certainly not.' Jack had abig smileon. Til giveit ago. I'll help you solve your case, mad asitis. | keep
my word. We shook hand and paw and we're partners.’

‘Jolly good, now help me down, please’’

Jack helped Eddie down.



I want to vigt the crime scene,’ said the bear. 'l haven't been ableto thus far. The authoritieswon't give
clearanceto ateddy. But you'll be ableto bluff usin, | fed confident of thet.'

‘I'm not sure that | do,' said Jack.

‘Wl | am, because I'll tell you what to say. Now, you did tell methat you could actually drive acar,
didn't you?

'Intheory,’ said Jack.

'Well, theory and practice are not too far removed. Come on, I'll show you Bill's car. But first we need
to clean you up. Get dl that blue dye off your face. Y ou smell rank and you could do with achange of
clothing and some shoes. I'll kit you out from Bill's wardrobe!'

'So | can play the part of Bill Winkie.!'

'So you canbe Bill Winkie. Men dl look the sameto toys. Y ou'll be ableto carry it off.’
Jack nodded thoughtfully. I'm up for it," he said. 'But | want breskfast.'

'Do you have money to pay for breakfast?

Jack patted his pockets and then shook his head.

'Perhaps therell be something to eat at the crime scene,’ said Eddie. ‘A bit of boiled egg, or something.’

Now, thereisaknack to driving acar. Any car. Even onethat is powered by a clockwork motor. There
is steering to be done and gearsto be changed and thisinvolves clutch-work, and, if reversing, looking
into mirrors and judging distances. There are dl manner of complications and knacksinvolved. And
ills, there are definitely skills. In fact, the remove between theory and practice isa pretty large remove,
when it comesto driving acar.

Let ustake, for example, the deceptively Smple matter of starting up acar. Thisis not something that
should be attempted in alight-hearted and devil-may-care manner. It's not just a matter of turning akey
and putting your foot down somewhere andbrrrrrming theengine.

Wdl, it sort of is.
But then again, it isnt.

Jack considered that it probably was. And, it hasto be said, when Eddie led him into Bill's garage and
Jack switched on the light and beheldthe car, Jack was heard to remark that it would be
‘apiece-of-the-proverbial’ to 'burn that baby'.

"This phraseology isodd to my ears,' said Eddie. 'Doesit mean that you are actualy conversant with the
whys and wherefores requisite to thesafe locomotion of thisvehicle?

Jack rubbed his hands together and grinned broadly.



"That's not really an answer,’ said Eddie.

I know clockwork,' said Jack. 'I've worked on carslike this.'
'Y es, but driven them?

I'msure | said yesto you last night.'

'Y ou may have,' said Eddie. 'But we were both pretty out-of-it. | definitely recal you mentioning that
there was some " unpleasantness’ involved.

'Well havetowind it up firet,' said Jack.

‘Thismuch | know.’

‘Thenwegetinand | drive’

‘It dl sounds so smplewhen you put it that way.'

‘Therésonething, said Jack. 'l don't have adriving licence. I'm too young to drive.’

'l don't think we should let asmall detail like that stand in the way of the disaster that immediately awaits
us as soon as you get behind the whed, should we?

'Y ou'reamost articulate little bear,’ said Jack.
'Don't patronise me,' said Eddie. 'l warned you about that, didn't |?
'"You did,’ said Jack. 'So should | wind?

‘Pleasewind,' said Eddie.

The car was an Anders Faircloud: pressed tin in the metallic blue of abutterfly'swing. It waslong and
low and highly finned at thetail, the way that every good car should be (apart from the short sumpy
sports ones that go like poop off a scoop and generally cometo grief on late night motorwayswith a
celebrity (though rarely a Preadol escent Poetic Persondity) in the driving seat). It had pressed tin whedls
with breezy wide hubs and big rubber tyres. It was ablinder of an automobile and itsdl-over glory gave
Jack amoment's pause for thought.

'Eddie,' said Jack.

‘Jack ? said Eddie.

'Eddie,’ said Jack. 'Thisisasuperb automobile.
‘Bill'sprideand joy, said Eddie.

'So herein liesamystery. Why would Bill Winkie not take his car when he went off to wherever he went
off to?



'What are you suggesting? Eddie asked.
‘Nothing," said Jack. 'l was just wondering why he would have gone off and |ft his precious car behind.'

I don't know," said Eddie. 'Perhaps he didn't take the car because it is such anoticeable car. Perhaps he
has gone off somewhere to be incognito. Perhaps he's working on the case, incognito. Isthat enough

perhapsesfor you?
'Perhaps,’ said Jack.
'Wind the car up,’ said Eddie. ‘L et's go to the crime scene!’

'Yes,' said Jack. 'Let'sdo that.’

Widll, thereis aknack to driving acar.

And Jack didn't haveit.

No doubt hedd get it, given time, like he would getting drunk. But these thingsdo take time, even the
getting drunk thing. He was okay on the winding-up part of the procedure, though. There was no doubt
about that.

'No!" howled Eddie as Jack backed out of the garage at speed, before the garage door was actually
raised.

'Stop!" screamed Eddie, as Jack performed a remarkable handbrake turn in the middle of the traffic that
moved (quite swiftly) in the Street beyond.

'Wereal gonnadie!" bellowed Eddie as Jack tore forward on the wrong side of that street.

'I'm getting the knack of this," said Jack, gronching the gears and clinging to the steering whedl. These
thingstaketime. | have the measure of it now.'

'No you don't!" Eddie ducked down in his seat. Even lower than he already was.

'Piece of the proverbid.' Jack spun the steering whed, which at least took him onto the right side of the
road. 'Doesthis car have amusic system fitted? One of those music bow whesl-pin contraptions?

'Forget the music.' Eddie covered hisface.

'Easy-peasy.’ Jack put hisfoot down somewhere. It was the brake; the car did a bit of a spin; Jack took
hisfoot off the brake. 'What aboutthat?' he said.

'Y ou don't even know where we're going.'
‘Do you?

'Y es, thewrong way.'



'Well, why didn't you say s07 Jack spun the wheel again. The Anders Faircloud moved from the
on-going lane back into the other-going lane, causing much distress amongst the other-going-laners.

'Got it now,' said Jack. 'Out of the way, fellas!" And he honked the horn.
'Wéll, you do know wherethe horniis.'

'Do you know what?

'What? said Eddie.

I'll tell you what,' said Jack, 'thisis great. Do you know that? Gresat! I'm driving acar. Do you know
how greet thisisfor me? Thisis...'

'Great? said Eddie.
'‘Asgreat as,' said Jack. 'Aswonderful as, infact. Marvellous. Incredible. I'm enjoying thisso much.'

Jack took a sudden right turn, cutting across oncoming traffic and causing much sudden braking from it
and much shunting of one car into another.

'‘And why did you dothat?" Eddie asked from beneath the pressed tin dashboard.
I don't know. Because | could, | suppose. Where would you like meto drive to?
'I'd like you to stop. In fact I'dlove you to stop.'

'Wl, I'm not going to. So where would you like usto go?

'‘Okay."' Eddie climbed out of his seat and peeped over the dashboard. Turn left at the next road and...
Jack, do you fed dl right?

'I fed incredible,’ said Jack, 'full of power, do you know what | mean?

It'sthelotion.’ Eddie covered hisface as Jack put hisfoot down again. 'Bill'slotion, the Stuff you were
apparently supposed to rub on, rather than drink. 1'd never actualy seen him doing the actua rubbing in. |
deep lateasarule. | think it's pumped you up rather and... Oh my...

Jack went "Weeeeeeeeee,' and then he went 'Oooooooooooh!’ and then he went 'Oh!" and 'Damn.' And
then he said, 'We've stopped.’

"The clockwork's run down,’ said Eddie. 'Y ou put it under — how shall we put this? — certain strain.’

'What arush,’ said Jack, sitting back in the driving seet. 'Did | lovethat? Or did | not? 1 loved it. | did. It
waswonderful. It was..."

And then Jack passed from consciousness once more.

'I think thisisgoing to be avery emotiona sort of ardationship,’ said Eddie, to no one other than
himself. '‘But let'slook on the bright side. By sheer chance, or coincidence, or aforce greater than



oursalves, which guides our paths and moulds our destinies, we have stopped right outside Nursery
Towers, the home of the late and lamented Humpty Dumpty.

6

Humpty Dumpty.

Did hefdl, or was he pushed, or wasit that he jumped?
Or wasit, in fact, none of the above?

There has dways been controversy surrounding Humpty Dumpty's famous plunge from thewall.
Historical details are sketchy at best. Eyewitness accounts conflict. And even the exact location of the
origind wall remainsuncertain.[2]

Conspiracy theories abound. One hinges on the matter of Humpty'sreal identity. According to some, he
wasafaled Toy City TV stuntman called Terry Horsey, who reinvented himsdlf by taking on the exatic,
foreign-sounding name of Humpty Dumpty and performing ared-life stunt, without the aid of acrash
mat.

This theory has been dubbed the 'Did He Fall (on purpose)? Theory'.

It does not, however, stand up to close scrutiny, as extensive searches through the Toy City TV archives
have failed to turn up asingle piece of footage, from any TV show, that involved athirty-seven-stone
stunt man.

The 'Was He Pushed? Theory' stands upon even shakierground (haha). It incorporates anumber of
co-related sub-theories, listed below:

Sub-theory 1: He was pushed by: (a) ajealouslover; (b) amiffed business associate; (c) ariva, either in
love, or in business; or (d) an assassin hired by any of the above.

But he survived thefdl.

Sub-theory 2: He didnot survivethefdl. In thistheory, he actualy died and wasreplaced by a
lookdike.

Sub-theory 3: Hedid survive thefall, but was replaced by alookaike anyway and went into seclusion
somewhere.

Exactly where, and indeedwhy, is not explained.
The 'Did He Jump? Theory', currently enjoying arenaissancein Toy City's popular press, puts forward

thefalled suicide hypothesis. It hints at depression brought on by Humpty's obvious eating disorder and
draws support from an interview he once gave onThe Tuffet, apopular Toy City TV chat show hosted



by the ever-youthful Miss Muffet, on which Humpty spoke at length about his weight problem.

Critics of this particular theory state that Humpty's appearance on the show was nothing more than a
cynical marketing exercise to promote hislatest book, The H Plan Diet.

Y et another theory hasit that there was more than one Humpty Dumpty, but no wall involved: one
Humpty fell from the side of agrassy knoll and another from the window of abook depository.

Thisisknown as The Particularly Stupid Theory'.
Here endeth the theories.

For now.

Therewas alot of manipulation involved. And that's not easy when you don't have opposing thumbs. Or
even fingers. All you have to work with are paws, and crude paws to boot. (Or to paw.) Eddie dug
around in the glove compartment. When he'd finally wormed out the hypodermic, it was the Devil-bear's
own job for himto grip it and aim it and actualy inject its contentsinto Jack.

The result was somewhat immediate.

'‘Are we there? asked Jack, opening his eyes.

'We're here,' said Eddie, tossing the hypo out of the car and grinning painfully. ‘Nice driving.'

'Piece of cake. So what now?

'Okay. Well, we have to get in there. There might be a policeman on guard, so we...whisper, whisper,
whisper.'

"Wellwhatr

"Youll...whisper, whisper, whisper.'

'Why are you doing dl thiswhisper, whisper, whispering?"
Eddie sighed. 'Did you understand any of it? he asked.
'Yes, dl,' said Jack.

‘Then doit.

'Fair enough.’

Nursery Towerswas big. Which isto say,big. It wasamajor complex on the lower western dope of

Knaob Hill. Only the very rich lived here. Nursery Towersrose up and up and spread al around and
about.



‘Therésmoney here,' said Jack, peering up. 'Big money.'
'Please try and keep your mind on the job.’

Jack swung open the driver's door and removed himself from the vehicle; Eddie followed him. 'Don't
forget your fedora,’ said Eddie.

Jack retrieved the hat from the rear seet, stuck it onto his head and closed the car door. Then he did
much adjusting of histrenchcoat, traightening the belt and turning up the collar. '‘How do | look? he
asked Eddie. 'Pretty darn smart, en?

Eddie sghed and nodded. 'What isit about trenchcoats,” he asked, ‘that bring out the vanity in aman?

‘Search me." Jack did shoulder-swaggerings and turned down the brim of hishat. '‘But do | look the
business, or what?

'As handsome as. Now, you do remember everything | whispered to you?

'Of course. I'm Bill Winkie, private eye and—'

'Saveit 'til it's needed; follow me!’

'Ah no,' said Jack. 'I'm the detective, you're the detective's bear,you followme.’
'‘Sweset as,' said Eddie, scowling as he said it. 'So which way do we go?
‘Pvight up the front steps and in through the big front door.’

"Wrong," said the bear. 'Around the back and in by the tradesmen’s entrance.’
'Oh, come on now.'

‘Just do it theway | told you, please.’

'Well, asyou ask so nicely. Then let'sgo.’

And so they went.

The tradesmen's entrance was in an dleyway. Thiswasllitter-strewn and unappealing. Jack turned up his
nose.

'Knock at the door," said Eddie, 'and do your stuff. Make me proud of you, en?
‘Leaveit to Bill,' said Jack, a-knocking at the door.
Therewas abit of await. And then abit more. Then there was alonger wait and then alonger one till.

'l don't much carefor thiswaiting,' said Jack.



'It's second nature to me,' said Eddie. 'When I'm not getting drunk, or being thrown around, I'm
generdly waiting for something or other.’

They waited some more and then Jack knocked again.
Thistime there was no wait at al; the tradesmen's entrance door croaked open.

Jack was taken somewhat aback. ‘It croaked,” he whispered to Eddie, 'rather than creaked. Why did it
do that?

"Who's on the knock at this fine tower block? asked avery strange voice indeed.
Jack looked in and then Jack stepped back. Smartly, and right onto Eddie.

'Ow!" howled Eddie. 'Get off me.'
'Big frog!" howled Jack, getting off Eddie.
'Y es? said the big frog. ‘Bright as fizziness. What is the nature of your business?

Jack chewed upon his upper lip. The big frog was avery big frog indeed, easily equa to himsdf in
height, standing erect upon itslong rear legs and dl decked out in arather spiffing tailcoat and
wing-collared shirt, replete with a dashing spotty bow-tie. The big frog appeared to be made out of

rubber.
'I am the concierge,’ said the big frog. ‘And you are agormster, | perceive. Hurry up and take your
leave'

'Winkie," said Jack. 'Bill Winkie, private eye. Here upon the business of Mr Anders.’
'Mr Anders, maker of toys, grestly beloved of girls and boys?

'Do you know of another Mr Anders?

The big frog licked his lipswith an over-long flycatcher of atongue. 'Naturally | know severd,' it said,

taking in adeep breath. 'Panders Anders, the pale poom runner, right roya rascal and son of agunner.
Ackabar Anders, the sarlight meanderer, profligate poltroon, feckless philanderer. And of course,
Anthony Andersthethird, tall asatrouser and beaked asabird.’

'What isal this? Jack muttered in Eddi€'s direction. 'He speaksin rhyme.'
'‘Rhymey Frog,' said Eddie. 'Haven't you ever met arhymey frog before?

Jack shook his head. The rhymey frog prepared to dam shut the door.
'Ah, no,’ said Jack, putting hisfoot init. "Very important business. Mr Anders, and dl that. Kindly let us

in'

'Us? said the frog. 'There's only one of you | see. Or do you wear acrown and use theroya "We'" ?'



‘Thereés me and my bear,’ said Jack, waving ahand towards Eddie.

'Hi,' said Eddie, waggling a paw. 'Pleased to meet you, | am sure.’

'l shdl need from you aletter of introduction. To admit your entrance without any further interruption.’
"That didn't scan too well, did it? said Jack.

It'sdl inthe enunciation,’ replied the frog in a haughty tone. ‘But to the crude, uncultured ear, even
champagne sounds like beer.'

'My apologies,’ said Jack. 'Now pleaselet usin or | will be forced to shoot you dead.’
'No,' said Eddie. 'That's not what we agreed.’

'Y es, but—'

‘Show him themoney,' said Eddie.

'Money? thefrog said. ‘Coin of gold? It's often used to bribe, I'm told."

"Then you weretold correctly.’ Jack held out the few mesgre coinsthat Eddie had givento him. The
rhymey frog blinked bulbous and disdainful eyesat them.

I know it's not much,’ said Jack. '‘But consider it atoken down-payment. | have come to collect certain
sumsowing to Mr Anders. | am to collect them from the penthouse apartment of the late Humpty
Dumpty. | am instructed by Mr Andersto furnish you with a percentage of these certain sums, to
accommodate you for any inconvenience caused.

'Well remembered, whispered Eddie.

'Well..." said thefrog, thoughtfully.

'Or | could come back later,' said Jack. 'Perhaps when you've gone off shift and the night porter ison.’

'Welcome, friend,’ said the frog, swinging wide the door and snatching the coins from Jack's
outstretched hand.

The big frog took the stairsin legps and bounds. Jack and Eddie took the lift.
'Rhymey frog!" said Jack. "What isthat all about?

'Have you never heard of energetic engineering? Eddie asked.

'Are you sure you've got that right? Jack asked.

'Of course. Well, possibly. Well, probably. 1t's something to do with very busy work being donein toy
fectories.’



‘Therésagreat ded of that; | can vouch for it,’ said Jack, having afiddle with the lift buttons.
'Please don't touch those," said Eddie.
‘Butit'sthefirst timel've ever travelled in aposh lift like this. Can we stop at dl the floors?

'No,' said Eddie. 'But, as | was saying, energetic engineering. Busy busy busy. It's been known to drive
men mad. And mad men make mistakes. Rhymey frogs, fluffy trains, grumpy clocks, frank chickens!'

'‘Don't they just get scrapped?
‘Not when they amuse Mr Anders!’
'I'd like to meet thisMr Anders.’ Thelift cameto astanddtill. 'We're here," said Jack.

'No we're not. Y ou pressed one of the buttons. | told you not to. Press the penthouse one. Let's seeif
we can best that frog.'

They didn't best that frog. He was waiting at the penthouse door, abunch of shiny keysin hisfroggy
fingers. He looked alittle puffed, though. But then, frogs often do.

"The policemen stuck al thistape acrossthe door,' said the frog. 'They said they'd come back sometime
soon, to stick on aewhole lot more.

Jack ran hisfinger ong the strip of brightly coloured tape and licked hisfingertip. Y ellow berry,' he
sad. Very tasty.'

'Doing that'sillegd,’ said the frog.

'Itis,' agreed Eddie. 'Y ellow berry? Are you sure?

Jack broke off astrip of the strip and stuck it into his mouth.

'lllegal,’ said the frog once more.

"Y ou're not rhyming that with anything,’ said Jack, making lip-smacking sounds.

‘That's probably because helivesin morta dread of the police,’ said Eddie. Them dishing out such
vicious on-the-spot punishmentsto offenders and everything.’

'Quite 0, said Jack, hastily wiping his mouth. 'So, shal we go inside? Attend to the financia business of
the important Mr Anders? Kindly open up the door, Mr Froggie.”

Mr Froggie handed Jack the keys. 'I'd rather you did it, he said. 'I'd prefer not to touch the tape.’
Jack glanced at Eddie.

Eddie shrugged. 'Were here now,' he said. 'Might aswell do it.’



Jack pulled away the yellow-berry-flavoured tape. "Which key? he asked the frog.

'Any one of them will do; they're dl the same and none are new.’

"That's not very secure, isit?

'No onewho's not officid ever gets past me. I'm asvigilant asit's frog-manly possibleto be.’

'Y ou can't argue with that," Eddie said. 'Open up the door, Bill.’

'I'min charge here.' The door to the late Humpty's apartment was arichly panelled silkwood affair,

decorated with al manner of carved reliefs- mostly, it appeared, of fat folk falling from walls. Jack eyed

the door appreciatively. Thiswas a proper door. A proper rich person's door. The kind of door that he'd
have for himsdlf as soon as held made hisfortune.

Jack turned a key and opened up the door. 'Y ou wait here," he told the frog as he and Eddie dipped into
Humpty's penthouse. 'We won't be long.'

'Perhaps | ought to comeinside,’ said the frog. 'It'sbest that |, in there, should be. In the interests of
Security.

Jack dammed the door upon him.

'Wéll, werein,' said Eddie. 'Although it could have been easier.’

'l thought | did very well. I'm new to this detective game. Remember it wasme who got usin. Not you.'
'l seemto recall that you were dl for shooting the frog.'

'l was bluffing.’

'Right,' said Eddie. To work.'

'Right,’ said Jack. 'I'll have alook around. Seeif | can find some clues.'

'No," said Eddie, 'you just sit down quietly and don't touch anything. /'// search for clues:
'Y es, but—
‘Jack,' said Eddie,'I'm the detective. Y ou're my partner.Junior partner.’

Jack shrugged. 'Please yoursdlf then.'

Humpty Dumpty's penthouse was opulent. It was palatid, it was magniloquent. It was eggy.

There were egg motifs on the richly woven carpets and the elegant silk wallpaper and on the fabrics of
the furniture and even on the switches for the lights. Jack tinkered with one of these and lit up agorgeous

chanddier that hung overhead. It was festooned with hundreds of crystal eggs. Jack shook his head and
whistled.



So thiswaswhat being rich was dl about, wasit? Then held have some of this. But not exactly likethis.
There was something all-too-much about this. It was the scale, Jack thought, thoughtfully. Where Tinto's
bar had been too smdll for him, everything here was much too big.

Jack sat himsdlf down on agreet golden chariot of achair in the vestibule and stretched his handsto
ether sde of him. He couldn't even reach to the chair'sarms. This Humpty had evidently been afdlow of
consderable substance. Positively gargantuan.

Jack watched Eddie as he went to work. The bear paced up and down, cocking his head to thisside
and the other, backing up, throwing himsdlf forward onto his ssomach, wriggling about.

'How areyou doing? called Jack.
"Would you mind opening the doors to the pool areafor me? said Eddie.

Jack hastened to oblige. It took considerable effort to heave back the enormous doors, but when this
was doneg, it proved well worthwhile,

Jack found himsdlf in the pool area. The pool itself was egg-shaped, which came as no surprise to Jack.
It was mosaic-tiled dl around and about and many of thesetilesweredliptical.

The entire pool areawas sheltered by a great stained-glass dome of cathedral esque proportions. Jack
gawped up at it in wonder. There were no egg motifsto be found up there; rather, the wholewas a
profusion of multi-coloured flowers, wrought in thousands of delicate panes of glass. The sunlight,
dancing through these many-hued panes, cast wistful patterns over the pool area and Jack was
entranced. He had never seen anything quite so beautiful indl of hislife.

The gpex of the dome was an enormous stained-glass sunflower, its golden petasradiating out from a
clear glass centre. Jack gave another whistle. Hed definitely have one of these roofs when held made his
fortune.

Jack pushed back the brim of hisfedora The roof was stunningly beautiful. But there was something...
something that jarred with him. Something that didn't seem entirely right. That appeared to be out of
place. But what wasit? Jack shrugged. What did he, Jack, know about stained-glass roofs? Nothing,
was the answer to that. The roof was beautiful and that was dl therewastoit.

The beauty of the roof above, however, was somewhat marred by that which lay directly below it.
Specificaly, inthe pool, or more specificdly gill, on the surface of the pool's water: avery nasty
crusty-looking scum.

'So howare you doing? Jack asked the ursine detective.

Eddie shook histatty head. ‘It'stricky," he said. 'So many policemen's feet have trampled al around and
about the place. But thereés no evidence of a struggle. Humpty was bathing in the pool. The murderer
took him by surprise’’

Jack peered down at the pool with its nasty crusty scum. ‘Boiled him? he asked. 'How?

‘Not sureyet,' said Eddie. 'My firg thoughts were that the murderer smply turned up the poal's heeting
system. But that would have taken time and Humpty would have climbed out when the water got too



hot.'

'Perhaps Humpty was drugged or adeep in the poal.'

"That's not how it was done. I'll tell you how it was done as soon as I've figured it out.'
'Hm," said Jack, putting athumb and forefinger to his chin and giving it asqueeze.

Eddie paced around the pool, did some more head cocking, some more backing away and then some

more throwing himself down onto his ssomach and wriggling about. Then he stood up and began to
frantically best at hishead.

'Whatare you doing? Jack asked.
‘Rearranging my brain cdls,' said Eddie. 'Vigorous beating peps them up no end.'
'Y our heed's full of sawdust.'

'l know my own business best.'

'l leaveyou to it then." Jack sat down on apoolside lounger. It was amost substantia poolside lounger,

capable of accommodating, a the very least, afat family. Possibly two. No, that would be silly,one fat
family. And no more than that.

Jack swung to and fro on the lounger and looked al around and about. Around and about and up and
down, then up again once more.

Eddie was down on his belly once again, leaning over the pool.

'What are you doing now? Jack asked.

‘Come and give meahand, if you will.'

Jack swung out of the lounger.

‘Take my legs,' said Eddie. 'Lower me down. Butdon't drop mein the water.'

'Okay. What have you seen? Jack |owered Eddie over the edge.

'Eleven, twelve, thirteen,’ said Eddie. 'Interesting. Pull me up, please.” Jack pulled Eddie up.

'Seeit? said Eddie, pointing with apaw. "The scum on the side of the pool. The pool water's lower than

it should be. The scum has l&ft traces, like beer does on theinside of aglassasyou drink fromiit.

Therere thirteen separate lines going down. And it's thirteen days since Humpty was boiled. What do
you make of that?

"The pool water has dropped alittle each day. Perhapstheresaleak.’
"The water would drain away steedily if there was aleak; there wouldn't be any lines!'

Jack shrugged. 'Evaporation,’ he said. 'It'swarm enough in here.’



'Notthat warm. The stained-glass roof keeps direct sunlight out, asyou can see.'

Jack looked up again. Theroof looked the same as it had done before: stunningly beautiful, but not
entirdyright.

'Get methat rubber ring,' said Eddie. 'l want to get an overview from the middle of the poal.'
'Y ou're going to float about in that scummy water?
'On,natin.’

Jack brought over the rubber ring, put it into the pool and lifted Eddie onto it. 'Push me out,’ said Eddie.
Jack pushed him out.

'It'ssomething very clever,' said Eddie, 'whatever it is'

'Eddie,' said Jack, 'what was the exact time of death? Does anybody know?
'Midday," said Eddie. 'Mr Froggie was doing his rounds; he heard the scream.’
'Midday, said Jack, thoughtfully. 'What's the time now, do you think?

'l don't have awatch. Around that time, | suppose.’

'Eddie,’ cried Jack, 'get out of the poal.'

'What? said Eddie.

'Get out of the pool, quickly.'

'Look,' said Eddie, 'I'm the detective and although | appreciate you trying to help - no, strike that,
actualy | don't. I think that the best thing you could do is—

'‘Bong!" went a clock, somewhere in the late Humpty's apartment.
'Eddie, get out of the pool. Row or something.'

'I'm not putting apaw in that scum.’

'Get out of the pool.'

BONG.

"What are you going on about?

BONG.

'Eddie, quickly.’

'What?



BONG.

‘Hurry.'

'What?

BONG

"Waaaaaaaaaaah!' Jack dived into the pooal.

BONG.

'Have you gone completely insane? called Eddie.

Jack struck out with awill.

BONG.

Jack floundered in the scummy water and grabbed the rubber ring.

BONG.

Jack floundered further and grabbed Eddie.

BONG.

Jack snatched Eddie from thering.

BONG.

Jack swam fiercely and dragged Eddie to the edge of the pool.

BONG.

Jack hauled himself and Eddie out of the horrible water.

BONG.

A shaft of light swept down through the central portion of the stained-glass window. Through the eye of
the great sunflower. Through the huge, clear lens. The magnified concentrated sunlight struck the water,
causing an dl-but-ingtantaneous effect. The water boiled and frothed. Vicioudy. Brutdly. In adeadly,
al-consuming mag strom.

'Stone me," said Eddie, from the safety of the poolside.

Jack spat Humpty scum, but didn't have much to say.

‘Clever,' said Eddie, squeezing himself and 0ozing scum water from his seams. 'l did say clever. Andthat



was clever. Clever and fiendish.'

The two were now in Humpty's kitchen; Jack was swathed in towels. Eddie ceased his squeezings and
struggled to pour hot black coffee. 'I'd have been agoner there," he said. 'I'd have cooked. | don't know
what the effects would have been, but I'd bet | wouldn't have been Eddie Bear any more. Horrible
thought. Thanksfor saving me, Jack. You'reasbraveas!'

'No problems," said Jack. 'Although | don't fed atogether too well. | think | swallowed some Dumpty.'
'It's been repeatedly boiled. It should be free of any contamination.'

"That doesn't make me fed awholelot better.' Jack sipped at the coffee. 'And look at my trenchcoat
and my fedora, ruined.’

I'll seeto it that you get brand-new ones, made to measure. Somehow. Y ou saved my life. How did you
work it out?

"The stained-glass roof just didn't look right. | didn't seewhat it was at first. Then | redlised that the
centre of the sunflower at the very top of the dome was clear glass, and convex. A huge lens. Andsun
flower. And midday sun. It al sort of fell into place. | told you how | worked in the factory and the sun
used to best in through the glass roof and there was this one hit like a convex lens and how it used to
burn me a midday.’

'l remember,’ said Eddie. 'Well make a detective out of you yet. So old Humpty wastaking his regular
midday dip and... whoosh.'

'What | don't get,’ said Jack, 'iswhy the murderer didn't return and remove the lens?
"Why should he bother? The job was done.’

‘Becauseit's evidence. The police could surely trace the maker of the lens.We could, couldn't we? Do
you want meto climb up there and get it down?

'‘And how do you propose to do that? We're twenty-three storeys up and | can't see how you'd get to it
fromtheinsde. That domeishuge.

‘Well leaveit then,' said Jack.

‘Thisisno ordinary murderer werre dedling with," said Eddie. 'Mind you, it's the bunny that intrigues me
the mogt.'

‘Bunny? said Jack. "What bunny?
‘Thisbunny,' said Eddie. 'Thisbunny here. Eddie fumbled open the door of Humpty'sfridge. It wasa
fridge of consderable dimensions. 'Mr Dumpty was a notable gourmand. That fat boy knew how to edt,

believe me. Y et hisfridge is completely empty, but for this. A single hollow chocolate bunny.'

Eddie took the deer little fellow up in his paws and gave it a shake. 'What do you make of that then,
Jack?

‘Let'sedt it, said Jack. 'I'm starving.'



'I think it's probably evidence.'
‘Let'seat it anyway. We can remember what it looked like.'

There came now asudden besting at the gpartment door. This beating was accompanied by shouts.
These shouts were the shouts of policemen. 'Open up,’ shouted these shouts. ‘Thisisthe police.

'Oh dear,’ said Eddie. 'l think Mr Froggie has done uswrong.'

'Y ou talk to the policemen,’ said Jack. I'min atowd.'

'l think we should run, Jack. We're not supposed to be here. Gather up your wet clothes!’
'Yes, but.” Jack gathered up hiswet clothes and his sodden fedora.

'Put on your wet clothesand hurry.’

'Yes, but.'

‘Bdieveme, Jack, you really don't want to get involved with policemen.’

‘All right,’ said Jack, trying to struggleinto his soggy trousers.

‘Hurry,' counsdlled Eddie.

Policemen put their shouldersto the door.

And Jack took franticaly to hurrying.

7

Itisafact well known to those who know it well that we can only truly know what we personally
experience. Above and beyond that, it'sal just guesswork and conjecture.

Of course, there are those who will takeissue with this evident profundity. They will say, 'Ah, but what
do wereally under standby truly know and personally experience?' But to these issue takers we must
say, 'Get alifeand get agirlfriend.’

Weredlycan only truly know what we persondly experience. And when we experience something
entirely new, something that we have never experienced before, it can come as something of a shock.
And it can be hard at first to fully comprehend.

Jack, for instance, had never before heard aredly big, expensive silkwood gpartment door being
smashed fromits hinges. And so the sounds of its smashing were dien to hisears.



The fraboius grametting of thelock againgt its keep was positively malagrousin its percundity. The
greebing and snattering was starkly blark.

And asfor the spondabul ous carapany that the broken door made asit struck the vestibulefloor...
... theword phnargaciousis hardly sufficient.
Rapantaderely phnargacious would be more accurate.

And asto what happened after this, it is probably al for the best that Jack neither heard nor saw any of
it.

Laughing policemen bounced into the late Humpty's vestibule. They fairly bounced, and they 'ho ho ho'd
asthey did so.

They weredl jolly-jolly and al-over blue,
With big jally bellies, gollysome crew.
Their faceswerejally,

Their eyesjolly too.

And they wouldn't think twice,

About jolly-well knocking seven bells of blimey out of you if you so much aslooked at them in afunny
way. Becausefor dl their jollity, they were aright bunch of bruta, merciless, bullying...

And so on.

Which at least was how the rhymey frog would have put it. But the rhymey frog did not accompany
thesejolly laughing policemen into the apartment. Instead, they were joined by ashort and portly jolly
red-faced being, composed, it appeared, of perished rubber. He answered to the name of Chief
Ingpector Wellington Bdllis. But only to his superiors.

Mostly he answered only when called 'sir'.

For dl hisjolly red-facedness, Chief Inspector Bellis was having arough day. It isthe nature of Chief
Ingpectors, no matter where they are to be found, nor indeed upon which day of the week they are
found, to be having arough day.

Chief Inspectors arealways having arough day.

It'sa'Chief Ingpector thing'.

Chief Ingpector Bellis was having a particularly rough day on this particular day. Earlier, he had been
caled into the presence of his superior, The Chief of All Police, the one being that Belliscalled 'sir’, and

torn of Fastrip (astrip of arm on this occasion), upbraided (with the use of readl braid) and berated (which
involved a genuine bee, awooden rat, but happily no ed).



The Chief of All Police wanted results. He wanted to know why Bellis had not yet tracked down the
murderer of Humpty Dumpty. Although the Toy City press were sdlling the populace the story that
Humpty had committed suicide, the police knew that it was Murder Most Foul, and questions were being
asked in very high places asto why Bellis had not yet tracked down the murderer.

The Chief of All Police had handed Bellis a secret memo and Bellis had raised his perished eyebrows
and dropped his perished jaw onto his perished chest. The memo contained most terrible news. And then
the telephone had rung.

The Chief of All Police had handed the receiver to Bdllis.

‘Therésarhymey frog on theline,' he had said. 'Ded withiit.'

And s0 herewas Bdllis, now having areally rough day, hereto ded with it.

Bdlis stood in the ruptured doorway puffing out his perished cheeks and making fists with his podgy,
perished hands.

'Why? he shouted. 'Why?Why?Why?
'Ho ho ho and why what, sir?

"Why, officer,' asked Béllis, 'did you break down the crubbin’ door? | ordered you to wait until the
rhymey frog went and got his spare set of keys!'

The laughing policeman made atroubled, though no lessjolly-looking face. 'l... er... hahaha, wasusing
my initiative, gr.’

Bellis scowled and shook hisfigts. "Well, now we'rein, | suppose. Go and arrest the mafeasant.’
Thewhat, sir? the officer chuckled.

"The crimind, the intruder, the unlawful trespasser.’

"Which one of these do you want arrested first, Sir?

'Do you have aname? asked Béllis, glaring upward daggers.

'Officer Chortle, sir. I'm a Specia Constable. I've got my name printed on my back, see?

The officer turned to display the name that made him specid. Belliskicked him hard in the backside. '‘Go
and arrest. It'swhat you do, isn't it? It'swhat you're for?

"To uphold the law, using reasonabl e force when necessary, which, as you know, is aways necessary,
gr.' Officer Chortle saluted with his truncheon, bringing down ashower of crystal eggsfrom the
chanddlier.

"Then get to it. Bring me the offender. All of you, get to it!"

Police officersto the right and | eft of Bellis hastened to oblige.



'And don't break anything dse’

The police officers went about their business, leaving Bellisdl donein the vestibule, to ligen to
expendve things being broken by officers of the law.

Bellis recognised these sounds. These sounds weren't aien to his perished ears. He'd heard such sounds,
and smilar, many times before. The Chief Inspector sighed and shook his head and then delved into a
perished pocket and brought out the secret memo. He read it once more and once more shook his head.
Thiswas bad, very bad. The day, aready arough day, looked like getting atogether rougher.

At length, and at breadth, the officers returned, downcast.

'Gone,' said Officer Chortle, with laughter in hisvoice. 'They've dl gone, even the dressmaker.’
"Trespasser!' Bellisthrew up his hands and made fists with them once more,

'Y ou've dropped your piece of paper,’ said Officer Chortle.

'Shut up!”’

'Oh dear.’ The rhymey frog peered in at the devastation. 'If you please, I've brought my keys.'
‘Somewhét |ate,' said Bellis. 'The bird hasflown.'

'Bird, too? said Officer Chortle, agiggle escaping hislips.
'Shut up. Go downstairs and wait by the wagon. All of you. Now!"
The officerstook their leave, laughing merrily asthey did so and al but marching over the rhymey frog.

'‘Gone,' said Bdllis. 'Escaped. Do you have any thoughts on this?

The rhymey frog opened his big wide mouth and prepared to express histhoughtsin an epic
forty-verser.

'No," said Béllis, raising once more the hands he had temporarily lowered. '| do not wish to hear them.
Speak to me only of the trespasser. And speak to mein prose, or I'll run you in and lock you up and
have Officer Chortle do thingsto you that you'll never wish to recite. And helll laugh dl thetime ashe
does them. Which dways makesit thet little more frightening, in my opinion. What do-you think?

The knees of the rhymey frog began to knock together. Tricky, he said. "Tricky, dicky.'
'Careful,’ cautioned Bellis,

'It wasaman.' The rhymey frog took to rolling hiseyes. 'And men dl look the sameto me!'
'Aman was here? Bellisraised his eyebrows high.

'Y our face dl cracks when you do that," said the frog. ‘Mr Anders could fix that for you. With astick
and abrush and asmdl pot of glue'



'l have no wish to bother Mr Anders,’ said Bellis. 'Tell me about the man who was here. Anything.
Anythinga dl.'

'He had abear with him," said the frog. ‘A rotten old bear with mismatched eyes. And abig fat belly
about thissize' The frog mimed the dimension. The Chief Inspector glared anew.

'No more rhyming! And | don't want to hear about some stupid teddy bear. A mgor crime has been
committed here. One of the city's most notable elder citizens has been murdered.’

"The papers say it was suicide,' said the frog.
'Y ou heard the scream!" shouted the Chief Ingpector."You reported the crime.’
'Oh yes,' said therhymey frog. 'So | did. That was very public-spirited of me, wasn't it?

Chief Inspector Bellis rocked upon his perished rubber hedls. "The trespasser was probably the
murderer,” he said, 'because murderers dways return to the scene of the crime.’

'Why? asked the rhymey frog.
‘Becauseit'satradition, or an old charter, or something. Never mind why, they just do.’
The rhymey frog now began to trembledl over.

'Yes,' said Bdllis. 'Exactly, he could have donefor you too. | will have to ask you to accompany meto
the gation, where Officer Chortle will best a statement out of you.'

'Oh no.' The rhymey frog was now al-a-quake.

"Then make it easy on yoursdf. Give me adetailed description of the man.’
'l don't know. | just don't know. All men look the sameto me. I'm sorry.'
‘All right, said Béllis, 'never mind. Go off about your business!

The rhymey frog looked al around and about. Til get adustpan and a brush, some paper and aquill. I'll
list dl the broken things and then | can send you the bill.'

There was amoment of silence. It was brief.
' think I'll just go and have my lunch ingtead,’ said the frog. And he turned to hop away.

And then he paused and then he turned back to Bellis. Thereisonething, he said. 'l don't know if it will
be of any help.'

'‘Goon,' sad Bdlis.

"The murderer told me hisname," said the rhymey frog. 'Hisnameis Bill Winkie!



‘Thereyou go,' said Eddie Bear. They've dl gone now. They've made aterrible mess, but they've gone.'

Jack stared around at the mess and then he stared down at Eddie. Jack's face was blue once more, but
thistimeit had nothing to do with inferior headweer.

'F... ... fridge,’ ssammered Jack. 'W... why did w... we haveto hide in thef... f... fridge?

'Because it was the best place to hide," said Eddie. 'The police neglected to look in it the first time they
were here. It seemed apretty safe bet to methat they wouldn't look in it thistime either.’

'l die." Jack shook from the frosted hairs on his head to the trembly toes on hisfeet. 'I'mf... f... frozen.
Yourenot evens... s... shaking.'

I'mabear,’ said Eddie, brightly. "We bears don't fed the cold. Not even when we're as sodden as. If
you know what | mean, and I'm sure that you do.'

Jack gathered histrenchcoat around himsdlf. It was even colder than he was. 'I'm going home, he
managed to say. 'I've had enough of city life!

‘Don't be aquitter.’ Eddie gave Jack's shaking leg an encouraging pat.
I'mdying.’

"You'll thaw out. Hobble back to the pool area. It's nice and warm out there.'
Eddie led the way and Jack did the hobbling.

At length, and at quite some length it was, Jack wasfindly al thawed out, and pretty much dried out too.
Throughout thislengthy process of thawing and drying, Jack maintained a brooding silence.

Eddie, being not abear to cherish asilence, spent the period smiling encouragingly and doing cute little
teddy-bearish things. Not that Eddie was capable of doing cute little teddy-bearish things with any degree
of genuine commitment.

'So then,' said Eddie, when the time seemed right, 'shall we be off about our business?

'You can,’' said Jack. 'I'm leaving.'

'Oh no,' said Eddie. 'Don't say that. Were partners, Jack. Y ou agreed. We shook on it and everything.'

'Maybe we did. But being with you is adangerous business.’

'Y es, but danger is exciting. And you wanted some excitement in your life. Didn't you?

Jack shrugged. The shoulders of histrenchcoat rose to his ears and then stayed there.

'Look at me," said Jack. 'I'm awreck. I'm starving and I'm cold and I'm broke, my fedora’s ruined and
my trenchcoat'sal gone crisp.’

'It'sadry-clean-only,’ said Eddie.



‘A raincoat that's dry-clean only?

'Bill Winkiewould never have gone out in the rain wearing his trenchcoat.

Jack shook his head.

‘But it does ook good on you. Y ou're a born detective. Come on, perk up. I'll buy you lunch.’

'Y ou don't have any money.’

I've apenny or two.' Eddie patted at the pockets of his trenchcoat. Eddi€e's trenchcoat |ooked as good
asnew. He grinned painfully. ‘I can wangle us some lunch at achum of mine's. Stick with me, kidder.
Well succeed and you'll get dl the fortune you came seeking.’

Jack shook hishead dismdly. Y ou'll be better off without me," he said. 'I'm nothing but bad luck. It's
because I'm cursed. A farmer | met on the way to the city cursed me. He said, "I curse you Jack. May
you never know wedth. May dl that you wish for be denied you.” '

'What ahorrid man,’ said Eddie. 'Why did he curse you like that?

Jack shrugged again and thistime his trenchcoat returned to his shoulders. 'Bad grace, | suppose. Just
because | shot off hisear and made him jump into a pit full of spikes!

"There's no pleasing some people,’ said Eddie. 'But were ateam, you and me. And listen, Jack, | need
you. | can't solve this case without you. Please don't run away. We did shake and you did give me your

word.'

Jack managed one more shrug. ‘Al right," he said. 'l did give you my word. | will stay until you've solved
the case. But then I'm moving on. There will be another city somewhere. Perhaps 1'll find my fortune

there!
'Another city? Eddie made athoughtful face. 'l wonder if thereis another city.’
'‘Bound to be," said Jack.

'Wéll, perhaps. But | find such thoughts asfearsome as. I'll stick with what | know. And what | know is
this city.'

'Feed meinthiscity," said Jack. 'Feed me now.'

‘Right,’ said Eddie. ‘Let'sgo. Oh, and welll take that hollow chocolate bunny with us. That'saclueif ever
therewas one. It might have fingerprints or something.'

'Ah," said Jack, and he made a certain face.
'Ah? said Eddie. 'And what is the meaning of that certain face you're making?
'About the bunny.’

"What about the bunny?



| ateit, said Jack. "While we were in thefridge. | was so hungry. And there were al these alien sounds.
These malagrous gramettings and redly spondabul ous cargpany.'

'Y ouate the evidence? said Eddie. "Well, that's anew one.'
'I'm sorry, but | was starving.'

A sudden high-pitched shriek caused Jack and Eddie to turn their heads. In the doorway to the pool
area tood the rhymey frog, dustpan in one hand, brush in the other.

The rhymey frog shrieked once again, cried 'Eeek it's the murderer!’, dropped his dustpan and his brush
and hopped away at speed.

Jack looked at Eddie.

And Eddielooked at Jack.

'What did he mean bythat?' asked Jack.

'Ah," said Eddie. "Y ou didn't hear everything that went on while we were hiding in the fridge, did you?

'No," said Jack. 'Only the dien sounds. | wolfed down the bunny and stuck my hands over my ears after
that. Why did thefrog just call me amurderer?

'Wadll..." Eddie made a certain face of hisown. 'l think it better if | explain that to you over lunch.’
Eddie followed the direction taken by the frog.

'Hold on," cried Jack. Tell mewhat's going on.'

It'sno big dedl. Let'sdo lunch.’

'Itisabig dea. Come back.'

'I'll tell you on the way, then." Eddie reached the vestibule.

"Tell menow," said Jack, scooping Eddie up and holding him out at arm's length.
'Don't do that to me." Eddie struggled. 'It's undignified; let me down.’

"Tell mewhat'sgoing on. Tell me now.” Jack shook Eddie al about.

'No." Eddie struggled some more. 'Put me down.’

'l won't put you down until you'vetold me!'

'Hold on, Jack, what's that? Eddie pointed.

‘Don't try to distract me. Answer my question.’

'No, there's something there on the floor. It wasn't there when we camein.’



'It'sabroken door,' said Jack, shaking Eddie ever more violently.
'No, the paper. Help. Stop. Let me down.’

Jack |et Eddie down.
"There-' said Eddie, wobbling on his paws. Tick that up, Jack. What isthat?

It'sjust apiece of paper.” Jack picked it up and handed it to Eddie. 'Now tell me why the frog called
me amurderer.’

'Inaminute. Oh dear me!" Eddie |et the piece of paper fal from his paws.
'What does it say? Jack asked. 'What doesit say on the paper?

'It says," said Eddie, and he paused, 'that Little Boy Blue has been murdered.’
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Jack, who was fegling somewhat down, perked somewhat up when he was once more behind the whed!
of Bill's solendid automohile. But as he swung thiswhed around, the pendulum of his mood swung with
it. "About this business of the frog calling meamurderer.” Jack brrrmed the clockwork engine.

'Forget dl that.' Eddie, standing on the passenger seat, pointed through the windscreen. 'l think he was
just abit upset about the door getting broken and the apartment getting ransacked and everything. Don't
let it upset you, Jack. Cagt it from your mind. It'sasirrelevant as. Turn right, please.’

'Hm," went Jack. "Then what about this second murder? Jack turned right rather sharply, causing a
clockwork cyclist to spill from his clockwork cycle.

'Careful,’ said Eddie. 'Please be careful. We don't want to draw any more attention to ourselves.'

'Anymore attention?
‘Just drive, Jack. First on theleft here!
Jack took thefirst on theleft on the two left wheds of the car.

‘But whatabout this second murder? Jack asked once more when the car was back on four wheels and
spinning merrily dong. Tdl methis, Eddie. Humpty Dumpty and Little Boy Blue. They were— how shall

| put this?

'Mesatheads? Eddie suggested.



'‘Men,' said Jack. 'They were men, rather than toys.'

‘Theoldrich,' said Eddie, covering hisface with his paws as toy pedestrians scattered before the
on-rushing motorcar. "Y ou won't find many of your race herein Toy City. But those you will find are

generdly rich!
'On the fortunes they made from royadties on their nursery rhymes'”
‘Likel told you, yes. Look out!"

'Look out atwhat? There was aclattering of tinplate againgt tinplate and something colourful mangled
under thewheds. 'Whatwas that? Jack asked Eddie.

'Only aclockwork clown,’ said the bear. 'He's abit mashed-up, but | think helll be al right. I've never
cared much for clowns mysdf. How about you, Jack?

'l don't like them,' said Jack, and drove on.

Shortly, however, the clockwork motor ran down and Jack was forced to get out and rewind the car.
Then Jack drove on some more.

'So whatabout this second murder? Jack asked once again. ‘Do you have any theories?

'We havent vidted the crime scene yet. Well get some lunch first and see about fixing you up with a
digquise’

'Disguise? Jack asked. 'Why do | need a disguise?

Trust me,' said Eddie. "Y oudo need adisguise.’

At Eddi€'s bidding, Jack brought Bill's car to awhed-shrieking hat, which raised an impressive shower
of sparksthat Eddie wasn't impressed by.

'Y ou've worn out the tyres," he told Jack.

‘Sorry," said Jack. 'So where are we?

'At my chum Wibbly's.

'And Wibbly runs arestaurant? Jack peered out through the windscreen. They were not in the
swankiest part of town. The buildings, athough constructed in the vernacular Alphabet brick that typified
the architecture of Toy City, had that faded, tired |ook to them, which told Jack that this wasn't one of
the better neighbourhoods.

Jack made disdainful sniffingswith hisnose. 'Not agourmet restaurant then? Do you not have any posh,
rich friends, Eddie?

The bear did not dignify thiswith areply.



'Sorry," said Jack, once again. 'So what does your churn Wibbly do?

'WEell." Eddie pushed open the passenger door. 'He used to be a professional wobbler, but since the
accident, he doesn't do much of anything.'

Jack climbed from the car and leaned upon the bonnet. ‘But he does have food in hisfridge?

'Fridge? Eddie rolled his button eyes, which redly had to be seen to be believed. 'Just follow me, Jack.
And when you meet Wibbly, try not to look shocked by his appearance.’

"This sounds promising,’ said Jack, and he followed Eddie.

Wibbly inhabited a basement flat, but of course it wasn't referred to as a basement flat. No onewho
actualy livesin abasement flat ever refersto it as abasement flat. It'sjust not done. Peoplewho livein
basement flats refer to thelr flats asgarden flats. So Wibbly lived ina garden flat. Though without a
garden. Or indeed, any windows.

Which madeit acdlar, redly.

The cdllar steps had been boarded over to form a steep wooden ramp. Jack struggled down this,
attempting to maintain his balance. Eddie gave up the unequa struggle and smply tumbled to the bottom.

Jack helped Eddie up. 'It doesn't smell too good down here. Somewhat ripe, shall we say.'

‘Just be palite,’ said Eddie. 'Wibbly ismy friend. And pleasetry not to look shocked when you see him.'

Trustme," said Jack. 'Wouldl let you down?

'Knock at the knocker.'

"You're nearest,’ said Jack.

The door was low, the knocker was low. Eddie knocked at the knocker.

Knock knock knock,went Eddie Bear. 'Just smile and be polite,’ he said to Jack.

"Just trust me. | won't let you down.'

From beyond the door came creaking sounds, and sounds that were, for the most part, new to Jack. He
recognised the basic creakings, but the subtle nuances of the scranchings and the endulating shugs had
him cocking his head upon one side.

'‘Don't do that, said Eddie. 'It makes you ook like a complete gormster.’

'Sorry,' said Jack, and he straightened his neck.

'‘And be polite.’



I will. | promise!

The door eased open a crack and a beady eye peeped out.

'Wibbly,' said Eddie Bear.

'Eddie Bear,' said Wibbly.

Wibbly swung wide the door.

'‘Aaaagh!" screamed Jack. 'It'samongter.'

Jack was counsdlled to stay out of sight whilst Eddie engaged in sensitive negotiations through the
letterbox. Much emphasis was put on the fact that Jack was abumpkin from out of town, al but bereft of

intelligence and given to sudden unexpected outbursts. But he was a harmless, smple soul, whom Eddie
hed taken under hiswing.

Out of dght, Jack stewed over this. But the thought of stew made him ever more hungry. And so he
suffered in slence.

Presently Wibbly, brought amost to the point of tears by Eddi€'s pleas for mercy on behdf of the poor
smpleton, dlowed thetwo of themiin.

Eddie made Jack promise once moreto be polite.
Jack made Eddie go firgt.

The 'sub-level’ gpartment — apparently Wibbly preferred thisterm to "cellar' — was ‘economicaly
furnished'. Which isto say that there wasn't much furniture at al.

There weren't any chairs, but then, why would there have been? Wibbly couldn't St down.

Wibbly was one of those wibbly wobbly toys with legless, convex bottom portions, filled up with lead
shot that could be endlesdy battered backwards and forwards, only to roll upright again and again and

again.
Until they findly broke.

It wasn't easy to break them, asthey were made of stern and durable stuff. But achild hasalot of time
onitshands. And adetermined child can bresk anything, even an anvil, if he or sheis determined enough.

Wibbly still wobbled and wouldn't fall down.
But helacked for alot of hishead.

He possessed a degree of face, located on the |eft-hand side. But much of his head was merely void. He
had a dangling eye and arow of exposed teeth. He was not athing of joy to gaze upon.

'Wibbly, thisis Jack," said Eddie. 'Say hello to Wibbly, Jack.'

Jack made the face of asmpleton and did that thing with his hands that people do when impersonating



sampletons, that thing which isno longer considered paliticaly correct, but which people fill do anyway,
because it makes other people laugh. Particularly when the doer and the viewers have dl had afew
drinks.

'What a complete gormster,’ said Wibbly. 'Looks like he's been taking aswim in that dry-clean-only
trenchcoat. Why did you bring him here, Eddie?

Jack looked on in morbid fascination as the exposed teeth rose and fell and haf atongue waggled
between them. How could this thing speak? How could it move? It was all but hollow. Jack shook his
head. There was some big secret here, in this strange city. Somebig secret.

Mr Anders, the kindly, loveable white-haired old toy-maker, had to be the brains behind it al. He had to
be the one who held the Big Secret. Jack wondered whether Mr Anders might be looking for an
gpprentice. Working for him and learning the Big Secret would be infinitely preferable to knocking about
indark cdlars, conversing with fractured wobbly men and having to impersonate a dullard.

Infinitely preferablel

'He's Bill's cousin,' said Eddie, smiling towards Jack. 'I'm looking after him while Bill's on hisholidays!

'Holidays? said Wibbly, revolving on hisaxis, which afforded Jack aview of hisdl-but-hollow head.
‘Theword on the Street is—'

'l don't care what the word on the street is." Eddietried to fold hisarms, but, as ever, failed. 'Bill will be
back. But until heis, I'm dedling with his case. Andjack hereis helping me."

"Just what this city needs, another Jack." Wibbly wobbled (but he didn't fall down).
'Wheat of this? asked Jack.

"The city does suffer from asurfeit of Jacks,' Eddie explained. TheresaJack B. Nimble, and Jack of
Jack and Jill, and Jack Spratt.'

'‘And Little Jack Horner,' said Wibbly.

'And Bigjack Black,' said Eddie.

'Who's Bigjack Black? asked Jack.

'Another Preadplescent Poetic Persondity.' Eddie sat down on Wibbly'sfloor.
'Wdll, I've never heard of him.'

'Of course you haven't. Because he never got famous. He's one of the sorry few meatheads whose
nursery rhymes never caught on.’

Jack did sniffings. 'So why did Big Jack Black's rhyme never catch on? he asked.

Wibbly chuckled loudly. The sound echoed up from his hollow belly and, had there been windows,
would surely have rattled them. 'Reciteit, Eddie,' he said to the bear. 'Y ou can remember it, can't you?



'l think s0,' said Eddie. 'It goeslikethis:

'Bigjack Black

'Livedin asack,

‘Lived inasack did he.

'He dined upon cripples,

'And little boys nipples,

'Served upon toast for histea.’

“"Nuff said, | think,' said Wibbly.

Jack shook his head once more and his stomach grumbled loudly.

‘Nice grumbling.' Wibbly offered Jack Haifasmile, for it was adl he possessed. 'Y our belly's as empty as
my own. | generdly have abucket or two of lead shot at thistime of day. Perhapsyou'd careto join

me?
'l don't think that would agree with my digestion,-said Jack.
'He'sfussy. For aloon,’ said Wibbly.

'Don't wind the lad up, Wibbly," said Eddie. 'Give him some bread and milk or something.'

'Anything edible will do,' said Jack.

Wibbly had some bread, which was not dtogether hard, if you left the crusts. And some milk that wasn't
atogether evil-smdling, if you didn't smdl it too closely. And even some cradberry jam that wasn't
altogether unspeakable, if you didn't speak about it and took the trouble to scrape the fur off the top.

Jack, who had now reached the point where he was prepared to eat dmost anything, ate almost
everything. With rdish.

But without rdlish, asthere wasn't any relish.

Eddie ate what was|eft of thejam. Including the furry bits. ‘I don't know what it is about jam," he said,
wiping apaw over hisnow jammy face. 'l can't stand honey, but | do lovejam.’

'Nonconformist,' said Wibbly, ladling lead shot in through the holein his head. 'So what have you redly
comefor, Eddie? It wasn't just for afree lunch.'

'Wdll, itwas." Eddie had his paw now stuck in thejam pot. '‘But it was aso for abit of information and a
small favour or two.'

That'swhat friends arefor,' said Wibbly.



Eddie smiled. And struggled.
"To ponce off,’ said Wibbly.

'Oh, come on, Wibbly." Eddie now fought to free his paw. ‘Remember that it was Bill who found you this
place and built you the ramp down the stairsand..."

'Yes, dl right,’ said Wibbly. 'And | look after his dodgy gear and everything.'

'Y ou store certain sengtive items.” Eddie rolled around on the floor, fighting with the jam pot. Jack, who
could bear no more of it, eased out Eddi€'s paw and helped him back to hisfeet.

"Thanks,' said Eddie. 'Friendship, see’

‘Dullards don't count,’ said Wibbly. 'Dullards will befriend anyone who feeds them. But go on, what do
you want?

‘A disguisefor thedullard.’

'What? said Jack. Thisdisguise businessagain. | like the trenchcoat and the fedora.'
'Y ou're going under cover. You need adisguise-'

I don't want adisguise.’

'He doesn't want adisguise, said Wibbly.

Thank you,' said Jack.

'Hewants asmack,' said Wibbly. 'Shall | give him one? | used to be red-hot a head-butts. But, you
know how itis.

'Idon't want adisguise,’ said Jack once again.

'Hedoes want adisguise,’ said Eddie. 'From Bill'strunk.’

'He'd look good as a clown,’ said Wibbly with another hollow chuckle.

'l thought, awhore,' said Eddie.

'What? said Jack.

‘Only joking, said Eddie. 'Actudly, | thought you'd look best as a gentleman.’

‘A gentleman? Jack preened at histrenchcoat |apels. 'l like the sound of that. Will | have adandy cane
and an eyeglass and everything?

"The dullard istruly adullard, said Wibbly, chuckling once again.

'l said, agentleman,’ said Eddie, 'not afop, athough— He winked at Wibbly. Wibbly winked back with



hisdangling eye. It wasn't apretty sight.
'Okay,' said thewaobbly one. Til get him kitted out from the trunk. What €l se did you want, Eddie?
Eddie looked up at Jack. 'lt's a personal matter, he said. "We can discussit whilst Jack is changing.'

'Follow methen, Jack," said Wibbly. And heledjack from the room, his convex bottom making sounds
upon the floor that Jack now recognised.

Wibbly returned presently to the company of Eddie, who spoke to him in hushed and urgent tones.

Presently still, Jack returned to the company of Wibbly and Eddie, was soundly mocked and laughed at
for hischoice of costume and was then led from the room once more by Wibbly.

Presently presently till, Wibbly returned to the company of Eddie, in the company of Jack, who now cut
something of adash. Not to say asprint. Or even afull-pdt run.

‘Natty,' said Eddie. 'As natty as. Give us atwirl then, Jack.'

'Pretty smooth, eh? said he.

Jack 1ooked more than pretty smooth. Jack looked truly magnificent. He wore the costume of adandy: a
pale pink frock-coat, with quilted lapels and ruffled cuffs; a cloth-of-gold waistcoat with bright jewel led
buttons; white silk stockings, fastened at the knees, beneath red velvet pantal oons. Buckled shoesand a
natty cravat completed this pretty-as-a-picture.

'Hell certainly be noticed,' said Wibbly.

‘That'sthe intention,’ said Eddie.

'Oh," said Jack. 'Isit? | thought the disguise was for undercover work.’

'I'll explain everything to you ontheway..'

I wishyou luck,' said Wibbly. 'Shal | look after the trenchcoat and fedora and whatnots?

'WEl take them with us," said Jack.

'Wewill, said Eddie. 'Thanksfor everything, my friend.'

Wibbly smiled and wobbled.

But he till didn't fall down.

I didn't likehim at dl,' said Jack, back at the whed of the car. 'Hesavery scary individua.'

'l think he's very level-headed, considering he only has haf ahead to be level with. | wonder how well



you'd get onwith only haf ahead.
'I'd be dead,’ said Jack. 'And better off that way.’
‘Just drive the car, Jack.'
"To the crime scene?
'I'll point the way, and promise me you'l drive carefully thistime!'

I promise you,' said Jack, putting his buckle-shoed foot down hard.
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For those who are unacquainted with the career of Little Boy Blue subsequent to his period of
employment as asomnambulant shepherd, a period notable only for hisinactivity, exemplified by his
famous haystack dumberings, which permitted his untended sheep to carouse in the meadows whilst his
cows laid pats amongst the corn; abrief history follows.

According to his best-sdlling autobiography,| May be Blue, but I'm Always in the Black, his
rags-to-richesrise was an overnight affair, with his self-penned rhyme going straight into the charts at
Number One, toppling Mary Mary, who had held the position for fourteen consecutive weeks.

Thisis not atogether true, firstly because Mary Mary did not achieve her own fame until severa years
later, and secondly because Boy Blue didnot write hisown lyrics.

They were thework of aprofessiona rhymester by the name of Whestley Porterman, whose ditinctive
lyrica style can be discerned in severd other 'sdlf-penned’ classics of the genre, Georgie Porgie,
pudding and pie andThere was an old woman who lived in a shoe (the house version), to name but
two.

Whestley Porterman’s gift was for identifying socia problems, which he set in verse that touched the
public'simagination, in the case of Boy Blue, the scandal of child labour in rural areas which drove

underage shepherdsto exhaustion.

WithGeorgie Porgie, it was sexud harassment in the playground, by teachers against schoolgirls, Porgie
being an overweight geography teacher whose notorious behaviour had previously gone unreported, due
to his connectionsin high places.

RegardingThere was an old woman who lived in a shoe, Whestley'sfinger was once more unerringly
upon the button of the public conscience. Whether there actualywas an old woman who lived in ashoe
and had so many children that she didn't know what to do remainsin some doubt. Whestley asserted that
shewasdlegorica: acipher, or symboal, for the hideous overcrowding in certain inner city aress.

A conaultation with the curator of Tlie Hall of Nearly All the Records disclosesthat therhymeis



registered asthe 'exclusive property of Old Woman Inc., the chairman and sole shareholder in Old
Woman Inc. being one W. Porter-man, EsQ.

But bethisdl asit may (and well may it dl betoo), Little Boy Blue, either in partnership with Whestley,
or under contract to him, claimed to have written the rhyme himsalf. And aworld which didn't care much
either way, but appreciated celebrity for the sake of celebrity alone, took his clams at face vaue.

Within weeks of deegping rough benesath haystacks and smelling strongly of sheep dung, the Boy had
madeit to the big time. His trademark shepherd's smock, now blue silk, with pearls upon the cuffs, was
adopted asthe fashion look of the year (blue, as ever, being the new black, when some other colour isn't

having itsturn).

His establishment of an exclusive haute couture fashion house, Oh Boy!, wasinevitable. Inlesstime, it
seemed, than it took to shake acrook at ascurrying lamb, Boy Blue found himself lionised by the cream
of Toy City Society. Facamiles of hisfamous portrait, The Blue Boy, gill hangin many homes.

Andin Toy City, blueistill the new black.

All of the foregoing Eddie passed on to Jack as Jack passed through the streets of Toy City — rather
more speedily than Eddie cared for.

'Fashion House, eh? said Jack, swerving, to Eddiesrelief, around anumber of teddies who were
crossing theroad. 'The fashion in my town wasfor grey overdls. That'sdl the workers ever wore. And
asal thetownsfolk were workers, that's al anyone ever wore!'

'Y ou weren't wearing grey overalswhen | met you,' Eddie observed.

Jack laughed. 'l traded themin at afarm | passed by, in exchange for anew set of clothes, athough the
cap was somewhat inferior. The farmer was convinced that grey overalls must be the very height of town
fashion, seeing asall the town dwellers he'd ever met wore them.’

"Thiswasn't the same farmer whose ear you shot off?
"That was an accident. But no, that wasn't him.'
'Hey, look,' said Eddie. 'Up ahead. Stop the car here, Jack.'

Jack looked up ahead and then he stopped the car. Up ahead was blocked by aheavy police presence.
A cordon stretched across the road. Laughing policemen held back a crowd of on-looking toys, a crowd

thatcooed andrny-oh-my'd and peered up at the facadeof Oh Boy!.

'Policemen? Jack asked. 'They look very jolly.'

'‘Don't befooled by that,' said Eddie. "They won't bother you, if you doexactly as| tell you." And Eddie
went on to explain to Jack exactly what he wasto do.

And Jack, having listened, smiled broadly. ‘And | will actudly get away with doingthatT he asked.
"Y ou certainly will, said Eddie. 'And the more you do it, the more you'll get away withit.'

‘Right then," said Jack. 'And what will you be doing, while I'm doing what I'll be doing?



Til bedoing my job, said Eddie. 'Examining the crime scenefor clues!’
'Okay, then. Let's get on withiit.'
Thefjujade of Oh Boy! was something initsdf. It wasatriumph. A triumph of bad taste.

Why it isthat bad taste dways triumphs over good is one of those things that scholarslove to debate,
when they don't have anything better to do, such as getting alife and agirlfriend.

Isthere actuadly such athing as'good taste? they debate. Or 'Isit al not merely subjective?

Wi, of coursethereis such athing as good taste! Some things actudlyare better than other things, and
some people are cgpable of making the distinction.

But...

Bad taste will dways ultimatdly triumph over good taste, because bad taste has more financial backing.
Thereisfar more profit to be made from salling chegp and nasty products, at abig mark-up, than sdling
qudity itemsa asmall mark-up. And you can always produce far more chegp and nasty itemsfar more
quickly than you can produce qudity items. Far more.

And, as every successful dictator knows, it'sfar easier to convince athousand people en masse of abad
idea, than it isto convince asingleindividual. 1t's aherd thing.

Or aflock thing.

Flocks are controlled by a single shepherd.

LikeLittle Boy Blue, for instance.

Peering over thelow heads of the toy folk and the higher heads of the policemen, Jack stared up at the
facade of Oh Boy!. It wasaregular eyesore: big and brash and in-your-face gaudy, smothered in flashing
neon that brought up the outline of alegping lamb here and a snorting shepherd there, in less-than-modest
many-times-life-sze which smply screamed 'Success!'

Very tasteful,' said Jack.

‘It'sasfoul as,' said Eddie. 'Y ou've no taste, Jack.'

'Ohyes| have' said Jack. 'My tasteisfor wedlth. And if thisis the taste of the wedlthy, it's tasteful
enough for me!'

'Curioudy, | can't argue with that, said Eddie. ‘Go on then, Jack, do your stuff.’

'Okey dokey." Jack raised his chin, puffed out his chest, straightened the ruffles on his cuffs, dusted
down his quilted lapels and then swaggered forward, shouting, ‘Make way, peasants,' in aloud and
haughty tone.

Toy folk turned and stared. Those who had faces capable of expression glared somewhat too. But they
cowered back and cleared a path before the tall and well-dressed swaggering shouter.



That'sit, out of my way.” Jack swaggered onwards, with Eddie following behind.

Policemen loomed, big and blue and jally, but clearly now to Jack no laughing matter &t al. There was
something dl too menacing about the way they curled their smiling rubber lips towards the shouting
swaggerer and fingered their over-large truncheons.

Jack swallowed back the lump which had suddenly risenin histhroat. 'Stand aside there,” he told them.
'l am apatron of this establishment. Step aside lively, oafs. Go on now.’

Officer Chortle, for as chance would haveit, it was he, stared at Jack eye to eye. "What doyou want?
he asked, in the tone known as surly. Though naturally he smiled as he asked it.

'Y ou dare to questionme? Jack made the face of one appalled. 'I'll report you to your superior. What is
your name?

'‘Name? went the officer, scratching his head with histruncheon.
‘Name,' said Jack, in an even haughtier tone.
'Chortle,' said Chortle. 'Specid Constable. My name is on my back. That's how specia | am.’

'Move your stupid rubber arse," said Jack.

Eddie grinned behind Jack's back. How dearlyhe would have liked to have saidthat to a policeman.
The Specia Constable stood aside. Hisjolly face contorted into a hideous scowl.

Jack swaggered up the steps and through the great open doorway and intoOh Boy!.

Now, if it was tasteless on the outside, what would youreally expect within? Jack did whigtlingsfrom
between histeeth. Thisisreally swank," he said to Eddie. The bear peered al around and about.

'It's certainly something,’ he said.

The Grand Sdon of Oh Boy! was amonument to just how far you could truly go if you had more money
than taste. The furnishings were of gold and gilt, with setteesthat dripped tassels and fringes. A central
fountain was composed of countless naked pink marble cherubs which sprinkled scented water from
their privy parts. The smilarly pink marble floor was strewn with pinkly-dyed sheepskin rugs, their stuffed
heads showing emerdd eyes. The walswere hung with numerous oil paintings of the Blue Boy himsdif,

posed in the most surprising positions.

There were many policemen around and about. Some were coming and others were going. Mogt,
however, were just standing around, laughing, but looking rather lost. Some were touching things that
they shouldn't. A voice cdled out loudly to one of these: 'Don't touch that, you cretin.' It was the voice of

Chief Ingpector Wdlington Bellis. Eddie recognised thisvoice.

Eddie ducked behind Jack. 'That's Bdllis,' said Eddie. 'He'sthe Chief Inspector. Keegp him talking for as
long asyou can, while| give the crime scene aonce-over. I'll meet you back at the car.’



'Right," said Jack. 'l say,you\ Y es, you there with the perished head. Who are you?

Bdlis glanced bitterly in Jack's direction. "And who areyouT he said.

'And that's quite enough of that." Jack made hisway towards Bellis. 'I've aready had to upbraid one of
your dullard congtables for hisimpertinence. I'm apatron of this establishment. A persond friend of Boy
Blue. What isgoing on here?

'Oh, my gpologies, ar." Therewasacertain tonein thatsr, atone that wasn't lost upon Jack. There has
been an incident.’

‘Incident? said Jack.
'Homicide,' said Bdllis. 'l regret to tell you that Boy Blueisdead.’

'‘Dead?Dead? Jack put his handsto hisface, which made the expression of horror. 'Boy Blue, my
dearest friend? Mow did this happen?

'Perhaps you'd care to view the body? There was now adifferent tone in the Chief Inspector'svoice. A
tone of malice, perhaps.

'Well,' said Jack, feigning immoderate distress, 'l| don't know, | mean, well, isit messy?

'l wouldn't exactly describe it as messy.' Bellis glanced down and Jack followed the direction of Belliss
glancing. A slken sheet covered ahuddled something. The body of Boy Blue, Jack supposed. ‘Go on,
have apeep, said Bdllis.

'My dearest friend.” Jack made snivelling sounds. 'l mean, | don't know. If such aterrible thing has
happened, such ashock, | don't know. | should, perhaps, pay my respects. Oh, | redly don't know.'

'Havealittle ook, said Bellis, abig wide smile upon hisrubber face. 'Pay your last respects.’
'‘Well,' said Jack. 'Perhapsjust alittle [ook.'

‘Officer,' said Bellisto one of the officers who was touching things that he shouldn't. 'Kindly lift the sheet
and show the nice gentleman the deceased.’

'Yesdr, chief The officer smirked, stooped and whipped away the sheet with aflourish.

Jack stared down and his eyes grew wide and his mouth fell hugely open. And then Jack crossed his
legsand he said, 'Ouch.’

‘Ouch would be about right,' agreed Bellis. "Y ou might recogni se the murder weapon. It's his crook. His
original crook, from the days when he was a humble shepherd. It was kept in the showcase by the door.
It would appear that he was bending over, tying his shodace. We think someone took the crook, then
ran a him, using the bottom end as a pear. It entered his own bottom end, and left via his mouth. Much
in the manner that one might spit a pig for a barbecue!

Jack nodded his head and chewed upon hislower lip. The manner of the murder was, to say theleast,
grotesque. The problem with it was - and Jack, for al he could do, was now finding thisareal problem -



the problem with it was that, in the darkest way possible, it was aso very funny indeed.
Jack looked over at Bellis.

The moulded smile upon Belliss face was spreading up towards hisears.

‘Right up the old farting box," said Bellis, restraining atitter.

'How dare you!" said Jack. 'Thisis no laughing matter. My dear friend. My..." Jack chewed harder upon
hislip and told himsdf that thiswasn't funny. Itwasn't. Thiswas adead man here. It wasn't funny!

'Sorry,' said Bellis. Helet free agiggle, then controlled himself once more. ‘Cover him up again, officer.'
The officer, till smirking, stooped once more and recovered the corpse.
‘Terrible business,' said Bdllis, with as much solemnity as he could muster up.

Terrible business,” Jack agreed.

"Terrible business," said Eddie, when Jack returned to the car to find him waiting there. 'Most
unprofessond.’

‘But | wasrude," said Jack, settling himsalf back behind the driving whedl. 'Y ou said that | should be as
rude and obnoxious as possible. Act like arich man, you said. Behave badly.’

'l mean about the laughing,’ said Eddie. ' "Terrible business' you said to Bellis and then the two of you
collgpsed in laughter.’

It was nerves,' said Jack.

It wasn't. Y ou thought it was funny.'

I'm sorry,’ said Jack. '‘But it was!'

'Y ou wouldn't have thought it so funny if it had happened to you.'

'Wdll, obvioudy not. Other peopl€'s misfortunes are far funnier than your own.'

It'snot funny,’ said Eddie, shaking his head ashe said it. 'Well, perhapsit is, alittle. But that's not the
point. It's another murder and thatisn't funny.’

'Wll, it'sredly nothing to do with us. We're supposed to be investigating the murder of Humpty
Dumpty. That'swhat Bill got the money for.’

'Y ou don't think that perhaps these two murders might be in some way connected?

Jack shrugged. 'How should | know? Thisisthe big city. How many murders do you get hereina
week?



'On average? said Eddie. 'None!'

'None? said Jack.

‘None,' said Eddie. 'Humpty's murder wasthe first ever murder of amesthead. Which iswhy, in my
opinion, the newspapers are covering it up, spreading the suicide rumour to avoid panicking the
population. Certainly toys are forever getting into fights and pulling each other to pieces. But that doesn't
count as murder and doesn't merit a police investigation. Thisis men who are being killed, Jack. The old
rich. Thisisserious uff.’

'So you're thinking... What are you thinking?

I'mthinking,’ said Eddie, ‘that it's the same murderer. I'm thinking that Toy City hasaserid killer onthe
loose!
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'What isaserial killer? Jack asked.

'It'saterm that I'vejust made up,’ said Eddie. It means akiller who murders more than one person.
Seridly. One &fter the other.’

Jack whistled and diddled with things on the dashboard. 'It's possible, | suppose,’ said he. 'But what
about evidence? Did you find any clues?

‘Plenty,’ said Eddie, making avery pleased face. 'Firsly, thekiller did not run a Boy Blue, using his
crook like a spear. The crook was fired from some contrivance across the street. One of the panes of
glassin the front door was shattered. The crook was removed from the showcase and fired at Boy Blue
when hewas bending over.’

"Tying hisshodace,' said Jack.

'Did you see any laces on his shoes?

I didn't look.'

'l did,' said Eddie. 'l peegped. He was wearing dip-ons. Boy Blue bent down to examine this!'

Eddie displayed abundle on hislap. 'And before you ask mewhat it is, I'll show you. | was ableto
liberate it before some big clod of a policeman stood upon it. Have alook at this, Jack.'

Eddie unwrapped the bundle and Jack stared down.

‘Bunny,’ said Jack. 'It's another hollow chocolate bunny.'



"Just don't eat thisone,' said Eddie. 'It's evidence.'

'Of your serid killer?

'It could hardly be a coincidence, could it?

Jack made free with another whistle. 'So where do we go from here? he asked. 'Back to Bill's office?

'Ah, no." Eddie shook his head. 'l don't think well go back therefor awhile. Asthisisthe only clue
weve goat, | think well follow it up. Do you fancy avigt to the chocolate factory?

‘Do they give away free samples? Jack asked. 'Because I'm redlly quite hungry again.'
'Rewind the car and drive,’ said Eddie. Til show you which way to go.'

Jack was beginning to gain some sense of direction. The major streets of the great metropolis were

dowly beginning to familiarise themsdves. It wasn't dl such amystery any more. Well, alot of it was. But
some wasn't.

'I recognisethisbit,’ said Jack. Theres Tinto's bar, and right dong thereis Bill's office.'

'Straight on,' said Eddie, 'up Knob Hill !

The hill road wound upwards, as hill roadswill do, unless you're coming down them, of course.

Jack drove past Nursery Towers. 'What's that dark-looking house at the very top of the hill? he asked.

That'swhere Mr Anderslives.'

"The kindly loveable white-haired old toymaker. I'd liketo visit him; do you think we could stop off and
say hello?

‘Not without an appointment,’ said Eddie. 'And you're on your own when you do it."

At Eddie'singtruction, Jack turned off the hill road and was very soon outside the gates of the chocolate
factory.

IfOh Boy! had been tasteless, the chocolate factory was style personified. It was an elegant building,

composed of yellow brick, al sweeping curves and fluted arabesques. It rose like an anthem, in praise of
lifesfiner things

'Ugly-looking dump,’ said Jack.

Eddie shook his head.

'Do you want me to be rude and obnoxious again?
'l wouldn't want to put you to the effort.’

'It'sno effort, | assureyou.'



Jugt follow me,' said Eddie.

Now it isafact, well known to those who know it well, that detective work israrely straightforward,
because finding things out israrely straightforward. Getting information from folk, when folk do not wish
to part with information, can be difficult.ls difficult. And on the rare occasions when folk are eager to part
with information, it often turns out that thisinformation isinaccurate. Which can lead to dl kinds of
confusion.

But if, at the end of the day, and such like, the information you have managed to acquire, in the course of
your detective work, leads to an arrest, then you've got aresult. And if the suspect is convicted, then
you've got an even bigger result.

And if the suspect isamurder suspect and gets sent off to the eectric chair, then you've got an even
bigger bigger resuilt.

Andif it turnsout later that the murder suspect wasin fact innocent, and was sent off to the eectric chair
because the information you acquired was inaccurate, well, tomorrow's another day, isn't it? Y ou can try
and get it right the next time.

The chocolate factory had big gates at the front. There was a gatekeeper in atiny box beside these
gates, keeping them, asit were.

Jack sniffed the air. It smelled sweet. It smelled of chocolate. Eddie addressed the gatekeeper. Thisis,
er, Lord Dork,' said Eddie, indicating Jack. 'He is a connoisseur of chocolate and I've brought him here
onagpecid vist.'

"Then you've cometo the right place,’ said the gatekeeper. '‘Because I'm a specid gatekeeper. I'm the
head gatekeeper. Because, dthough, as you can see, I'm only a head, I'm also the gatekeeper. Which
makes me the head gatekeeper. Which makes me very specia, don't you agree?

Eddie nodded and peeped in at the specia head gatekeeper. He was indeed nothing but ahead. A little
round wooden head. 'So, can we come in? Eddie asked.

'No," said the gatekeeper. 'We're closed to all visitors!'

‘But thisisLord Dork.The Lord Dork.'

'‘One Lord Dork is much the same to me as another,’ said the gatekeeper.
'So you're not inclined to grant us entry?

‘Evenif | were, | couldn't. Look at me, | may be aspecid head, but I'm only ahead. How could |
possibly open the gate?

"Who generdly opens the gates, then? Eddie asked.

'Search me," said the gatekeeper. 'I've been here for years, in rain and snow and fog and fug; I've yet to



seethose gatesopenup at al.’

‘But don't the workers go in and out?

There aren't any workers," said the gatekeeper.

'I smell chocolate,' said Jack. 'Someone is making chocolate.”

'If I had shoulders, I'd shrug them,” said the gatekeeper. 'And if | had legs, I'd probably walk. It's not
much fun at timesbeing me, | cantell you.'

'l could pull your head out of the box and we could drop it off somewhere,' said Eddie, helpfully.
‘No thanks, | like it here. It's not much of ajob, but it'sal | have. I'll make do. Goodbye."

'We haveto get insde, said Eddie. 'It's very important. It's about this." Eddie held up his bundle and
showed the chocolate bunny to the gatekeeper.

'‘What isthat? the gatekeeper asked.
'It'sahollow chocolate bunny.’

'Oh,' said the gatekeeper. 'So that'swhat chocolate lookslike. I'd dways imagined it to be pink.'

'Pink? said Jack. Y ou've never seen chocolate?

'l have now,' said the gatekeeper. 'And I'm very disgppointed. It's not nice having al your illusions
shattered. Please go away, you've quite spoiled my day.'

Eddie made an exasperated face.

'We're getting nowhere," said Jack. 'Shall we just climb over the gates?
"You can't do that," said the gatekeeper. ‘It's not alowed.’

'Really? And so what are you going to do about it?

Til sulk,' said the gatekeeper. '| sulked thelast timeand I'll sulk thistimetoo.'

'Last time? Eddie asked. 'Whet |ast time?

"The last time someone got past the gates. They didn't even speak to me; they just legpt over. | redly
sulked, | cantell you. | don't know whether it helped or not. But what else could | do?

Jack shook his head.
'Perhaps you should have raised the darm,’ Eddie suggested.

I'm not employed to do that,’ said the gatekeeper. 'I'm employed to stop people going through the gates
without my authorisation.’



‘And how do you do that?
The gatekeeper laughed. 'It'safinejoke, isn't it? he said. 'l never haveto. The gates are aways locked.'
Jack scratched at his head. 'Y es, but—

Eddie stopped him. 'So you're only employed to stop people goingthrough the gates? Notover them?
he asked the gatekeeper.

'My contract only saysthrough them.'

Jack shook his head once more.

"This person who leapt over the gates,’ Eddie said. "What did they look like?

'Looked like ameathead,’ said the gatekeeper. 'And all meatheads |ook the sameto me!'
"There's nothing specific that you can recall? Eddie asked.

"They had a sack,’ said the gatekeeper. 'l remember that. It was an empty sack when they jumped over,
but it looked weighty and full later, when they jumped back again.’

‘Significant,’ said Eddie. 'l s there anything e se you can remember?

I remember a sparrow that once built its nest in that tree over there!

‘About the mesathead who climbed in and out?

'No, shejust looked like ameathead.’

'She? said Eddie.

It was afemale meathead,’ said the gatekeeper. They have those things that stick out in the front.”
Tits? Jack asked.

'Feathers,’ said the gatekeeper.

"We're talking about the meathead, not the sparrow,’ said Eddie.

'Metoo," said the gatekeeper. 'She had big feathers, sticking out of the front of her bonnet.’
Back inthe car, Eddie said, 'Well, it was a struggle, but we got there eventualy.’

I didn't get any chocolate,' said Jack. 'And I'm till hungry.

‘But we got information. Someone leapt over the gates of the chocolate factory and stole a sack full of
somethings'

‘Bunnies, you're thinking?



'Let usassume so. And it was awoman.'

It might have been aman in afeathered hat.'

'Doesthat seem likely to you?

Jack shrugged. 'The unlikely iscommonplacein thiscity, he said.

It'sawoman,’ said Eddie. "We're looking for awoman. Perhapsit was alove triangle. She wasthe
scorned lover of both Humpty and Boy Blue. Or something.'

'So what isthe significance of the bunnies?

‘Some love thing. | don't know. Men give chocolates to women.'

"You're clutching a straws," said Jack. 'l don't believe it was awoman. Did awoman climb onto
Humpty's roof and put in that lens? Did awoman fire that crook from across the street? Did awoman
leap over those gates? Did you see how high those gates were?

'We'relooking for awoman.’

'We're not.'

Jack drove the car back down Knob Hill and, at Eddi€'s instruction, towards Tinto's bar. He didn't [ook
inthedriving mirror as he drove dong, but then Jack rarely, if ever, looked into the driving mirror.

Which was ashame asit happened, because if Jackhad looked into the driving mirror, he might well
have noticed the car that was following him.

It was along and low expensive-looking car and it was being driven by awoman.

A woman who wore afeathered bonnet.
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The sun was drifting down towards the horizon as Jack steered Bill's car dong one of the more colourful
streets of Toy City. Eddie had suggested that they take the pretty way back to Tinto's bar.

This street was a shopping areafor toys. There were brightly lit bazaars, shaded by decorative avnings.
Produce in baskets, tubs and crates spilled onto the pavements.

Jack dowed the car and kerb-crawled aong, peering out and marvelling at the wares and wonders, and
at those who shopped and strode and moved: toys, and more toys.

Jack's thoughts were dl his own and his thoughts were about thoughts. How could al these cregtions,



these things wrought from tin and wood and padded fabric,think'? How could they move and talk? It
was ludicrous, impossible, and yet it was so. Jack thought back to the gatekeeper at the chocolate
factory.

'A head,' said Jack, with a shake of hisown. 'A talking head in abox. Now | ask you, how does that
work?

'Most inefficiently,’ said Eddie. Theway he just let people leap over the gates. Outrageous. I'd have
sacked that head if it had been working for me. I'd have told that head to hop it." Eddie tittered foolishly.

'Y ou know exactly what | mean.’

'l do," said the bear. 'But must you keep going on about it? 'Y ou admit that you don't even know how
your own brain works.'

‘But at least I have abrain. Y our chum Wibbly had nothing &t al in what he had |eft of hishead. It can't
work, none of it can.’

‘But it does. Y our own eyes attest to the fact. Don't let it get you down, Jack. If you ever meet up with
the toymaker, you can ask him al about it.'

'And do you think helll tell me?
Eddie shrugged. 'l doubt it. But at least you will have asked.'
'Mad," said Jack. 'It'sdl quite mad." And he lapsed into asullen silence.

Eddie leaned back in the passenger seat and tried once more without successto fold hisarms. Thoughts
moved about amongst the sawdust in his head; how they did and \vhat they were was anybody's guess.

At alength that was shorter rather than long, he had done with thinking, and also with Jack's silence.
‘Jack,' said Eddie, al bright and breezy, * Jack, areyou avirgin?

"What?' went Jack, and the car swerved onto the pavement, scattering shoppers, who shook their fists
and shouted words of abuse.

'A virgin? said Eddie. 'Careful where you're swerving.'

'What kind of question isthat?

'An easy oneto answer, | would have thought.'

'Wel, I'm not answering it.” Jack regained control of the car.

'Soyouare," said Eddie. 'It's nothing to be ashamed of; you're ftill ayoung lad.’
'I'm old enough,’ said Jack.

‘But you haven't doneit yet?



'Eddie, change the subject, please. We're supposed to be on a case. Two murders. Concentrate on the
murders.’

'l am,' said Eddie. 'Take aleft here!’

Jack took aleft there.

'So you've never beenin adoll's house,' said Eddie.
‘A doll's house? said Jack.

‘A doll's house, abordello, a knocking shop.'

Jack rammed hisfoot down hard upon the brake, didodging Eddie from his seet and causing him to fall
in some confusion to the floor.

'‘Oooh ouch,’ went Eddie. 'Steady on. Help me up. I'm al in amess down here.'

Jack helped Eddie up and positioned him back on the seet. 'Talk about something else,’ he said. 'Tak
about the case.’

‘But it's pertinent to the case. | know a place where we might get some information regarding the
suspect. Tarts wear feathered hats, don't they?

Jack nodded in the manner of one who had some knowledge of these métters.

'Yes, well, they do,’ said Eddie. 'And tarts are to be found in bawdy houses. And | know of only one
bawdy houseinthiscity. And | know of it most intimately.'

Jack shook his head once more. "And you are a patron of this establishment? he asked.
'A regular patron, asit happens!’

Jack stared down at Eddie. He stared down hard and he stared down in particular towards acertain
areaof Eddie Bear's anatomy. 'But you're ateddy bear,' he said. 'Y ou haven't got aw—

''have, you know,' said Eddie. 'It'sjust that | keep it tucked away swhenit'snot in use!
'l don't believe you,' said Jack. 'Teddies don't have—

'Y ou want meto show it to you?

Actually Jack did. 'No, | certainly don't,' said he.

'‘Bearsare noted for their sexua prowess.' Eddie puffed out his plump little chest.

'l think you'l find that's rabbits," said Jack. ‘But | really must insist that you change the subject. Thisis
becoming most distasteful.’

'It's nature,' said Eddie. 'It's as natural as.'



‘Nothinginthiscity isnatural. But tell me about this bawdy house.'

'‘Ah,' said Eddie. 'Now you're interested.’

‘Only if it's pertinent to the case.’

'Y eah, right.’

'Eddie,’ said Jack. 'This murderer, this serid killer of yours. He—'

'She,' said Eddie.

'He, orshe. They won't stop at two, will they? They'll go on killing?

Eddie made with the very grave noddings. 'It's more than probable," he said.

"Then don't you think that we should, perhaps, be trying to work out who'slikely to be murdered next?
Then we could warn them. And liein wait for the murderer, or something.’

'Y ou're getting the hang of this detective game, Jack. Drive on; well go to the bawdy house.'

Jack threw up his hands and then Jack drove on.

The streets became less colourful and soon Jack was driving dong grim and narrow roads that were
postively grey.

It'shorrible here, hesaid. Thisisaredly horrible district. What afoul place. What aredly foul place
'l was brought up here,' said Eddie.

'Wdll, I'm sureit hasits good points.'

It doesn't,’ said Eddie. 'Perk here.’

'‘Arewethere? Jack asked.

'Of course we're not. But no one ever parks their caroutside a bawdy house. They park acouple of
Streets away and approach on foot. Normally wearing some kind of disguise!’

I'mwearing adisguise,’ said Jack.

'Y ou certainly are, Jack. Oh, and don't forget to lock the car. Then therell be the vague chance that it
will ill be here when we get back.'

Jack and Eddie | eft the car and Jack locked up the doors.
'Follow me," said Eddie.

And Jack did so.



A little ways behind, and atogether unobserved, another car drew silently to ahalt. It waslong and low
and expengve-looking. The driver's door of this car opened and alady'sleg appeared. It wasalong and
dender leg, tightly sheathed in black rubber. At the end of thisleg was adainty foot, shod with a
wonderful shoe. Its highly raised hedl was a ddlicate chromium spiral. Itstoe was adagger of stedl.

The exterior of the bawdy house was nothing to speak of.

Theinterior, however, was quite another matter. It was one of those grand salon jobbies, but thiswas
where any smilarity between it and the house of Oh Boy! ended.

The celling was agentle dome, richly figured with plaster reliefs of amorous cupids and garlanded satyrs.
The wallswere made gay with pastora paintings of frolicsome centaurs and dainty Arcadians. These
were engaged in the most intimate pursuits, but had been wrought with such charm and whimsy as might
bring an appreciative smileto the face of the most worthy cleric.

Pd e silkwood caryatids rose between these paintings. They had been lovingly carved and bore ddlicate
features and robes, which seemed dl but digphanous. They held, in their outstretched hands, crystal
candeldbrawhich lit the sdlon to anicety.

The furnishings wererich, but of arichnesswhich isrestrained, tutored, composed. The colours of the
fabricswere of the subtlest shades: dainty pinks and tender violets. Billowy cushions were cast hereand

there, creating an atmosphere of comfort and informality. And al around and about were elegant vases
from which the most gorgeous blooms breathed their precious fragrances.

'Oh my," said Jack ashisfeet dl but sank into a carpet woven with athousand blushing roses. 'Oh my,
ohmy.'

'Y ou approve? asked Eddie.

'Wdll, | think it'sincredible.’ And it wasincredible. It was overwheming in its beauty. Jack was
overwhelmed. And he was nervoustoo. For after al, hewas avirgin. And swonderful and marvellous as
this place was, itwas abawdy house. An actua bawdy house. Where there would be actual women who
had actua sex on aprofessiond bass. Which was actually somewhat daunting.

Actudly.
'Y ou wait until you see the bedrooms," said Eddie, rubbing his paws together.
'Eddie, said Jack. 'Just onething. We are here on business, aren't we?

'Of course,' said Eddie.

‘Becauseif theré's one thing | do know about ladies who work in bawdy houses, it isthat you haveto
pay them. With real money. And we don't have any money.'

‘Do | spy an expression of relief on your face? Eddie asked.

Y ou donot," said Jack. 'I'm just saying, that'sall.’



I have an account here." Eddie grinned from ear to furry ear.

Jack didn't grin, but now another thought entered his head. 'Eddie? said Jack.

‘Jack? said Eddie.

'Eddie, when you, you know,do it.’

'Yes,' sad Eddie. It wasalow, deep, growly kind of yes.

‘Do you do it with adolly?

Eddi€'s button eyes virtualy popped from hishead. ‘A dolly? he said in the voice of outrage. ‘A dolly?
Do | look like some kind of pervert who'd do it inter-species? | do it with another bear! Female, of
course. Dolly! That'sgross!'

'I'm sorry,' said Jack. 'Oh look, who'sthis?

‘It'sMother," said Eddie.

"Y our mother? But...'

'Mother Goose,' said Eddie. 'Or Madame Goose, as she prefersto be called.’

Madame Goose was indeed a goose, and avery large goose was she. Jack could see that shewasn't a
clockwork goose, rather, some great soft toy of athing, fully feathered and most convincing. Shewasa
profusion of petticoats and a gathering of gingham, with glittering rings on the tips of her wings. And she
walked with a quack and awaddle and aquack and aflurry of eiderdown (which hopefully didn't infringe
any copyrights).

She came a-waddling across the rose-pelted carpet, the light from the crystal candelabra twinkling on
her gorgeous gingham.

'Eddie,’ said Madame Goose, bending low and pecking kisses at the bear's cheek. 'It's been too long.
Have you come to settle your account?

'I've cometo introduce aclose friend of mine,' said Eddie. 'ThisisLord Schmuck.'
Jack narrowed hiseyes at Eddie.

Madame Goose curtseyed low, her petticoats spreading over the carpet like the petals of some exotic
bloom, or apink gingham jelyfish, dropped from aheight. Or something else entirely.

'Always a pleasure to meet with members of the aristocracy,’ she said. "Y oull find that we can satisfy
your every wish here!

'Verily,' said Jack, once more adopting the haughty foppish tone that held previoudly employed upon the
policemen. 'Well, naturally | am used to the very best of everything. So | trust that the damsels on offer
are more well-favoured than yourself in the looks department. Y ou fat old turkey.'



Madame Goose fdl back in horror, flapping her ring-tipped swings al abot.
Eddie head-butted Jack in that certain area of his anatomy.
'Gurgh!" went Jack, doubling over in pain.

‘Don't be rude in here, you schmuck,' counselled Eddie at Jack's now lowered ear. 'These are my
friends. Apologise a once.’

'I'm sorry, Madame." Jack clutched at himself in an unbecoming manner and took to the drawing of deep
bregths. 'I'll get you for that, Eddie,’ he whispered from between his gritted teeth.

'Please pardon Lord Schmuck,' said Eddie, stepping briskly beyond Jack's kicking range. 'His manners
aren't up to much. But his heart and hiswallet arein the right places!

'Quite s0," said the Madame, smoothing down her ruffled feathers and curtseying once more.
'‘Any chance of amorsd of food? Jack asked. '‘And aglass of wine, please.’
'Seat yoursdlf, gents,' said Madame Goose. 'l will bring you something at once.’

'Y ou sit down, Jack,' said Eddie. 'I'll accompany Madame to the kitchen. Have afew words, if you
know what | mean.' Eddie tapped at his nose with his paw.

'Don't belong," said Jack, lowering himsdlf with care onto an overstuffed settee.

'I'll be back as soon as.' Eddie followed Madame from the salon.

Jack sat awkwardly, nursing himself. He sighed and he made a sorry face. He felt most uncomfortable
here. The opulence, the colours and the fragrances were indeed pleasing, but he wasn't pleased. This
was, after al, awhorehouse. A high-class whorehouse, perhaps, but nevertheless, awhorehouse. Its
wed th was founded upon degradation: money earned by women who sold their bodiesto men. Jack

glowered at the rosy carpet.

He had never considered himsdf to be alad with high mora values. He was basically honest, but above
and beyond that, he/d never given the subject of mordity alot of thought.

'l think I'll go and wait outside,’ said Jack to himself.

'‘Oh no, don't go.'

Jack looked up. Theface of abeautiful girl smiled down upon him. Her mouth was wide and smiling,
displaying arow of perfect teeth. Her head was a bouquet of golden curls, the colour of sun-ripened
corncobs. Her eyeswere dark and large, brown and glossy as burnt sugar, fringed by gorgeous lashes.
And there was a troubled sadness in those eyes.

Jack stared into those eyes.

I'm Jill," said the beautiful girl.



'Oh," said Jack, 'I'm pleased to meet you.' And he rose to shake her hand.

Jll curtseyed low and Jack could see right down her cleavage. Jill had abeautiful body. It went in and
out in al theright places, and just by the right amounts too. Jack estimated that she could belittle more
than his own age— athough with teenage girlsit's often very hard to tell. 'I'm, er, Lord, er.’” Jack took a
deep breath. 'My nameis Jack,' he said.

‘Jackand Jll,'Jill giggled prettily. "What about that? she asked.

Jack managed alopsided grin. 'What about that,' he said.

'Madame sent me out to entertain you. None of the other girls have arrived yet. We don't redlly open
until later in the evening. But | am here, if you'll have me; just tdl mewhat you wish for.’

'Oh,' said Jack. 'Wdll, nothing likethat at the moment, thank you. I'm just waiting. For afriend.’
'I can be your friend. | can be anything you want meto be!'

'Please sit down," said Jack.

Jill sat down and Jack sat down beside her.

She reached out a hand to clasp his own, but Jack returned it politely.

'Don't you like me? Jill asked.

I don't know you,' said Jack. '‘But you look very nice. Very pretty.'

"Thank you very much. Y ou're very handsome.'Jill's eyestook in the jewelled buttons on Jack's
waistcoat. 'And | love your clothes!

"They're not mine. | only borrowed them.’
I rent mine from Madame,' said Jll.

'Do you mind me asking you something? Jack lowered hiseyes. '| mean, you're very young, aren't you?
To beworking in aplacelikethis?

'l haveto eat,' said Jill, her fingerstoying with one of Jack'sjewelled buttons. 'But let's not talk about
me. Let'stalk about you. Would you like to come upstairs with me now?

'I'd loveto," said Jack, eesing himsdlf away. 'But it'snot right.’

JlI looked somewhat sternly at Jack and when she spoke, there wasfirein her voice. 'What are you
saying? she asked. 'That.there's something wrong with theway | make aliving? I'm good at what | do
andwhat | doisnot illega. Are you some God-botherer, come to convert me from my wicked ways or
something?

'No," said Jack. 'Slow down. No offence meant. It'sjust—'



'Youreavirgin, aren't you? said Jill.

'I'mnot,’ said Jack rising to leave. 'l haveto go.'

'Please don't,’ said Jill. 'I'm begging you, please don't.’

'Begging?

'If youwalk out, I'll bein trouble with Madame.’

'l wouldn't want that,' said Jack, Sitting down again.

"Thank you,' said Jill. And her fingers stroked at his buttons once more.

‘But tell me, and | don't mean to offend you, isn't there some job other than thisthat you'd rather be
doing?

JlI cast him alook that was filled with contempt. 'lI'd quite like to be aprincess,’ she said. ‘Do you know
any princeswho arelooking for atart to marry?

'Please be calm.’ Jack raised caming hands. "'The reason I'm asking isthat | ran away from the factory
where | worked. Because | hated it. | cameto the city to seek my fortune.’

'Y ou cameto the city." Jill laughed. 'Y ou thought you'd seek your fortunehere”? You are clearly a
gormster. No offence meant.'

‘Nonetaken,' said Jack, asif nonewas taken.

'But you cameto the city.' Jill shook her golden curls. 'I've never heard of anyone comingto the city
before. I've heard that beyond the bounds of the city are desolate realms peopled by cannibals!'

'Y ou're not atogether wrong there.' The image of a now-one-eared farmer filled Jack's head. 'And
perhaps I'll never find my fortune. Perhgps| am well and truly cursed.’

'l know that | am.'Jill's voice was scarcely awhisper.

'What did you say? Jack asked.

'Nothing," said JlI. She placed ahand upon his. Thistime Jack didn't removeit.
'Y ou said you were cursed,’ said Jack.

'No, I didn't. So, do you want to come upstairs with me?

Jack smiled wanly. 'l don't have any money, I'm afraid.’

"Y ou can open an account.'

'l don't know,' said Jack.

'If you do come upgtairs,' said Jill, 'l can promise that you won't be disappointed. And if you are avirgin,



then you'l lose your virginity in amanner that you'll remember dl your life!
'Well,' said Jack.

'And if you don't come upgtairs,’ said Jill, ‘then Madame will beat me and possibly throw me out on the
street. And you wouldn't want that, now, would you?

Jack shook his head.

'‘Comeon then,’ said Jll.

Outside, clockwork cars purred on the streets and the denizens of the great metropolis went on doing
whatever they were doing. Five milesto the north, afoolish boy fell into afarmer's pit. The sun sank
benegth the horizon and night came upon Toy City.

And on awhite bed, in awhite room, with white curtains, Jack lost hisvirginity. Which was quite some
going, consdering histender years.

And when hisvirginity waslogt, egantly lost, he lay, dl spent, hishead upon a silken cushion, staring a
the ceiling. Jll, in Jack'sarms, touded his hair.

'How wasthat for you? she asked.

"‘Wonderful,' said Jack. 'Quite wonderful.

I'm pleased.’

Jack sighed and smiled. 'l loveyou," he said. 'Will you marry me?

‘Certainly,’ said Jill, "as soon as you become a prince. In the meantime, I'll make out your bill.’

When Jack |eft the white room, he moved upon feet that scarcely touched the floor. Hefairly soared. He
felt marvellous. He felt that he had now become aman.

Just wait 'til Eddie hears abouitthis, he thought. And, | wonder how you go about actualy becoming a
prince, he thought also.

Asthishad now become hisgod in life.

Down the stairs Jack wafted. Light as thistledown and dishevelled as a nettle bed. He had lipstick dll
over hisface and the jewelled buttons on his waistcoat were missing.

'Eddie.’ Jack reached the bottom of the stairs. 'Eddie, where are you?

All was dlent and Jack breathed in dl there was. The subtle perfumes seemed amost more subtle. But
now Jack felt atwinge of guilt. Had what he'd just done been wrong? Immora? Corrupt? Well, yesit
had, but.

But.



Jack pressed dl such thoughts aside. What had just happened had been wonderful, beautiful. And
something that was wonderful and beautiful couldn't be wrong, could it? And Jil acted asif sheld been
enjoying it too. And if sheld enjoyed it too, then it definitely wasn't wrong.

It wasright.
"Yes,' said Jack. 'It was. Eddie, where are you?
All wasasslent asbefore.

Rather too slent, redly.

Jack crossed the salon and pressed his hand against the door that led to the kitchen. He was very hungry
now. And very thirsty too. A snack wasin order. A celebratory snack, al washed down with a glass of

bubbly wine.

Which could go on Eddie's account.

Jack pushed the door open.

'Eddie,' he called once more, ‘where are you? Come on.’

Beyond the doorway was a hallway and beyond this halway, yet another door. Which is often the case
with hallways, especialy those that lead from one room to another. Jack pranced down this hallway and
knocked upon the door that it led to.

And as there was no answer to his knockings, he turned the handle and pushed the door open. It was
the door to the kitchen. Jack peeped in.

The kitchen was amagnificent affair, the kind of kitchen that Great Houses had. And thiswasindeed a
great house. There was aflagstoned floor, a huge centrd table, ovens and ranges and rows and rows of

hanging pots and pans and skillets.

Jack wasimpressed by thiskitchen. Thiskitchen,’ said Jack, 'iswhat | call akitchen. Thisisa
magnificent kitchen. Thekind of kitchen that Great Houses have. And thisisindeed agreat house. The
only thing | don't like about thiskitchen, the only thing thet redlly spoilsthiskitchen for me, isthat.'

And Jack stared at the thing that spoiled the kitchen and Jack felt just alittle sick. Because on the huge
central table lay Madame Goose. She lay as a goose stripped for cooking. Her legs were trussed and her
neck had been wrung.

Mother Goose was dead.

‘Jack," said the voice of Jll, * Jack, what are you doing in the kitchen? And now Jill's hand was upon
Jack's shoulder.

Jack turned and said, 'Go back. Don't comein here.'



'Why not?

‘Something's happened, something bad.’

'Show me, what? Jill pushed past Jack. 'Oh no,' she said, and she screamed.

"Just go back,' said Jack. 'I'll deal with this!

'Ded withwhat'? She's dead, isn't she?

'Pretty dead,’ said Jack, approaching the body on the

table. His hedls clacked upon the flagstone floor. Jack's feet were truly back upon the ground.
‘Thisisterrible.'Jill wrung her hands; big tearswelled in her eyes. Terrible, terrible.’

'I'm sorry," said Jack, viewing the body. 'I'll get something to cover her body.'

Tin not sorry abouther,' said Jill. 'But if she's dead, then I'm out of ajob, whichisterrible.’

'Right," said Jack, peering some more at the body. 'Whoever did this must be very strong. Hardly the
work of awoman.’

'Woman? said Jll.

'Eddie thinks..." Jack paused. 'Eddie,' he said. Then,'Eddie!" he shouted. "Where are you, Eddie? Are
you hiding somewhere?

No reply gave comfort to Jack's ears.

'Eddie!" shouted Jack.

‘Jack," said Jill, 'l think you'd better look at this.'

'What? Jack asked. And Jill pointed.

The kitchen door was open, but it was towards the doormat that Jill was pointing.
Jack followed the direction of this pointing, and then Jack said, 'Oh no.’

On the doormat lay something which filled Jack with horror.

That something was alarge pile of sawdust.
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'Eddie? Jack went al weak at the knees. 'Eddie, isthat you?



A gentle breeze entered at the kitchen door and rippled Eddiesinnards al about.
"Waaagh!" went Jack. 'Get a dustpan and brush! Gather him up in abag!'

'Have you gone mad?Jill asked.

'It'sEddie! My friend! Thisisdreadful!"

Jack was at the door now and he stared out into an aleyway beyond. Til go after him," hetold Jll. ‘I'll try
tofind therest of him.'

‘Jack, stop,' said Jill. 'It's atoy. Who cares about atoy?
'l do," said Jack. 'He'smy friend.'

'You'reabit old for that kind of thing, aren't you?
'He'smy partner,’ said Jack.

'Get redl,' said Jill. 'It'satoy. Toysdon't carefor our kind and if you're smart, you won't care for theirs.
Y ou can alwaysfind yourself another toy besr, if that's the sort of weirdnessyou'reinto.’

'What?

'No wonder you were so uselessin bed.'

‘What?

'Perhaps you'd have preferred it if 1'd put afur coat on.’

'Stop!" cried Jack. 'Stop now! Sweep Eddie's sawdust up and put it in abag. Then call the police. I'm
going after Eddie. I'll be back.’

'Ohyessr,’ sadJl.

Jack cast her avery stern glance. 'Sweep him up and call the police,’ he said.

Jack moved cautioudy along the dleyway. There was dways the chance that the murderer might till be
lurking there, lying in wait. Ready to pounce.

Sprinkles of sawdust lay here and there amongst discarded refuse. Jack's sunken heart sank deeper.

'Eddie," he cdled, throwing caution to the wind that was ruffling Eddie's sprinklings. ‘Are you there?
Anywhere? Eddie? Eddie!’

The dleyway led out to a sireet.

Further sprinklings of Eddie led to the pavement kerb.



Beyond this, on the road, were two black skid marks.

'Kidnapped,’ said Jack. 'Or," and he paused, 'or murdered.’

Jack returned with drooping shouldersto the kitchen.
JIl was sitting on the table, casudly plucking feathers from awing of the deceased Madame.
'Stop doing that," said Jack. 'Did you call the police?

"They're busy," said JlI. 'Apparently Little Boy Blue has been murdered. How about that then? Another
rich bag of rubbish done away with.'

"Y ou don't really care about anybody, do you? Jack asked.
'‘And why should 1? Nobody cares about me.'
'| care,’ said Jack.

'Of courseyou don't." Jill dusted feathers from her delicate fingers. 'Y ou only care about me because I'm
thefirst girl you've ever had sex with.'

"That's not true," said Jack.

"Then let's see how much you care about me when you get the bill.!

I don't have timefor this." Jack peered all around and about the kitchen. 'My friend has been kidnapped
and | haveto find him. There must be some clues here. What would Eddie do? Jack paced about in the
manner that Eddie had at Humpty Dumpty's apartment. And then Jack recalled that it was actualy he,
Jack, who had solved theriddle of how Humpty met hisgridy end.

'l candothis," said Jack. 'l can do this!'

'Y ou're a detective then, are you?

'Sort of,' said Jack. 'Sort of .’

'Oh, sort of, isit? And so what are your deductions, Mr sort-of-detective?

'‘Give meaminute," said Jack, peeping and peering around.

'Give meabreak, said Jll.

Jack made an exasperated face. 'Y ou may not care about anybody or anything, he said, 'but | do.
Someone hasinjured and taken my friend. And murdered this goose here.'

'And so you'relooking for clues?

'l 'am,' said Jack.



"Then why are you looking in dl the wrong places?

Jack, who was now under the table, straightened up, striking his head. ‘Ouch,’ he said. 'And do you
know theright places?

'All the clues you need are staring you in the face. Y ou're just not looking at them properly.
Jack got to hisfeet once more and stood, rubbing at his head. "What are you saying? he asked.
Jll eased herself down from the table. ‘Do you want meto explainit dl to you?

'Asif you could,' said Jack.

'l could, said Jill. 'l could tell you exactly what happened here and give you a description of the person
who didit.'

'l bet,' said Jack, searching for cluesin the breadbin.
‘But if you don't want your little teddy bear back, then forget it."
Jack replaced thelid of the breadbin and turned once more towardgill. ‘Go on then," he said.

JilI shook her corncob-coloured head. 'Oh no," she said. "Y ou owe me money. Quite alot of money, as
it happens. | charge double for virgins.'

"You'll get your money,' said Jack. 'Infact, if you can lead meto Eddie, I'll pay you double your double.’

'Hemust belosing alot of sawdust,’ said Jill, pointing towards the paper bag which sat beside her on the
table, the paper bag which now contained the kitchen-sweepings of Eddie. 'He could be nothing more
than a glove puppet soon.'

"Treble your double, then.'

'I'saded.

Jack sat himself down on thetable. Then, finding himsdlf far too near to the corpse, got up and stood by
the stove. 'Go on then," he said wearily, 'impress me.’

‘Right,’ said Jill. 'Wdll, when you went off down the aleyway, | had afew momentsto givethiskitchena
looking-over before | called the police and swept up the bits of your friend. These were my immediate
impressons!’

Jack disguised asigh asayawn. Or possibly he didn't.

‘Hrsly, said Jill, ‘I examined the kitchen door after you went through it into the aley. No signs of forced
entry, yet that door is aways locked.'

It was unlocked and open,’ said Jack.

'Exactly, said Jll. 'And the key isawaysin thelock on theinsde, but it isn't now, it'sin the outside of



thelock. Thekiller entered through that door by pushing a piece of paper under it from the outside, then
poking the key from the lock with a stick, or something. The key drops onto the paper and the paper is
pulled under the door. It's very basic stuff. Everyone knows how to do that.'

'Of course,' said Jack. 'Everyone knows that.'

"Y ou obvioudy didn't. Our killer isnow inside, in an empty kitchen, but hears someone coming and so
hides.’

‘Thekiller hides? said Jack. 'Where doesthe killer hide?

‘Thekiller hidesin that cupboard,’ said Jill, pointing to an open cupboard. ‘It's the broom cupboard. The
door, asyou see, is open and the brooms have al been pushed to one sde. That's not how | left them.'

'Okay," said Jack. 'Thekiller hidesin the cupboard; what then?

'Madame Goose and your friend Eddie enter the kitchen from the hallway. They talk, Eddie helps
himself to jam— Jill pointed to an open jam pot, surrounded by messy paw marks. "Whatever your friend
saysto Madame upsets her.'

'How canyou tdlthatT Jack asked.

'‘Because Madame took down her brandy bottle from that shelf and poured herself adrink. She doesn't
drink before midnight unless she's upset about something.’

'Yes, dl right,' said Jack. Thisisfar enough. Because you work here. Y ou put the broomsin place, you
know about the brandy. | couldn't be expected to figure that stuff out. It's not clever. It's obvious toyou.’

'Fine," said Jill. "Then how about this? Thekiller burst out of the cupboard, struck down Madame Goose
with abroom, picked up akitchen knife and dit your partner'sthroat.’

'Whoa, stop,’ said Jack.
‘Broom,' said Jill, pointing. 'Knife on floor, sawdust on mat. And your killer isawoman, Jack.'
‘What?

'A woman. She's about five foot six in her exclusive high-hedled footwear and she wears pale pink
lipstick. She smokesSweet Lady brand cigarettes and favoursDark Love perfume.’

'‘What? said Jack once more.

"Theré'sthe butt end of her cigarette in the broom cupboard. Her lipstick's on it and the mark of her
high-hedled boot. | could smell her perfumein the air when | came into the kitchen. Asto her height, she
swung Madame Goose's body up and onto the table after she killed her, then she trussed her legs. A
taller person would have tied them higher, further from the feet. She tied them as high as she could reach
without climbing onto the table — there are no hed-marks on the table, | looked. She's about my height.
She'svery strong.’

'Oh," said Jack.



'‘And she wears afeather bonnet. There's afeather stuck in the door jamb of the cupboard.’

'Oh," said Jack, once again.

'Now, my guessis,' said Jill, 'and hereit's only aguess, so correct meif I'm wrong, my guessisthat if
you are a sort-of-detective, you're working on a case. Probably two cases. The twobig casesthat are on
the go at the moment: namely, Humpty Dumpty and Boy Blue. Now I'm guessing once again here, but

what if these two were linked to awoman, possibly in some romantic fashion. Revenge crimes, perhaps.
A wronged lover. A -wronged lover in afeathered hat.'

Jack made groaning sounds.

'My fedingsthen,’ said Jll, ‘would be that the killer was on to you and your friend. Followed you both

here. Overheard what Eddie had to say to Madame Goose and what shein turn said to Eddie, then
slenced the both of them. How clo you think I'm doing?

Jack made further groaning sounds.

Therésonly onething that mystifiesme.’

‘Go on then, what isit?

It'sthat,” said Jill and she pointed to the mantel piece. 'What isthat doing here?
Jack looked up'at the mantel piece.

On it stood a hollow chocolate bunny.

Jack drove once more through the streets of Toy City. Thistime Jill sat beside him. On her lap wasthe
paper bag. The paper bag made Jack very sad.

'l likethiscar very much,’ said Jll. 'Isit yours?

‘It's borrowed,’ said Jack. 'So where are we going?

‘We're going to find thekiller. Y ou want your friend back and | want my money. Such isthe nature of
our business arrangement. Why did you change your clothes? | don't think much of that trenchcoat.’

'My waistcoat lost its buttons,’ said Jack. ‘I can't imagine how that happened, can you?

Turn left here,' said Jill.

Jack turned left and then left again, and then Jack said'Oh Boy!'

‘Werehere,' said Jill.

‘But why are we here?



‘Because it's the only connection we have. Feathered bonnets are this season's fashion amongst the
wedlthy. It's another "Bucolic Woodland" look. It'saBoy Bluething. And the hed marks on the cigarette
butt, "Boots by Oh Boy!" '

"The police have dl gone,’ said Jack. 'Do you want to go insde?

‘Obvioudy | do. I'd like to have alittle look through Boy Blue's client list. Perhaps we can identify this
mystery woman.'

'Let's hope s0," said Jack.

They entered by the rear door of the premises. It was a ssimple enough business, involving, asit did, Jack
diding apiece of paper under the door, winkling the key out from the insde of the lock with astick, or
something, then pulling the key on the paper under the door.

'‘As easy as,’ said Jack.

Which made him sadder ill.

Thetwo dipped into the slent building.

‘Let'sfind the office’ said Jill. Therell be afiling cabinet or something.’

Jack followed Jill. They passed through the grand salon, where soft light fell upon the pink marble floor,
highlighting ataped contour shape where the body of Boy Blue had lain.

'How did he die? Jill asked. "Y ou know, don't you?

It wasn't nice,' said Jack. 'Although, | must admit, it was rather funny.'
‘Let'sgo upgtairs,' said Jill.

'Where have | heard that before?

Jill turned a scathing glance on Jack.

‘Updtairsitis,' said Jack.

Updgtairs they came upon Boy Blu€'s private office. The door was unlocked and they went inside.
Moonlight cast pale shafts through tall windows, lighting upon expensive-looking items of furnitureand a
very grand desk indeed.

Jill began rooting about in the drawers of the desk.

Jack began touching thingsthat he shouldn'.



'Don't touch those things," said Jill.

'Don't tell me what to touch." Jack touched something el se, which fell and broke.
‘Smench!" it went on thefloor.

‘Sounded expensive,' said Jill.

Jack joined her at the desk.

‘Switch the desk light on,’ said Jill.

'Do you think we should? Someone might seethe light.'

‘Not up here.'

Jack switched on the desk light. "'What have you found? he asked.

Jll laid alarge leather tome on the desktop and began to leaf through it. Velum paper pagesfel one
upon another.

"The Spring and Catch Society,’ said Jill. 'It's a secret organisation.’

"Then how do you know about it?

'Y ou'd be surprised the things men tell me!'

'No, | wouldn't,’ said Jack.

'Wdll, it says here that Boy Blue was amember. And so are most of the old rich. These arerituads, see’
"They don't make any sense.” Jack peered at the page. The words meant nothing to him.

They'rein code.’

'l don't think it'saclue. What about the client list?

JlI pushed the tome aside and pulled another from the drawer. 'Accounts,’ she said, 'let's have alook
through this." She began | eafing once more through paper.

'Please get amove on,' said Jack.

‘Be patient.’

A sudden sound came to Jack's ears. "What was that sudden sound? he asked.
‘Nothing. Don't worry.'

‘But | heard something. Oh.'

Another sudden sound, this time accompanied by alot of sudden movement, caused Jack to leap back



in shock.
Therewasnow alot of sudden light. Big and sudden and bright and al shining right at Jack.
"Take him, officers!' shouted a sudden voice.

And dl of asuddenness, big, blue, jally, laughing figureswere al over Jack. And Jack was pinned to the
floor.

From beneath much pressing weight Jack found himsdf staring fearfully into the perished rubber face of
Chief Ingpector Wellington Bdllis.

'‘Gotcha,' said Chief Inspector Bellis. "They aways return to the scene of the crime. | knew | wasright. |
just had to wait thistime.'

‘Now hold on there.” Jack struggled without success.

'And you answer to the description of the suspect who broke into Humpty Dumpty's, earlier today. Bill
Winkie, private eye, | arrest you for murder.’

'No, stop, thisisn't right.’
‘Take him to the sation, officers,’ said Bdllis. 'And if he givesyou any trouble, then..."

'No, wailed Jack aslaughing policemen dragged him to hisfeet. 'Y ou've got the wrong man. Tdl him,
JII. Tel him!

But Jill was nowhere to be seen.
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Itisafact, well known to those who know it well, that there is scarcely to be found anywhere a society
which does not hold to some belief in asupreme being.

A God.

A Divine Crestor.

Toy City isno exception.

In Toy City anumber of different religions exist, each serving the spiritua needs of its particular
followers. Four of the more interesting are The Church of Mechanology, The Daughters of the Unseegble
Upness, Big Box Fdla, He Come, and The Midnight Growlers.

Followers of The Church of Mechanology are to be found exclusively amongst members of Toy City's
clockwork toy population: wind-up tin-plate barmen, firemen, taxi driversand the like.



These hold to the belief that the universeisavast clockwork mechanism, the planets revolving about the
sun by means of extendible rotary arms and the sun in turn connected to the galaxy by an ingenious
crankshaft system, the entirety powered by an enormous clockwork motor, constantly maintained, oiled,
and kept wound by The Universal Engineer.

The Universal Engineer ispictured inreligiousicons asalarge, jolly, red-faced fellow in greasy overdls
and cap. He holdsin one holy hand an oily rag and in the other, the Church's Sacred Writ, known asThe
Manual.

The Manud contains a series of laws and coda, but, asis often the case with Holy books, these lavs and
codaare penned in apidgin dialect of unknown origin, which leaves them open to varied interpretation.
Anexample of itstext isWinding is not to facilitate in counter to the clockways direction for tuning
the to.

Followers of The Church of Mechanology consider themsalves specid and superior to dl other varieties
of toy, in that, being clockwork, they arein tune andat one with the Universe.

A number of sub-sects, breskaway factions and splinter groups exist within The Church, with names
such asThe Cog- Wheel of Life, The Soring Almost Eternal andThe Brotherhood of the Holy Oil.
These are End Times Cults, which subscribe to the belief that, asindividua clockwork toys enjoy only a
finite existence due to the ravages of rust, corrosion, spring breakage and fluffin the works, so too does
the Universe.

Their prophets of doom foretell The Time of the Terrible Stillness, when the grest mechanism that
powersthe Universe will grind to ahdt, the planet will no longer turn upon its axis, the sun will no longer
rise and even timeitsalf will cometo astanddtill.

If asked what The Universa Engineer will be doing a this momentous moment, they will politely explain
that He will be cranking up anew Universe e sawhere, powered by something even greater than
clockwork.

If asked what this power could possibly be, they will like as not reply, 'And there you have it! What
powercould be greater than clockwork?

The Daughters of the Unseeable Upnessis amovement composed entirely of dolls— but only those
dollsthat have weighted eyes which automaticaly close when the doll's head istilted backwards. Such
city-dwelling dolls can never seethe sky, astheir eyes shut when they lean backwardsto look upwards.
These dollstherefore believe that the sky isasacred place that must not be seen, and that al who do see
it risk instant damnation.

Aswith clockwork toys, dolls enjoy only alimited existence before they eventually disintegrate, and as
the onset of disintegration in dollsisinevitably marked by one of their eyes sticking open, followers of this
religious persuasion invariably wear large, broad-brimmed, sanctified straw hats, or have their eyes glued
in the haf-shut position.

According to the followers of Big Box Fella, He Come, as everything new, especidly atoy, dways
comesin abox, then so too did the universe.

The universe, they claim, isacongtruction kit, which God assembled with theaid of hislittle helpers. Itis



God'stoy. One day, they claim, God will tire of histoy, disassemble it and, being awel-brought-up
God, put it back initsbox.

And that will bethat for the universe.

This particular religious belief system is predominant amongst Jack-in-the-boxes. They consder
themsalves to be specia and blessed because they are the only toysthat actualy remain within their
origina boxes, the toy nearest to perfection being the toy that has never been taken out of its box.

They believe that the universeis cubic, the shape of its original box, and so seethemsdavesas
microcosmic. The assembled universe consists of anumber of boxes, oneinsde the other, the smallest of
these containing the Jack himsdlf. Thisexistswithin alarger cubic box, the city, which stands upon a
cubic world, within aboxed solar system.

Mortds, they claim, cannot travel between the separate boxes. only Big Box Fellacan do that — he and
hisnameessevil twin.

Big Box Fellais one of God'slittle hel pers. He and his brother were given the task of assembling the
city, which was part of the Universe Kit. It was God'sintention that, once the city had been correctly
constructed, Big Box Fellaand his brother would tend to its upkeep and protect its
al so-to-be-assembled population (you have to remember that the universeisavery complicated
congdiruction kit).

However, things did not go quite as planned, because Big Box Fella's brother refused to follow the
ingructions, thereby committing thefirst ever act of evil. Heimprovised, with the result that certain things
wereincorrectly assembled, other things had parts left out and a city that would otherwise have been
perfect was anything but. -

Big Box Fdlacast hisbrother out of the city and attempted to put things right, but, out of spite, his
brother had taken the instructions with him, and so the task wasimpossible.

Somefollowersof thiscult think that Big Box Fellais till inthe city, tirdesdy working to correct dl his
brother's mistakes. Mogt, however, beieve that he left the city and went in search of hisevil twin, to
retrieve theingructions, and that he will return one glorious day and make everything perfect.

This, they hope, will happen before God tires of histoy universe, takesit dl to pieces and putsit back in
itsbox.

The Midnight Growlershas been described as ‘arobust and rumbustious cult, more adrinking club than a
religion, characterised by rowdy behaviour, the swearing of mighty oaths, the imbibing of strong liquorsin
prodigious quantities and the performance of naughtiness, for the sake of naughtinessaone'.

For the greater part, the teddies of Toy City (The Midnight Growlersisateddy bear cult) are
law-abiding modd citizens, who picnic and go \vaky-round-the-garden, behave with good grace and
exhibit exemplary manners. That within thisdutiful ursine population such awayward faction as The
Midnight Growlers should exist isabit of amydery.

An investigative reporter from the Toy City press sought to infiltrate this cult. He donned an elaborate
teddy costume and managed to pass himsdf off as abear, and spoke at length to the Grand High



Muck-a-muck of the cult, who referred to himself as The Handsome One. The Handsome One
explained many thingsto the reporter, but the reporter, who was finding it difficult to match The
Handsome One drink for drink in the downtown bar where the meeting took place, became too drunk to
remember most of them.

The reporter did manage to recall that there was agreat dedl of convivial camaraderie within the cult,
and The Handsome One congtantly told him that he was 'his bestest friend'.

The reporter was eventually unmasked, however, when he fell from the barstool, on which hewas
attempting to baance upon his head, and passed out on the floor.

In none of these religious movements, it is noteworthy to note, isthe kindly loveable white-haired old
toymaker worshipped as a God. Although heisfeared and revered, those toysinclined towards religious
belief consider him to be adoer of God'swork, but not actually aGod in his own right.

The Handsome One declared that he didn't have any particular views on the subject of God, but that as
far asthe toymaker was concerned, he was 'his bestest friend'.

Then hetoo fdl off hisbarstool.

At this present moment, however, The Handsome One and Grand High Muck-a-muck of The Midnight
Growlers Cult (indeed, if the truth betold, theonly member of The Midnight Growlers Cult) was amost
unhappy bear.

He lay downcast and best-friend-less upon the cold damp floor of acold damp cell, and he dearly
wanted a beer.

The coldness and dampness of his circumstances did not concern him too much, but other things
concerned him greetly.

The nature of hisbeing, being one.
And thisis not to say thecosmic nature of hisbeing.

It was the physical nature of his being that presently concerned him. And the nature of thisbeing was, to
say the very least,desperate.

Eddie Bear raised himsdlf upon afeeble paw and gazed down at the state of himsdlf. It wasagateto
insire gredt pity.

Eddie was no longer aplump little bear. He was a scrawny bear, an emaciated bear, abear deeply
sunken in the ssomach regions. A bear with only one servicesbleleg.

Thisleg, the right, was aweedy-looking article, but was superior to its companion, which was nothing
but an empty flap of furry fabric.

Eddie groaned, and it hurt when he did so. Eddie's throat had been vicioudy cut and his head was all but
severed from his body.



Eddie surveyed the bleak |andscape of himsalf. Thiswas bad. Thiswas very bad. Indeed thiswas very,
very, very bad. Eddie wasin trouble deep, and such trouble troubled him deeply. Eddie Bear was afraid.

‘| am done for," mumbled Eddie.

And it hurt very much ashe mumbled it.

Eddietried to recdl what had happened to him, but thiswasn't proving an easy thing to do. The contents
of hishead were dowly leaking out through the gash in his neck. Eddie settled carefully onto his back and

tried to scrape somein again.
What could he remember?

Wiell...

He could remember the kitchen. And Madame Goose. And asking her what she knew about an agile
woman in afeathered bonnet who was capable of legping over the locked gates of the chocolate factory.

Now why had he been asking about that?

Eddie gave his head athump.

Ah yes, the woman was the suspect. The sexid killer.

What happened next?

Eddie gave his head another thump and it dl came rushing painfully back.
Thatwas what happened next.

Eddierecaleditinal itshideous detail:

The door of the broom cupboard opened and Eddie was the first to see her emerge. He was impressed
by the way she moved. It was smooth, amost fluid. And you couldn't help but be impressed by the way
shelooked. She wore afeathered bonnet, but it wasn't so much abonnet, more some kind of winged
headpiece, which fitted tightly over her skull and covered the upper portion of her face: amask with
cut-away eyeholes and adender beak that hid her nose. The mouth beneath was painted a pink that was
aspink as. And thiswas st into asinister smile. The teeth that showed within this smile were very white

indeed.

Her body was, in itsdf, something to inspire awe. Eddie had never been an gppreciator of the human
form. All women looked pretty much the sameto him (gpart from the very fat ones. These made Eddie
laugh, but he found them strangely compelling). This ewoman wasn't fat anywhere. Shewasdimasa
whispered secret, and twice as dangerous, too.

Her body was sheathed in contour-hugging black rubber, held in place by many straps and buckles.
Eddie had never seen an outfit quite like it before. It looked very chic and expengive, but it also had the
down-to-busness utility qudity of amilitary uniform about it. It flattered in an impersonad manner.



She hadn't spoken aword. And this made her somehow more terrifying — because, if sheinspired awe
in Eddie, shedso inspired terror.

She legpt right over the table and she wrung the neck of Madame Goose with the fingers of asingle
hand. And then she picked up akitchen knife and cut Eddi€'sthroat withit.

The rest was somewhat hazy.

Eddie vagudy recdled being hauled up by hisleft leg, dragged dong an dleyway and flung into the boot

of acar. Then there was aperiod of bumping darkness. Then ahorrible light. Then dark corridors. Then
here. The cold damp cell.

And oblivion.
And now he was awvake again. And gravely injured.

And very scared indeed.

Jack wasn't so much scared asfurious.

He had been wrongfully arrested. And he had been beaten about and thrown into the rear of apolice

van. And now he was being driven uptown at breakneck speed. And there was abig policeman sitting on
his head.

'Get your fat arse off me,' cried Jack. "Y ou'rein big trouble. Y ou can't treat me likethis.

Officer Chortle, whose bottom it was, laughed loudly. 'We have you bang to rights, meaty-boy," he said.
'Weve dl been waiting for thisone.’

'What do you mean? Jack asked.
'For the chance to bring one of your lot to justice.’

I don't have alot,’ said Jack. ‘I'm just me.’

'Y oureaman,’ said Officer Chortle. 'And men think, they're above the law. The law isfor toy folk, not
for men. But you'vekilled your own kind and we have you now.'

'I demand my rights," Jack demanded. 'And | demand to see asolicitor.” Jack had read about solicitors

inaBill Winkiethriller. Suspects dways demanded to see ther solicitors. It was atradition, or an old
charter, or something.

It was asuspect thing.

'No solicitor for you,' said Officer Chortle, who read only weapons manuals. (Though mostly hejust
looked at the pictures.) "Y ou're going uptown and welll lock you away until &l the paperwork's done.
Then | think welll take you to pieces, to see what makes you run.’

'No!" Jack shouted. 'Y ou can't do that to me.'



Tdl it to Bdlis' said the officer.
'Ishe here?

'No, hewent on ahead. Probably to warm your cell for you. He left meto act on my own initiative. |
love it when he doesthat. It meansthat | can hit things!'

‘Listen," said Jack, trying to think straight, ‘can't we make some kind of a deal?
'Areyou trying to bribe an officer of the Law?

'Frankly, yes,' said Jack.

'Go on then,’ said the officer of the Law.

‘All right,’ said Jack. "Y ou hate meat-heads, don't you?

'l do," said Officer Chortle. 'Weall do.'

'So you don't redlly care about them being killed.'

‘Not at dl,' said the officer.

'So the more that get killed, the happier you'l be!

That'strue, the officer agreed.

'So let mego and | promiseto kill loads more of them. I'll kill them all, if you want. What could be fairer
than that?

'Well,' said Officer Chortle, 'if you put it that way," and he raised his bum from Jack's head.
Thanks," said Jack.

'Had you fooled." Officer Chortle sat down once more. 'That's al the confession we needed. Y ou heard
what he sad, didn't you, men?

'Yeswe did, said the officers, laughing fit to burst.

The police van sped onwards through the night-time sireets of Toy City, the bell onitstop ringing loudly.
The ringing of thisbell gave Jack a headache. The pressure of Officer Chortle's bottom didn't help to
soothe the pain.

'Y ou've got the wrong man, you know," Jack ventured.

'Y ou've said enough,’ said Chortle. ‘Be silent now, or | will be forced to plug your mouth.’

Jack maintained another of hissulking silences.



At length anew sound cameto Jack's ears. It was louder than the ringing bell and it caused Officer
Chortle to raise his bum once more,

'What isthat?" he shouted above the sound, which had grown to an dl but intolerable din. It was now
accompanied by aconsiderable grinding vibration.

Thedriver of the police van shouted back at Officer Chortle. 'It'safire engine,' he shouted. 'A Mark 5
Roaring Thunderer. The deluxe modél. It'strying to push us off theroad.’

'What? shouted Officer Chortle. "That's outrageous. Push it back.’
‘But gr, it'saRoaring Thunderer. It's bigger than us. Much bigger.'

Officer Chortle glared out through the police van's rear window. The Roaring Thundererwas much
bigger. Very much bigger indeed.

'Do something, driver,' he ordered. 'I'min charge here. Take evasve action.’

The driver took evasive action. He swerved onto the pavement, scattering pedestrians, including severa
who had, by coincidence, been earlier scattered by Jack.

'He's coming after us,' shouted the driver. And the Roaring Thunderer was.

It relly was amagnificent vehicle. Congructed of heavy gauge pressed stedl and finished in glossy red
and black, it had a nicke-plated ladder, with whedl -operated rotating turntable and elevation extension,
powered by acrank handle, pressed steel wheels and a cab-mounted bell. It normally came complete
with six tinplate firemen, two with hose-gripping hand attachments.

Had Jack been able to seeit, he would have admired it. And he certainly would have wanted to driveit.
The reflected streetlights glittered on its polished bits and bots. It was mechanised by two extremely
powerful double-sprung synchronised clockwork motors which took five clockwork firemen to turnits
enormous key.

The Roaring Thunderer careered aong the kerb, striking down lampposts and tearing the overhanging
awnings from the shops and bazaars. It struck the police van once again. The driver of the police van
took to praying.

'Y ou're not amechanologist,’ shouted Officer Chortle. 'Y ou're abendy policeman. Cut that out and
drivefaster.

The van won't go any faster. Oh no!'
The police van overturned. Over and over and over it overturned.

Within the van, the officers of the Law and their captive revolved in ablur of blue bouncing belliesand
long lanky limbs. The rear doors burst open and Jack found himself airborne.

And then things went very black for Jack.

Very black indeed.



Eddie moved once more into the black. Unconsciousness was never anything other than black for Eddie,
for teddy bears don't dream whilethey deep. They exist in astate of non-being which istruly
UN-CONSCIOUS.

How long Eddie remained in this particular period of blackness he was unable to say, because he didn't

have awatch. He had tried to wear one in the past, but it dwaysfdl off, hisstumpy little arm lacking a
wrigt. Thisparticular period of blackness ended in an abrupt fashion -when abright light shone upon him.

Eddie peered up, shidlding his eyeswith afloppy paw.

A figure stared down upon Eddie.

Eddieflinched.

Thefiguresad, 'Eddieg, it'syou.'

Eddiesad,” Jack? My bestest friend? Isthat you?

It'sme," said Jack. 'It'sme.’

'And you've come to save me. Jack, thisiswonderful, how—'

But Eddie's words were cut short as Jack was suddenly propelled forward at considerable speed. He
landed heavily upon the bear, raising acloud of sawdust and causing Eddi€'s button eyesto dl but pop
from hishead.

Before he passed once more into blackness, Eddie -was able to glimpse the force behind Jack’s
untoward propulsion.

Standing in the doorway of the cell was the woman in the winged headpiece.
She didn't spesk aword. Shejust smiled.

And then she dammed the cell door shut upon both of them.
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'Kidnapped.' Jack sat shivering in the coldness and dampness and in the mostly darkness of the horrid
little cdll. 'She kidnapped me. She hijacked afire engine, drove the police van off theroad, | fell out, she
picked me up and threw mein the boot of acar and drove here. Where is here, by the way? Oh, Eddie,

I'm so glad to see you.'

'Kidnapped? Eddie whispered. 'Police van?



It'salong story," said Jack, giving the bear's sunken belly agentle pat. 'And it'sfar from over. Whois
she, Eddie? She'sredly scary.

Eddie tried to shake his head, but couldn't.

I'msorry | fell onyou,' said Jack. 'And | can't see you too well in this mostly darkness. But from what |
can see, you look in aterrible state. Isthere anything | can do for you?

'Get me out of here,' Eddi€'s voice wasfaint. 'Get me to the toymaker. Only he can save me!
'Oh Eddie, I'm so sorry. Can't | stuffyou with something? | could tear up your trenchcoat.’
"‘Won't work. Get me to the toymaker, Jack. Save me.'

‘But how?

'Use your clockwork pistol. Shoot the lock off.!

'Chief Inspector Bellis confiscated my pistol. He said it was evidence.' Jack rose and peeped out

through thelittle grillein the cell door. 'Perhapsthe key'sinthelock, he said. 'lI know thisredly clever
trick.’

'Everybody knows that trick.' Eddie made small moaning sounds. The key won't bein thelock.'
"There might be aloose flagstone with a secret passage under it. There often isin books.”
Eddie moaned alittle more.

'Don't worry, Eddie, I'll get us out of here.' Jack knelt once more and cradled Eddie's wobbly head.
"You'll bedl right, he said. Til get you to the toymaker. HEll have you as good as new. Better than new.’

Eddi€'s button eyes crossed.

'Stay awake, Eddie’ Jack stroked the bear's head. "We'rein thistogether. We're partners, aren't we?
Partners don't et each other down. Partners stick together through thick and thin.'

Eddie said nothing.

'‘Come on, stay awake." Jack shook Eddi€'s head, but gently. 'Don't you..." Hiswordstailed off. ‘Don't
you...

'Die? whispered Eddie. 'Get me to the toymaker.'
‘Right, said Jack. And he leapt to hisfeet.

'Ow," went Eddie as his head struck the floor.
'Sorry, sorry. But I'll get usout. | will.'

Jack looked al around and about. Around and about looked hopeless: ahorrid little cell of coldnessand
dampness and mostly darkness. A sturdy cell door and not a hint of window. The floor was of concrete,



with no hint of flagstone.
'Only oneway out,' said Jack. 'I'll have to pick thelock.'

Eddie said nothing. The chancesthat Jack could actudly pick alock were so remote that they did not
require commenting upon.

Jack peered into the keyhole. A wan light shone throughiit.
'Hm," went Jack thoughtfully. "'That would be abig old lock, by thelook of it.'
To save hisenergy, Eddie groaned inwardly.

‘But,’ said Jack, ‘it's probably just your standard side-crank mortise lock, with asingle-arc lever action
and adrop-balt diding movement.’

'‘Uh? went Eddie.

‘Locks are only clockwork motors without the motors,' said Jack. 'And if | do know about anything,
Eddie, | know about clockwork.'

'Mm, went Eddie, in an encouraging manner.

'So,' said Jack. 'All | need is something to pick it with." He rooted around in his pockets. 'Ah," he went
at length. It was adiscouraging ‘Ah’. Thekind of an 'Ah' that alad might make when he finds that he has
nothing whatsoever in his pocketsto pick alock with.

'Eddie,’ said Jack.

Eddie said nothing.

'Eddie, | don't suppose you have a piece of wire about your person?

Eddie said nothing once more.

It'sonly that if you did, | redllycould pick that lock. But | don't seem to have anything on me.”

Eddie raised afeeble paw.

Jack knelt down beside him. 'Sorry,' said Jack.

Eddie's mouth opened.

Jack |leaned closer.

'Growler,’ whispered Eddie.

'Wéll there's no need to be insulting. I'm doing my best.’

'My growler. Use my growler.'



‘What?

‘Thereéswirein the digphragm of my growler, usethat.’

"What? went Jack again.

'Put your hand down the hole in my throat. Pull out my growler; do it quickly, hurry.'
‘But," went Jack, ‘are you sureit won't kill you or anything?

"Just do it now, Jack. Theré's no time left.’

Jack made a pained expression. Theidea of putting his hand through the hole in someone's throat and
tearing out their voice box was most ungppedling. But then, Eddie was only atoy.

Jack made a brave face. Eddie wasn'tonly atoy. Eddie was hisfriend. His bestest friend. And he had to
save hisfriend. Jack stedled himsdlf and then, very gently, he did what had to be done.

Eddie sighed softly. His mouth moved, but no words came fromiit.

'We're out of here,' said Jack. 'Just trust me.'

Now as anyone who has ever tried to pick alock will tell you, there's adefinite knack toit: abit like
riding abike, or holding atiger by thetail, or dining with the devil with avery long fork. Or, if you areinto
sexud gymnastics, engaging in that position known as 'taking teawith the parson’.

Or doing agebra.

Or climbing amountain.

Or knowing the secret of when to stop.

But the point of dl thisis, that some of us have the knack.

And some of us havent.

And when it cameto picking locks, Jack hadn't.

"There," said Jack. That'sgot it.’

But it hadn't.

There,' he said once more.'That's got it."

And it had.

Which certainly proves something.



Jack eased open the cell door. No hideous groaning of hinges broke the silence.

What light that could fall through the cell doorway fell through, in and onto Eddie. It displayed, in
gruesome detail, just how direthelittle bear's condition now was.

'You'll befine' said Jack, athough there was alack of conviction in histone. 'I'm going to haveto fold
you up abit and stuff you into my big inside pocket. I'll stick you in head downwards, so you don't, you
know, lose any more brains or anything.'

Jack did the business as delicately as he could.

He closed and buttoned his coat. Patting softly at the bulge that was Eddie, he whispered, 'Y ou'll be
okay, my friend." And then, upon very light feet indeed, Jack tiptoed up the passageway .

It was alow and narrow passageway and al aong its length there were other cell doors. Jack didn't
stop to peep in a any, but he felt certain he could fed eyes peering at him through the nagty little grilles.
Jack hastened histiptoeing. Thiswas not anice placeto be.

Up ahead was an iron staircase. Jack took the stepstwo at atime.

And then there was another passageway .

And then another.

And then one more.

And then another one more.

And then there was an iron staircase leading down.

And then another passageway.

And then Jack was back at the open cell door.

'‘Ah,' said Jack. 'Now there'sathing.’

Jack retraced his footsteps.

Now it would be tedious indeed to continue with thiskind of stuff for too long, what with some of us
knowing the secret of knowing when to stop. So let it just be said that after agreat deal more
passageway perambulation, Jack eventualy came upon adoor that led to astreet. And, having picked its
lock, opened it. And on that street, which was not one that Jack recognised, there stood an automobile.

It was long and low and expensive-looking. And Jack, who still had some lock-picking left in him,
availed himsdf of thisautomobile and drove it away at some speed.

Jack drove and drove until the car ran down, rewound it and drove on some more. He eventualy found
himsdlf in an area of the city that he recognised, and findly he drove up Knob Hill towards the house of



the kindly loveable white-haired old toymaker.

It wasafineold house. A finedark house: dl turrets and spires and gables. Itsleaded glasswindows
were deeply mullioned and its dated roofs pitched at queer angles. There were buttresses fashioned with
grinning gargoylesand dl kinds of glorious architecturd fiddly bits. These fussed around and about the
house and offered the eye of the beholder much to dwell upon.

There were no fences or gates, only abit of agravel drive. Jack parked the car upon this, told Eddie,
'We're here," and removed himself at speed to the toymaker's door.

The door was asingularly magnificent affair. It put Jack in mind of Humpty Dumpty's door. It was
old-style grand.

Atitscentrewas alarge, carved smiley face with ahuge brassring through its nose. Thisring wasthe
knocker. Jack reached out towardsit.

‘Don't even think about touching that,’ said the carved smiley face. 'Y ou can't come in. Goodbye.'

Although little about Toy City now surprised Jack, the carved smiley face on the door caught him
somewhat unawares.

'Oh,' said Jack. 'Oh.’

'Oh? said theface. 'Isthat al you have to say for yourself?

' have to see the toymaker,' said Jack.

'Say pleasethen.’

'Please,’ said Jack.

'No,' said the face. 'Go away.'

' have to seethe toymaker. It'surgent. It'samatter of life and degth.’

It dwaysis,' said the face. 'No one ever comes just to pay avist. Or bring presents. Oh no, they turn

up hereat dl hours of the night saying "my arm'sfdlen off", or "my spring'scoming loose”, or "arat's
gnawed my foot", or..."

Jack reached out his hand.
'Don't touch my knocker,' said the face. Til bite you.'
'I have abear here that needsfixing.’

"Thereyou go," said the face. 'See what | mean?1 knew it. | just knew it. Go away. Come back
tomorrow.'

'‘Let mein now," said Jack.

'‘And what happened toplease?



‘Right,’ said Jack. 'Stuff you.' And he pulled out the wire from Eddi€'s growler and prepared to pick yet
another lock.

'What are you doing? asked the face.

‘Letting mysdlf in,' said Jack.

'Y ou can't do that. It's more than my job's worth to let you do that.'
‘Do you have a brother by any chance? Jack asked.

'Certainly do. He's the gatekeeper at the chocolate factory.'

'What asurprise,’ said Jack. 'Wdll, I'm letting mysdlf in.'

‘But you can'tdo that.'

'‘And what are you going to do about it?

The face made athoughtful face. "Y ou've got methere,' it said. 'If you werein my position, what would
you do?

'Well,' said Jack. 'Y ou discourage folk from entering, don't you?

'I certainly do,' said the face. ‘Lot of selfish timewagters. | keep ‘em out. Stop them from bothering the
toymaker.'

'And that'syour job, isit? Jack was growing frantic.

‘Not assuch,’ said theface. 'l act on my own initiative.'

'So when wasthe last time you actudly let anyonein?

The face made an even more thoughtful face. ‘Can't remember,' it said. 'Agesago.’
'S0 no one ever gets to see the toymaker?

'He'sbusy. He designstoys.'

'How do you know what he does? Jack's fingers were now at the keyhole.

'l can seewhat you're doing,' said the face.

'So what are you going to do about it?

The face made athoughtful face, perhaps evenmore thoughtful than the previous one. Then suddenly it
made an enlightened face. 'Raisethealarm,’ it said.

'How? Jack asked.



The face began to frantically knock its knocker.

'Inspired,’ said Jack. "Y ou certainly are a credit to your profession.’
Knock Knock Knock Knock Knockwent the knocker.

And at length the door opened.

Jack looked in.

And avery old face looked out at him.

It wasavery old face, but it was abig one: abig face on alarge head that was attached to alittle body.
Now it isanother fact, well known to those who know it well, that very famous people dways have big
faces. They have big faces and little bodies. Why thisis, no one knows for sure— even those who know

factswell don't know it. But it'strue and thereit is.

Jack said, 'Sir, are you the toymaker?

'l am thekindly loveable white-haired old toymaker,’ said the toymaker, and he indicated his hair and the
kindliness of hisfeatures. And theywere kindly.Very kindly.

"Then, i, please, | need your help. My friend has been grievoudy injured.’
'I can only help toys,' said the toymaker.

‘Intruder!” shrieked the wooden face. ‘Call the police!”

‘Be quigt, Peter,’ said the toymaker.

'My friend isatoy,' said Jack. 'He'sabear.' Jack opened his coat.

The toymaker peered in. 'From what | can see, he looks alittle under the weeather,' said he. 'Y ou'd best
bring himinand I'll seewhat | can do.’

Thank you, Sir,' said Jack.

'And enough of thatsr business. My nameis Mr Anders. Y ou can cal me Anders.’
"That doesn't sound too polite.”

It'smy first name. I'm Anders Anders!’

'Oh," said Jack.

The toymaker swung wide the door and, much to the disgust of the carved knocker face, ushered Jack
ingde.

It's strange how some homes are so much bigger on the inside than you would expect, isn't it?



So it came as ahuge surprise to Jack to fmdjust how redlly small the toymaker's house wasinside.

Jack had to duck his head.

It'saspatia ambiguity thing,' the toymaker explained as he led Jack towards his workroom. 'Something
to do with the trangperambul ation of pseudo-cosmic antimaiter. Easly explainablein terms of quantum
physics, if you know what | mean.’

'Haven't aclue,’ said Jack.

"W, let's get your little friend onto the workbench and see what can be done for him.'

'Yes,' said Jack. 'Let'sdo that.'

The workroom wasexactly as Jack might have expected it to look.

Tools of many persuasionswere racked on every wall between shelves and shelves of gingham and lace
and kapok and countless jars containing glass eyesthat stared out blankly at Jack. Sewing machines and
other machines jostled for space upon aworkbench crowded with haf-completed toys. Benegth this,
rollsand rolls of fur fabric of every bear shade were piled upon one another in furry confusion. From the
low celling hung dolls arms and legs of dl sizesand shapes.

A cod fire burned brightly in atiny fireplace and beside this stood a comfy-looking chair.

'Onto the bench with him then," said the toymaker.

Jack carefully eased Eddie from his pocket and laid him down on the workbench.

'Oh dear,’ said the toymaker. Thisisavery sorry-looking bear. | think we'd be better just to bin him.'
'No!" said Jack. 'No, please, hes my friend. Save himif you can.’

'Y our friend,’ said the toymaker. 'Heredllyis your friend?

'Heis,' said Jack. 'l care about him.'

'Nice,' said the toymaker. 'Very nice." And he looked once more upon Eddie. 'Ah," he said. 'l know this
modél. It's one of the old Anders Standards!’

'l was given to understand that he's an Anders Imperid,’ said Jack. 'He hasa"specid tag” in hisear.’

Mr Anders viewed the "specid tag". Heraised aquizzica eyebrow and then he laughed. Toyswill be
toys, he said. 'And this one, you say, isyour friend?

Jack nodded. 'My bestest friend,’ he said.

'Nice," said the toymaker once more. 'Everyone should have a bestest friend. And abear isas good as
any to have. But thislittle bear isdl but gone. Perhaps| should empty out hishead and givehim a
completerfill.

'No, please don't do that. HE's Eddie, let him till be Eddie’



"Youredlydo care, don't you?

"Very much,’ said Jack.

'l leave his head done then and just re-stuff the rest of him.'
'He needs anew growler,’ said Jack.

'He'slogt hisgrowler? What acardesslittle bear.' The toymaker shook hiskindly white-haired old head.
'Well, you go and sit yourself down in that comfy-looking chair and I'll seewhat | can do to save your
Eddie’

"Thank you, sir." Jack took himself over to the comfy-looking chair and sat down uponit.

'You can't St here, said the chair.

'Oh,' said Jack, legping up.

'Quiet, you,' the toymaker told the chair. 'He's my guest. Sit down again, my boy.'

‘Jack,' said Jack. 'My nameis Jack.'

"Therell never be ashortage of Jacksin thiscity,’ said the toymaker, and he set to work upon Eddie.

Jack sat down once more. The chair made agrumpy sound and did what it could to make itself
uncomfortable.

Jack watched the toymaker at work.

So thiswas him: the man behind it al. The man who somehow brought toysto life. The man with the Big
Secret. And here he was in hisworkshop, putting Eddie back together. And being so kindly and lovesble
and white-haired and everything.

Andthenit dl hit Jack. All of asudden. Like.

The toymaker didn't know, did he? He had no idea at all about what was going on out therein Toy City.
He didn't know what a ghastly dystopia of aplace it had become. Hewas al cosseted away here,
guarded by the knocker on hisfront door.

'How are you doing? Jack asked the toymaker.

It will take abit of time. Perhaps you'd better come back in the morning.’

Jack thought about this, but, no, he had nowhere to go. He was awanted man. The police were after
him. And the wild woman with the winged hat. She'd probably know by now that he'd escaped,and
stolen her car.

Til Stay here, if you don't mind,’ said Jack.

"Then get yourself some deep,’ said the toymaker. 'That chair isvery comfortable.’



"Thanks,' said Jack asthe chair made rocky fists beneath hisbum. 'l am rather tired, asit happens. And
rather hungry too, asthat happens aso.’

Til wake you for breakfast then,' said the toymaker.

What a nice man, thought Jack and, even with rocky fists under hisbum, was very soon fast adeep.

15

Jack did not enjoy alot of restful dumbering. Jack spent the night assailed by terrible dreams. And they
redlywere terrible, filled with murder and mayhem and him running and running, pursued by al manner of
monstrous nasties. Jack tossed and turned and fretted and mumbled and finally awoke to find that he had
been thoughtfully covered by a colourful quilt, but had the slly big face of abear grinning down at him.

"Waaah!" went Jack, leaping up.

'Easy, chap.' Thedlly big face vanished as Eddie Bear fell to thefloor.
'Eddieg, it'syou. You'refixed.

'I'm asgood as.' Eddiefairly beamed.

Jack looked down at Eddie. Eddie looked up at Jack.

'Eddie," said Jack.

‘Jack, chap? said Eddie.

'Eddie,’ said Jack. 'That isn't your voice.'

'‘New growler, chap,’ said Eddie. 'Posh, ain't it?

"Very posh,’ said Jack. ‘But | don't like thechap business!

‘Sorry, chap. | mean, sorry, Jack. And thank you. Thank you very much.'

'My pleasure,’ said Jack. 'And oh, | smdll breakfast.'

Jack and Eddie took their breakfast with the kindly loveable white-haired old toymaker. It was a
banquet of abreakfast; a belly-busting beano; a guzzling gourmand's groaning-board blowout. It
conssted, amongst other things, of creamed crad, honeyed ham, devilled dumplingsand grilled
greengages, not to mention the sauteed salmon, spiced spinach, parboiled pumpkin and peppered
persmmon. Nor indeed, the caramelised carrots or the fricasseed frog.



And during the course of this eclectic and aliterative breakfast, Jack did his best to engage the toymaker
in conversation.

'Sir,' said Jack, 'I'm so very grateful to you for saving my friend. If | had any money, then I'd gladly pay
you. But if thereisanything | can do for you, pleasetell meand I'll doiit.’

Thereian't,’ said the toymaker, munching on marinated mallard.

'Anything a al,' said Jack, toying with histenderised tit.

'Nothing,' said the toymaker, skilfully spearing stuffed starfish with hisfiligreed fork.

'I'm very good with clockwork.' Jack diddled with a deep-fried dogfish. 'l was apprenticed.’
'‘Where? the toymaker asked as he pursued a pickled peaaround his plate.

Jack told him where,

The toymaker raised a snowy eyebrow. 'And you left there to come to the city?

It'salong story,’ said Jack, 'but if theres anything | can do... if you need an gpprentice or an assembler
or—'

Eddie kicked Jack under the table.

"When I've finished the work I'm presently engaged in, of course." Jack scooped up and swalowed a
diver of scuffled sugar beet.

'‘And what work isthat? asked the toymaker.

P

Eddie kicked Jack again.

'Ouch,’ said Jack and he glared at Eddie.

Eddie put his paw up to his mouth and made shushing sounds.

The toymaker looked from Jack to Eddie and then back at Jack once more.
It'slowly work," said Jack. ‘Compared to what you do, it's absolutely nothing.’

I don't consider what | do to be work.' The toy-maker pushed a portion of potted plums onto his plate.
'What | doisfun and games. Everything | do isfun and games. Thefun for meisin the game. The game

isinthefun.’
‘Right," said Jack, "but, Sir—'
'Cal me Anders,’ said the toymaker. 'Anders Andersis my name.’

'Mr Anders, then. Can | ask you aquestion?



'l don't know," said Anders Anders,'can you?

'May| ask you aquestion?

Y ou may.'

"Then please will you tell me, how isit done?

'How iswhat done?

‘Thetoys, how do you bring them to life?

'Y ou can't askthat." Eddie, whose face wasfull of flambeed flamingo, spat much of it al over Jack.

'Steady on," said Jack, wiping himsdlf.

"You can't ask Mr Andersthatl Bad chap!’

'He can,’ said Mr Anders. 'He can ask.'

"Then howdo you do it?

'l said you could ask. | didn't say that | would tell you.'

'‘And s0 you won't?

Mr Anders shook hiskindly loveable white-haired old head. ‘'No," he said.

"Then pleasejust tell methis,’ said Jack. 'Isit magic?

The toymaker shook his head once more. 'Not magic,’ he said. 'Science. And that isall | will say. One
day | may well take on an apprentice. And one day, perhaps, that apprentice will be you. But not today
and not for along time yet to come. So, for now, would you care for some more of thisfrazzled falafel?

'Yesplease,' said Jack.

'‘Metoo,' said Eddie. 'And another of those bevelled brownies.

When the breakfasting was finaly done with and Jack and Eddie, big-bellied both, bade the toymaker
farewdl, Jack offered his hand and the ancient fellow shook it.

I'mvery grateful, Sr,' said Jack. 'l redly truly am.’
‘Anders,’ said Anders Anders. 'Just cal me Anders.’
‘Thank you, Anders, said Jack. 'l am deeply grateful .’

‘That goesfor metoo, chap,’ said Eddie. 'Chap,sr. Thank you, thank you, thank you.'



'Look after each other,' said the toymaker. 'And be good.'

The door closed upon them. "And don't come back,' said the carved face of Peter uponit.

'Wdl,' said Jack. 'Wasn't hethe nice one.'
‘A regular gent,' said Eddie.

'Y ou know I'm sure that if weld asked him nicely, held have seen hisway clear to fitting you out with
opposable thumbs.'

"Waaah!" went Eddie.
'Waaah? queried Jack.

"Waaah there," Eddie pointed a paw with a non-opposable or any otherwise thumb. 'It'sher car! She's
here!

'‘Cam down, Eddie," said Jack. 'l stolethe car.’
‘Right,' said Eddie. 'Well done, chap.'

'Please stop it with thechap thing.'

I can't help it. It'sthe new growler. Itl wear in, bear with me.'
Jack laughed.

'Why are you laughing?

"You said bear with me. And you're abear.'

That isvery sad, said Eddie.

'Y ou're the same old Eddie," said Jack. 'Shall we go?
'We shdll,' said Eddie.

'‘And whereto?

‘Back to the sexid killer's hideout. Well stake the place out and then plan how we can capture her.’

'Ah," said Jack. 'Ah.

Jack drovethe car and Eddie sat trying to fold hisarms and look huff-full.



‘Never made anote of the address,’ said Eddie. 'How unprofessiona isthat?”
I wasthinking of you. | just wanted to get you to the toymaker's.

'Y egh, well.'

'How dareyou "Y eah, well" me. | saved your life!

'Yes, you did. And I'm very grateful. But we have to stop thisthing.’
'Y ou wereright, though, Eddie. It'sawoman.’

'l wasn't right,’ said Eddie. 'Take aleft here!

Jack took aleft. "Why weren't you right? he asked.

'Because she'snot awoman.

'Notawoman? Y ou're saying she's some kind of toy?

'She's not atoy,'»said Eddie.

‘Not awoman and not atoy? So what is she, Eddie?

I don't know,' said the bear. 'And that's what really worries me.’

‘She'sawoman,’ said Jack. 'A very strange woman, | grant you, but she'sawoman. | know what
women look like and she looks like awoman.'

‘But she doesn't smdll like one," said Eddie. 'Under the perfume, she doesn't smell like awoman. I've got
abear's nose.' Eddie tapped at that nose. 'My nose knows.'

‘She'sawoman,’ said Jack.
'‘She'snot,’ said Eddie. 'Takearight.'
Jack took aright. 'Where are we going? he asked.

‘Back to Wibbly's," said Eddie. 'l asked him to check out afew things for me. Well see how he got on.'

Eventually they arrived at Wibbly's. Jack waited in the car while Eddie did down Wibbly's ramp. Eddie
returned and Eddie didn't ook at al well. He flopped in the passenger seat and stared at the dashboard.

'What did he say? Jack asked.
'He didn't say anything.'

'Hedidn't find out anything?



'No, Jack,' Eddie looked up at Jack. 'He didn't say anything because he couldn't say anything. Wibbly is
al over the floor. Someone smashed him dl to pieces!

'No," said Jack.

'We have to stop her,' said Eddie. "Whatever sheis, we have to stop her. Madame Goose was bad
enough, but Wibbly was aclosefriend. Thistimeit's persond.’

Jack stared out through the windscreen. "We've got her car,’ he said. 'Can't we trace her through the
car?

A smile broke out upon Eddie's face. 'Good one, Jack, chap,' he said. ‘Let'shave ago at that.'

The showrooms of the Clockwork Car Company werein the very best part of the city, just five doors
down fromOh Boy!.

Thebuilding itself was amagnificent affair and adescription of itsarchitectura splendours might well
havefilled severd paragraphs, had anyone been in the mood to write them down. But if anyone had been
in the mood, then that mood might well have been modified by the fact that the showrooms of the
Clockwork Car Company were presently fiercely ablaze.

Jack leapt out of the car. Eddie leapt out with him. Clockwork fire-fighters were unrolling hoses.
Crowds viewed the holocaust, oohing and ahhing. Jolly red-faced policemen held back these crowds,
ha-ha-hahing asthey did s0. A crendlated column toppled and fell, striking the pavement with a
devadtating sprunch.

'She got herefiret,' said Jack. 'She's very thorough, isn't she?

'Very,' said Eddie. 'Very thorough.'

Jack gawped up at theroaring flames.

'Eddie,' he said.

‘Jack? said Eddie.

'Eddig, if she'sthat thorough, then she knew we'd come here, didn't she?

Eddie nodded.

'‘And would | beright in thinking that she probably wantsto kill us now?

Eddie nodded again.

'So doesn't it follow that sheld probably be here? Awaiting our arrival?

'‘Back into the car,' said Eddie. 'Quick asyou can, please, chap.'

And quick asthey could, they were back in the car.



'Drive? said Jack.

'Drive,’ said Eddie. 'No, don't drive.’

'Don't? said Jack.

'Don't,’ said Eddie. 'That's exactly what she wants usto do.'
It'sexactly whatl want usto do," said Jack. '‘And fast.'

'Exactly. So that's exactly what we mustn't do. If we make arunfor it, shelll come after us. We must
stay here amongst dl thesefolk. She'slesslikely to attack us here!’

‘A vanload of policemen didn't worry her too much last night,' said Jack.

'Wéll, unless you can come up with abetter idea.’

"Ther€'s policemen here," said Jack. 'And the police are after me. They think I'm the murderer.'

'Forget about the policemen,’ Eddie said. "Worry about her. We can't have her hunting us. That's not the
way detectives do business. It's unprofessiond. Bill Winkie would never have let that happen. Were
going about thisal thewrong way.'

'Well done," said Jack.

It just makes sense,' said Eddie.

‘No | didn't mean that. | meant that you got seven whole sentences out without once calling me chap.’

‘Let'sgo and watch thefire,in the crowd,” said Eddie. 'Chap!'

It'sasad-but-truism that there redly isagreat dedl of pleasure to be had in watching abuilding burn.
There shouldn't be, of course. A burning building isaterrible thing: the destruction of property, the
potentid for loss of life. There shouldn't be any pleasure a dl in watching athing like that. But thereis.
And every man knowsthat thereis, not that many of them will own uptoit.

Itsasmdl boy thing, redlly. Small boyslovefires They love starting and nurturing fires, poking things
into them, seeing how they burn. Smdl boys are supposed to grow out of such small boy thingswhen
they become big boys, of course. But they don't. The bigger the boy, the bigger the fire the bigger boy
likesto get started.

And when bigger boys become men, they never lose their love of fire. They can dwaysfind something
that needs burning in the backyard.

And when aman hearsthe ringing of thosefire engine bells, the temptation to jump into the car and
pursue the appliance isatough oneto resis.

And if aman just happensto be walking down the street and actualy seesabuilding onfire... Well.



Jack stared up at the flames.

'‘What atragedy,’ he said.

'What aliar you are,' said Eddie. "Y ou're loving every moment.’
‘No I'm not.’

"Then why were you jumping up and down and cheering?

'Was 1?7 Jack asked.

"You were," said Eddie. 'Bad, bad chap.’

'It'sasmall boy thing," Jack explained. "Y ou wouldn't understand.’
'I certainly wouldn't, said Eddie. 'I'm full of sawdust, remember?
'Sorry," said Jack. 'So what about your plan?

"We hunted are going to become the hunters. Merge into the crowd with me, Jack, and keep your eyes
open for her.’

It wasn't that easy for Jack to merge into the crowd. Most of the crowd were about Eddi€'s height.
'Perhaps you should crawl,’ Eddie suggested.
'Oh, very dignified.

'She might well have you in the sights of some long-range gun type of item. Of the variety capable of
projecting a shepherd's crook across a street and right up Boy Blue's bottom.'

Jack dropped to his knees. 'After you,' he said.

Above them the inferno 'ferno'd on, watched by the crowd of toyswho, for various personal reasons,
didn't really enjoy the spectacle the way it should be enjoyed.

The clockwork fire-fighters had their hoses dl unrolled now, but were decidedly hesitant about turning
them on. Being clockwork, they greetly feared water.

'Ho, ho, ho," went the laughing policemen. Jack tried to keep out of their way.
Eddie stopped and thumped at his head with his paws. 'lI've an ideacoming,’ he said.
'l hopeit'sagood one," said Jack. 'I'm getting my trenchcoat al dusty.'

It'sagreat one,’ said Eddie. 'I'll explain it to you on the sway.'



"Theway to where?

"The way to where we steal the police car.’

There was areally nice police car parked near by, asit happened. It wasaMark 7 Fairlane Cruiser,
pressed stedd congtruction, hand-enamelled in black and white, with anickel-plated grille and brass roof

bell. It was dl polished up and the pride and joy of acertain Specia Constable named Chortle. Jack had
no trouble at al picking thelock on the driver's door.

'| fed utterly confident that thiswill work,' said Eddie as he did into the police car beside Jack.
'And what makes you fed so utterly confident? Jack enquired.

'My naturd optimism. Do the business, Jack.'

‘Righty right," said Jack. And he took up the little microphone that hung beneath the dashboard. He held

it between hisfingersand viewed it disdainfully. It wasjust a plastic nubbin attached to a piece of string.
'How can thiswork? he asked.

'You just speak into it. Y ou can talk to the police at the police station.’
'How? Jack asked.
'With your mouth,’ said Eddie.
Jack shrugged. 'Hello," he said.
'Hello,' said Eddie.
'No, I'm saying hdlo into thissilly pretend microphone on the piece of string.’
"Very professona,’ said Eddie. 'Very good.'
'Hello,' said avoice.
'How did you do that without moving your mouth? Jack asked.
It'sthe police gation, talk to them.’
Jack shook his head. 'Right," he said. 'Emergency! Emergency!'
'Who's that saying emergency? asked the voice.
'Me,' said Jack. 'Who's that asking?
'Me,' said the voice.

'Officer down!' shouted Jack.



That's not my name,’ said the voice. 'I'm Officer Chuckles. And there's no need to shout.’
"There's every need to shout,’ shouted Jack. 'l saidofficer down! An officer's down!'
‘A downy officer? said the voice. 'An officer covered in down?

Jack put his hand over the microphone. 'Have you got any other great ideas? he asked Eddie. 'Thisisn't
going to work.'

'Yesitis Explainin urgent tonesthat you are a the fire a the Clockwork Car Company showrooms.
And that thewoman who started the fire, the same woman who murdered Humpty, Boy Blue and
Madame Goosg, is attacking officers. Give afull description of her and demand lots of assstance. Do,
Jack.'

Jack did it. 'Send every officer you have, he said. "And quickly.'

‘Ten-four,” said thevoicein the affirmative.

"There,' said Eddie. 'Job done. Now all we haveto do issit here and wait for things to happen.’

‘But she's not attacking any officers,' said Jack.

'Wdll, she sort-of-will-be.’

'How can she sort-of-will-be?

'If shels attacking a police car, then that's dmost the same as attacking a police officer.’

'l suppose s0,' said Jack. ‘But why should she be attacking a police car?

‘Becausewere init. | saw her following us through the crowd just before | had my great idea.’

‘What? said Jack.

'Here she comes,’ said Eddie, pointing. 'Lock the doors, Jack.'

'Ohno.” Jack made haste with the door lockings.

The woman in the feathered headpiece, and Jack wasin no doubt that shewas awoman, strode across
the street and stopped in front of the police car. She leaned forward and placed her hands upon the
bonnet. And then she smiled a Eddie and Jack, who took to cowering in an undignified manner.

‘Jack," whispered Eddie, 'start the car. Jack fumbled in his pockets, searching for his piece of growler.
The woman raised her hands, made them into fists and brought them down with considerable force onto
the bonnet of the Mark 7 Fairlane cruiser, making two nasty dents and spoiling the hand-enamelled
paintwork.

'‘Waaah!" went Eddie. 'Hurry, Jack.’

Jack hurried. He pulled out the wire and went about the business. But it wasn't easy, what with the car



now shuddering benesath the repeated blows.

'Get amove on!" shouted Eddie. 'She's smashing the bonnet to pieces.’

Jack got aswift move on. The wire clicked in the keyhole, releasing the twin-levered drop-bolt
sde-action tumblersin thelock, which freed the clockwork mechanism that powered the automobile.
Jack put hisfoot down on the clutch and stuck the gearstick into reverse.

‘Don't reverse,' cried Eddie. 'Run her down, Jack.'

'l can't dothat," Jack said, appalled. 'l can't run over awoman.’

'She's not awoman. Shelll kill us, Jack.

| can't doit, Eddie.’

Jack put hisfoot down hard on the accel erator. Wheels wentspin spin spin andshriek upon the road,
but the police car stayed where it was.

'l can't reverse,’ shouted Jack.

"That's because there's abig fire engine parked behind us. The only way isforward, Jack. Run her over.'
I'll try and nudge her out of the way." Jack stuck the car into first gear and put hisfoot down once again.
Spin spin spinandshriek shriek shriek went the whedls once more, but in adifferent direction thistime.
'She's holding back the car.' Jack had afine sweat going now. ‘It'simpossible.’

'For awoman, yes,' said Eddie. 'But not for whatever sheis.'

‘She's arobot from the future,' said Jack.

'What? went Eddie.

'Sorry,' said Jack. 'l| don't know why an idealike that should suddenly comeinto my head.'

'Put your foot down harder, giveit morerevs.

"The cogswill fracture.’

'Doit, Jack.'

Jack did it. Well, he would. Anyone would have.

The police car edged forward.

Jack and Eddie cowered.

And members of the crowd were turning now, drawn away from fheir interest in the flaming holocaust by
the sounds of the shrieking police car whedls,



Lots of headswere turning. Mot of the heads, in fact. Even policemen's heads.

The woman-or-whatever strained against the moving car. The visible area of her face wore ataut and
terriblesmile.

'What isshe? Jack pressed hisfoot down asfar asit would go. 'What is she?
'Robot from the future,’ said Eddie. 'Definitely. Runit down, Jack. Run the nasty robot down.'

The whedls spun and shrieked and sparks rose and flickered; the police car inched forward. Whatever
shewas, or was not, she clung to the bonnet.

And then she legpt onto it.

Freed from her restraint, the police car footed and yarded it forward at the hurry-up, but not out into the
open road that might have led to freedom. The offside whedl buckled from its axle; the car swerved and
plunged across the street towards the gathered crowd and the blazing building.

'We're gonnadie!’ shouted Jack.

'We're gonnadie!’ shouted Eddie.

Aaah! AndOooh! AndEeek! went members of the gathered crowd, parting in haste before the on-rushing
car.

'Ho ho ho," went the laughing policemen, parting in haste with them.
'Out of the car,’ shouted Eddie. 'Jump, Jack.'
"The doors are locked!"

'Unlock them!'

'Hang on to me, Eddie, I'm opening mine!’
'Waaah!"

Shrieking screaming wheds,

A smiling face againgt the windscreen.
Fleeing crowds.

Burning building.

On-rushing police car.

Doors now open.

Jack and Eddie jumping.



More on-rushing police car. Woman-or-not-woman clinging to the bonnet.

And into theinferno.

Mash and crash. Explode and grench. And spragger and munge and clab and plark and blander.
Jack and Eddie, bruised but dive.

The Clockwork Car Company showrooms coming down.

And then atarible slence.

'‘Am | dlive? Eddie asked.
'You'redive,' said Jack. 'We're both alive. Were safe.’ And then avoice.

The voice of Chief Ingpector Wellington Bdllis. 'Y ou are both under arrest,’ said this voice.
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"The secret of being asuccessful policeman,’ said Chief Ingpector Bellis, 'isin doing everything by the
book. And before you ask me which book that is, | will tell you. It isthe policeman's handbook. It tells
you exactly how things areto be done. It coversal the aspects of gathering and cataloguing evidence. It
ismogt precise.

'Isthere apoint to this? Jack asked.
‘Thereis,' said Chief Inspector Bdllis. Thereis!'

He, Jack and Eddie sat in theinterview room of the Toy City Police Station. It was hardly agay venue,
aswas, say, the Brown Hatter Nite Spot, over on the East Side.

Neither wasit aJolly Jack Tar of aplace, like The Peg-legged Pirate's Pool Hall, over on the West
Sde.

Nor wasit even an existential confabulation of spatial ambiguity, such asthe currently displayed
ingtdlation piece a the Toy City Arts Gallery, down on the South Bank Side.

Nor wasit anything other than an interview room in any way, shape, form, or indeed, aesthetic medium.

In theway of such rooms, itswalls were toned a depressing shade of puce. In shapeit waslong and low
and loathsome. In furnishings, it was basic: chairs, atable and afiling cabinet, lit by anaked light bulb
which dangled from the celling a the end of apiece of string. There was no aesthetic involved in this
lighting. But the string was of medium length.



Soit was, asinterview rooms go, very much of amuchness.
Eddie quiteliked it. It reminded him abit of Bill Winkie's office.
Jack hated it.

'I'vetold you everything,' said Jack. 'And it'sdl the truth.’

Chief Ingpector Bellis nodded his perished rubber head. He was accompanied by two laughing
policemen. One of these was Officer Chortle. Although he was laughing, he pined for his police car.

Thetruth,' said Bdllis, staring hard at Jack. 'Now what wouldyou know about the truth?

I'vetold it to you, said Jack. 'All of it that | know.'

Chief Inspector Bellis shook hishead, and sadly at that. "Would it were so," he said. 'But you see,
crimindsare notable for never tdling thetruth. Y ou rarely if ever get the truth from acrimind. A crimind
will profess hisinnocence to the end. Criminals do not tell the truth.’

'I' wouldn't know about that," said Jack, 'because | am not acriminal.’

"Which brings me back to doing things by the book," said the Chief Inspector. ‘Gathering evidence.
Writing it al down. | write everything down. | have redly neat handwriting. See this piece of paper here?
Bdlisdisplayed the piece of paper. ‘It hasdl manner of thingswritten down uponit, in really neat
handwriting. All manner of things about you. About how you entered Humpty Dumpty's gpartment
without permission from the authorities. And gppeared shortly after the desth of Boy Blue, disguised asa
wedthy aristocrat. And later returned and broke into the premises, and later still escaped from police
custody, and today stole Officer Chortle's brand new police car and droveit into aflaming building. How
am| doing sofar?

'l demand to see my solicitor,’ said Jack.

'Metoo, said Eddie. 'And even though | had abig breakfast, I'm quite hungry again. | demandto seea
chef

'Anything else? asked Chief Ingpector Bellis.

"You could set usfree,' said Eddie. 'After we've eaten.

'Office Chortle, smite this bear,’ said the Chief Inspector.

Officer Chortle leaned across the desk and bopped Eddie Bear on the head with his truncheon.

'‘Ouch!" went Eddie, in ready response. 'Don't hit me.'

'No, don't hit him.” Jack raised caming hands. "Wehave told you the truth. That
woman-or-whatever-she-was was the murderer. We're detectives, we were tracking her down. Did you

find the body?

'We found something,’ said Chief Inspector Bdllis. '‘But were not entirely certain what we've found.'



'Robot,' said Jack. 'From the future.'

'What was that? Chief Inspector Bellisraised a perished eyebrow. Officer Chortle raised histruncheon
once more.

'Nothing,' said Jack. 'Nothing at al.'

'Nothing at al." The Chief Ingpector sghed. "Well, | have you two bang to rights, as we policemen say.
So why not break new ground by smply confessing? It would save so much unnecessary violence being
visited upon your persons. Not to mention al the paperwork.’

'We're innocent,’ said Eddie. 'We were just pursuing the course of our investigations.!

'Oh yes," said Chief Ingpector Bdllis, consulting his paperwork. 'On behaf of this mystery benefactor
who paid the handsome advance to your employer, Bill Winkie, who has mysterioudy vanished without
trace.’

'HEll be back,' said Eddie. 'Hell tell you.'

'Perhaps,’ said the perished policeman. 'But for now | have you and | have all my impeccable
paperwork, al penned in preciseterms, in avery neat hand, and all pointing towards your guilt. Go on,
confess, you know you want to.'

'| certainly don't,’ said Eddie.

"That's as good as a confession to me,' said Bellis. 'I'll make anote of that.'

'‘And make sure you spell dl thewordsright,' said Eddie. 'Especialy the word "twerp” and the manner in
which it should be applied to yoursdlf

Officer Chortle smote Eddie once more.

'Eddie,' said Jack, 'don't make thingsworse.'

'How can they be worse? Eddie rubbed at his battered head. "Thisfool won't listen to reason. He won't
believethetruth. But at least thekiller is dead. That's something. Well have our day in court. He can't
prove anything againgt us. Therés no evidence linking us directly to the crimes!

'And how do you know that? asked Bellis.

‘Because we didn't commit them,’ said Eddie.

'l have circumgtantia evidence.'

"That'sno evidence at dl. It won't hold up in court.’

'l don't know where you keep getting the " court” business from,’ said Chief Inspector Bellis. There
won't be any court involved in this!'

'What? said Eddie.



'l was going to mention that,' said Jack. ‘But | didn't havetime. Thisissomekind of "authority from
higher up" jobbie; the Chief Inspector has been given the power to smply make us disappear.’

Eddie made growly groaning sounds.

‘Killing the cream of Toy City's society isavery big crime,’ said the Chief Ingpector. ‘It callsfor extreme
measures. Now, you can confessal and I'll seeto it that you go off to prison. Or you can continue to
profess your innocence, and..." The Chief Inspector drew a perished rubber finger across his perished
rubber throat.

‘But we didn't commit these crimes.'

'l saw you drive that woman into the burning building with my own two eyes. That's enough for amurder
chargeonitsown.'

'If itwas awoman,’ said Eddie. 'Which it wasn't. Asyou know.'

"There's an autopsy going on at this moment.' Chief Inspector Bellis arranged his paperwork neatly upon
the desk. "WEell soon know all about that. And youdid stedl this officer's police car.’

Officer Chortle glared at Eddie.
Eddie took to asulking cowering Silence.

'Look," said the Chief Inspector. 'I'm afair fellow. Firm but fair, and | do believein justice.’ Heturned to
Jack. "What say we just blame it al on the bear and let you go free?

'Well,' said Jack.
'What? said Eddie.

'No," said Jack. 'Eddie isinnocent. I'm innocent. Why not just wait for your autopsy report? See what
that hasto say.’

Chief Inspector Bellissighed. 'l think we've said al that can be said here.' He rose from his chair and
tucked hisimpeccable paperwork under hisarm. Til leave you in the company of these officers. They can
best the truth out of you. Then you'll both be disappesared.’

'No,’' said Eddie. 'No more hitting. We give up, we confess.’

'We do? said Jack.

'Wedo,' said Eddie. "Just leave us adone here and welll draft out our confessions:’

'Make surethat you do, or..." Chief Inspector Bellis drew hisfinger once more across his throat, nodded
hisfarewdls and, in the company of the two laughing policemen, l&ft the interview room, damming the
door and locking it behind him.

'Well,' said Eddie to Jack. 'That's sorted.'



‘Sorted? Jack threw up his hands. 'Were done for. They'll disappear us. And why did you tell him wed
write out confessons?

"To stop me getting hit again and buy us some time alone. Now, out with the wire, Jack, and pick the
lock.'

"They confiscated the wire," said Jack.

'‘Were donefor,' said Eddie.

Time passes dowly in apolice interview room when you'releft dl doneinit. Or even with afriend.
Especidly when you're waiting for something terrible to hgppen to you. Time should pass quickly in such
circumstances. But it doesn't. It passes very dowly indeed.

It'sdl so unfair,’ said Eddie. "We're heroes; we shouldn't be treated like this:!

'Eddie,’ said Jack, 'what do you think thisisredly al about?

'What do you mean? Eddie fiddled at the door. 'If | had an opposable thumb,’ he said, 'I'd always keep
aredly long nail onit, just for picking locks!

'What | mean,' said Jack, 'iswhat isall this about? Who was the murderess? Why did she do what she
did?

'Who can fathom the workings of the crimind mind? said Eddie.
'Detectives,' said Jack. That's what they do.’
‘Not in this case, Jack. She's dead, we'll never know.'

'And soon welll be dead. Disappeared. And that will bethat for us. It'sall been abit pointless, redly,
hasn't it?

'‘Don't talk like that, Jack. We did our best.'

'Wewere usdless, Eddie. We were rubbish at being detectives. Everything we did waswrong. Bill
Winkie would be ashamed of us!

'Don't say that. All right, we made afew mistakes...'
‘A fewmistakes? We made nothing but mistakes.”
'‘We did our best.'

'And where hasit got us? We're lucky to still be dive. And we won't be alive for much longer, I'm
thinking. I'm going to write my confession and hope | can escape from prison.’

'‘Don't be so pessmigtic, Jack. There hasto be away out of this mess!'



'Eddie," said Jack, 'thereis. | could pick thelock. Y ou've got anew growler, haven't you?

‘Now hold on." Eddie covered himsdlf as best he could. That would really hurt. It redlly hurt the last
time'

'Y es, but wecould escape. I'll just rip your ssomach open.’
'No." Eddie dropped from his chair and backed away.
'Only joking,' said Jack.

'‘Good,' said Eddie, still backing away.

'WEell just wait here until the policemen come back and beat you up some more and then disappear the
both of us!'

'Out with my growler,’ said Eddie Besr.

'No, there has to be another way.’

‘I wish | knew one," said Eddie.

'Y ou know what," said Jack, 'you were right. When you said that we were going about thingsin al the
wrong way. About the hunters being hunted, and how we should do things the way Bill Winkiewould
have donethem.’

Eddie nodded in a hopelesskind of way.

'I'veread dl the books," said Jack. 'He wouldn't have ended up here!'

"That doesn't help,' said Eddie.

'No, sorry, it doesn't. But if hehad ended up here, there would have been atwist toit.’

‘Thereésaways atwist in detective books,' said Eddie. "That's what makes them specid .’

'So there should be atwist here.'

ThisisntaBill Winkiethriller.'

‘Let'sassumeitis,’ said Jack. 'Or an Eddie Bear thriller. Let'slook at it al from adifferent perspective.’

'Big words,' said Eddie. 'So what's the twist?

Jack shrugged. 'l wish | knew,' he said.

‘Thanks very much,' said Eddie. 'That'sall been very helpful.

'Giveit achance, Eddie!’

'What, we smply sit here and wait for thistwist to just happen?



That's exactly what we do. That'swhat would happen in the books. And when it happens hereto us, it
will change everything and we will go out and do the job properly. The way it should be.done. The way
itsdonein detectivethrillers!

I don't get it,’ said Eddie.

Youwill,' said Jack. 'Just trust me.'

And so they waited.

It was tense, but then, important waiting isdwaystense. It'sfilled with tension, every waiting moment of
it.

The tense waiting was done at the exact moment when it ceased.

And it ceased at the sound of akey being turned in alock and the sight of the interview room door
swinging open.

Chief Ingpector Bellis entered the interview room.

'Have you completed your written confessions? he asked.

Eddie flinched.

'Not as such,' said Jack.

'So you've decided to go for the violent besting and disappearance option.’
'No,' cried Eddie. 'Have mercy.'

'Mercy? The Chief Inspector's eyebrows were raised once again. 'Y ou are asking me for mercy?
'‘We are,” Jack agreed.

'Oh well, fair enough then, you can go.'

'What? went Jack.

And 'What? went Eddie too.

'Y ou can both go free," said Béllis. 'I'm dropping the charge.’

Jack's mouth hung open. Now thiswas atwist.

Eddie said 'What? once again.

Y ou heard me, I'm dropping the charge.’



'Charge? said Eddie. 'Y ou're droppingthe charge? Only the one? | don't understand.’

"Taking and driving away apolice vehicle,' said Chief Inspector Bdllis. 'That'sthe only charge against you
and I'm dropping that charge.’

'Ah, excuse me, gr,’ said Jack, 'but why?

‘Somethings have come up.’

"What kind of somethings are these?

"Two somethings," said the Chief Inspector. "The body in the morgue. Or what's | €ft of it. Isn't abody.'
‘Thenwhat isit? Jack asked.

'I'm not authorised to tell you that.'

'Oh,' said Jack. 'And the other something?

"There's been another murder,’ said Chief Ingpector Bellis. "And, as you've both been herein custody, |
know that you are not responsible. But it's the sameKkiller asbefore; I'd stake my reputation on it

'Another murder? Eddie said. 'But the body or whatever it isisin the morgue...'
'Isobvioudy not thekiller. I'm letting you go. Get out. Leave the building.'
"Thanks,' said Eddie. '‘Come on, Jack.'

'I'm coming,' said Jack. 'But who died? Who was murdered?

‘Jack Spratt, said Chief Inspector Bellis. * Jack Spratt is dead.’
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Apart from those that do, of course, celebrity marriages never last.

For athough celebrities are very good at being celebrities (they would notbe celebritiesif they were not),
mogt of them are absolute no-marks when it conies to being a caring partner in ashared relationship.

They just cantdoit. Itisntinthemto doit.

Not that we ordinary folk blame them for being thisway. We don't. After dl, it iswe ordinary folk who
have made these people celebrities.

Which possibly makesus to blame.

Or possibly not.



No, not: it'snotour fault.\We have given these people celebrity. They oweus.

And aswe have huddled in rain-soaked hordes to cheer them at their celebrity marriages, it isonly fitting
that they give us something in return: the entertainment of their celebrity divorces. Let's be honest here,
who amongst us can genuinely claim that we do not thoroughly enjoy aredly messy celebrity divorce?
Welove'em. We do.

Weloveto read in the gutter pressall about the mud-dinging, accusations and counter-accusations. And
if therésabit of the old domestic violence in the millionaire mansion, werevel in that too. We even love
the petty squabbling about who gets custody of the penguin. And asto the sordid and startling
disclosures of what the private investigator actually saw when he peeped in through the hotel bedroom
window, those get our juices flowing fair to the onset of dehydration.

And while we're being absolutely honest here, let us admit that when it comes to reading about the
celebrity divorce, women love it more than men.

They do, you know. They redly do.
It'sawoman thing.

If you ask aman, helll probably tell you that yes, he does enjoy acelebrity divorce, but given the choice,
held far rather watch abuilding burning down.

But that's men for you.

Jack Spratt was aman, of course: arich celebrity of aman, and hisdivorce from hiswife Nadine
brought colour to the front pages of the Toy City gutter pressfor severa weeks. It wasavery
entertaining divorce.

The grounds were 'irreconcilable culinary differences but, asit turned out, there was awhole lot moreto
it than that.

They were amismatched couple from the start. Jack, aman naturally destined for fame by nature of
having abig face and asmall body, married Nadine, awoman with avery small face and avery large
body (physicd characterigtics which would normaly have doomed anyone to oblivion). They married
when Nadine was fifteen.

Jack had aways had a thing about large women.

It wasthat little man thing which isonly fully understood by little men. And these little men have no wish
to confideit to big men, lest they get ataste for it too and cut the little men out of the equation.

Nadine was avery large woman, and Jack loved her for it.

That their eating habits were so diametrically opposed didn't matter at al to either of them. Infact, it
worked perfectly well during the early part of their relationship, when they lived in atrailer park on Toy
City's seedy South-West Side. He worked in the daughterhouse digtrict on the night shift, where the
black meat market in offd flourished. Had they never achieved the fame that their nursery rhyme brought
them, [3] they might <till have been together today .



Sadly, the more rich and famous they became, the-more clearly did the cracksin their relationship begin
to show. They did not part amicably. She demanded asharein his chain of |ean-cuisine gourmet
restaurants. And heinturn laid claim to half of her fast-food burger bar franchises, Nadine's Fast Food
Diners.

Neither wished to share anything with the other; these separate empires had been yearsin the building.
So each sought to dish the dirt on the other — and when celebrity dirt starts getting dished, there aways
seems sufficient to build afair-sized Ziggurat, astep pyramid, two long barrows and an earthwork.

With alittleleft over to hegp into an existentid confabulation of speciad ambiguity instalation piece, such
asthe one currently on display at the Toy City Arts Gdlery.

Jack's lawyer brought forth evidence that Nadine had been intimate with at least seven dwarves.

In responseto this, Nadine hit Jack somewhat below the belt, dwelling far too graphicaly upon his
sexua inadequacies. He had never satisfied her sexudly, she said, because, with hisrefusal to et fat,
cunnilingus was denied to her.

This disclosure was met with howls of joy from the gutter-press-reading popul ation. And much thumbing
through dictionaries. Followed by even greater howls.

So much Eddie told Jack asthey trudged across town to the rear of Boy Blue's where Jack had |€ft Bill
Winki€'s car.

Hetold Jack more when, having discovered that Bill Winkie's car now stood upon bricks, itswheels
having been removed by jobbing vandd's, they trudged furtheracrosstown to avail themsdlves of the
whatever-she-was-that-wasn't-awoman's car, which they had |eft parked at the scene of the Clockwork
Car Company fire,

And if there was anything that Eddie had missed first or second time around, he revealed that to Jack
when, having discovered, much to their chagrin, that the car had been removed to the police car pound
for being parked in atow-away zone, they trudged back to the police station.

If there was anything e se that Eddie had forgotten to mention, it remained unmentioned when, upon
learning that the car would only be surrendered to Jack and Eddieif they could prove ownership and pay

thefine, they trudged, earless and footsore, across the street from the police station and into aNadine's
Fast Food Diner.

It was aspacious affair, with man-sized chairs and tables. These were dl of pink plastic and pale
pitch-pine. The walls were pleasantly painted with pastel portraits of portly personages, pigging out on
prodigious portions of pie— which, consdering the dliterative nature of the breskfast served by the
toymaker, may or may not have been some kind of culinary running gag.

'l lovethese places,’ said Eddie. 'High cholesteral dining.'

'‘What's cholesterol 7 Jack asked.

'l think it'sakind of pig.

A waitress greeted them. She wastall and voluptuous, pretty in pink and tottered upon preposteroudy



high high-hedls. Sheled them to a vacant table and brought Eddie achild's high-chair to Sit on.
'l know it'sundignified,’ said Eddie. '‘But it'sworth it for the nose bag."

Thewaitress said, Til give you amoment,' and tottered away. Jack watched her tottering. She did have
extremely wonderful legs.

‘Something on your mind? Eddie asked. 'Regarding thedolly?
Jack shook hishead fiercdly. 'Certainlynot,’ he said. 'Do you have any money, Eddie? He perused the

menu. It was awonderful menu. It included ahost of toothsome treets with names such as The Big Boy
Bdly-Buster Breakfast, The Double-Whammy Bonanza Burger Blowout and The Four Fats Fina

Fantasy Fry-Up.
Jack cast his eye over the Hungry Cowboy's Coronary Hoedown: two 10 oz prime portions of beef

belly flab, generoudy larded and cooked to perfection in asedled fat-fryer to preserve dl their natural
grease, served between two loaves of high-fibre white bread and the soggiest chipsyou'll ever suck

upon.
Jack's mouth watered.'Have you any money? he asked Eddie.
Eddie shifted uncomfortably. 'I've done a bad thing," he said. 'And | don't want you to hate mefor it.'
'l won't hate you,' said Jack. 'What have you done?
'I've stolen some money,’ said Eddie.
‘Redly? said Jack. 'From where?

'Fromwhom,’ said Eddie. 'Remember when we were saying goodbye to Chief Inspector Bellisand he
was giving us both a hug and saying how sorry he was that Officer Chortle had bashed me on the head

with histruncheon?

'Yes,' said Jack. 'And | noticed atone of ingncerity in hisvoice!

'‘Metoo. And when he was hugging us, | so noticed abig purse of coinsin his rubbery pocket. And
even without the aid of opposable thumbs, it was such asmple matter to easeit out. And | felt that he
owed usfor al the torment he'd put us through and...’

'Say no more, my friend," said Jack. 'l understand entirely.'

'So you don't think | did awicked thing?

Jack shook his head and smiled broadly. Then he dipped into atrenchcoat pocket and brought out
something black. 'By remarkable coincidence,' said Jack, ‘I nicked hiswallet.'

'Waitress,' called Eddieg, ‘two of the Mighty Muncher Mother-of-al-Mega-Medls, please.”
"With the Greasy Chin Cheesy Cream Dipping Sauce,’ Jack added.

'And adouble order of extra-fat fries on the sde? Eddie asked.



'‘And two dices of bread and butter,” Jack said. 'And butter the bread on both sides.’
The voluptuous waitress departed, leaving the now grinning pair.

'Once we've spent al the paper money, we should hand that wallet in,’ said Eddie. There might bea
reward.

‘Let's not push our luck," said Jack. "What are we going to do next?
'Wdll, | thought that after we've dined, we might hit abar or two.'

"What are we going to do about the case? | assume that we're still on the case? Jack Spratt's murder is
another of these serid killings, isit not?

It seemslogicd. But with the weird woman-thing dead...’
'If she, or it,is dead,' said Jack. 'Perhaps she just got up off the morgue dab and walked away.'

"There's something big going on,' said Eddie. 'l think Chief Inspector Bellis needs dl the help he can get.
Even ours. Which iswhy he set usfree!

'So should we go to the crime scene and see what's what?
T'll bet welll find another chocolate bunny. It'sas certain as.’

"Tel me, Eddie,' said Jack. 'l didn't like to ask, but was there one in Wibbly's lower-ground-floor
apartment?

Eddie nodded grimly. '‘But hey hey," he said, 'here comesthe grub.’

'Nowthat iswhat | cal fast food.'

The waitresslaid the spread before them. It covered most of the table. She returned to the kitchen, then
returned to the diners with another tray-full.

'Pull that table over,' said Eddie.

Jack pulled the table over and the waitress unloaded the second tray. 'Will that be al? she asked.
'| doubt it,' said Eddie. "Well give you acall when we need you again.’

The waitress, whose painted face was incapable of expression, rolled her eyes and departed.
'Nicelegs,' sad Eddie.

'I thought you never went inter-species.”

'One can fantasise,' said Eddie. 'Tuck in.'

And the two of them tucked in.



At considerable length they finished their gargantuan repast and took to perusing the dessert menu. The
Death-by-Hog-Fat Pudding looked enticing.

'Eddie,’ said Jack, 'there's something I've been meaning to ask you.'
'Ask on, my friend,’ said Eddie.

'It'sjust that, well, you eat alot of food, don't you?
'‘Aswell asbeing noted for their sexua prowess, bears are greatly admired for their hearty eating; there
iSno secret to this!'

'Yes,' said Jack. 'But you haven't got a bottom, have you, Eddie?

Eddie gawped at Jack. 'So what am | sitting on, my head?

'No, | mean, I'm sorry if thisis somewhat indelicate, but what | mean is, where does dl thisfood you eat
go?

‘Areyou telling me that you don't know what bears do in the woods? When they're not picnicking, of
course. Or after they've picnicked.'

'‘But you don't do that,' said Jack. 'l don't wish to be crude here, but you haven't taken adump sincel
met you.'

Eddie scratched at his head with his paw. 'Y ou know you'reright,' he said. 'Alcohol drainsowly
through me, but youreright. I never have taken adump; wheredoes it dl go? That'sasweird as.’

Jack shrugged.

Y ou buffoon," said Eddie, shaking his head. 'Of coursel go to thetoilet.’
But when | put my hand inside you to get your growler, there was nothing inside you but sawdust.’
'Oh | see,’ said Eddie. "Y ou know all about digestive systems, do you? | suppose you know exactly how
the human digestive system works:'
Jack nodded in amanner which implied that he did.

"Thought not,’ said Eddie.
Digestivejuices,' said Jack. 'I've got them in me. Y ou haven't.

How come, no matter what colour the food you edt is, it aways comes out as brown poo? Eddie
asked. 'Explain that to me.'

'Er..." said Jack.



‘Jack,' said Eddie. 'Although | greatly admire your seemingly unquenchable thirst for arcane knowledge,
therewill aways be thingsthat you'll never be able to know. Live with this. Let brown poo be an
exemplar. Do you understand what I'm saying,chapT
"You saidchap again,' said Jack.

‘Do you want any pudding,chapT
I think I'm full,’ said Jack. 'Should we go to Jack Spratt's now?

'Y ou wouldn't prefer, perhaps, going for adrink first?

'If we are going to play by the rules and do things the way that a detective should do things, then we
should definitely go to abar first. Detectives get al manner of important leadsin bars.

"Then welll take awander over to Tinto's. Y ou never know, he might run down again while we're there!’

'Check please, waitress,' called Jack.

Tinto'sbar was as ever it was. aready crowded with members of Toy City's non-human population.
And evening was coming on once more by the time that Jack and Eddie reached it. They were ableto
gain apair of barstools without too much trouble, though, because, it had to be said, neither Jack nor
Eddie smelled particularly good. They hadn't washed in awhile, nor changed their clothes, and after all
they'd recently been through, they were far from wholesome when it came to persond hygiene. Drinking
folk edged aside for them.

Eddie had, however, visited the toilet before they leftNadine's Fast Food Diner. Thiswas not to havea
dump though, but to purchase some contraceptives from the machine.

Not that Eddie actualy used contraceptives. But he did know thisreally funny thing you could do with
them. Which hedid on occasionsin bars, and which inevitably got him thrown ot.

It was a bear thing.

Eddie plonked himsdf down on abar stool; Jack lowered himsdlf uncomfortably onto the next, legs
once more up around his neck.

'Evening, Tinto,' said Eddie, addressing the clockwork barkeep. 'Beer, please.’

'And for your gentleman friend?

Jack recalled the size of the beers. 'Six beersfor me," he said. He had clearly forgotten their potency.
'Nine beers,' said Tinto, whose grasp of mathematics had never been up to much.

'So, Tinto,' said Eddie, as Tinto pulled the beers, 'how goesit for you upon this pleasant evening?



'Don't talk to me about pleasant evenings,’ said Tinto, presenting severa beers and pulling severa more.
'Did you hear what happened to Jack Spratt?

"Took the ultimate diet,' said Eddie. 'Y es, we heard.'

'‘What away to go,' said Tinto. 'Coated in batter and cooked in a deep fat fryer.'

'l didn't hearthat," said Eddie. 'Do you know where it happened?

‘At theNadine's Fast Food Diner down the road. The one with the pretty waitress. Apparently Nadine
wouldn't even close the restaurant. They took away the cooked corpse and she just went on serving
dinners. Didn't even changethefat inthefryer.’

The colour drained from Jack's face. 'Where's the toilet? he asked.

I'll show you," said Eddie. 'l need it too.'

Presently the two rather shaky-looking detectives returned to the bar. They were both somewhat lighter
in the somach regions.

'And what makesit worse," said Tinto, continuing where he left off, pulling further beers and losing count,
isthat Jack Spratt owed me money. Him and his damned secret society. He rented my upstairs room for
their meetingsand now | bet I'll never get my money.'

'Secret society? Eddie swallowed beer. "What secret society?

'Probably the Spring and Catch.’” Jack swallowed beer.

Eddie and Tinto swivelled in Jack's direction.

'What doyou know about the Spring and Catch? Eddi€'s voice was a hoarse whisper. Which isnot to
be confused with a horse whisperer.

‘Not much,' said Jack. 'Only that they perform strange rituals and that al the Preadolescent Poetic
Personalities are members. Boy Bluewasin it. And Humpty Dumpty. And Jack Spratt.'

'How doyou know this?

"Therewas abook at Boy Blue's. | saw it." Jack took up another beer. 'Significant, en?

'l wonder why they'd hold their meetings here? Eddie wondered.

'‘And you cal yourself adetective,' said Jack.

'Excuse me? said Eddie,

'Eddie,’ said Jack, 'if thiswasaBill Winkiethriller, it would now be approximately halfway through. And
by thistime, dl the mgor players would have made their appearances and most of the major locations
would have been established. Tinto's bar has dready been established as amgjor location in the scenario.

It's where the detectives drink. So it shouldn't surprise you to find that something pertinent to the case
would have happened here!



'Y ou're getting pretty good at this," said Eddie.

'It's pretty basic stuff,' said Jack, ‘for we professiona private eyes.’

"You'reright,' said Eddie. 'So go on, Tinto, let'shaveit.'

'Havewhat?" Tinto asked.

'Whatever it is." Eddie tapped at his nose. 'The dl-important something that is pertinent to the case!’

'I don't know what you're talking about."

"The Spring and Catch held their ritualsin your upstairsroom. | think you'l find that they left something
behind. Something seemingly irrelevant to you, but of great importance to the professond privete eye.
That's the way it dways happensin detective thrillers.” Eddie winked at Jack.

"You can't wink,' said Jack. 'Not with those button eyes.'

'See how good he's getting, Tinto,' said Eddie. 'Attention to detail and good continuity is everything.'
"Thanks," said Jack. 'So wher€'s the important something, Tinto?

'Well,' said Tinto, and his head revolved, 'l can't think of anything. Except, of course— but no, that
wouldn't beit.’

It would,' said Eddie.

‘It would." Jack took up another glass and drank from it. Eddie, whose glass was empty, helped himself
to one of Jack's.

'I think | have it somewhere,’ said Tinto. 'Or perhaps| threw it away.'
"You didn't throw it away,' said Eddie. 'Go and look for it.'
‘All right.’ Tinto whedled away aong behind the bar.

'What do you think it will be? Jack asked Eddie. 'Key to aleft luggage |ocker? Receipt for something?
Map with abig X onit? Or maybe eventhe Big M itsdlf.’

"You redly did read dl the Bill Winkiethrillers, didn't you?
‘All of them, said Jack.

"Then | expect you remember how fastidious he was. How he didn't like his trenchcoat getting dirty. And
how much he redlly cared about his motor car.’

Jack dusted down the lapels of the now extremely grubby trenchcoat and wondered what the jobbing
vandas might presently be helping themselves to from Bill Winki€s automobile.

"When he gets back from his holiday," said Jack, carefully, 'I'm sure helll be very impressed by the way



you solved the case!'
'Ah, here comes Tinto,' said Eddie.

And here Tinto came. 'Found it," he said, twirling something between those oh-so-dextrous fingers that
Eddie oh-so-coveted. 'l hopeit'swhat you're hoping for.' Tinto passed it over to Eddie.

Eddie placed the item before him upon the bar counter and poked at it with a paw. In terms of the looks
of it, it wastruly beyond description. But considering itssize, or lack of it, itsweight was unsurprising. ‘It
lookslikethe Big M," he said. 'The Maguffin. What do you think, Jack?

‘Lookslikeitto me,’ Jack agreed.

'What's aMaguffin? Tinto asked.

"Youtdl him, Jack,' said Eddie. 'Y ou've read dl the Bill Winkiethrillers!'

'Certainly,' said Jack. 'In all detectivethrillers, there isaways aMaguffin. The Maguffin isthe
al-important something, the al-importantness of which will not become gpparent until itsimportant
moment has come.’

'Well put,' said Eddie.

'l see," said Tinto, who didn't. 'Then I'm glad | could be of assistance. Do you want to settle your bar bill
now, Eddie?

'No,' said Eddie. 'l don't. But Jack will tell you what | do want to do.'

Jack raised another tiny glass of beer. 'Isit, get drunk? he asked.

'Itis. Eddieraisedhis glass. ‘And when Jack and | are drunk, we will come up with somereally inspired
ideafor solving the case. And then, while balancing upon my heed, I'll show you thisredly funny thing |
can do with a contraceptive.’

'And then I'll throw you out,' said Tinto.

‘Sweet as,' said Eddie. "Whose round isit now?

'Yours,' said Jack. "Ten morefor me.'

‘Sweeter than sweet as.’ Eddie grinned. 'Same again please,chap.’

18
They gotvery drunk.

Eddie showed Jack the redly funny thing he could do with a contraceptive and Tinto threw them both



out of the bar. But asit was late, and theywere both very drunk, they didn't redly care.

They wandered back to Bill Winkie's office, assuring each other, asif assurance were required, that they
were 'bestest friends.

Jack threw up in the bathroom. Eddie strung himsalf up on the Venetian blind. Jack collgpsed onto the
floor.

The night passed without further incident.

In the morning the big smiley sun arose above the roofscape of Toy City and beamed down itsblessings
upon each and al without due favour or pregjudice.

The soundly snoring detectives awvoke, Jack nursing ahangover to stagger the senses of the Gods and
Eddie asfresh asthe proverbia daisy that was never actualy mentioned in a proverb.

'Fedling rough? Eddie asked.

'‘Asrough as,' said Jack.

'Perfect,’ said Eddie.

'Perfect? said Jack.

'Bill Winkie was dways hungovered,’ said Eddie. "That anti-hangover lotion never worked too well.'
'What? said Jack. '‘But you...'

'And | had to top you up with a hypodermic full of happy juice. But dl that isbehind us. Y ou keep the
hangover, Jack. It will help you to function as a proper private eye. We're professionals now.'

Jack groaned. '‘Breskfast? he suggested. "'Then we find out what this Maguffin'sfor.' He turned the
Maguffin over on his pam. Congidering the lightness of its shade, it was quite dark in colour. ‘Right?

'Wrong,' said Eddie. 'We review the Situation. That iswhat we do. Try to gain adetached overview.'

‘Right." Jack rubbed at his throbbing forehead and returned the Maguffin to his trenchcoat pocket. 'Go
onthen, hesaid. 'Impressme.’

Eddie climbed onto the wreckage of Bill Winkiesdesk. 'Now,' said he, 'my train of thought runsin this
direction. —' But Eddie'strain of thought was suddenly derailed by the sounds of frantic knocking &t the
office door.

Jack looked at Eddie.

And Eddie looked at Jack.

'Expecting avistor? Jack whispered.



Eddie shook his head. ‘It might be aclient," he whispered back to Jack.

Jack made a doubtful face.

'Well, itmight.'

'Goand answe it, then.'

Eddie made aface more doubtful than Jack's. 'Perhapsyou should go,’ he suggested.
'Did Bill leave aspare gun around anywhere?

Eddie shook his head once more.

Jack took up abroken-off desk leg, brandished it in atruncheon-like fashion and cautioudy approached
the office door. 'Who isit? hecalled.

Toy City Express,' avoice called back.
Jack glanced towards Eddie. 'l think it's another train,’ said he.

"Toy City ExpressDeliveries,' said Eddie. 'It's Randolph the deivery boy; put down the desk leg and
open the door, Jack.'

'Fair enough.” Jack put down the desk leg and opened the door.

A golly in adapper red uniform, with matching cap worn in the ever-popular pesk-to-the-rear manner,
grinned up at Jack. 'Y o Popper,’ said he.

'Y 0 Popper? said Jack.

'Y o, popper humbug,' said the delivery boy. "Tootin' here aseam-rippin’ hot pack for my bear Eddie,
you wise?

‘What? said Jack.
'Don't jazz me up mest-brother. Head meto the bear.’
'What? said Jack once more.

"The popular patois of the Golly ghetto, said Eddie, poking his head out from between Jack's knees. ‘It's
addivery for me. Hey Randolph, how'sit hanging?

‘Like apython wid de mumps. Y o, popper Eddie boy. Here's de pack, ink my page and it'sall done
yours.'

The golly passed a clipboard with adangling pen on astring to Eddie. Eddie placed the clipboard on the
floor, took the pen between both paws and signed his name. He returned the clipboard to the golly and
availed himsdlf of the package.

'Give Randolph atip,’ said Eddie to Jack.



'Fair enough,’ said Jack. ‘Always take care when deding with farmers, Randolph.'

'I meant money,’ said Eddie.

'Fair enough. Never spend more than you earn.’

'l meant give him some money. Tip him with money.’

'l know exactly what you meant. But | don't have any money, and anyway, it'syour package.'

‘Sorry, Randolph,’ said Eddie. 'Were both broke at present. I'll buy you abeer in Tinto's sometime.’

Randolph replied with phrases of popular Golly ghetto patois, which, dthough their specific meaning was
lost upon Jack, their general gist was not. Jack closed the door upon Randolph.

'So what have you got? Jack asked Eddie.

The package was alarge envelope. Eddie passed it up to Jack. 'Y ou openiit,' he said. 'Envelopes are
tricky when you don't have opposable thumbs.'

Jack took the envelope, opened it and emptied out its contents. Tickets,' he said. Two ticketstoa TV
show.'

'Wibbly,' said Eddie. 'Good old Wibbly.'
‘But Wibbly is... well... you know.'

I know," said Eddie. 'But when we were at his place, | asked him for acouple of favours. To use his
contacts and get us these tickets. He obvioudly came through for us before he was, well, you know.'

'Why do we want ticketsfor aTV show?

It'snot just any old TV show. It's Miss Muffett's TV show.The Tuffet. It'satak show. Little Tommy
Tucker is making aguest gppearance on it today.'

'And thisisrelevant to the case?

'Isthere anything else there, or just the tickets?

Theresaletter, said Jack.

Thenread it.’

Jack read it. 'Dear Eddie," he read, 'here are the tickets you wanted. | had to call in alot of favoursto
get them, so you owe me big time. Regarding the advance money paid out to Bill that you asked meto
check on, | called in afew favoursthere too, for which you also owe me big time. The money came, as

you suspected, from ajoint trust fund held by the prominent PPPS!

'Preadolescent Poetic Persondlities, before you ask,' said Eddie.



'l wasn't going to ask; might | continue?

'Please do.’

Jack continued. 'It seemsthat Little Tommy Tucker drew out the cash and seeing asthe guy isarecluse,
then you're probably right in thinking that the only chance you'll haveto question him about it isif you can
corner him at the TV studios. | wish you luck. I'm having this sent to you via Toy City Express because|
think I'm being followed. See you when | see you. And don't forget that when you do that, you owe me
bigtime. Your friend, Wibbly.'

'‘Good old Wibbly," said Eddie. 'A friend indeed.’

'Indeed,’ said Jack. "Wdll, | suppose that explainsthetickets.'

'Ever beentoa TV show before, Jack?

'No,' said Jack. "What about you?

'No,' said Eddie. 'So I'm redlly excited. How about you?

'It'sno big dedl.' Jack shrugged in anonchalant fashion. 'I'm not particularly bothered.’

‘Youliar,’ said Eddie. 'Y ou are too.’

You'reright,' said Jack. 'l am. I'mreally excited.’

Happily, the studios of Toy City TV were not too far distant from Bill Winki€soffice. A pleasant
saunter, or stroll. A pleasant saunter, or stroll, does tend to work up an appetite though, or in the case of
Jack and Eddie, evenmore of an appetite. And this particular saunter, or stroll, took two famished
detectives past severd breakfasting places, al of which breathed tempting breskfast smells at them.

Jack gave his pulsating forehead further rubbings.

'I'mreally hungry now," he said.

'Metoo,' said Eddie. 'But the show's being recorded at ten o'clock. So even if we had the cash, we till
wouldn't have time for the breskfast.'

'Perhaps ther€lll be food laid on at the studios.'

‘Bound to be," said Eddie. 'And fizzy winetoo, | shouldn't wonder.'
'Let'swalk faster then.'

I'mwalking asfast as| can.’

'Do you want meto giveyou acarry?

'In broad daylight? | may be hungry, but | till have my dignity.’

The two pressed on past further breskfasting places and finally reached the Toy City TV studios— or,



at leadt, the queue.

'What's dl this? asked Jack, viewing the long line of chattering toys.

'It'sthe queue for the show,' said Eddie. 'What did you think it was?

'I can't be having with queues,’ said Jack. 'l| don't like queuesat all.’

"They don't bother me,' said Eddie. 'Waiting around is second nature to teddies.’
'Wdl I'm not having it; let's push to the front."

'Lead on, big boy.'

Jack led on. He and Eddie reached the front of the queue. The front of the queue was at the front door
of the studios. Jack looked up at the studios front parts.

The studios front partswere impressive. They fairly soared. Risng pilasters of frosted rainbow glass
swept upwards to support glittering multi-mirrored arches. Within these, intricately tiled mosaics, of every
colour and hue, arranged in eaborate geometric patterns, glimmered in the morning sunlight. The overal
effect was of ajewdlled paace or fantastic temple.

It was ared mind-boggier.

'‘Amazing,’ said Jack.

'Ghadtly,' said Eddie.

'Shdl wego insde?

'Y ou have the tickets and the Satus, push right in.'

'Fair enough,’ said Jack, and made to push right in, but his passage was barred by severd large and
burly felows, sporting dark suits, mirrored sunglasses and little earpiece jobbies with mouth mic
attachments.

'And where do you think you're going? one of them asked.

'I'm Bill Winkie, Private Eye,' said Jack, flashing histickets. 'Here on acase; dand asideif you will.'

I won't,’ said the burly fellow. Thisisasecure area; you will haveto be frisked.’

'‘Outrageous,’ said Jack.

'Please yoursdlf,' said the burly fellow. 'Goodbye then and leave me with your tickets, | can dways sl
themon.'

'Frisk away then, if you must,' said Jack. 'But no funny business around my trouser regions.’

The big burly fellow commenced with the frisking of Jack. He did avery thorough job of frisking - far
too thorough, in Jack's opinion. Especialy about the trouser regions. He turned al of Jack's pockets



ingdeout, then findly said, ‘All right. Go through.’

Jack went through.

The burly fellow frisked Eddie too.

Then Eddie followed Jack.

Once within the studio lobby area, Jack began franticdly patting at himsdif.

'What are you up too? Eddie asked.

"The Maguffm,’ said Jack. 'Where'sthe Maguffin?

Eddie produced the Maguffin. ‘| haveit here,' he said.

‘But how?

'l thought it might arouse suspicion, so | lifted it from your pocket.'

‘But once again, how?

'It'saknack. Here, stick it back in your pocket.'

Jack took the Maguffin from Eddi€'s paws. '‘But he frisked you too,’ said Jack. 'Where did you hide it?

'Y ou really don't want to know.'

'No,' said Jack, pocketing the Maguffm. 'l don't think I do.'

The sudio'slobby was aswank affair. Itswals and ceiling and floor were dl patterned with colourful
mosaics. Jack wondered at the craftsmanship, and wondered what it all must have cost. It must have cost
plenty, was his concluson.

The colourful wallswere further coloured by numerous painted portraits. Jack rightly assumed theseto
be of prominent Toy City TV persondities. He perused them with interest. Many were of impossibly
glamorous dollies with preposteroudy inflated bosoms and very big hair.

So big, in fact, asto be veritable jungles.

The faces which peegped forth amidst dl thisbig hair had the looks about them of jungle clearings, which
kept the encroaching follicular foliage at bay only through the medium of extreme cosmetic cultivation. As
sudiesin the overuse of make-up, these were nonpareil.

Jack found the faces fascinating. These were idedlised images of supposed feminine beauty. Features

were exaggerated, increased or diminished; the eyes and mouths were much too large, the noses dl far
too small.

But for the dolly portraits, no other toys were pictured. All the rest were of Jack's race: men.

These ether struck noble poses or grinned winningly, according to the public image they wished to



project.

Eddie looked up at Jack, then further up at the portraits, then once more at Jack. 'Y our thoughts? Eddie
asked.

'Probably much the same asyours,' said Jack. "And would | be right in assuming that there are no teddy
garson Toy City TV?

'No," said the bear. 'Just men and dollies. And look at those dallies, Jack. Disgusting.'
'Disgusting? Jack asked.

'Wéll, you don't think that those are theirreal bosoms, do you? Eddie beckoned Jack and Jack leaned
down to Eddie.

'Fake,' Eddie whispered into Jack's ear. "They're made of rubber.’
Jack straightened up and shook his head. He had no comment to make.

'So," said Jack. "What do we do now? Do you want me to bluff and bluster my way into Little Tommy
Tucker's dressing room, so you can have afew words with him?

‘Let'sdo it after the show.’
'Why after? Why not before?

'l was thinking that perhaps he might not be too keen to speak to us. It might even be necessary for you
to rough him up abit.'

'‘What? said Jack.
'We need information,’ said Eddie. 'Any information. So we might have to, you know, leasnonhim a

little. And things might get ugly and he might call for his security men and we might get thrown out of the
building. And then we'd not get to see the show.'

'Makes perfect sense," said Jack. 'L et's push into the studio and get a seat at the front.' Jack's somach
rumbled. 'What about some food? he asked.

‘Exert alittle salf-control,' said Eddie. '"We're professonals, aren't we?

'We certainly are.’

Itisafact well known to those who know it well, and indeed to anyone el se who has ever been dumb
enough to apply for ticketsto a TV show, that the interior of TV studios, the very interior, the sanctum
sanctorum, the heart of hearts, the belly of the beast, the studio proper, isarea disgppointment, when
you'vefinished queuing up and findly get to seeit.

It's rubbish.



The audience seating is rubbish. It's Spartan, it's uncomfortable, it's crummy. The stage set isrubbish. It's
cardboard and ply-wood and not well painted at al. And therere wires everywhere. And there are
camerasthat get in your way so you can't see properly. And there are rude crew persons who behave
like pigsand herd you in and bully you about and who won't et you get up during the show, even if you
desperately need thetoilet. And it dways smdllsrough in theretoo, asif some orgy or other hasjust been
going on -which tends to make the disappointment you fed even worse, because you know you must
have just missed it.

And the other thing isthat the show is never theway you seeit on TV. The show adways goes wrong
and there has to be take after take after take. And athough for the audience this does have acertain
novelty vaueto begin with, by the tenth retake the novelty haswell and truly worn off.

Thereisnothing glamorous about TV studios. Absolutely nothing glamorous at dl. They're rubbish. They
are. Rubbish.

'lan't thisbrilliant? said Eddie.
'Certainly is,' said Jack.
Asthey werethefirst into the studio, they were 'escorted' to the very front seats by one of the 'crew’.

A crew piginfact. All bendy rubber and portly and scowling, he had the word CREW painted in large
letters across his belly. He huffed and puffed in a bad-tempered manner and jostled Jack and Eddie

aong.
'Stthere,' he ordered.

Jack and Eddie hastened to oblige. The seating was toy-sized and Jack found his knees once again up
around his shoulders. But hedidn't care. Hewasloving it al.

Jack sniffed the air. 'Y ou can even smell the glamour,’ he said.
'I can definitdly smell something,’ said Eddie.
More rude crew pigs were now herding therest of the audiencein.

Jack looked al around and about. Overhead hung many stage lights. To the rear of each was attached a
sort of haf-bicycle afair: therear half, with pedals, chain wheel and seat. And upon each seet sat a
clockwork cycligt, whose job it was to pedd away like fury to power up the light and move it thisway
and that when required so to.

Theingructionsfor the requiring S0 to do were issued from a booth set directly above the stage: the
controller'sbox. The controller aready sat in his seat of control. Evidently purpose-built for thisrole, he
was undoubtedly the most remarkable toy Jack had so far seen. He was big and broad and constructed
from bendy rubber. Hiswide, flat face had six separate mouths set into ahorizonta row. From hisample
torso sprouted six separate arms, each hand of which held amegaphone. As Jack looked on in awe, the
controller bawled separate ingtructions through four different megaphones. Clockwork cydliststo the
right and left and the above of Jack peddled furioudy away and swung their lights here and there at the
controller'sdirecting.

The lights swept over the low stage beneath the controller's box.



The stage set resembled awoodland arbour, painted plywood trees, a blue sky daubed to the rear, with
the wordsTuff it on the Tuffet painted upon it inlarge and glittering golden letters. The floor of the stage
was carpeted with fake grass, on which stood a number of stools fashioned to resembl e tuffets and
arranged in asemi-circle. To theright of the stage was asmall clockwork orchestra.

I'mredlly enjoying this,' said Jack, 'and it hasn't even sarted yet.'

Before the stage, clockwork cameramen were positioning their clockwork cameras, large and bulky
affairsof colourful pressed tin which moved upon casters. The clockwork cameramen appeared to be
positioning their camerasin such away asto creste the maximum obstruction of the audience's view of
the stage.

Eddie waslooking over his shoulder, watching the rude crew pigs herding in the audience of toys. 'Hm,’
hesad.

Jack pointed towards the large and glittering |etters that were painted upon the pretend sky backdrop.
'What does Tuff it on the Tuffet mean? he asked Eddie.

‘Miss Muffett's show is one of those talk show jobbies,' Eddie explained, ‘wheretoysair their
embarrassing personal problems on primetime TV. | once wrote alittle poem about it; would you care
for metoreciteit to you?

'Isit along poem? Jack asked.

'No, quite short.'

'‘Go on then.’

Eddie made throat-clearing growlings and then he began:

‘Scandal ous secrets and shocking surprises,

'Secreting their personswith Silly disguises,

'Or proudly parading their sexud deviation,

"With clockwork and teddy and even relation,

'Recounting their rumblings with famous Toy falk,

'Or confessing the need for the herbs that they smoke,

‘All in the hope that the show will bestow,

'Mediaabsolution.’

'Very good,' said Jack.

'Did you redly think so?



'Not redly,’ said Jack. 'l was being polite. But why would anyone want to comeona TV show and air
their dirty laundry in public, asit were?

Eddie shrugged. That isone of lifeslittle mysteries' he said. 'My guess would be that either they're
actorsmaking it dl up, or they're very sad individuas who crave- their moment of glory on TV. But who
cares, it'sgreet televison.'

'And Little Tommy Tucker isgoing to be"tuffing it", ishe?

'I doubt that. He's probably promoting his new hit single. HeEs abig recording artiste, is Tommy. He
doesn't haveto sing for his supper any more. Well, he doesin amanner of speaking, but hissinging has

earned him enough for amillion suppersin the City's finest eateries!’

Jack’'s somach rumbled once again. But at least his hangover was beginning to lessen. ‘Famous singer,
eh? said Jack.

"Top of the charts," said Eddie. 'Not my pot of jam though. I'm an Elvisfan, me.’
'Elvis? said Jack. 'Whao's Elvis?

Eddierolled his button eyes. 'He'sthe King.'

'Well I've never heard of him.’

'No, 1 suppose not. He's a bear, like me. My cousin, in fact. Tinto has an open-mic night on Fridays.
Elvisangs. HeEsgreat.’

"What sort of stuff doeshe sing? Jack asked.

"Tommy Tucker songs,’ said Eddie, dismaly. There aren't any others!’

'What, none?

Tommy sort of hasthe Toy City music industry in hisvelvet pocket. Tommy's dways number oneinthe
music charts, because the charts don't have anumber two. And Tommy owns the only recording studio

in Toy City, and the record company.’

"That's outrageous,’ said Jack. 'So you're telling me that the only records you can buy in Toy City are
Tommy Tucker records?

'Or classcd musc.'
"Whichis?

‘Nursery rhymes,' said Eddie. 'Sung by the Tommy Tucker choir ensemble. With the Tommy Tucker
clockwork orchestra. That's them next to the stage.”

'Shut up!" shouted arude crew pig into Eddi€'s ear. "The show's about to begin. Shut up!’

'Oi,' said Jack. 'How dare you!'



'Shut up the both of you," said the rude crew pig. 'And behave or I'll throw you out.’

Jack almost rose to take issue with the rude crew pig, but as he didn't want to miss the show, he didn't.
'It'sadwaysthe same,’ whispered Eddie. 'Paint auniform on apig and he thinks he rulesthe city.’

'Oh, look,' said Jack. 'Something's happening.'

And something was.

The controller shouted ingtructions through numerous megaphones, some lights dimmed, others shone
brightly; those that shone brightly illuminated the stage.

Quite brightly.

From stage-right afigure appeared.

Thisfigurewasaclown. An dl-rubber clown. An al-green, but for the red nose, rubber clown.
‘Morning dl,’ said the al-green, but for the red nose, rubber clown.

Mumble, mumble, mumble went the audience. One or two folk managed a half-hearted ‘Good morning'.
'Pethetic,' said the all-green, but for the red nose, rubber clown. That really won't do at all.’

'Who's this? Jack asked.

"Warm-up clown, | think," said Eddie.

'Shut up, you two,’ said the crew pig, who had positioned himsdlf in the aide next to Jack and Eddie and
was keeping a beady eye upon them.

"Thisis The Tuffet!" The al-green, but for the red nose, rubber clown made al-encompassing hand
gestures. 'Biggest rating show in Toy City and you the audience must respond. Y ou must cheer, you must
gpplaud, you must react. Do you hear what I'm saying?

Murmur, murmur, went the crowd.

‘Do you hear?

'Y es, went much of the crowd, in an embarrassed murmur.

'And do you love Miss Muffett?

'Yes,' went most of the crowd, quietly.

| said, do youlove Miss Muffett?

'Y es,"went pretty much al of the crowd, pretty much louder.

'Isaid, do you love Miss Mujfett?



YES,'went damn near dl of the crowd.

'‘And you two," the rude crew pig shook atrottered fist at Eddie and Jack.

'Oh yesindeed, said Jack, in atone that lacked somewhat tor conviction.

'‘And metoo,' said Eddie, in alikewise fashion.

'Let me hear you say "Yeah!" ' shouted the dl-green, but for the red nose, al-rubber clown.

'Y eah!'the audience replied.

'Not bad,' said the clown. 'But not good; |et me hear you say "yeah" once again.’

'Y eah!'went the crowd with grester vigour.

'Y eahl’ shouted the clown.

'Y eah!" shouted the audience back to him.

And yesh and yeah and yeah again.

'l don't likethisclown at dl,’ said Jack.

That'syour last warning,' said the rude crew pig in between the yeahings.

‘All right!" shouted the clown. ‘Now we'rerolling. Now let's have us some fun.’

And then the clown went about doingThe Terrible Thing. The Terrible Thing istheterrible thing that
al cdlownsdo. ItisThe Terrible Thing that all clowns have dways done, snce the very dawn of
downing, The Terrible Thing that isultimately what being aclownisdl about.

TheTerrible Thingthat is...

Humiliating the audience.

Exactly why clownsdo it isno mystery at al. They do it because theycan do it, because they are
alowed to do it, because they can get away with doing it. And they get away with doing it because they
wesar red noses and silly costumes which make them look ridiculous, make them look like fools, and so
people let them get away with doing it — people who would otherwise best the living life out of anyone
elsewho dared to humiliate them — alow clownsdo it.

Which servesthem right, redlly.

But il mekesit aterriblething.

The al-green, but for the red nose, rubber clown began to move amongst the audience. He frolicked up
and down the aides. Here he mocked the leaky over-stuffed seams of a plump rag doll, and there he

drew attention to a hint of rust upon the shoulder of a clockwork postman. And over there he scorned a
teddy's moth-eaten ear. And right at the back he made light of awooden soldier's woodworm holes.



The audience laughed, as an audience will, as a detached sum of itsindividually wounded parts. That's
life. Butit'snot very nice.

"Thisisfoul,' said Jack. The crew pig glared a him.
Jack caught the green clown's attention and the green clown came over to Jack.

'Well well well,' said the green clown, grinning hugely at Jack. "What do we have here? | love the coat,
areyou wearing it for adare?

The audience laughed. Jack curled hislip. ‘And isthisyour little bear? The green clown beamed at
Eddie

Jack beckoned the green clown close and whispered certain cautionary wordsinto his green rubber ear.
The green clown gtiffened. 'So, on with the show," he said. 'Clockworks, stuffed and toy folk generdly,
alow meto introduce your hostess. The one, the only, Toy City'sfavourite Miss. Here sheis.
Heeeeeeerés Missy.'

The controller bawled instructions, overhead lights swung, focused and shone.

The clockwork orchestra struck up music.

And she made her entrance.

‘The one. The only. Miss Muffett.

'‘Applause!" shouted the green clown.

And applause there was.

Jack turned his eyes towards the spotlit entrance of the Miss, but his view wasimmediately obstructed
by aclockwork cameraman.

He ducked his head thisway and that. And then Jack saw her: Miss Muffett.
Jack's jaw fell and his eyes became wide.

'What isthat?' he asked.

19

If Jack had held to any rdigious beliefs, he might well have said that Miss Muffett was aSight to stagger
the senses of the Gods.

But, as he was an atheit, he espoused no such claims. Instead he smply followed the words 'What is



that?" with asingleword.

And that sngle word was 'Wowser!'

'Wowser? Eddie asked. 'What's Wowser?

'Wowser,' Jack went once more.'She is Wowser. She. Well. Wowser. Sheis!’

Eddie gazed upon Miss Muffett. "Wowser? he said thoughtfully. That would probably doit.’
And it probably would.

From her tippy tiptoesto her tinted topknot, Miss Muffett swas wonderfully wowser. Shewas
wonderfully wowser to al points of the compass, and probably some otherstoo.

She was remarkably wonderfully wowser, in fact.
Worryingly wowser.

As Jack viewed Miss Muffett, the wowser word came once more to hislips; Jack swallowed it back.
What was so wonderfully wowser about this woman? he wondered.

Wasit the hair?
Miss Muffett had the big hair of the famous.

Itisafact well known to those who know it well, and anyone in fact who ever watches TV, or goesto
the movies, that dthough the fabuloudy famous may ultimately not end up always possessing big hair,
they dmogt certainly began withit.

Big hair isaprerequisite. It isagiven, asisbig face and small body. It isarequirement when it comesto
richness and famousness. Choose your favourite star of stage or screen; they will inevitably have had their
big hair days.

Miss Muffett was currently having hers. Her hair was huge; it was blonde and it was huge. It outhuged

the dolliesin thelobby portraits. It went every-which-way, and every-which-way-hair is unashamedly
erotic.

Curioudy, bald heads on women are smilarly erotic, but they're not nearly so much fun asbig-haired
heads. Y ou can really get your hands into big-haired heads. And blondie big-haired heads...

Wsll...

Wowser!

Miss Muffett's eyes were big and blue. Her nose wastiny. Her mouth was full and wide. Slender was
her neck and narrow her shoulders. Large and well-formed were her breasts, and her waist was as of the
wasp. Her hipswere the hips of a Goddess. Her low-necked gown, a shesth of shimmering stars. Her
legs, aslong asthey were, and they were, were made to seem much longer by the lengthy heels upon her
WOwsery shoes.



And so on and so forth and such like. Dade dade da
'Shels certainly something,’ said Eddie.
'| hate her,' said Jack.

'What?

"That's not how it should be." The beady eyes of the crew pig were once more upon Jack, and so Jack
whispered to Eddie. That's not how it should be," he said once more.

'‘Notwhat?' Eddie asked.

'Not how awoman should be.’
'And you, amere stripling of alad, know how awoman should be?

Thoughts of Jill from Madame Goose's returned to Jack. Not that they had ever been much away. Jll
was, young as she was, the way awomanshould be; in fact, she waseverything that awoman should be,
in Jack's admittedly somewhat limited opinion. Miss Muffett's beauty was there. It was definitely there. It

was amazingly, wowseringlythere. But it was too much. It was extreme. It was wowser, yes, but it was
worryingly wowser.

"You can't look likethat,” Jack whispered. 'Not redlly. It'stoo much. Do you know what | mean, Eddie?
It'stoo much. It makes me fed uncomfortable.’

Eddie grinned, but he said nothing.

A sngle spotlight illuminated Miss Muffett. *

‘Alloloves,' she said in adegp and husky tone. "'Welcometo The Tuffet. Today we shdl be dedling with
the sensitive subject of interracid relationships. Can afuzzy felt mouse find happiness with awooden
kangaroo? Can ateddy bear truly know love in clockwork arms?

'Not if it'sme and Tinto, sniggered Eddie.

'Shut it!" snarled the crew pig.

‘Can abig fat pug-ugly rubber dancing doll with bad dress sense and a small moustache redly want to
marry the worm-eaten wooden chef from Nadine's Diner?

Jack shrugged.

‘Search me,' said Eddie. 'But she'd probably be grateful for anything, by the sound of her.'

"Verylast warning,’ said the crew pig.

'Let'sask them,’ said Miss Muffett, ascending the stage and setting her wowseringly wonderful behind
onto the central tuffet thereof.

The controller bawled the word 'Applause’ through the megaphone. And applause there was.



Rude crew pigs ushered the guests onto the stage. Onewas abig fat pug-ugly dancing doll in arevolting
sportswear suit. The other was aworm-eaten wooden chef.

'Oh,' said Jack. 'It'shim.’
'Him? whispered Eddie, cowering benegath the gaze of the rude crew pig.

‘Thefirg night | wasin the city,’ said Jack. 'l went into a Nadine's Diner. He wasthe chef. | thought he
was aman in awooden mask or something.'

'‘And | woke you up in the alley outside,’ whispered Eddie.

The big fat pug-ugly dancing doll required two tuffetsto St down upon; rude crew pigs moved them into
place. The worm-eaten wooden chef sat down beside her.

Miss Muffett introduced her gueststo the audience:

Jack yawned.

Tired? said Eddie.

'Short attention span,’ said Jack. "We had showslike thison TV in my town. I'm bored aready.'
‘Jaded with the glamour of celebrity dready,’ said Eddie. The fickleness of youth, eh?
That'sit,' said the rude crew pig. 'Out, the pair of you.'

'I've had quite enough of you,' said Jack. 'Clear off.'

‘Be quigt,’ said the rude crew pig. 'Keep your voice down. The show isin progress.’

'‘Doesthis show go out live? Jack asked the rude crew pig.

'It certainly does," the pig replied.

"Then it would be aterrible shameif it were to be interrupted wouldn't it?

The rude crew pig made a very foul face at Jack.

'Interrupted by me throwing you onto the stage and then kicking you al around and about onit.'
Eddieflinched.

Therude crew pig stiffened.

"Then leave usdone,’ said Jack. 'Or | will make a great deal of noise and cause agreat deal of trouble.’
‘Just keep it down.' The rude crew pig made avery worried face.

'‘Go away. Or ese!



The rude crew pig took atottering step or two up theaide.

'‘Away," counsdlled Jack. "Hurry up now; | suffer from arare medica condition which manifestsitsef in
acts of extreme violence when | find mysdlf put under stress!’

The rude crew pig departed hurriedly.
'Wdll done,' said Eddie. 'Mogt authoritative. Most assertive.'

‘Let'sgo and find Little Tommy Tucker," said Jack.

| can't believeyou,' said Eddie. 'We'rehereina TV studio. Watching the Miss Muffett show live.
And...

It'srubbish,’ said Jack. 'It'sal rubbish. The rude crew pigs, the insulting clown, this patronising woman:
itsexcruciding.'

"That's entertainment,’ said Eddie, in asingsong kind of away.

'Wdll, | can't be having withit. Let'sfind Little Tommy Tucker.'

'Hell be on soon," Eddie cuffed Jack on the arm. 'Behave yourself and be patient. Y ou're avery naughty
boy.'

Jack gtifled alarge guffaw and directed his attention once more to the stage.

'‘Good boy,' said Eddie.
'So tell me, Chardonnay,’ said Miss Muffett to the big fat pug-ugly dancing dall, ‘what it isthat you seein
Garth?

Garth, the worm-eaten wooden chef, reached out awooden hand and squeezed the podgy mitt of
Chardonnay.

'He's very sengtive,' said Chardonnay.

'How nice,’ said Missy.
'And he does dl the cooking and he smdllsvery nice. He hasthislovely piney fragrance. Go on, give him
aiff.

Miss Muffett leaned towards Garth and gave him asniff. 'Piney, with atouch of cooking lard,’ she said.
'‘And when he getswood, he keepsit,' said Chardonnay.

'BExcuse me? said Miss Muffett.

I'm talking about his penis,’ said Chardonnay. "When he gets an erection, it'slike aforest oak. A mighty
pine. A giant redwood. A great shaft of thrusting timber. A—



‘A big log-on? asked Miss Muffett. 'What about your socid life? How have your friends taken to your
reaionship?

‘Minearedl for it, said Garth. 'My mates say, "Go on my son, get in there.™:

'And so they should.' Miss Muffett smiled amouthload of perfect teeth. 'But what | mean isin terms of
socid intercourse.

'If you're having intercourse," said Garth, ‘'who needsto socidise?

‘How true,' said Miss Muffett. 'Someone once asked me whether | liked All-in Wrestling. | replied, if it's
dl in, why wrestle?

The audience erupted into laughter.

'Excruciating,’ said Jack. 'Ireally hate her.’

'l think shé'sfun,’ said Eddie. '‘And dirty, of course, and | do like dirty, me.'
'Well, | don't. Thisshow isgross. It'sdl gross!

'So," said Miss Muffett, 'do either of you have parents and if so, how have they reacted to your
relationship?

'Well, | don't have any parents,’ said Garth. 'l was hewn by the toymaker. And well hewn too.’

'He certainly is,’ said Chardonnay. 'Hewn like arolling pin. The toymaker stuffed me!'

'I'm finishing where he left off,' said Garth.

'Well,' said Miss Muffett, ‘it would appear that you two have the perfect relationship.’

'We do, the pair agreed.

‘But,’ said Miss Muffett, ‘things are not dways as they appear and after the commercia break that is
coming right up, I'll beintroducing severa other guests: a clockwork fireman who clamsthat for the last
three years he has been having a gay relationship with Garth, and two dollieswho have borne his
children. And if that isn't enough, well be bringing on astraw dog who insists that Chardonnay is, ashe
putsit, hishitch. Well be back in amoment right after this." Miss Muffett smiled and the controller
shouted ‘cut’, through one of his megaphones.

Chardonnay turned upon Garth and began to set about him something wicked. Garth responded by
butting her fiercely in the head.

Rude crew pigstrotted forward and hustled Chardonnay and Garth from the stage.

Miss Muffett arose from her Tuffet. She straightened down parts of her frock that redly didn't need
straightening down and approached Jack and Eddie upon her preposterous heels.

'Y ou two," she said, when she had approached sufficiently. 'Y ou two have chatted throughout my first
quarter. Areyou both mad or just plain stupid?



Jack gawped at Miss Muffett. 'We're..." he managed to say.

'Y es, you gormster,what?"

'Wereredly enjoying the show,' said Jack.

'But you fed the need to talk al through it?

Vey sorry,' said Jack.

‘Just shut it,' said Miss Muffett. "Shut your stupid ignorant mouths. I'm agtar. A big star. A famous star.
Y ou, you're' nothing. Do you understand? L ess than nothing. Nobodies. Nonsuches. Nonentities. You
just do what you'retold to. Laugh in theright places. Applaud in the right places. Then get out. Get out
and go back to your meaninglesslittlelives. Do you hear what I'm saying?

‘All too loudly,’ said Jack.

'What?

'We hear you, yes!'

"Then shut up.' Miss Muffett's wonderfully wowser blue eyes glared pointy daggers at Jack.

‘Very sorry,' said Jack once more. 'Well be quiet. We were over-excited. That's all.’

'Yes, well, seethat you do. Stupid trash.' Miss Muffed; turned upon her pointy heels and stalked back
to the stage.

Jack looked at Eddie.

And Eddielooked at Jack.

"‘What amost unwowserly woman,' said Jack.

Eddie said nothing at dl.

Then.

"Three, two, one," bawled the controller, varioudy.

The clockwork orchestra struck up once again.

And part two of the show was on the go.

Chardonnay and Garth were back on stage, but thistime each was restrained within straitjackets.
Various dubious-looking types, arusty clockwork fireman, amanky straw dog and some barely dressed
dollies were hustled into the spotlight to tell their tales of drunkenness and debauchery, point accusing

fingers and paws. They soon took to striking one another.

At length these too were hustled away, leaving Miss Muffett done.



Trash," whispered Jack. 'It's all trash.'

‘Ladies and gentlemen,” husked Missy, 'dollies and gollies, clockworkers, woodeners, and dl
otherwises, it isnow my very great pleasure to introduce you to avery dear friend of mine: astar
amongst stars, making one of hisrare live appearances right here on my little show. | am honoured to
wel come the supper singer himsdlf, your own, your very own, Little Tommy Tucker.'

And the clockwork orchestra struck up once again, again.

The controller did further bawlingsfor applause and for complicated lighting-work, but his bawlings
were swalowed up by the orchestras stirring rendition of the Little Tommy Tucker theme and the
audience's obvious adulation.

The applause was such as to have Eddie's growler vibrating.

‘Grrrrrrrr,'went Eddie. 'Pardon me!

And thenHe walked out onto the stage.

Hehad the look of one who had partaken of the pleasures of the flesh in amanner that lacked for
moderation or temperance. He hadreally partaken of them.

Hewasindeed Toy City's most perfectly wasted man.

Jack ducked thisway and that as clockwork cameramen once more got in hisway, but when hefindly
gpied Little Tommy, Jack felt causeto whistle.

'No one can bethat thin,' Jack said to Eddie.
But Little Tommy could.

Therewas very little of Little Tommy. He had the big face of the famous, but the little body was
oh-so-little that it was a cause of pain to gaze upon. It was next to nothing. It wasawisp. A wistful

whisper.
A willowy wigtful whisper.

What little there was of it was encased in atruly spiffing triple-breasted blue slkOh Boy! it of the high
fashion persuasion. He wore dapper little hyper-exclusive foolish-boy-skin shoes upon hisdinky little
feet. A natily knotted pink velvet tie was threaded benegth the high collars of apale lemon satin shirt. He
had the remains of some very big hair piled high upon hishead. A studio tan coloured his gauntly-featured
face. Hiseyeswere of the palest blue; hislips of the lushest red.

'Hi there,' crooned little Tommy, raising skeletal hands.
The audience cheered and those amongst them possessed of hands clapped these wildly together.
"Thank you, thank you, thank you.' Little Tommy beamed all around and about. He exchanged air kisses

with Little Miss Muffett and bowed severd timesto the audience. He stepped up to amicrophone before
the clockwork orchestra. 'I'd like to sing asong that | know will bevery lucky for me,' hesaid into it.



'Another chart topper.’

Further wild applause issued from the audience.

'Isheredlythat good? Jack shouted into Eddi€'s ear.

'No, he's rubbish, and there's no need to shout. We bears are greatly admired for our aural capacities.’
‘LJrgh, went Jack.

Eddierolled his button eyes. 'Aurd,’ he said. 'Oh, never mind.’

"Thissong,’ continued Little Tommy, ‘is dedicated to avery dear friend of mine. | cannot speak his name
aoud, butHe knowswhoHe is. The song iscaled "Y ou're aGod to me, buddy". It goes something like
this." Little Tommy beamed over his dender shoulder towards the clockwork orchestra. ‘Gentlemen,
please, if youwill.'

The clockwork conductor one two threed it with his baton; the orchestralaunched into the number.

Jack's head ducked this way and that, but the cameramen obscured his view. He could however hear
the song. And as Jack listened to it, his jaw dropped low once more.

It wes...
'‘Awful," whispered Jack to Eddie. "'The song's avful and he can't even sing.'

'Itismy belief, Eddie whispered back, ‘that when Whesetley Porterman penned the origina nursery
rhymethat made Little Tommy famous, it was intended as a satire upon the poor qudity of Toy City
nightclub entertainers, Little Tommy in particular: that dl his snging was worth was some brown bread
and butter. Ironic the way things turned out, en?

Jack nodded thoughtfully, curled hislip, screwed up his eyes and thrust hishands over hisears. Tell me
when he'sfinished,’ he said to Eddie.

Eddie did not reply to this. His paws were already over hisears.

It did haveto be said that even if Little Tommy wasn't much of asinger, which indeed he was not, he did
put his heart and indeed hisvery soul into his performance. Veins stood out upon his scrawny neck and
upon his ample forehead. Tears sprang into his eyes. His spindly arms crooked themsalvesinto al
manner of unlikely positions; hislong fingers snatched a the air asif clawing at the very ether. Rivulets of
sweat ran down hisface, joining histearsto stripe his studio tan.

The song itself was of the ballad persuasion, which, given Little Tommy's rendition in the manner that
madeit al hisown, had about it aquality which raised excruciation to an art form. Little Tommy trembled
on histoes. At every high note, hislips quivered and his mouth became so wide that those in the upper
seats who had particularly good eyesight were afforded aclear view right down his scrawny throat to see
what he'd had for breskfast.

The deafening applause that greeted the song's conclusion was sufficient to arouse Jack and Eddie from
thefoetal positions they had adopted. Eddie put his paws together. 'Bravo,’ he caled.



‘Irony? Jack asked.

'Absolutely,’ said Eddie.

'‘Bravo," called Jack, clapping too. 'More. More.'
‘Let'snot overdoiit.'

'Quite s0.” Jack ceased his clapping.

'What can | say? Little Miss Muffett rose from her central tuffet, clapping lightly and professondly. 'One
of the greats. If notthe great. Join me up here, Little Tommy, come and sit with me please.’

Little Tommy took another bow and joined Miss Muffett.
"Thank you, Missy," he said, seating himself down upon the vacant tuffet next to Missy.

Jack's empty stomach made terrible grumbling sounds. 'l redlly have had enough,’ he whispered to
Eddie.

'We might aswdll stick it out to the end,’ said the bear. "Y ou never know, it might get really interesting.'
'Y eah, right,’ said Jack. They'rejust going to luvvy each other.'

And that, of course, was exactly what Miss Muffett and Little Tommywere going to do: luwy each other
bigtime.

‘Little Tommy," husked the Missy, 'beautiful song, beautiful lyrics, beautiful rendition.’
'l just love your dress,' crooned Little Tommy.

'And you'relooking so well.'

'‘And you so young.'

It'swonderful to haveyou here.'

'It'swonderful to be here on your wonderful show.’

'Wonderful," husked Missy. '‘But tell me, Little Tommy, | know you make very very few public
appearances.’

'Very few," Tommy agreed.
‘But why this?
'Wdl, Missy, said Little Tommy, crossing his spindly legs, 'l just don't havethetime. Theway | seeit, it

isthe duty of asuperdtar such as mysdlf to maintain the appropriate lifestyle: alifestyleto which theless
fortunate amongst us, your audience for instance, can only aspireto in their most exalted, and dare | say,

perverted dreams.’



"Y ou might certainly dare,' said Missy. 'In fact you have!’
‘Takeit to excess,' said Little Tommy. 'Such is expected of someone like mysdlf. Itismy duty.’

'And you certainly havetaken it to excess.' Miss Muffett smiled big smiles upon Little Tommy. Y our
squanderings and indulgences are of legend.’

'Wdll, thank you very much.’
'‘And you've just come out of detox, | understand.’

'Detox, rehab, it'sasweekly thing with me. They say, "If youvegot it, flaunt it." | say, "If you'vegot it,
useit up, wear it out, get it flushed and start again on Monday." '

'What athoroughly unpleasant individud,' said Jack.

'Everyone mishehaves,' said Eddie. That's nature. Everyone gets away with as much asthey can get
away with. And the more they can get awvay with, the more they will.'

"That'sasomewhat cynicd view of life.

'Y ou know that I'm telling the truth.’

‘That doesn't mean that | want to admit it.'

Eddie grinned. 'Y oure agood lad, Jack,' said he.

‘Buthe isn't

'No, he's an absolute stinker.

'Drugs? said Little Tommy, in an answer to aquestion from Miss Muffett that Jack and Eddie hadn't
heard. 'Well, yes, dl right, | must admit that | am no stranger to drugs. Not that I'm advocating them to
others, don't get me wrong, I'm not. Only for me. To me, an unhedthy cocktail of acohol and narcotics

spicesthings up for ahbit of hot groupie action.'

"There have been reportsin the Toy City Pressregarding the, how shal | put it, tender ages of some of
your groupies.

'If they're old enough to walk on their own,’ said Little Tommy, 'then they're up for it.'
'‘What? went Jack.

Miss Muffett tittered. 'Y ou're avery naughty boy,’ she said.

'l know," said Little Tommy. '‘But you can't help liking me, can you?

'I hate him,' said Jack. 'Hate her, hate him. I'm exhibiting no preferences, you notice.'

'Very democratic,’ said Eddie. 'He needs a smack,' said Jack. 'So does she’’



‘Well, said Little Miss Muffett, ‘it's been an absolute pleasure to have you here on the show, Little
Tommy. | think the audience would agree with me on this" Missy smiled towards the audience. The
audience gave out with further wild gpplause. 'So | think we should finish thisinterview on ahigh note.
Would you honour us, Little Tommy, by giving us another of your marvellous high notes one more time?

It would be my pleasure, Missy.' Little Tommy threw back his head, opened his mouth aswiddy as
widely could be and gave vent to a crackling high note of such appalling avfulnessthat Jack's hands and
Eddi€'s paws rushed upwards once more towards their respective ears. It was along high note. A
prolonged high note. An elongated high note.

And there's no telling for how protracted a period this particular long, prolonged, elongated high note
might have continued for had it not been suddenly cut short.

The cause of its cut-shortedness was not viewed by Jack as a clockwork cameraman was once more
obscuring hisview. Eddie saw it clearly, though.

Something dropped down from above. From above the controller's control booth. From above the
clockwork lighting-peddlers. From the very ceiling of the studio.

Through aholethat had been drilled through thisvery celling.

Whatever this something was, and it was very soon to be gpparent exactly what this something was, it
dropped through this hole and fdll directly down and into Little Tommy Tucker's open mouth and onward
further still until it reached the areainsde him where rested his breskfast.

'Gulp!" went Little Tommy, suddenly foreshortening hishigh note. "What was that?

'What waswhat?' Miss Muffett asked.

'‘Something.’ Little Tommy clutched at histhroat and then at his diminutive ssomach regions. 'Something
fdl into my mouth.’

'Well, it wouldn't be thefirst time." Miss Muffett tittered some more.

'Yes, but | didn't like this. Oooh.'

'‘Oooh? questioned Miss Muffett.

'Y es, Oooh, something isgoing onin my guts:

'Well, upon that high note, we have to take another commercia break. But well beright back after it
with alove triangle which turned out to be more of a pentangle. Well say goodbye. Please put your
hands together for my very specid gues, Little Tommy, and | know that you'll &l be going out to
purchase hislatest hit. What was the name of that song again, Tommy?

'Oooh," went Tommy. ‘Aaaargh!’

Jack looked at Eddie.

And Eddie looked at Jack.



'What's happening? Jack asked. 'l can't see’
‘Something bad,' said Eddie. 'Something very bad.'

'Oooh!" went Little Tommy once again. And 'Aaaargh’ again dso. He clutched a himself and legpt from
histuffet.

And then dl kinds of terrible things happened.
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Little Tommy, arisen from histuffet, was now clutching al over himsdlf and howling in evident anguish.

The audience members, under the mistaken bdief that thiswasjust part of the show — dbeit a
somewhat bizarre part - rocked with laughter and clapped together what hands they possessed.

"What's going on? Jack shouted to Eddie.

'Up there," Eddie shouted back. 'Above the controller's box. Hole in the ceiling. Something dropped
through it into Tommy's mouth."

'It'sthe serid killer again.” Jack jumped to hisfeet. 'Cdl an ambulance,’ he shouted, pushing asidea
clockwork cameraman and toppling his clockwork camera.

Little Tommy lurched about the stage. Something horrible was happening insde him. He jerked upwards
asif being lifted physicaly from hisfeet and then dammed down onto the floor.

Jack rushed to offer what assistance he could, dthough he knew little of first aid. Rude crew pigs came
snorting down the aides; the audience continued with its laughter and applause, dthough it was dawning
upon its brighter members that something was dtogether amiss.

As Jack reached the now-prone supper singer, amost horrible occurrence occurred: asif by the agency
of someinvisbleforce, Little Tommy swung upright.

He hung, suspended in the air, histiny feet dangling twelve inches above the stage. He stared at Jack
face-to-face with pleading eyes and open mouth.

'WEell get you help,' said Jack, but he could clearly seethat help would betoo late. Little Tommy began
to vibrate and rattle about. Great tremors ran up and down his sender body. Steam began to issue from
hisears.

'Oh no, croaked Jack, taking severa sharp stepsback-aways. 'He's going to blow. Take cover,
everyone.'

Whigtling sounds came from Tommy, rising and rising in volume and pitch. Buttons popped from his
triple-breasted suit, strange lumps bulged from his forehead and his shoulders began to expand. The
laughter and applause in the audience died away. Horror and panic refilled the momentary void.



As Jack fdl back from the stage the horde of rude crew pigsfel upon Jack. 'WEell teach you some
manners,' snorted the one that Jack had recently sent packing.

And oh so quickly, asit always does, chaos reigned supreme.

The audience arose from their uncomfortable seats and made the traditional mad dash for the exits. The
controller bawled ingructionsto the lighting pedallers, but the lighting pedallers were now dismounting
and abseiling down ropes, eager to make their escape. Miss Muffett was being rapidly escorted from the
stage by burly men in dark suits and mirrored sunglasses who al sported tiny earphones with mouth mic
attachments. And as Jack vanished benesth amaelstrom of trotters, Little Tommy Tucker exploded.

OnprimetimeTV.
Before alarge viewing audience.

Although reruns of this particular show would top the ratings charts for many monthsto come, the only
direct eyewitnessto Little Tommy's spectacular demise was one Eddie Bear, Toy City private eye.

Knowing better than to risk being flattened by the sampeding audience and being incapable of asssting
Jack in histravails againgt the rude crew pigs, Eddie had remained where he was, cowering in his sedt.
He had to put his pawsright over his ears, though, as Tommy's high-pressure whistlings reached an
ultrasonic level, which set toy dogsin the street outside howling. But Eddie had aringside seet to watch
the explosion.

It isanother fact well known to those who know it well, and those who know it well do so through
persondl experience, that when you areinvolved in something truly dreadful and life-threstening, such asa
car crash, thetruly dreadful and life-threatening something appears to occur in dow motion. Many
explanations have been offered for this: a sudden rush of adrendin, precipitating arapid muscle response,
affording theindividua the opportunity (however small) to take evasive action; an dteration in the
individud's perception of time, which is something akin to a near-deeth experience, in which the
individud's psyche, id, consciousness, or soul stuff, depending upon the chosen theologica viewpoint,
momentarily detachesitself from theindividua in question, alowing theindividua to experiencethe event
in adifferent timeframe. Or the far more obvious, trans-perambulation of pseudo-cosmic antimeatter,
precipitating aflexi-tangentia spatid interflux within the symbiotic parameters of existentia functionaism.

But whether or not any of these actualy apply to brains comprised entirely of sawdust is somewhat open
to debate.

If asked whether he had watched the exploding of Little Tommy Tucker in what seemed to be dow
motion, Eddie Bear would, however, answer, 'Y es, and it was not at all nice.'

Eddie watched the ghastly swellings, the vile expansions, the distortions of limbs and facid featurings,
and then he saw the rending of flesh and shirt and blue silkOh Boy! suit. And he saw the fragments of the
gasilled clockwork grenade that roared out of Tommy's shredded body. And whether it was
adrenalous rush, or detached id, or pseudo-cosmic existential functionalism, Eddie managed to duck
asde as metd shards and Tucker gutsflew in hisdirection.

Not s0, however, the wildly trottering rude crew pigs, who caught much shrapnel in their rubber rear
ends.



Asthe crew pigs ran squealing and Jack, who had gone down fighting, came up prepared to do some
more, Eddie raised his ducked head and saw something else.

And Eddie pointed with a paw and Jack looked up and saw it too.

Down through the holein the calling it drifted, atiny white and brown thing. Thewhite of it wasa
parachute, the brown was a hollow chocolate bunny.

Now the mayhem hadn't lessened, because but afew short seconds had passed. The explosion had
done nothing whatever to lessen the chaos; on the contrary, it had done everything to considerably
increaseit.

The fire aarm was ringing and the sprinkler system went into action. Water showered down upon the
audience-turned-mob. The audience-turned-mob turned upon itsalf, and much of itself turned to other
than itsdlf; indeed, turned upon the rude crew pigs who were scrambling also to flee,

It was now afull-blown riot Stuation.

Thisway." Jack hauled Eddie after him and took off at arush for the rear of the stage, leaping over
spattered remains of the ex-supper singer. 'The killer's upstairs somewhere; we have to get after them.’

'Whoa!" went Eddie as Jack passed the painted sky backdrop and entered a backstage corridor. 'Slow
down, Jack, think about this.'

'We haveto get after thekiller.’

"We don't have any weapons.'

'Well improvise!

'Have you gone completely insane?

Jack dashed aong the corridor. 'Let go of me," cried Eddie. 'Put me down.'

Jack ceased his dashings and put Eddie down. 'The murderer may still bein the building,' he said. 'We
have to find out; we have to do something.’

'No, Jack,' said Eddie. 'l can't.

"You can't? Why?

‘Jack, | just saw aman get blown to pieces. | think I'm going to be sick.
‘Thenwait here," said Jack. Til go done!

'No, don't do it, please.’

‘But | might be able to catch them unawares!’



'Or you might walk straight into atrap. Let it go, Jack.’
'‘Areyou sure?

"You're very brave, but look at the state of you.'
I'mfine,’ said Jack.

"You're not, you're al beaten about.’

'Get away, they hardly laid atrotter on me.’

'‘Carry me back to the office, Jack.'

‘Carry you? In broad daylight? What about your dignity?
Til haveto swalow that, I'm afraid.’

And then Eddie fainted.

Jack carried Eddie back to Bill Winki€'s office. To spare hisdignity, he hid the little bear beneath his
trenchcoat.

In the office Jack splashed water on Eddie and dowly Eddie revived.
"That was most upsetting,' said Eddie. 'l didn't likethat &t all.'
'Areyou feding al right now? Jack asked.

'Yes, I'll befine. Thanksfor looking after me.'

'No problem,’ said Jack. 'Aslong as you're okay.'

‘It was ahit of ashock.’

‘But let'slook on the bright side," said Jack.

"The bright sde? What bright sde?

‘Little Tommy Tucker went the way he would probably have wanted: live on stage before a cheering
audience. Out on ahigh note and in ablaze of glory.'

'Areyou trying to be funny?
'Rather desperately so, yes!'

"Then please don't.' Eddie shook hishead. ‘I can't believeit. Thekiller did it, right in front of us. Right in
front of the viewing public. How audacious can you get?



‘Thiskiller ismaking avery big statement.’ Jack settled down in Bill Winkieschair. Therésavery big
ego involved here!

'‘And we're dways one step behind.'

'Well, were boundto be. We don't know who thisloony is going to butcher next. We don't have his hit
lig.

‘Hit ligt, acdebrity hit list,' said Eddie, thoughtfully. "Y ou might have something there!

Eddie climbed onto the wreckage of Bill Winki€'s desk. 'Right,’ he said. 'L et's see what we have. We
have Murder Most Foul: to whit, Mr Dumpty, Boy Blue, Madame Goose, Wibbly, Jack Spratt and now
Tommy Tucker. | think we can exclude Madame Goose and Wibbly; they just happened to bein the
wrong place a the wrong time. It's the others that matter. The old rich of Toy City. What isthe common
link?

'Easy,’ said Jack, swivelling about in Bill Winkieschair, 'l know this.'

'‘Go on,' said Eddie.

"The common link isthat they were al killed by the same murderer.’

Eddie made the kind of face that wouldn't buy you cheese. "Was that supposed to be funny too? he
asked.

'l don't think so," said Jack. 'But think about it, Eddie.She, or »'(, must have had areason to kill them dl.'

'l understand what you're saying. Butshe or f'f didn't kill Jack Spratt or Tommy Tucker.She orit was
already done and dusted.’

'‘Oooh oooh.” Jack put up his hand. 'I've anidea.’
'Go on,’ said Eddie once more.

‘All right, my ideaisthis. Therearetwo killers!
Eddie groaned.

'No, | haven't finished. There are two killers,but they're hired killers, working for someone dse. The
bransbehindital.

'Whatare you saying? Eddie asked. 'No, wait, | know what you're saying. If theshe orit was doing the
killingforher persona motives, the killingswould have stopped when she waskilled.'

'Exactly,” said Jack, having another swivel on the chair. 'So if you stop thislatest killer, the killingswon't
stop; another hired killer will take over and continue the work.'

'And our job isto find out what thiswork is. Why it's being done and who isthe evil geniusbehind it."

'BEvil geniusisabit strong,’ said Jack. 'Let's not go giving this mad person airs and graces.’



'Criminal mastermind, then,' said Eddie.

That'smorelikeit,' said Jack. 'So what we need to find isthe common link.'
Eddie groaned once more.

'What'swith dl this groaning? Jack asked. 'Areyouill or something?

'Were going round in circles. We need to put thingsin order.’

‘Right,’ said Jack, nodding in agreement and swivelling abit more on the chair.

'In order,'said Eddie, in the voice of one who has been granted a sudden reveation. 'Put thingsin order!
Asinyour ligt. The celebrity hit ligt.'

Jack did shruggings which, combined with his swivd-lings, nearly had him off the chair.

'Why did thekiller daughter her victimsin the order she did? Eddie asked. "Why Humpty first, then Boy
Blue?I'll bet there's some reason for the order.’

'l can't see why the order matters. Why don't we go to Jack Spratt's and search for some cluesthere?
Or back to the studios, we might find something.'

'No,' said Eddie. 'If I'm right about this, well be ahead of the game.’
'l don't understand,’ said Jack. 'Oh damn!’
'‘Oh damn?

'I've got the hem of my trenchcoat caught in the swiveling bit of the chair.' Jack yanked & the
trenchcoat's hem and was rewarded with a ghastly tearing sound. 'Oh double damn,’ he said.

Eddieignored him. 'It'sthisway, he said. 'I'm thinking that the victims are being killed in a particular
order. I'll just bet you that it'sthe order that their nursery rhymes were written. I'm pretty surethat | read
somewhere that Humpty wasthefirst nursery rhymemillionaire!’

'But how doesthis help? Jack fought with the chair for possession of the trenchcoat. So far the chair
waswinning.

'Wake up, Jack,' said Eddie. 'If | am right and the victims are being murdered in that order, then welll
know who's going to be the next on the celebrity hit list, won't we?

Jack ceased his struggles. 'Eddie, that's brilliant,” he said. "Then we can best the police to the crime
scene when the next murder happens.”

Eddie threw up his pawsin despair.

'Only joking," said Jack. 'We can be there before it happens, prevent it and capture the hired killer and
get Belissboysin blue to best the name of the crimina mastermind out of them. Or something like that.'

‘Something likethat,' said Eddie. 'So, it'sThe Hall of Nearly All The Records for us'’



Thehdlof nearly all the records?

"The curator isavery honest man. He can't be expected to remember everything.'

"Well, obvioudy not,' said Jack. 'He'd look stuff up in the record books.'

'Record books? said Eddie. "What are record books?

‘Bookswith recordsin them.'

‘A novd idea," said Eddie. 'I'll passthat on to the curator. He has nearly al therecordsin hishead.’
'What? said Jack. "They're not written down?

'He doeshave avery large head.'

Jack shook his not-so-very-large head. 'Just onething,' he said. 'How far away isthishall?
‘Right across the other side of the city.'

'And will we betaking acab?

'l don't think | have sufficient money for thefare. | was so drunk that | actualy paid off my bar bill at
Tinto'slast night.’

'So you'll be walking?
"Wellbewaking, said Eddie.

"Youllbewaking,' said Jack. 'l did enough walking yesterday. And I'll kedl over from hunger soon
anyway. We should have used the Chief Inspector's money to get some new wheelsfor Bill'scar.'

'I know what,' said Eddie. 'Well telephoneThe Hall of Nearly All The Records.'
'Inspired,’ said Jack. 'Where's the tel ephone?

'‘Somewhere amongst all thismess; let's search for it.’

A thorough search of Bill Winki€'s office turned up anumber of interesting things.
It also turned up atelephone.

Jack turned up the telephone.

'Isthisit? he asked, turning it down again.

‘That'sthe kiddie,' said Eddie.



"Thistoy telephone with the piece of knotted string holding the handset on?

'Pretty smart telephone, eh? 1 bought it for Bill asabirthday present.’

‘But it'snot areal telephone!’

'Please don't start al that again, Jack. Just did The Hall of Nearly All The Records and let's get on.’
'And the telephone number is?

'Oh, giveit to me." Eddie snatched away the telephone. Then helooked at it in amournful manner. And
then he handed it back. "Y ou'll haveto did,’ he said; 'no fingers.'

Til just did anumber at random,’ said Jack. 'Y ou never know, luck might be on our side.’

Eddie, who had tired with groaning, made alow and growly sound instead. Jack dialled out some
numbers and held the wooden handset to his ear.

'Hall of Nearly All The Records,'said avoice.

‘Wall!" went Jack, dropping the handset.

Eddie scooped it up between his paws. 'Hello," he said.

'Hello," said the voice."Hall of Nearly All The Records.'

'Splendid,’ said Eddie. 'Thisis Chief Inspector Bdllishere. | need some information.’
'If | haveit, it'syours,’ said the voice.

‘Splendid once more," said Eddie, turning to Jack. 'Get a pen and paper, Jack, and write down what |
tel you.

Jack sought pen and paper. 'Go on then," he said, when his seeking had reached a successful conclusion.

Eddie awoke with agtart. 'Sorry," he said, 'nodded off there." And he told the curator of The Hall of
Nearly All T\i.e Records what he wanted to know.

'Easy,' said the curator, and he reded off thelist.

'Slow down,' said Eddie, as he dictated thislist to Jack.
'And..." said the curator.

'Yes? said Eddie.

'‘Aaaasagh!’ went the curator, and the line went dead.
'Oh,' said Eddie.

'How do you spell that? Jack asked. ‘Isit asingle"O"?



'No, it'sOh! Asinasurprised, if not alittle shocked, Oh! The curator just went Aaaaaagh! And then the
linewent dead.’

'So how do you spell Aasaaagh?
Eddie shook his head. 'l think the curator just got murdered,’ he said.

'Oh," said Jack. "That's bad. That'sreally bad. Thisnew killer is as smart asthe old one. But at least we
do havetheligt.'

Eddie sighed. 'Read it back to me," he said.
Jeck reed the list:

‘Humpty Dumpty,

‘er..

‘Little Boy Blue,

 Jack Sprat,

‘Little Tommy Tucker,

‘'Little Jack Horner,

‘Little Miss Muffett,

'Georgie Porgie,

'Old Mother Hubbard.'

'Humpty Dumpty, Little Boy Blue, Jack Spratt,’ said Eddie, beating the palm of hisright paw with as
near to afist as he could make from the left. They'rein the correct order. But hold on. Therere only

eight names. I'm sure | gave you nine. | wasn't redlly paying attention to which onesthey were a thetime,
| wasjust trying to keep up with the curator. But | do remember how many there were. There were nine.

Y ou'veleft oneout.'
'No | haven't,’ said Jack.
'Y ou have, Jack. | remember there were nine. Show methelist.'

‘Therére just eight.’ Jack made to tear up thelist, but Eddie knocked it from his hand and fumbled it up
fromthefloor.

And then Eddie perused thislist and then Eddie realy groaned.
'I'm sorry," said Jack.

Eddie shook his head, dowly and sadly. 'l should have known," he said. 'l should have realised.’



'Perhapsit's not the same one," said Jack.

It'sthe same one,’ said Eddie. Therewas only ever one Wee Willy Winkie. Even though he preferred
to be known asBill.’

They repaired to Tinto's Bar to take alate and liquid breskfast.

Eddie was a sad and sombre bear.

'I'm so sorry,' said Jack. It only redlly clicked when you called out his name for me to write down. Who
Bill Winkieredly was. But what | don't understand is, why did he become a detective? He should have
been lording it up on his nursery rhyme royalties.’

'Hewastricked out of hisroyalties by Whestley Porter-man. Signed areally bad contract. Porterman
had made so much money from Humpty, he thought he'd takeall from the next dlient. Wee Willy went
public on the way he'd been tricked; no one ever got tricked again. But he was broke, but hewas a
natura detective, you know, dl that "tapping at the windows and crying through thelocks' stuff inthe
nursery rhyme. And checking up on whether the children werein their beds by eight o'clock. Natura
detective. And now he's... you know.’

'We don't know he'syou know. HEs missing, that'sdl.’

'He'sdead,' said Eddie, dismdly. 'He'sasdead as. Thiskiller ddlightsin fitting endsfor hisvictims.
Bailing the big egg man, giving the ex-shepherd the bitter end of his crook, Tommy Tucker going out on a
high note, like you said. And the fellow who does al the searching goesmissing. Smple asthat.’

'I'm so sorry.” Jack ordered further drinks that he had no means of paying for. 'Put them on my tab," he
told Tinto. The clockwork barlord, who had been listening in to the conversation, did so without
complaint.

Thistimeit'sredly redly persond, said Eddie.

"We know who's going to be next,’ said Jack. 'Like you said, that puts us ahead of the game.’

'Oh dear,’ said Eddie. 'Wed better hurry. Tinto, call meacab.’

‘All right," said Tinto, 'youreacab.’

Jack began to laugh.

"That's not funny,' said Eddie. 'That's such an old joke.'

‘But I'm young; I've never heard it before.’

Til call acabfor you,' said Tinto, whirring away to do so.

'l thought you couldn't afford acab? Jack took to finishing his beers.



"WEell worry about that when we get to Little Jack Horner's!'

Eddie finished his beer, and then two of Jack's before Jack could get to them.

The cab was afine-looking automobile. It wasaMark 9 Black Cab Kerb Crawler, with lithographed
pressed sted body panels, chrome-trimmed running boards and brassradiator grille.

It came complete with comfy passenger seetsin plush fur fabric and a clockwork cabbie called Calin.
'Very plush,’ said Jack, comfying himsdlf upon acomfy passenger sedt.

'Where to, guvnor? asked Colin the clockwork cabbie, histin-plate jaw goingdick click click.
‘Little Jack Horner's," said Jack.

'He's popular today,' said the cabbie.

‘Why do you say that? Eddie asked.

‘Because I've just come from his place; dropped a customer there.’

Jack and Eddie exchanged glances. 'What did this customer look like? Jack asked.

'She was astrange one,' said the cabbie. 'Didn't speak. Just handed me a piece of paper with Jack
Horner's address on it. She wore thisfeathered hat thing and she never stopped smiling. | could see her
inthe driving mirror. Shefair put thewind up me, | cantell you.'

'Faster,' said Eddie. 'Drive faster.

'Faster costs more money,' said the cabbie.

'Fast as you can then,' said Eddie, 'and you can have all the money I've got on me.!’

'‘And all the money | have too,' said Jack.

The driver put his pressed-tin foot down. Til show you fast," he said. And he showed them fast.

'Eddie," said Jack, as he clung for the dearness of life to whatever there wasfor him to cling to.

‘Jack? said Eddie, who clung on to Jack.

'Eddie, what are we going to do when we get there? We're no match for this woman-thing.'

The cab hung aleft and went up on two wheels.

'Big guns,’ said Eddie. "We need big guns'’

'But where are we going to get big guns?



'Big guns? The cabbie glanced over his shiny shoulder. 'Did | hear you say big guns?
"Watch the road!" shouted Jack.
'Bigguns, | sad,' said Eddie.

'l love big guns," said the cabbie. "'Well, you have to in this business." He now hung aright and the cab
went up on its other two whedls.

'In the cabbie business? Eddie was now on the floor; Jack helped him up.

'Y ou'd be surprised,’ said the cabbie. 'Folk get into my cab and ask me to drive somewhere, then tell me
that they have no money.'

'Oh," said Eddie. 'So you menace them with your big gun?
'No," said the cabbie. 'l shoot them. I'm mad, me.'

'Oh, perfect,’ whispered Jack.

'Stay cool,' whispered Eddie. 'Mr Cabbie?

'Y es? said the cabbie. 'Oh hold on, theresared light!'

I'll wait until you've stopped then.’

'l don't stop for red lights," said the cabbie. 'Not when theresaredlly big fareinit for me. I'll probably
take the rest of the week off once you've paid up.'

'Ah," said Eddie. And the cabbie ran the red light, much to the distress of the traffic that had the right of
way. Thistraffic cameto asudden hdt. Cars bashed into other cars. A swerving lorry ran into ashop
front.

‘Nearly there,' the cabbie called back. 'Best get your wallets out, and I'll take your wristwatchestoo.'

'Youreavery funny fellow,' said Eddie.

"Thanksalot, said the cabbie, revving the engine and putting his foot down harder. '"And some people
say that psychopaths don't have a sense of humour. What do they know, eh?

'Nothing," said Eddie. 'But about this big gun of yours...'

"Thisone? The cabbie whipped it out of hisjacket with his gear-changing hand. It wasavery big gun
indeed.

'Whoa!' went Jack. That'sa 7.62 mm M 134 General Clockwork Mini-gun. Max cyclic rate 6000
rounds per minute. 7.62 x 51 shells, 1.36kg recoil adapters, muzzle velocity of 869m/s.’

'Y ou certainly know your weapons, buddy," said the cabbie. 'And this one carries titanium-tipped
ammunition. Take the head off ateddy at two hundred yards.'



'We're sawdust,’ whispered Eddie.

Jack made shushing sounds. 'l used to work in the factory that manufactured those guns,” he told the
cabbie. 'Do you haveit serviced regularly?

'l keep it well oiled." The cabbie swerved onto the wrong side of the road, which made things exciting
for the oncoming traffic.

'How many times have you fired it? Jack asked.

'Dozens of times," said the cabbie, performing further life-endangering automotive manoeuvres.
'And you've not had the chamber-spring refulgated?

'Eh? said the cabbie, taking aturn along the pavement.

'Surely you've read the manua ?

‘Naturaly,' said the cabbie. 'I'm a practisng Mechanolo-gist. But what has my religion got to do with
this?

'Nothing at dl, said Jack. '‘But if you don't get that chamber-spring refulgated, that gun islikely to blow
your arm off the next time you fireit.'

A grin appeared upon Eddiesface. It did not take a geniusto figure out what was coming next.
'l could refulgateit for you,' said Jack.

'What do you take me for? asked the cabbie.

The grin disappeared from Eddie's face.

'Y ou're going to charge mefor doing it, aren't you? the cabbie said.

'No," said Jack. Til do it for free.’

Eddie's grin reappeared.

'Wdll.' The cabbie hesitated — athough not with hisdriving.

‘Ligten," said Jack, 'I'm only thinking of you. Imagine the unthinkable occurring.’

'l can't imagine the unthinkable,' said the cabbie. "What would that be like?

It would be like us not being able to pay and you having to shoot us, but the gun blowing your arm
offinstead. Y ou'd look pretty silly then, wouldn't you?

'l would, the cabbie agreed.

'‘And you wouldn't want to look silly.'



'I certainly wouldn't." The cabbie handed the gun over his shoulder to Jack.
Eddie looked up at his partner with alook that almost amounted to adoration. "Wonderful,' he said.

'WEl see,' said Jack. 'Now let's get this chamber-spring refulgated. We don't want the cabbie to blow
his arm off when he shoots us!'

'Eh? said Eddie.
Jack raised an eyebrow.
'Oh | see, you're only joking again. | don't think I'll ever get the measure of your humour, Jack.'

'We're here,' said the cabbie, bringing his cab to ashuddering halt. 'How are you doing with my gun?

Eddie and Jack ran up the sweeping drive towards Little Jack Horner's mansion. It was aworthy
mansion, Situated on alower southwestern dope of Knob Hill. It was appropriately plum-coloured, and
had agreat many cornersto it where, within, one might sit and enjoy some Chrissmas pie.

The plumly-hued front door stood open.

Jack cocked the 7.62 mm MI134 Generd Clockwork Mini-gun. Its polished butt was dightly dented
now, from the blow it had administered to the rear of the cabbie's head. Jack hadn't enjoyed striking
down the cabbie, but desperate times called for desperate measures. Jack ducked to one side of the
open doorway, Eddie ducked to the other.

'‘What do we do? Jack asked. 'Rush in, big gun blazing?

'Sneak in, | think,' said Eddie. 'Big gun at the ready. And remember, shelll be expecting us. She knows
we havethelist.

‘Let's sneak then." Jack took a deep breath and then entered the mansion, Eddie close upon his hedls.

As Jack did his sneaking, he also did peepings about, not just to seek out the mysterious murderess, but
to generdly perusethe premises.

Jack was getting afed for grandeur. For wedlth. Hed viewed the overt opulence of Humpty Dumpty's
gpartment, the gilded rococo chic of Oh Boy! and the romantic harmony of Madame Goose's
establishment.

This, however, differed from those, which indeed differed from each other.

Thisstuff isold, isn't it, Eddie? Jack peeped into an eegant room, lavishly furnished with ebonised
furniture trimmed -with heartstone and heavy on the ormolu. 'l mean, it'sold.’

'Antiques so often are,' said Eddie.

'Yes, but what | meanisthis: thefolk in nursery rhymesarethe old rich of Toy City, aren't they?



"They are." Eddie ducked down behind a Zebrawood thuya of considerable yearage.

'So who owned this stuff before they did? Are these people thenew old rich? Wasthere previoudy an
old old rich that had this furniture built for them?

'Oh, | seewhat you're getting at. Well, now that you come to mention it, there was something the curator
said to me about the copyrights on the nursery rhymes that doesn't seem to make any sense.’ Eddierolled

onto his belly and squirmed under alow mahogany sde table with foliate splayed legs and rosawood
inlay.

'What did he say? Jack followed Eddie and struck his head upon the tabl€'s underside. 'Ouch," he
continued.

'What he said was..." And then Eddie put his paw to his nose.

'What? Jack asked.

‘Can you smdll that?

Jack did sniffings. 'No," he said. 'What isit?

‘Jam,' said Eddie. '‘Plum jam.’

Jack clipped Eddie on the ear. 'Thisisno time to be thinking about food," he said. ‘Naughty, bad bear.’
'Watchit, said Eddie. 'But do | smdl plum jam. Too much plum jam.’

‘Can you have too much plum jam? Jack asked. 'I'm very partia to plum jam, asit happens. And
cradberry preserve.

'Oh yes,' said Eddie, licking his mouth. 'Cradberry preserveisvery niceindeed. And bonglejdly, that's
particularly toothsome on hot buttered toast and...'

'Stop it,' said Jack. 'I'm il hungry, but | can sméll it too, now. It'savery strong smell of plum jam.’
'‘Come on Jack, quickly," Eddie squirmed out from under the table and jumped to his paws. '‘Quickly.’
'Okay, I'm coming. Oh damn, I'm stuck under thistable.'

Therewas abit of astruggle, then certain damage was inflicted upon the mahogany table with the foliate
splayed legs and the rosawood inlay. Jack emerged with the big gun held high.

And hefollowed Eddie at the hurry-up, into another kitchen.

Jack recdled dl too well the horrorsthat he had met with in the kitchen of Madame Goose. He was not,
however, prepared for those that awaited him here.
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'Oh no," croaked Jack, when his stomach had no moreto yield. 'That isall too much.'

Eddie was dowly shaking his head. ‘'Much too much,’ said he.

Little Jack Horner sat in the corner.

But Little Jack was not so little now.

He had been roped onto a kitchen chair, bound hand and foot. His body was bloated, the stomach
distended, hugdly distorted. The cause of thiswas the rubber tube that had been rammed into his mouth
and forced down histhroat. Thistube led upwardsto agreat metd kitchen vat, suspended from aceiling
ganchion. Thisvat had evidently been filled with plum jam. Thisvat was now empty.

On thefloor, about the chair, apool ofjam was spreading. It spread over around and about a hollow
chocolate bunny.

'Sick,' said Eddie, giving his head further shakings. That isvery sck.’

Jack wiped vomit from his chin and tearsfrom hiseyes. 'He might still be dive," he said. 'Perhapswe
could pump his stomach out?

'He'sdead,' said Eddie. 'As dead as, and more so besides. Not the best way to go, | suppose. But | can
think of far worse. Imagineif the vat had been filled with sprout juice!

'Eddie, stop it, please.’

'Sorry, it'snerves.' Eddie twitched hisnose. * Jack,' he said in alow and dreadful tone, * Jack, don't
move.'

'What isit, Eddie? Jack had the big gun raised once more.
'She's dill here. | can sméell her perfume!’

'Stay closeto me." Jack swung the big gun around and about. ‘Come out!" he called. Thisfirst ‘come out’
didn't come out too well; it lacked for a certain authority.

‘Comeout! | have agun.' The second ‘come out' came out somewhat better. 'Give yourself up!” Jack
fairly shouted now. The mansion is surrounded. Y ou have no means of escape.’

Eddie nudged at Jack's leg and pointed with a paw. 'Broom cupboard, he said.
"They favour broom cupboards, don't they?

'Shoot through the door, Jack.' Eddie mimed gunshots as best he could. *Shoot her while we have her
cornered.'

' can't dothat." Jack's gaze wandered back to the bloated corpse.

'‘Don't start that again. Shoot her, Jack.



Butl...

But he should have done.

The broom cupboard door splintered and through it she came: dender and deadly; swift and smooth.
And then she was on them.

She swung afist at Jack, who ducked and struck Eddi€'s head with his chin. And then she had Jack by
the scruff of his neck. She hauled him from hisfeet and sivung him around in ablurry arc. Jack logt his
grip upon the pistol, which skidded over the flagstone floor. The struggling Jack was hefted doft and then
flung with hideousforce,

He tumbled across the kitchen table, scattering crockery and disappearing over the other side.

And then she was up on the table, grinning down at the fallen Jack. And then she was stooping to take
up alarge mest cleaver.

Jack backed away on his bottom. ‘No," he pleaded. 'Don't kill me, please.’

The being in the figure-hugging rubber grinned on regardless. She raised the cleaver to her lipsand
licked its edge with a blood-red pointy tongue.

"Who are you? Jack tried to edge away, but there was nowhere left for him to edge to. 'Why are you
doing thesethings?

The being legpt down from the table and stood astride Jack, grinning evilly.

'Say something.” Jack was in absolute terror now. 'Please say something. Anything. Please.’

The being raised the cleaver. Her mouth dowly opened, asif to utter words, and then it closed again.
And then the cleaver svung down.

Jack was aware of ahorrible force. Of agreat pushing and pressing and cutting and tearing and...
An explosion of sound.

His eyes had been closed.

But now they were open.

And he saw it dl happen in dow motion.

The upswing of that cleaver.

Then the down.

And then the splitting of the head.



The fracturing and shattering as the head became a thousand scattering pieces.

But it was not Jack's head.

It wasthat of his attacker.

The cleaver came down.

Jack ducked aside and it crashed to the stone floor beside him, dropped by a hand that was now
clutching at the empty air where ahead had just been. There was only neck now, with ragged snews and

tubey things spilling out dark ichor.
The hands, both hands, clutched and clawed, and then the headless body fell onto Jack.

'Wah!" went Jack. And 'Aagh!’ and 'Oh,’ and 'Help.'
"You'redl right.' The voice belonged to Eddie. 'Y ou're
al right. | got her, Jack. Plugged her good. She's as dead as.

And I'm not kidding you about.' Jack fought to free himsdf from the fallen corpse. He could seethe
grinning bear. The grinning bear was holding the 7.62 mm MI134 Generd Clockwork Mini-gun.

‘It'sagood job it doesn't have atrigger-guard,’ said Eddie, 'or I'd never have been abletofireit. The
cabbie wasright about it taking headsright off though, wasn't he?

'‘Wah!" went Jack once more.

Then once more he was sick, which, considering that hedd had next to nothing in his ssomach prior to the
firgt vomiting, was something of an achievement.

Although not one of which he could be proud.

'She's definitey dead thistime,' said Eddie. 'For dl of Toy City's unfathomable mysteries, | can assure
you, Jack, that nothing liveswith its head completely shot off.’

Jack, who was on his knees, hauled himsdlf to hisfeet. "'Thank you, Eddie," he said. 'Y ou saved my life.!’
That'swhat partners do,' said the bear. "Y ou save my life, | saveyours.'

"Thanks.” Jack stooped and patted Eddie on the back. And then he gazed down at the headless corpse.
'So whatwas she, Eddie? What do you think?

Turn her over, Jack. Let's have agood look at her.'



'No way. I'm not touching that.'

'Get agrip, partner. We're fearless detectives, are we not?

'No,we are not. Look a me, Eddie. I'm shaking all over and my trenchcoat is covered in black goo.
My stomach's caving in and look at the state of my fedora.” Jack stooped to pick up hisfedora The
fdling cleaver had taken its crown clear off.

"The new open-topped look,' said Eddie. ‘It might catch on.’

'I'm not touching her,’ said Jack, and he folded his shaky arms and made a shaky-headed sulky face.

'‘Useyour foot then.'

Jack sighed and with difficulty nudged the body over with hisfoot.

'Fine big bosoms,’ said Eddie. "Though rather too scrawny in al the other places for my taste.’

'Stopit, please.’

‘Jack,' said Eddie.

'Eddie? said Jack.

‘Jack,, those fine big bosoms...'

'l told you to stop that.'

"Those fine big bosoms are moving.'

'Wah!" went Jack; 'Wah!" dways served him well at such times. 'She's till dive. Shoot her again, Eddie.
But wait until I turn away.'

'Shéel'snot dive,' said Eddie, 'shé's... urgh, look atthat !
Jack looked atthat. 'Urgh,’ he agreed. 'Whatis that?

It's spiders.’ Eddie backed away. "They're coming out of her, everywhere. Let's go, Jack. | don't want
to look at this.'

Jack took one more look, then wished he hadn't. The corpse was now a heaving mass of spiders. They
spilled from her ragged neck hole, and out of belt holes and seams and here and there and dll over
everywhere.

"This can't happen.” Jack gawped and gasped and backed away. 'She can't be full of spiders. Whatis
this, Eddie? What's going on here?

Eddie backed away and cocked an ear. 'Do you hear what | hear? he asked.

Jack tried to cock an ear too, but there are certain things that bears can do and lads just can't.



And viceversa, of course.
'No,' said Jack. "What?

"The bells of approaching police cars,’ said Eddie. 'l think the cabbie must have regained consciousness
and cdled the police’

'Ah," said Jack. 'And you don't think we should just stay here and talk to the policemen? Explain things?
Tdl them what we know?

'I'm not keen,' said Eddie. 'l think we should head over to Miss Muffett's a the hurry-up; she's next on
thelist. We don't know how many of these spider-women thingsthere are. | can't believe that thisone
could move so fast asto kill Tommy Tucker, then head across town and kill the curator and till get here

before us. There could be another at Miss Muffett's now.'
"You'reright. Back door?

'‘Back door,' agreed Eddie.

They skirted the house and dipped quietly away.

'So where does Miss Muffett live? Jack asked as he trudged along upon wobbly legs.

‘Not too far. Let's hope we can get there before our crimina mastermind dispatches another of his
killers. He surely won't know yet that we just popped off thisone.’

‘But what do you think they are, Eddie? They're not human, and they're not toys. So what's [eft?

'Only onething | can think of and | don't want to think about that. Do you gtill have the Maguffin?

Jack patted his pocket. It was a sticky pocket, dl black goo'd. 'Still haveit, he said. 'And one question.
Before we went into that kitchen, you mentioned something the curator said to you. Something you said

made no sense!’
'l did,' said Eddie. Turn left here!

Jack turned left. 'It'smore funin acar, he said. '‘But what were you going to say? It was something
about the copyrights on the nursery rhymes!'

'Yesit was.' Eddi€slittlefat teddy bear legsweretiring. 'Wak dower,' he said.

Jack walked dower.

"The copyrights,' said Eddie. "When | asked about the order they were registered in, the curator told me:
it was the dates that didn't make sense!’

'Go on,' said Jack.

'Well, the copyright onHumpty Dumpty sat on a wall. That wasthefirst one ever registered. How long



ago do you reckon that was?

Jack shrugged and the crown of hisfedorafell off. Jack stooped, picked it up and replaced it on his
heed.

'Y ou should throw that hat away,’ said Eddie.

'No chance,’ said Jack. 'Y ou can't be a proper detective without afedora. But | don't know about the
copyright; maybe thirty or forty years ago, | suppose.’

"That would seem about right,’ said Eddie. 'But it'swrong.Humpty Dumpty: The Nursery Rhyme was
registered three hundred and fifty years ago.’

That'sridiculous,’ said Jack. 'Wasit another Humpty Dumpty? This Dumpty's
great-great-great-grandfather?

"Therés only ever beenone Humpty Dumpty: the one who got boiled in his swimming pool '

'But no one can live for three hundred and fifty years.

"Toy Town grew into Toy City,' said Eddie. 'But | don't knowwhen it did. It's always been the city to me
and I've been herefor along time. | was Bill Winkie's bear. 1'd never thought before about how long I'd
been his bear, but it must have been avery, very long time.'

'What, you're telling me thatyou might be three hundred years old? Jack stopped short and Eddie
bumped into him.

'I don't know," said Eddie, who, having tumbled, now struggled up. ‘'No one ever redlly keepstrack of
time here. Things are dways the same. Nothing ever changes. Wejust go on and on. Until wefdl to
pieces. If you'reatoy, that is!'

It'sal nonsense,' said Jack. "Three hundred and fifty yearsold! But then, in this nightmare of acity
where nothing makes any sense, who can say? Are we there yet?

'Yes,' said Eddie. 'We are. But we're not.'

'Well, that doesn't make any sense, so | suppose it's about right.’
'No, Jack, we should be there, but we're not, becauseit isn't here.’
'What isn't here?

'Miss Muffett's house. It'sgone.’

"What do you mean? It's been pulled down?

'No, I mean it'sgone, just gone.'

'A house can't be just gone; where should it be?

There' said Eddie. There!



Therewas abit of a hillsde with some well-established trees and some equal ly well-established bushes.
‘There's not been ahouse there in ages,' said Jack. 'If there ever was one!’

Therewas, said Eddie. 'l was here last week, on theTour of the Stars Homes bus. It's one of my
favourite outings. The house was here. Right here.’

"Y ou must have got it wrong. Houses do not smply vanish.'

'l never implied that there was anything smple abouit it. But this house has vanished.’
'Y ou think s0?

'l know 0.’

Ioh,'
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‘Listen, Eddie," said Tinto, ‘much as| like you, and don't get mewrong, I do likeyou, | can't keep giving
you credit. I'm trying to run this bar at aprofit. That's how busnessisdone.’

I know how businessisdone." Eddie comfyed himsalf on abarstool. ‘But Jack and | have just been
through avery traumatic experience. We both need beer. Lots of beer. You'll get your money when
we've solved the case..”

'Cases.’ Jack uncomfyed himself on the barstool next to Eddie.

'Cases, then. Youl'l get your money, Tinto.'

'Hemight not,’ said Jack. 'If we can't prevent the rest of the PPPs getting butchered, there won't be
anyone |eft to cough up the rest of the money that was promised to Bill

'Stop that,' said Eddie.
'Only athought,’ said Jack.

'l saw youtwo on TV thismorning,’ said Tinto. 'l was going to mention it when you werein earlier, but it
didn't seem to be the appropriate time.’

Thanks, Tinto,' said Eddie.

‘But, asitisnow, I'd just liketo say that neither of you are as good-looking asyou look on TV. You're
both shorter, too."

'Hahaha,' went Eddie, in atone that lacked for humour.



'But what happened to Little Tommy Tucker, that wasterrible." Tinto's head spun round and round.

It was even moreterrible right up close, said Eddie. 'And please don't do that with your head; it makes
mefed sck.'

‘But itwas terrible.’ Tinto drummed his dextrous fingers on the bar-top, which further upset Eddie.
Terrible, terrible, terrible.’

'Asif you care,' said Eddie.

'ldo care,’ said Tinto. 'We dl carereally, even if we don't own up to it. Society's coming apart, Eddie.
Y ou catch thiskiller before everything goes down thetoilet.'

'You don't use atoilet,’ said Eddie.

'Y ou know what | mean. Y ou just won't admit that you do.’

'l admit that Idon't,’ said Eddie. 'Ten beers, please.

'No," said Tinto. Think about this, Eddie. Toy City isToy City. It's stable. Nothing ever changes here.
We may say that we don't likeit, but we kind of do likeit. Were used to it. It'sal weve got. It's what
we've dways had. These rich and famous celebrity folk are part of the essential fabric of society.’

'Essential fabric of society? Eddie made aface. 'What's with al this sudden articulacy on your part?

'Y ou know what I'm talking about. These killings. They're changing things. Things aren't the same any
more.’

Y ou're not wrong,' said Eddie. "'Ten beers, please.’

'No,' said Tinto. 'l meanwhat | say. A couple of weeks ago everything was normal. Asit ever was and
ever would be. Then Humpty Dumpty was murdered. Then Boy Blue and Jack Spratt and—

‘All right,' said Eddie, 'l know. Don't rub it in. Were doing our best.’

'Everything'sfdling apart. It'sasif someoneisout to destroy the whole city by killing of Fits most famous
citizens. Degtabilisation. Y ou know what I'm saying?

Eddie looked at Jack.

And Jack |ooked at Eddie.

I think | do," said Eddie. 'Ten beers, please.’

‘I'll only giveyou five,' said Tinto, and he whirred and wheeled away behind the bar counter.
'What do you think? Eddie asked.

It makes sense,’ said Jack. This criminal mastermind of yours could be trying to bring down the entire
city, starting from the top. But to what end?



‘All right,’ said Eddie. 'Let's think about this. Let'sserioudly think about this," and Eddie smote his head.
'Serioudly think," he said, smiting again and again.

'l redly hate it when you do that,’ said Jack.
‘It works," said Eddie, 'don't knock it." And he smote his head once more.

Tinto delivered nine glasses of beer.

'l see Eddi€'s having agood old smote," he said. 'Although | do constantly warn him that smoting can
serioudy damage your hedth.' Tinto chuckled. Jack didn't.

"Tell me, Tinto," said Jack, 'how long do you think Eddi€e's been coming into thisbar? In years. How
long?

'Well." Tinto scratched at histin plate brow with adextrous fingertip. 'Notthat long, | suppose. A couple
of hundred years, maybe.'

'Acouple of hundred years? Jack al but fell off hisbarstool.

'Giveor take,' said Tinto. 'l supposeit's quite along time, when you cometo think about it. But then folk
like Eddie and me are old-style folk. We were built to last. Craftsmanship, you see’

'Y ou're winding me up,’ said Jack.
'Mewindingyou up? Is that some feeble attempt at humour?

'l haveit,' said Eddie, bouncing up and down. Tvefigured the whole thing out. Y ou're not going to likeit,
but | have!

Jack passed Eddie aglass of beer. Eddie took it between both paws and drained the beer away.
'Imagine,’ said he, 'that you, Jack, are acrimina mastermind.’

‘All right.” Jack tried to imagineit.

'So what would you want?

"Whatever you've got,' said Jack. 'And everything else besides:’

'Exactly,’ said Eddie. Y ou'd want the lot. All of it. Everything. All of this!’
‘Thecity, said Jack. 'lI'd want the entire city.

'Y ou would,' said Eddie. '‘But why would you want it?

'Because that'swhat crimina masterminds dways "want. Everything.'

'So how would you go about getting this everything?

'Wdll,' said Jack, 'persondly, I'd gather together a private army, dressed in redlly stylish black uniforms.



And I'd have this secret hideout, in an extinct volcano, with al these specia trainsthat travel long secret
tunnels and a Doomsday weapon and thiswhite cat that sat on my knee and—

‘Jack,' said Eddie.

'Eddie? said Jack.

‘Never mind,' said Eddie. 'But what would you do here, inthis city?

'I'd threaten it with my Doomsday weapon.'

‘But if, by some chance, you didn't actualy have a Doomsday weapon?
'lwould have one,' said Jack.

‘But if you didn't!" Eddie made afierce face at Jack. 'If you only had avery smdl private army, say three
or four nsat your disposa. What would you do then, inthis city?

'I'd have my assassinskill off al the powerful members of society. Messthings up abit. And then when
the city wasin tota chaos and everyone was running around like headless chickens, I'd take over.
Restore law and order. Seize power. Control it and..."

'Right,' said Eddie.

'Oh," said Jack. 'Y es, right. And that's what's happening, isn't it?

'It dl makes perfect sense when you piece it together. Eddie patted his head.

‘Not altogether,’ said Jack, ‘as nothing really makes sense here. But if Iwas thiscrimind mastermind, I'm
not exactly surewhere I'd find these superhuman killer women that turn into spiders. Do you think 1'd be

ableto get them out of a catalogue or something?

‘Not out of acataogue. But you'll find them mentioned in aHoly Book. Which iswhere | sart getting to
the stuff that you're redly not going to like.'

'I have no ideawhat you are talking about.” Jack took up another glass of beer and drained it away.

‘Jack, something very bad is happening here in the city. Somethingdifferent. Something new. Something
the city has never seen before and doesn't know how to deal with. Something has entered the city.
Something redly evil.!

'‘Someone,'said Jack. This crimina mastermind.’

'Something,'said Eddie.' Something that isn't aman and isn't atoy. Something else!’

"Y ou mentioned something about this earlier, when we were walking to Miss M uffett's. Something you
didn't want to think about."

"That's the something,’ said Eddie. 'And it'saterrible something. A horrible, frightening something.’

'Do you want to tell me about it now?



Eddie took up another glass. 'l think perhaps| should,' he said. ‘Because, dreadful and unthinkable as it
is, it'sthe only thing that seemsto make any sense.’

'Go on then,' said Jack. Tell me!

And so Eddietold him. 'Thisiswhat | know," said Eddie. 'In this city there are anumber of religious
movements. There's The Church of Mechanology, clockwork toys who believe in aclockwork
universe—'

I believeinthat,' said Tinto, who waslistening in. ‘Becauseit'strue.’

'And therere The Daughters of the Unseeable Upness,' said Eddie, ‘which isafoolish dolly cult, and
there's The Midnight Growlers, aphilosophica movement dedicated to high spiritud ideals and the
pursuit of truth and—

‘Beer,' sad Tinto.

"There's also The Spring and Catch Society.’

"Who owe me money,’ said Tinto. '‘Asyou do. What isit with you cult nutters, eh? Y ou never pay your
bills'

"Would you go away please, Tinto?

'Do you want more drinks on your account?
'Yes, please!

Til gettoit.’ Tinto whirled and whedled away.

"The Spring and Catch Society,' said Eddie to Jack, 'as you know, is a secret organisation. All therich
folk are rumoured to beinit. It'sabranch of a Jack-in-the-box cult known as Big Box FellaHe Come.!’

'Oh," said Jack. "Well, | suppose there would be Jack-in-the-boxesin Toy City, athough I've never seen
one.'

'And you won't; they're very reclusive. They believe that the entire universeis a congruction kit, taken
out of the big box and assembled by God with the aid of hislittle hel pers. Jack-in-the-boxeslive
underground, which isfine by the rest of us because there are far too many Jacksin thiscity aready. No
offence meant."

'‘None taken, | assure you.'

"They believe that the universe comprises anumber of boxes, oneinsde the other. They livein ther
boxes, which areinsde secret rooms, bigger boxes, in the city, abigger box till, that'sin a box-shaped
world, which isinside abox-shaped universe!

'Whichisadl rubbish,’ said Jack. 'Which iswhy | do not hold to any religious bliefs.’

'Well,' said Eddie, 'the point of what I'm trying to tell youisthis...'



'Oh good,' said Tinto, bearing drinks. 'l thought | was going to missthe important bit.'

‘The point isthis," Eddie continued. * Jack-in-the-boxes believein Big Box Fella, who was one of God's
little hel pers. He and histwin brother were given the job of congtructing Toy City, which was one small
bit of the universekit. When it wasfinished, it was supposed to be awonderful placeto livein. Big Box
Fdlaand his brother would have brought joy and happinessto everyone who would later be built to live
there. But his brother was evil and refused to follow the ingtructions, which iswhy thecity istheway it is
now: amess. So Big Box Fellathrew hisevil twin out of the city, but the evil twin went off with the
ingtructions. Some Jack-in-the-boxes believe that Big Box Fellawent after him and will one day return
with the instructions and make everything right. Others believe that Big Box Fellaisgtill hereinthecity,
trying to make thingsright."

'He's not doing much of ajob of it.'

'Hear me out, Jack. According to the beliefs of this cult, there exists, outside the box that is Toy City,
another world, aworld of men, millions of men.’

Thereis,' said Jack. 'l camefromit.'

'No, you didn't,’ said Eddie. "Y ou came from atown just outside Toy City. I've heard of your town. It's
not too far away.'

'You'velost me,' said Jack.

‘Jack, you wandered off your little bit of the map and found yourself here. But you've dwayslived inade
the same "box" as Tinto and me. Y ou just never knew it before. The Jack-in-the-boxes believe that there
is another world beyond, outside this box, but we can't get to it. We can't move out of one box and into
another. Only Big Box Fellaand hisevil twin can do that.'

‘Ridiculous,’ said Jack. 'And I'll tell you why it'sridiculous. All your rich folk made their millionsfrom
roydties earned on their nursery rhymes, didn't they? So who paid out these millions? Not toys, but men.
Men out there paid. Men out there in other cities. Out there somewhere.” Jack pointed out there
generdly. That's obviousto anyone, isn't it?

'Yes,' said Eddie, ‘it is. And somehow the money comesin. | don't know how, but it does. But you and |
can't get out there, Jack. We can't leave this box.'

'‘Nonsense.” Jack took up another glass. 'I| wish we'd had somefood,’ he said. 'I'm aready hdf drunk.'
'Y ou'll want to be more drunk by the time I've finished. Think about this, Jack. The woman-creature that
attacked us. she wasn't human and she wasn't atoy. So what'sleft? I'll tell you what's left. She was some
kind of ademon. That was the something that | didn't want to think about. I've given my head agood
hammering. I'm not wrong here.’

‘Thisismad, said Jack. 'A demon? Demons don't exist.'

'He'sright,' said Tinto. 'Demonsdon't exist.'

Thank you, Tinto, said Jack.



‘Shewas probably afary, said Tinto. "Y ou know, one of those pretty little clockwork creaturesthat live
in the woods.'

'Keep out of this, Tinto,' Eddie said. 'She was ademon. Sent by the evil brother. Who seeksto return to
the city and overthrow hisgood twin. If you put it dl together, it makes perfect sense!’

'So who is the good twin? Tinto here? Or perhapsit'syou, Eddie’

Eddie shook his head. 'No, Jack," he said. 'I'm talking about the man who is the brains behind this city.
The man who created Tinto and me. I'm talking about the toymaker.'

'What? Jack shook hisown head wildly. Thisisal insane. Y ou've been beeting yourself too hard on the
head.'

‘It al makes sense!

'It's supergtitious nonsense.’

'Y ou have a better idea?

Til stick to the crimind mastermind theory with no Godsinvolved.'
'So how do you explain the spider-woman?

'l don't.'

'Or Miss Muffett's vanishing house?

'So Miss Muffett's house redly has vanished,’ said Tinto. 'Rufusthe tour bus driver told me earlier that it
had, but | didn't believe him. What's going on here, Eddie?

It'sthe evil twin,' said Eddie. That'swhat's going on.'

Thisisrubbish, said Jack. 'Y ou're jumping to wild conclusions. Thisis not how detectives behave.
Detectives catch criminas by thinking things out logicaly. Detectives draw logical conclusons. They
catch logica criminals. They don't get involved in mad stuff like this. Come on, Eddie, this can't betrue.’

It can,’ said Eddie. 'It'sthe only logica explanation. A famous detective, whose name now eudes me,
sad that once you've eliminated the impossible, then whatever remains, no matter how improbable, must

bethetruth.'

'Y ou just made that up,' said Jack. 'But what are you saying? That the toymaker isredly Big Box Fdlla,
one of God'slittle hel pers?

Eddie nodded. 'An origind Son of God. Y ou've been driving yoursalf mad trying to work out how toys
can live, haven't you, Jack? So this explanation should please you: the toymaker can bring toysto life
because heisa God in thisworld. And so is histwin brother. But he's the opposite of his good brother,
Jack. The evil opposite. He's returned from outside to claim this boxed-up city world of oursfor himseif.
His good brother doesn't know what's going on. Hewon't know until it'stoo late. When dl islogt.’

'So this crimina mastermind...



'He's the Devil of thisworld, Jack. We're not deding with aman here. We're dedling with an evil God.
Weé're dedling with the Devil
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'‘Same again,’ said Jack. 'And stick it on Eddie's account.’

Y ou don't believe me, do you? Eddie asked.

'How can | believeyou, I'm an atheist.’

'Explain the spider-woman.'

"You know | can't. But | can't explainhim." Jack nodded towards Tinto. ‘Nor you.'

"You could if you believed that the toymaker isa Son of God, possessed of Godly powersthat can
bestow life.’

That'snot fair, said Jack. 'l know that that does explain things. But not to my satisfaction. Not when I'm
an atheig.

It explainseverything,' said Eddie. 'How toy telephones work. How teddy bears with sawdust for
brains can think. Only aGod can do that kind of stuff.’

'l need another drink," said Jack. 'Oh, I've got one. And | mean to drink it.’

'I'm sorry to mess you up.' Eddie sipped his acohol. 'But don't get me wrong. Thisis messing me up too.
Big Time. I've never thought too deeply about thiskind of stuff. And I'm not afollower of The Big Box
FelaCult.

'My money's on you being aMidnight Growler,' said Jack.

Tinto laughed. "Y our money would be safe then. He's theonly Midnight Growler.’

‘Therés money to be made in starting your own rdligion,’ said Eddie. 'But | couldn't persuade any
teddiestojoin mine!

T'll join," said Jack. ‘But come on, Eddie, the Devil? Say it redllywas the Devil. Then what could we,
devoted Midnight Growlers though we might be, do to stop the Devil ?

‘Bit of atricky one, | agree.’

'But if the toymakeris aGod,’ Jack stroked at his chin, 'he did say that there might be an opening for me
some day as an apprentice.’

'Wehaveto tell him,' said Eddie. Tl him what's happening. Warn him.’



‘But if heisa God-of-this-world, does he redly have anything to fear from his brother? How do Gods
battleit out? It's thunderbolts, isn't it?

Itsfluff,’ said Tinto. They stick fluff in each other's clockwork.'

'Eddie,’ said Jack, 'think very hard now. Bang your head about as much as you want, more so if needs
be. But are you absolutely sure about this? It is a pretty way-out theory. Couldn't we just be deding with
aplainold crimind mastermind?

'I'm sure I'mright, Jack. Plain old criminal masterminds can't vanish homes!’
'S0 is Miss Muffett dead?

'Perhapsthey're dl dead, Jack. Perhapsthisisthe beginning of the end.’
‘Let'snot get carried away. There might still beamore logica explanation.’

'We have to go and see the toymaker.’ Eddie finished the last of Jack's latest drinks. "We have to see
him now. Thisisdl movingtoo fast.'

'| agreewith that. So let'sjust dow it down alittle, take afew momentsto think very carefully before we
go jumping into something and get ourselvesinto trouble again. Let's have one more round before we go.'

‘Just the one then. Tinto?
'Very generous of you,' said Tinto. 'I'll have alarge oil and soda'
'l didn't mean that. But yes, go on, have one yourself. Same again for us.'

'Eddie,’ said Tinto, 'does this mean that the world is coming to an end? Isthe time of the Great Stillness
approaching?

'Not if Jack and | can helpit.'

‘Becauseif itis, then| think I'll close up early today. Can | come with you to the toymaker's? He might
wish to employ the services of aclockwork butler.'

'Sorry,' said Eddie. 'Thisisadetectives-only thing. Same again before we go, please, Tinto.'

‘Same again it isthen,’ said the barlord.

And yes. They did become very drunk, the three of them.

And you're not supposed to be drunk when you get involved with matters such asthis. Big Matters,
Matters of an Apocalyptic Nature. Y ou're supposed to be coldly sober. And you just can't be coldly
sober when you're drunk.

But then, if you redlly did find yoursdf involved inMatters of an Apocalyptic Nature, you'd need afew



giff ones under your belt before you got going with saving the world.

'Well haveto think very carefully,’ said Eddie. 'Very carefully indeed.'

"That'swhat! said.” Jack squinted at Eddie in the manner that drunken people do, in the misguided belief
that it makes them appear sober.

'Why are you squinting in that drunken fashion? Eddie asked.

'I'm not. What exactly are we going to have to think carefully about, Eddie?

'Exactly what we say to the toymaker.'

'Wetel him the truth. We warn him about what hisevil twinisup to."

'Hm,' said Eddie. 'Tricky.'

'Why isit tricky? Jack fdll off hisbarstool.

'Well,' said Eddie, ‘it'stricky in thisfashion: the toymaker has never cast himsdlf in therole of aGod.
Most Toy City religions have him down as adoer of God'swork, but notactually a God. Soif heisa
God, then he obvioudy wishesto remain incognito.’

‘Sowhy isit tricky? Jack tried to get up, but without much success. Getting up wastricky.

'He might not take too kindly to the fact that we have uncovered histrue identity.’

‘But we're the good guys. We're on hisside!’

'But say, in the unlikely event that I've got awee bit of the theorisng wrong—'

Theevil twin bit? Thebig bit?

'Inthe unlikely event. But say I'm right about the toy-maker. He might disappear us.’

'He wouldn't dothat, would he? He's dl kindly and white-haired and loveable and everything.

‘Benign Gods generaly are. But they do have the unfortunate habit of chucking thunderbolts at folk who
upset them.'

'You'reright, said Jack, floundering about. 'Best not to risk it. Let's crawl back to the office and get
some deep. Well have one more drink before we go and then welll, er,go.’

'Have you ever heard this theory about drinking yourself sober? Eddie asked. 'It'savery popular
theory. Amongst drunks, anyway.'

'How doesit work? Jack asked.

'Wdll, | had it explained to me once, but | was rather drunk at thetime and | can't exactly remember



how it works. But that's what we should do, Jack, drink ourselves sober and then go to the toymaker's
house.’

'Pretext,’ said Jack.
'What? said Eddie.

'Pretext,’ said Jack. "We go to the toymaker's house upon some pretext. I'll rip your foot of Fand beg him
to gtitch you up or something.’

"Youwon't, said Eddie.

‘Some other pretext then. Well engage himin casud conversation and subtly draw himin to atheoretical
discusson. Then you could put your theory to him in ahypothetical manner, which will not imply any
implicit knowledge on our part asto his potentid status asa deity.’

'Say dl that again,’ said Eddie.

‘Don't be @bsurd,’ said Jack. 'l don't know how | managed it the first time. Somebody help me up.'
Tinto whedled himself around the bar and assisted Jack into the verticad plane.

"Thanks, Tinto," said Jack, clinging to the bar counter. 'Another round, please. Eddie and | are drinking
oursalves sober.’

I've wayswanted to seethat,' said Tinto. 'I'll join you again, if | may; I'm celebrating.’
'Oh,' said Jack. 'Why?

'Because when Eddie paysthisbar bill I'll have enough money to retire.’

'We haven't spentthat much, have we?

'I'm only expecting to enjoy ashort retirement,’ said Tinto. The end of the world's coming very soon.
Didn't you know?

‘Same again,' said Jack. 'And as the end of the world's coming, drinksall round.’

Now, it isafact well known to those who know it well that prophets of doom only attain popularity
when they get thedrinksin dl round.

Eddie and Jack were soon richly popular.
Even though they both smelled very poor.
Severd rather attractive dollies gathered about Jack.

Jack engaged a particularly tall and glamorous blondie-headed one in conversation. 'I'm adetective,'
said Jack.



'‘Are you famous? asked the blondie-headed doll.

Very,' said Jack. Thisismy sidekick, Eddie; he's comedy relief

Eddie, now balanced on his head, made growling sounds from his barstool perch,

It must be avery dangerousjob,’ said the dolly, fingering Jack's grubby trenchcoat lapd.

'Extremely,’ said Jack. '‘But I'm always ready for action.' He opened his trenchcoat to expose the 7.62
mm MI134 Genera Clockwork Mini-gun that bulged from the front of histrousers.

'‘My, that'sabig one,' said the dolly.

'Cocked and ready to shoot,' said Jack.

Thedolly tittered.

'Excruciating,’ said Tinto. 'l don't think he's drunk himself sober yet, Eddie!’

Jack whipped out his gun and waved it about in amost unsteady and dangerous fashion. This can take
the head offa clockwork barman at two hundred yards.'

"You're barred,’ said Tinto. 'Out of my bar.'
'He was only showing me hisweapon,' said the dolly. 'No need to go al rusty-headed, Tinto.'
'Drink for the lady,' said Jack. ‘And have one yoursdlf, barlord.'

‘Jack,' said Eddie, ‘perhaps we should be off about our business now, even in our present condition. It's
redlly important business, remember?

'You'rejust jealous, said Jack, trousering hisweapon and putting his arm about the dolly's dender waist.
‘Because I'm such abig hit with the ladies!’

‘Jack, get agrip of yoursdf

I have agrip of mysalf Jack took agrip of himsdf. It wasamost intimate grip; not the kind of grip that
you usudly take of yoursdf in public.

'‘Get him out, Eddie,' said Tinto. "Take him home.'

'l don't have ahome.' Jack swayed about, supporting himself on the dolly. 'But | will have, abig home.
A paace. | have cometo thiscity to seek my fortune. And | will. I'll have apadace and I'll be aprince.’

'Prince? Eddie performed amost remarkable, and probably oncein alifetime only, backflip, which
resulted in hisbum landing squarely upon the barstool.

"That wasimpressive,' said Tinto. And others al around and about made free with applause.

'said prince, said Eddie. 'Whatis prince al about?



'Nothing," said Jack in asulky tone.

'Yesitis. Why did you say that you want to be a prince?

"There's nothing wrong with having amhitions!

‘Not if they'refeasible’

'l don't care about her,' said Jack. 'l don't.'

‘But I'mnice,’ said the dally. 'l havelovely hair; it getslonger if you turn thelittle key in my back.'

'No thanks," said Jack, withdrawing hisarm from the dolly'swaist. '‘But | wasn't talking about you. |
"was taking abouther. | don't care about her.’

'Who isthisher?' Eddie asked.

"Just someone. | don't want to talk abouit it.’

It'sthat Jll, isn't it? said Eddie. The girl at Madame Goose's. Did you do it with her, Jack?
‘None of your business!’

"Youdid. Hedid, Tinto. Jack did it with agirl at Madame Goose's.”

'l oncedid it with a clockwork mouse at Madame Goose's,' said Tinto. 'But | was young then and rather
drunk. No one's going to hold that against me, arethey?

'Urgh!" went al and sundry, who evidently were.

'l was drunk!" said Tinto. 'Come on!'

'l oncedid it with apotted plant,’ said Eddie. 'l wasreally drunk that night, | can tell you.'

'Stop it," said Jack. 'She doesn't mean anything to me. It'snot asif I'm inlove with her or anything.'
‘Jack'sin love,’ said Tinto.

I'mnot," said Jack.

'Heis' said Eddie.

I'mnot]" said Jack.

"You'redrunk,' said Eddie,

I'mnotl" said Jack.

'‘Aretoo.'



'‘Arenot.’

'‘Are.

Jack stared at Eddie. And it was a stare, rather than a squint. 'Y ou know what,' he said, 'I'm not drunk
any more.’

'Drunk yourself sober,' said Eddie. 'Hoorah!"
"What about you?
It'sdraining down to my legs,' said Eddie. 'Y ou'll haveto carry mefor abit.’

‘Do you want to come back to my house? said the blondie-headed doll. 'l could show you my publicity
pictures; I'm hoping to get ajob a Toy City TV.'

'Er, no, thank you very much,’ said Jack. 'Eddie and | have important business el sewhere.’
'Most important,’ said Eddie. 'Are you ready for it, partner?

'Certainly am," said Jack.

"Then let'sgo, said Eddie.

And go they did.

Asamost sober as.
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It was nearing midnight now. Toy City was dill. Remarkably Hill, redly. But then, folk were keeping off
the streets after dark. Therewas akiller on theloose. And the fact that thiskiller had performed dl the
killings so far during the hours of daylight had nothing to do with anything. Killers ways strike around

midnight. Everyone knowsthét.

I think | behaved rather badly back there,' said Jack. 'Sorry, Eddie, if | embarrassed you.'
'No problem,’ said Eddie. 'It's as swest as. But you'rein love, Jack, aren't you? With this Jill.

It wasmy first time." Jack put Eddie down and reieved himsdlf in an dleyway. 'l wasn't thinking
draight.

"There's nothing wrong with young love." Eddie seeped a bit into the gutter. Weve dl been there and
donethat.’



'Y ou've beenin love?

'Don't be so surprised. Bearslove too. Everything loves!’

"Who was she, Eddie? Jack zipped himself into decency.

Eddie sighed. 'She was beautiful. An Anders Empress. Amber eyes, vertically stitched nosein black silk
yarn, beige felt paw-pads, patented tilt-growler that literdly purred when you leaned her backwards, and

an dl-over golden mohair plush.’

'Sounds very nice," said Jack as he tucked Eddie once more under hisarm and resumed his trudging.
'Especidly the patented tilt-growler.’

'She came from avery respectable family. Her great-grandparents were the bears that Goldilocks
shacked up with. They organised the origina Teddy Bears picnic and owned the garden that al bears go
walkiesround.'

Jack looked down at Eddie. "What aload of old rubbish," he said. 'And there was me bdlieving you and
thinking that you were going to tel methisredly poignant story about love lost and everything.

'Fair enough,’ said Eddie. 'But shewas a posh bear and shewas up for it. But | lost my nerve, had afew
drinks before | went round to see her. Humped that potted plant by mistake. It didn't lead to alasting
relationship.’

‘Jll isvery beautiful,' said Jack, in amost wistful tone.

'l could tell you all about her,' said Eddie. 'It'sa sad story. But now's not the time; we're dmost &t the
toymaker's house.'

'‘Areyou up for it then? Jack set Eddie down.

‘I'mall but pooing myself,' said Eddie Bear. 'l greatly fear the toymaker, asyou know. And now more
than ever. So remember what you said you'd do. Engage himin casua conversation and subtly draw him
into atheologica discusson. Then put my theory to himin ahypothetica manner, which will not imply
any implicit knowledge on our part asto his potentid status asadeity.’

'| saidthat?'

'Y ou did. Do you think you can do it?

'Of course,' said Jack. Trust me.'

Thetwo trudged up the gravel drive, Jack's trudge making big trudge sounds and Eddie's making lesser.
When they reached the big front door, Jack reached out for the knocker.

"Youagain, said Peter. Thiswon't do. Clear off.’

"We have to see the toymaker." Jack's hand hovered near the knocker. 'We don't have time to bandy
wordswith you.'



‘Bandy words? Peter laughed. 'Don't come that high and mighty talk with me. The toymaker isn't home.
He'sgone away.'

Thelightsareon,’ said Eddie.

‘That'sto discourage burglars,’ said Peter. 'If you leave your lights on, burglarsthink you're at home;
everyone knows that.'

'Even burglars?

'No, of course not. Burglars don't know that. How would they know that? Who'd be likely to tell them?
I'm sure | wouldn't,’ said Eddie. "What about you, Jack?

'l wouldn't tell them." Jack's hand moved closer to the knocker.

‘But there's no one home,' said Peter.

'We're burglars,” said Eddie. 'How are we supposed to know that?

‘Burglars? Peter's face took on that horrified look once more. '‘Burglars! Help! Help! Alarm! Alarm!’
And hetook to knocking most loudly.

And at length the front door opened and the ancient face of the toymaker peered out into the night.

'Who isknocking so loudly? he asked.

'It's Peter,' said Jack. 'Anxious to admit us.'

‘Burglars,’ said Peter. 'Cadll the policemen.’

"They're not burglars,’ said the toymaker. 'Comein, will you? And calm yourself, Peter, please.’

‘But..." went Peter. 'But.’

'Perhaps you should get yoursdf abell,' said Jack, smiling in amost friendly manner.

‘A bell? The toymaker beckoned Jack and Eddie inside. 'A most novel idea. But as no one other than
yourselves ever comesto call, awasted expense, | think.' The toymaker closed the big front door,
leaving Peter done with his thoughts, then led Jack and Eddie aong the narrow corridor and into his
workshop. Thisisamost pleasant surprise,’ he told them. 'Has something el se happened to you, little

bear?

'He'sabit wobbly,' said Jack. 'He hasn't been walking too well. | thought you might be kind enough to
take another look at him. Eddie didn't want to bother you; he holds you in such high esteem.’

'| do,' said Eddie. 'Weall do. All of us.'

"That's very nice,' said the toymaker. 'But | do not wish to be held in high esteem. I'm only ahumble
toymaker. Sit down, sit down.’



Jack sat down in the comfy chair.

'Get your bum off me,' it said.

'Manners,' said the toymaker. The chair made grumbling sounds.
Eddie sat down on thefloor.

Y ou're more than just atoymaker, gir,' said Jack.

'‘Anders,’ said the toymaker. 'Call me Anders!'

I think I'll gick withdr, if you don't mind, Sr. Because youarc more than just atoymaker, asyou well
know. Y ou bring life to these toys."

'Science,' said Mr Anders Anders. 'Science, not magic. | told you before: swhen things are not as they
appear to be, it's because they're actually smpler than you think them to be. Things are never as difficult
and complicated asfolk believe. Y ou'd be surprised just how straightforward and obvious thingsredly
are. The secret isin knowing how to look a them the right way.’

'Well, however it'sdone," said Jack, ‘it makes you very specid.’

'Everyoneis specid, said Anders Anders. ‘It's just that most folk are unaware how specia they redly
are, or just how specia are the folk around them. If they were aware, they'd be far nicer to each other,
don't you think?

'I'm certain you'reright,' said Jack, who now felt himsdlf to be drowning in apond of platitudes.

'Not that they aren't nice,’ the toymaker continued. 'Of course they're nice. Folk are nice. It'sjust that
they could be even nicer. Things could be perfect. I'm anidedist; forgive an old man for hisideds!

'Yes, sir,' said Jack. 'Yes, indeed.

'So whyare you here? The toymaker leaned his ancient frame against his workbench and tinkered about
with asmal wooden horse. 'l suffed thelittle bear's legs but yesterday; they should be good for more
than awhile’

'Sir,’ said Jack, 'there's big trouble; you need to know about it.'

'Big trouble? said the toymaker. 'What can that be?

'Inyour city, Sr.'

'MydtyT Thetoymaker made amost surprised face'. Toy Townisatown. Hardly acity.'

It'sacity, Sr. A big city now.'

'l should get out more," said the toymaker, tinkering at the horse'stail. 'Perhaps | spend too much time

working. But | want to get thingsright, you see. It'sthe detail s that count; this horse'stall, for instance. |
can't make up my mind exactly how many harsit needs. It'sdl inthe details. | want everything to be



right. Perfect. Everything.'
'Folk aredying,” Jack said. 'Folk are being killed, herein Toy City.'

‘Beingkilled?' The toymaker shook his snowy head. 'Not herein Toy Town. Y ou must be mistaken,
young man.’

‘Theresamurderer,” Jack said.

‘Jack,' said Eddie. 'Slow down. Think.'

'He needs to know the truth,’ said Jack. 'He must betold.'

'Yes, but...

"Yes, butwhatT the toymaker asked. 'Whatis thisal about?

‘A murderer,' said Jack, 'in your city.'

'No," said the toymaker shaking his snowbound head once more. 'We don't have murderersin Toy
Town. Toys are naughty sometimes, but thejolly red-faced policemen give them agood telling-off when

they are’

'No," said Jack. 'It's not like that. Thosejolly red-faced policemen gave me agood kicking. Would you
liketo seethe bruises?

'l don't think | would." The toymaker put down his wooden horse. 'Y ou seem to be avery angry young
man. | think perhaps you should go.'

'No, gr," said Jack. "Y ou have to understand what is going on out therein your city. Bad things. Toys
and people aren't nice to each other. They're not nice and now there's amurderer. Humpty Dumpty is
dead. And Boy Blueand...'

'Stop,’ said the toymaker. 'Y oung man, stop. Y ou are saying terrible things. | don't wish to hear them.'

'Y ou have to hear them. Weve come to warn you.'

'Are you threatening me?

'No, not that. Anything but that.’

I think | must ask you to leave.’

‘Eddie, tdl him. Tl him your theory.’

'Y ou have atheory, little bear?

'No, sr,' said Eddie.

Tl him, Eddie!



'Shut up, Jack.'

‘But thisiswhat we came herefor. It'simportant. It couldn't be more important.’

"The toymaker isabusy man. He doesn't havetimeto listen to us'’

'‘What? said Jack. "Wliat? What's the matter with you, Eddie? Tel him. Tel him what you think."
I can't,’ whispered Eddie.

Then I'll tell him.'

'No," said Eddie.

'Yes,' said Jack. 'It's your brother, sir. Y our evil twin.'

Eddie hid hisface.

'He's out to take over Toy City. He'skilling off dl the nursery rhyme characters and—

'Enough.’ The toymaker raised hiswrinkled hands. 'Enough of thisawful talk. | believe you've been
drinking, young man.'

'I've drunk mysalf sober.’
'I think not. Kindly take your leave.
‘But you haveto ligten. Hell kill you too."

'Y oung man, | do not have abrother, let done an evil twin, asyou are suggesting. Now | suggest that
you go hometo bed.'

'No,' said Jack. 'Y ou've got to listen. Y ou've got to understand.'

‘Goodnight,’ said the toymaker. ‘Goodnight to you.'

Jack and Eddie were ushered away from the workroom. From the corridor. From the toymaker's
house.

They stood once more upon the gravel drive.
Inthe moonlight.

Looking at each other.

'Well,' said Eddie.

'Well what? said Jack.



'Wdll, that might have gone alittle better, don't you' think?
'Well,' said Jack.

'Y ou buffoon!" Eddie threw up his paws. Y ou craven gormster. You did it all wrong. Y ou couldn't have
doneit wronger. That was aswrong aswrong &s... as...’

'l wasn't wrong,' said Jack. 'He just wouldn't listen.'

‘Unbelievable,' said Eddie. 'Y ou are unbelievable.'

'Me?Y ou just sat there saying nothing. Y ou could have backed me up.'
'No, | couldn't, Eddie said. 'l just couldn't, not to him.’

‘All right,' said Jack. 'l understand. But what are we going to do now? He said that he didn't have a
brother. You've got it all wrong, Eddie. | told you it wasaslly theory.’

'Hm,' said Eddie. 'Wdll it's till the best theory | have and I'm sticking with it until | have abetter one. But
you've met the toymaker twice now, Jack. Y ou can see that he'slost touch with what's going onin Toy
City. Perhaps he'sforgotten that he has abrother. It's possible.’

‘Barely possible." Jack rubbed at hisarms. 'I'm cold,’ he said. ‘L et's go back to the office for some deep.
WEell have ancther think in the morning."

'By which time more people may be dead.'
"Then what do you suggest?

'l suggest we go back to Miss Muffett's!
‘But Miss Muffett'sisn't there any more.’

Eddie tapped a his head. '‘Bear with me on thisone,' he said. 'l have atheory. Something the toymaker
said struck acertain chord, asit were. I'd like to test a hypothesis.'

Jack shrugged and turned up hiscollar. 'Let's makeit quick then, it'sredly getting nippy.’
'WEll be asquick as," said Eddie. 'Follow me.'

'‘And don't hurry back,' called Peter.

25

The lower reaches of Knob Hill, that spread around and about and somewhat below the toymaker's
housg, glittered in the moonlight. A little star went twinkle, twinkle. It wasdl very picturesque.



Eddie led Jack to the spot where, earlier that day, they had viewed the place where Miss Muffett's
house should have been, but wasn't.

"There,' said Eddie. 'I'm sure I'm right. What do you see, Jack? Tell me!'

"Trees and flowers and bushes and hillside,’ said Jack. 'Exactly the same as before.’
'Exactlythe same?

'Exactly thesame!’

'Exactly,’ said Eddie.

'I'm missing something, aren't |7

Eddie nodded. 'Something very obvious!'

Jack took asecond look. "Then | don't know what,' he said.

'What about the trees, Jack, and the flowers?

"They're exactly the same.’

'Yes,' said Eddie. 'But they shouldn't be, should they? The trees should have dark shadows under them
now and the flowers should al be closed up for the night.’

'Oh," said Jack. 'Y ou'reright.'

'Remember what the toymaker said?"When things are not as they appear to be, it's because they're
actudly smpler than you think them to be. The secret isin knowing how to look at them theright way." '

'l remember him saying that, but | thought he was just fobbing me off with alot of platitudes!

‘Not the toymaker.' Eddie shook his head. 'But it set me to thinking about the vanishing house. And then
it cameto me: itwas al smple; you just had to know how to look at it. Thisisfake, Jack. All this: the
trees, the flowers, the hillside. It'sabig painting, like atheatrica backdrop. It's been put up hereto fool
folk. Tofool the murderer.

‘To hide Miss Muffett's house?

'Exactly, said Eddie. '‘Comeon, let'sseeif I'mright.’

They approached the trees and the flowers and the hillsde and...

'Oh,' said Jack, as his face made contact with canvas. 'Y ou're right. But that's absurd. How could we
have been fooled by something as smple asthis?

‘Because we weren't looking for it.'

'Yes, but.'



'‘Comeon,’ said Eddie, ‘follow me.’
'Where are you? Oh.’
Eddie waswriggling under the canvas. Jack knelt down and followed him.

‘A remarkably good painting,’ said Jack when he emerged on the other side of the vast canvas. 'And that
would be Miss Muffett's mansion, would it?

Eddie dusted himsdlf down. That'sthe kiddie,' said he. "And it should gppedl to you; it's one of the
houses that Jack built.'

‘Jack ? said Jack.

'Asintherhyme, Tliis is the house that Jack built. He didn't build too many, because he was a pretty
rubbish architect and most of them fell down. He dways ins sted upon there being a cow with acrumpled
hornintheliving room.’

Jack nodded dumbly and stared at the house and the garden that surrounded it.

Miss Muffett's mansion by moonlight was wondrous to behold. It resembled avast wedding cake: tier
upon tier of white stucco, with supporting Doric columns. Beforeit scood arow of white marble statues,
pretty maids dl. Manicured trees were hung with countless sillver bells and cockleshell motifs abounded in
the paving stones and low walls.

'‘Garden design by Mary Mary,' said Eddie. 'She has her own garden make-over show on Toy City TV

'I'm somewhat puzzled bythat." Jack pointed to a huge scul pture that dominated the very centre of the
garden. It more than resembled amassve raised phallus.

'She dway's puts something like that in whatever garden she designs. To prove just how "contrary” she
is. It'sastudied eccentricity thing. Frankly, | think it's rubbish. The gardenand the house.’

'I lovethem,' said Jack.
'Weredlly must Sit down sometime over abeer and discuss your tastesin architecture.”

'No, we mustn't,’ said Jack. '‘But when | build my palace, it will look alot better than this. Shall we have
asneak around and see what we can see?

'Well,' said Eddie, hiswords al growly whispers, 'now that were here... I'm... er... I'm..."
'What's up with you? Jack whispered back.

'Y ou have asneak around; I'll wait here.’

‘Something's bothering you. Y ou're afraid.’

'I'm afraid of no man.’

'So?



"There's something out there, and itain't no man.'
"That sounds somehow familiar, but what are you talking about?

'It'sthe spider, Jack. Miss Muffett's spider. It'sredlly big, with horrible hairy legs. It'sthe spider in her
rhyme. They livetogether.'

‘What, it'slike, her pet?
'Not as such. But in asway, | suppose.’
'What are you saying?

'It'sabig spider, Jack. Big asyou. There's been talk, in the newspapers, about their relationship. But
nothing's been proved. And | don't know how spiders actudlydo it, do you?

Y ou'rewinding me up,’ said Jack.

'I'm not, honestly. It could be on the prowl; it has terrible mandibles. And spiders sick up acid on you
and you melt and they eat you up.’

Turnitin, said Jack, Til protect you.' And Jack gave Eddie acomforting pet. 'I'm not afraid of spiders,
evenredly big ones!

"Thanksfor the comforting pat,' said Eddie, clinging onto Jack's trenchcoat.

'Big asme, you said? Jack did furtive glancings al around.

'Maybe bigger. Perhaps we should come back in the morning.'

"We're here now, Eddie. Let's go and see what we can see. There'salight onin awindow over there!'

'After you, my friend.’

Eddie and Jack did sneskings through Miss Muffett's garden. They snuck along beside alow hedge that
divided the garden from adrive lined with numerous clockwork-motor cars. Large carsdl, were these,
and pretty posh onestoo. Leaning againgt these cars were many big burly men. These wore dark suits
and mirrored sunglasses and had little earpiece jobbies with tiny mouth mics attached to them. Each of

these big men carried agrest big gun.

Therewas dso alarge military-looking truck with a canvas-covered back. A shadowed figure sat at the
whed of this.

Sneskily Jack and Eddie reached the lighted window.
Jack looked up at it. 'It'stoo high for meto seein, he whispered.
'Give usalift up then.'

'Fair enough." Jack lifted Eddie, who clambered onto Jack's head, put his pawsto the sill and peeped in



through the sash window, which was, aswindows so often are on such occasions, conveniently open at
the bottom. Had Eddie possessed any thumbs, he would have raised one to Jack. But as he hadn't, he

didn'.

'What can you see? Jack whispered.

Eddie put apaw to his mouth.

‘In your own time, then,’ said Jack.

Eddie peered in through the window gap and this was what he saw and heard:

The room was of ballroom proportions, which madeit proportionaly correct, given that it wasindeed a
ballroom. It was high-domed and gorgeoudy decorated, with foliate roundels and moulded tuffet
embellishments. Eddi€'s button eyes were drawn to agreat mura wrought upon the furthest wall. This
pictured anumber of bearded men in turbansflinging spears at gigantic fish.

Eddie nodded thoughtfully. He recdled reading about this mural. Jack who'd built the house had painted
it himsdf, but being none too bright, had confused curds and whey with Kurds and whales.

Eddie would have laughed, but asit wasn't the least bit amusing, and contained a glaring continuity error
to boot, he didn't. Instead, he gazed at the many folk milling about in the balroom. Thelight of many
candlesfell upon the glittering company: the old rich of Toy City, extravagantly costumed.

Eddie recognised each and every one.

He'd seen their smug faces many times, grinning from the society pages of the Toy City press, and inthe
big glossy celebrity magazines, likeKY! andHowdy Doody, pictured at gaabals and swish functions and
Firg Nights and even the launch of the patid ambiguity ingtalation piece a the Toy City art gdlery.

But other than Miss Muffett and Little Tommy Tucker, Eddie had never seen any of the othersin the
living flesh before. Theliving breathing flesh. He had only ever seen them, as others of hisown socid
class had seen them, in photographs. Astotems, icons even, to be revered and admired and looked up
to. They were rich and they were famous. They were 'better'.

Eddie shook his furry-fabricked head and peeped in at them. He spied the 'olds: Old King Cole, Old
Mother Hubbard, the Grand Old Duke of Y ork. And the remaining 'littles: Little Polly Hinders, Little Bo
Peep, and the hogtess, Little Miss Muffed:. And the 'double nameds: Mary Mary, Tom Tom, the piper's
son, Peter Peter, pumpkin eater. And there was Simple Simon, who had famoudy met a pie man. And
Georgie Porgie, the reformed paedophile. And Peter Piper, who'd picked a peck of pickled peppers, for
reasons of hisown. And there were Jack and Jill, who'd once been up ahill. And the Mary who'd had
that little lamb. And the Polly who'd put the kettle on. And the Jack who'd built the house and mucked up

themurd.

Eddie watched them, and Eddie dowly shook his head once more. There they were, and they wererich
and famous. But when it cameright down to it, why?

Most seemed to have achieved their fame for no good reason &t al. For going up a hill to fetch water!
Goingup ahill? Or eating apie, or putting the kettle on? What wasit al about, eh?

It wasn't so much that Eddie wasjed ous— well, actudly it was.



But it redly didn't make any sense.

Eddie suddenly became aware that he wasthinking al these things: thinking like Jack, in fact. Eddie gave
his head athump and watched as awheded rostrum affair was pushed into the balroom by two of the
burly suited types, who then hel ped Miss M uffett onto it. She stood, glamoroudly attired in another
glittering gown, waving her manicured fingers about and shushing the company to silence.

‘Ladies and gentlemen,’ she said, firstly | would like to thank you for coming here tonight. Wearedl in
great danger and if something isn't done, we will each go theway of Humpty Dumpty, Boy Blue and Bill
Winkie!

Eddieflinched.

'We al know who isdoing thisto us. We dare not wait for the inevitable to occur. We have to take
steps. Do something about it."

'l don't agree,’ said Mary Mary.

'Wéll, you wouldn't, would you dear? Y ou being so contrary and everything.’

'We must run away,’ said Mary Mary. That'swhat we must do. Run while we still can.’

"To where? Georgie Porgie spoke up. 'To the world beyond the city's box? The world of men? We
can't get there anyway, and even if we could, what chance would there be for us amongst the people of
that world? How long would we last if we, like them, were doomed to anorma life-span? Toy City is

our world. Here we are rich and powerful. Here we can live on and on. Or at least we could, untilhe
returned to murder usall.’

Eddie nodded thoughtfully.

"We don't know for certain that it'shim." Thisvoice belonged to Jack (husband of Jill). 'Perhapsit's one
of us. Someonein thisroom.’

'lgnore my husband,' said Jill (wife of Jack). 'He's never been the same since hefdll down the hill and
broke his crown. Brain damage.' Shetwirled her finger a her temple.

"Theré's nothing wrong with me, woman.'

'l can think of anumber of things.'

'Please’ Miss Muffett raised her hands. "There's nothing to be gained by arguing amongst oursalves. He's
picking us off, one by one. And I'm next on thelist. | paid afortune to have that camouflage canvas
outside done. But how long will it fool him?”

'l doubt whether it will foolhim at dl,’ said Georgie. 'We should dl just flee the city. Hide out in the
surrounding countryside. Perhapsifhe can't find us,helll just go away again. I'm going hometo pack my
bags.' Georgie made to take hisleave.

Y ou can't go,’ said Miss Muffett. ‘'Not until the onethat | have invited here tonight has arrived and said
what he hasto say.’



Georgie Porgie threw up his hands. 'And what's this mystery man going to say? That he can protect us
dl fromtheinevitable?

That'swhat hetold me.'

'I don't deserve any of this,' said Georgie. 'To be on some nutter's hitlist. I've served my time and now
I'm entitled to enjoy my wedth.’

'If only it wasjust some nutter,' said Jill (wife ofjack). 'But it isn't, it'shim. We are the founder members
of The Spring and Catch Society. We know the truth about Big Box Fellaand his evil twin, because we
arethe dlite, thefirgt folk placed here when Toy City was assembled. We helped Big Box Fellato cast
hisevil twin from thisworld, but now he has returned to wreak his vengeance upon al of us. We knew
that one day this might happen and we should have taken steps earlier to prevent it. But we didn't; we
just continued to indulge oursalves. We have abused our privileges and become complacent and now we
are paying the price’

Jack tugged at Eddie'sleg. "What can you see? he asked.

Eddie ducked hishead down. They'redl in there,” he whispered. 'All the still-surviving PPPs, and
they're talking about The Spring and Catch Society and the evil twin. | wasright, Jack. It'sall asfactua
s

'Incredible.’ Jack shook his heed and Eddie dl but fell off it.

'Stay ill,' said Eddie. | don't want to missany of this!'

'We haveto killhim,” Georgie was saying. 'Killhim beforehe killsus!

'‘And how do you kill a God? asked Jill. 'Get redl, please.’

'l have ten thousand men,’ said the Grand Old Duke of York. 'I'll dedl with the blighter.’

The Grand Old Duke was ignored to aman, and awoman. He didnot have ten thousand men. Hed
never had ten thousand men. He and Whestley Porterman had made the whole thing up.

'Wait until the onel invited arrives, said Miss Muffett. 'Hell explain everything. Hell put your minds at
res.’

'Hell save us, will he? Georgie Porgie went to throw up his hands once again, but finding them still up
from the previous occasion, he threw them down again. 'Listen, when Humpty Dumpty waskilled, we dl
knew what it meant; we clubbed together and put up the money to employ Bill Winkie. He was next on
thelist. He knew that. But what happened? Georgie drew afat finger over histhroat. 'Bill Winkie
couldn't sophim. He never had a chance. Nobody can stophim.'

'/can stophim.”

Heads turned at the sound of this voice, turned to its source: to the open doorway.

"You? said Georgie Porgie.



'Y ou? said Jack (husband of Jill).

"You? said Jill (wife of Jack).

'Me? said Mary Mary (well, shewould).

'Y ou? said the others present, but still unidentified.
You?

'Me,' sad Tinto. 'l can saveyou al.'

Had Eddi€'s eyes been able to widen, they would have widened now. His mouth, however,could drop
open. And so it did. Most widely.

"Tinto," whispered Eddie. 'What is Tinto doing here?

'What? asked Jack, but Eddie shushed him into silence.

Tinto, said Miss Muffett. "'Welcome, welcome." Tinto whedled himsdf into the ballroom.

‘But he'satoy!" said Georgie. The wind-up barman. We al know him. Isthisyour idea of ajoke?
'l cansaveyou dl,' said Tinto.

'Stuff that,” said Georgie. 'I'm going home to pack. Who's leaving with me?

'No," Miss Muffed: raised her hands once more. 'Please hear him out. Hear him out, and then you may
leaveif youwishto.

Georgie Porgie folded his arms and took to asulking silence.
‘Thefloor isyours, Tinto,' said Miss Muffett.

"Thank you," said Tinto. 'Now, you al know me. Y ou held your meetings above my bar. I've respected
your privacy. Y ou know that you can trust me. | am hereto protect you.'

'Indeed? Old King scratched at his crowned head with a bejewelled finger. 'Well, listen, old chap, |
don't wish to cause you offence, but | fed it will take more than atin toy to defeat our adversary.’

'l am far morethan just atintoy,' said Tinto. 'I'm al manner of things. I'm most adaptable. Would you
care for ademondgtration?

Old King shrugged. 'If you like,' said he. 'Aslong asit doesn't take too long and provides a bit of
amusement. Should | call for my fiddlersthree to accompany you?

"That really won't be necessary.’ Tinto's head revolved. 'Now who, or what, firgt, | wonder? Ah yes,
how about this? Tinto'sleft arm extended, reached around behind his back and wound his key.



'Hm," went Eddie.

And then Tinto's hand touched certain buttons upon his chest, buttons that Eddie had never seen before.
Therewasawhirring of cogs and then al manner of interesting things began to happen. Tinto's head
snapped back, hisarms retracted, his chest opened and he dl but turned completely insde out.

And now Tinto wasn't Tinto any more: hewasingtead atal and rather imposing gentleman, decked out
in adashing top hat, whitetie and tails.

'‘God's Big Box!" cried Old King Cole. 'It's Whestley Porterman himself!’
'Son of aclockwork pistal,” whispered Eddie, as a gasp went up from those inside the ballroom.

'No, sad Tinto, in the voice of Whestley Porterman, ‘itisstill me. Still Tinto. But you can't fault the
resemblance, can you? Faultless, isn't it? Are you impressed?

Heads nodded. The assembled company was most definitely impressed.

"Then how about thisone? said Tinto. 'Y ou'll love thisone.” There was further whirring of cogs and the
gentlemanly form of Mr Wheatley Porterman vanished into Tinto's chest. Faps appeared from beneath
Tinto'sarmpits, hislegs did up insde himsdlf. Bits popped out here- and popped in there, further
convolutions occurred and suddenly Tinto was...

'Me," whispered Old King. 'Y ou've become me!'

'‘And what amerry old soul am|,' said Old King Col€e's dl-but-perfect double. 'l can impersonate any
one of you here. Rather useful to fool your adversary, don't you agree?

'Incredible,’ puffed Old King Cole. 'And not alittle upsetting. But surely my belly isnot so large asthat.’

‘Larger,’ said Tinto, who had now become Tinto once more. 'l wasflattering you. But dlow meto
explain. | am anew generation of transforming toy, created by the toy-maker for your protection.'

'So the toymaker sent you.' Old King grinned. 'Built you to protect us. Damn fine chap, the toymaker.'
"Precisdy,’ Tinto agreed. 'Damn fine chap, the toymaker. Or Big Box Fella, aswe know him best.’
Another gasp went up from the assembly. A very big gasp.

'‘Something wrong? asked Tinto. "Y ou are shocked and appdled that amere toy should know the
toymaker'strue identity?

Heads nodded dumbly.

‘Don't be,' sad Tinto. 'It remainsour secret. | was created to protect you and to destroy the toymaker's
evil twin. | have just spent the entire evening with the toymaker discussing the matter. Hes very upset
about the whole thing. He fedsthat it'sall hisfault and he can't bear the thought of any more of his dear
friends coming to harm. So he has arranged for me to escort you all to aplace of safety. Isn't that nice of
him?

Eddie scratched at his specia-tagged ear. Tinto was clearly not telling dl of the truth.



'But pardon me,' said Old King Cole, ‘dthough | appreciate the quick-change routine, whichis very
impressive, | don't quite see how you are going todestroy the evil twin.'

"That, said Tinto, 'is because you haven't seen everything | can do. | am capable of many other
transformations, most of amilitary nature. Y ou really wouldn't want me to show them to you here; they
aredl mogt lethd .

‘Thisisabsurd,’ cried Georgie Porgie, 'sending us atoy. Big Box Fellahas clearly gone gaga. Time has
addled hisbran.'

Another gasp went up at this. Possibly the biggest so far.

'No offenceto Big Box Fella, of course,' said Georgie Porgie, hurriedly. 'But thisisludicrous.’ Georgie,
whose hands -were currently in the thrown down position, madefists out of them. 'A toy!" he shouted.
'What good isatoy?

'I'm much more than just atoy,' said Tinto.

'So you can do afew tricks." Georgie made aface. 'That is hardly going to be enough. Show us what
else you can do. Show us how tough you are. In fact—' Georgie Porgie raised hisfigts. It had been many
years since hedd run away from the boyswho came out to play. Hed learned to fight in prison. 'In fact,’
he said, ‘come and have ago, if you think you're hard enough.’

'l think not,’ said Tinto, shaking his head. 'Not here.’

'A stupid toy."' Georgie stuck histongue out at Tinto. 'That to you,' said he. And he raised two fingersto
go with the sticky-out tongue.

What happened next happened fast. And fast can sometimes be shocking. Tinto's hand flew acrossthe
ballroom, upon the end of an arm which extended to an dl-but-impossible length. The dextrous fingers of
this hand snatched Georgie Porgie by the throat, shook him vicioudy about and then flung him down to
the hard wooden floor.

A truly horrified gasp now went up from the assembly. It surpassed dl the gaspsthat had gone before. It
was accompanied by much stepping back from the falen body. And much staring in blank disbelief.

‘Outrage,’ cried Old King Cole, finding hisvoice and using it. ‘A toy daring to attack one of the dlite. |
shall have you scrapped, mashed-up, destroyed. Security guards, take thisiconoclagtic tin thing away
and break it all to pieces.’

The security guards, however, appeared disinclined to becomeinvolved.

'l think not," said Tinto, shaking hismetal head. ‘| must gpologise for that display of gratuitous violence.
But it wasto prove apoint. Thekiller of your friends walks amongst you. Heis herein the city. He has
aready inflicted far worse upon your fellows. He has, no doubt, smilarly hideous ends planned for each
of you. The evil twin can be stopped. But only | can stop him.'

'Indeed? said Old King. "'Then alow me to ask you one question.’

'‘Go on then.'



'Why have you waited so long? Old King fairly shouted this. 'If you're capable of destroying thisfiend,
then why haven't you done so yet? Some of my closest friends are dead. If you could have saved them,
why didn't you?

'l have my reasons,’ said Tinto. ‘Good timing is everything, if you wish to succeed. If thereis something
that you truly want, it is often necessary to wait before you can get it."

'Areyou saying that you want something fromms? Old King asked. 'Isthat what you're saying? | don't
understand.’

'Well,' said Tinto, 'as you have seen, | am not just ameretoy. | am specia, unique. And | can mobilise
thiscity, raise an army of toys and lead them to destroy the evil twin. And itcan be done, trust me. He
may be aGod, but heisaGod in the form of aman. He's not immorta. He can be killed. And | can do
it. But I will want something in return. I've discussed it with Big Box Fella. He has given methe
go-ahead.'

Eddie did some more ear-scratchings.

'‘And what isit that you want? asked Old King Cole.

'Well,' said Tinto. 'l toyed with theideathat | might become King of Toy City. Asyou have observed, |
could carry this off most convincingly.'

'What? cried Old King, faling back in outrage. 'But that's my job! I'm the king.'

Tinto laughed that laugh of his. And then a hinged jaw dropped open and the muzzle of a gun appeared
from hismouth hole. Tinto cleared histhroat with a pistol-cocking sort of sound. The gun muzzle swung
in King Colesdirection.

'I'd be happy to abdicate, of course,' said Old King. 'If that's what you want, in exchange for saving us
al. I'm sureit could be arranged without difficulty.'

'Of coursethat can be arranged. Butthat isnot enough. Theway | seeitisthis: if | kill theevil twin, kill a
God infact, then | have earned the right to more than akingship. | have earned theright to..."

'‘Godhood," whispered Eddie. 'Tinto wants to be worshipped as a God.'

'‘What did you say? Jack asked.

'l said,’ Eddie turned his head down to Jack, 'l said... Aaaaaagh!

'Why did you say Aaaaagh? Jack asked. And then ahand fell upon his shoulder.
Except it wasn't a hand.

It was more of aleg.

A big leg.

A big hairy spider'sleg.



Jack turned to face the owner of thisleg.

'‘Aaaaagh!’ went Jack.
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With a struggling lad benesth one big leg and a panic-stricken bear benesath another, Miss Muffett's

spider marched upon its remaining hairy appendages into the Misss mansion, through the front door,
aong ahal and into the perfectly proportioned balroom.

Hereit flung the two detectives down onto the hard wooden floor.

'Welly wdl well,' said Tinto. 'lsn't thisasurprise.’

‘Tinto,' said Eddie, struggling to his paw pads.

Tinto? said Jack, ramming the sections of hisfallen fedora back onto hishead and hoisting himself once
moreinto the vertica plane.

'Skulking about outside," said the spider — athough to Jack, who had never heard a spider speak, these
wordswere unintdligible.

'We werejust passing by,' said Eddie. 'Didn't drink ourselves quite as sober as we thought. Got a bit
lost. You know how itis!'

Tinto rocked upon hiswhedls. 'Of course | do,' he said.

'So we'll be on our way now; come on Jack.'

‘But, went Jack.

Let'sgo, said Eddie, turning to leave, but finding his exit blocked not only by the fearsome spider, but
aso by the two big burly men with the dark suits and the mirrored shades.

Andtheguns.

Eddie grinned foolishly towards Tinto, who shook hismeta head. 'l think not,’ said the clockwork
chameleon. 'l think you should stay.'

'Fine by me," said Jack. 'There was no need for that spider to be so rough with us. Any chance of some
eats?

'Plenty back at the office." Eddie tugged at Jack's trench-coat.

'No thereisn't.'



'I think youwill stay." Tinto clicked his hinged jaw arrangement at Eddie. 'After al, youhave seen and
heard everything that'sgoneonin here.’

‘No." Eddie shook his head. 'We were just passing by, honest.’

'Redlly? And yet I'm certain that | saw your silly furry face peeping in through the open window. | have
extremey good eyesight — telescopic vision, infact. | seedll.

'What's going on here? Jack asked. 'And... oh.' He spied the prone Porgie. 'Has there been another
murder?

‘Tinto, said Eddie, ‘'wed like tojoin up. Join your private army.’
‘Join hiswhat?" Jack asked.

‘Tintoisraisng aprivate army,’ said Eddie. "To fight the evil twin. Tinto isabarman of many parts. He's
ared hero.

'Ishe? Jack glanced doubtfully at Tinto.

'Heis,' said Eddie. 'So, Tinto, where would you like meto sgn?

'No signing necessary.' Tinto'stin head went shake shake shake.

'WEell just be off then; goodbye.”

'Stay whereyou are,' said Tinto.

'Will someone please tell me what's going on? Jack asked. 'Private army? What isdl this?

Tinto turned his back upon Eddie and Jack. Candldight twinkled upon his perfect paintwork. ‘Good

people, he said to the assembled company, ‘greet people, allow me to introduce you to Eddie and Jack.
They're detectives. Eddie was Bill Winkie's bear and Jack is new to the city.’

'Hi there.” Jack waggled hisfingers.

'Eddie took over the case after Bill disgppeared. He and Jack have been relentlesdy, if unsuccessfully,
pursuing the murderer.’

'We have," said Jack.
'Excuseme,’ said Old King Cole, 'but isthis some kind of joke? A toy bear and ayoung gormster?
I'mredly sck of folk calling methat,’ said Jack.

‘Between the two of them," said Tinto, ‘they have complicated matters no end. But their antics have given
me cons derable amusement, whichiswhy | have dlowed them to continue.’

'Y ou'vewhat?' said Jack.

T'll haveto explain later.' Eddie clung to Jack'sleg. 'If wehave alater.’



'Have awhat? said Jack.

I'm trying to be democratic here," said Tinto. 'l thought 1'd put your fate to the vote.'
"To thewhat? said Jack.

‘Thiscity isnow under martia law,' declared Tinto.

‘UnderwhatT said Jack.

‘Jack," said Tinto, whedling close to Jack, rising high upon hiswhedls and opening hischest to reved a
row of wicked-looking metal barbs, 'if you say the wordwhat one moretime, | will beforced to kill you.'

'Forced to..."” Jack's voicetrailed off.

"Thank you,' said Tinto. "Y ou see, desperate times call for desperate actions. It is often necessary to
sacrificean individud or two in the cause of the many.'

‘But were on your side." Eddie made pleading paw movements. 'We want what you want.'

'l know," said Tinto, retracting hiswicked-looking barbs, wheding himsdf up and down the ballroom,
and glittering beautifully as he did so. 'But the point I'm trying to makeisthis: would you consider yoursdlf
to bean individud, Eddie?

'Definitely so," said the bear.

'‘And what about you, Jack?

Isit dl right for meto speak?

Tinto nodded.

Thenyes' said Jack. 'l am definitely anindividud too.'

'And there you haveit.' Tinto ceased hiswhedings. ‘Condemned out of your own mouths, with 110

need for ademocratic vote. Thereisno room for individualsin awar, only for soldierswho follow orders
without question. | can't have you two running loose any more. Y ou'd only cause further chaos!'

Jack made a baffled face.
'But you'rein charge now, Tinto,' said Eddie. "'Well do exactly what you tell usto do.’

"That's good then.' Tinto's head went nod nod nod. 'In that case | will assign you both to my first crack
squadron.’

'Absolutely,’ said Eddie.
Tinto's Tornado Force,' said Tinto.

‘Right,' said Eddie. 'Greet name.'



"The crack suicide squadron.’

'Wlia?said Jack.

'Gotcha,' said Tinto. That was your lastwhaff
'No," said Jack, 'hold on.’

"Take them out,’ Tinto told the spider. Take them somewhere nice and quiet and well awvay from here
and then kill them both. And kill the bigwhat-boy first. Heredly gets up my metalic hooter.'

'No,' begged Eddie. 'Tinto, please. We're old friends. Don't do this!'
'Desperate times," said Tinto, turning his back once more. '‘But it'sal for the common good. The rest of
you...' Tinto's arm extended and swung all around and about. 'The rest of you, prepareto leave. | havea

truck outside. We will repair to a place of safety. | know somewhere sweet and secure.”

Tinto whispered certain words into the ear parts of Miss Muffett's spider. 'And sick up on their faces
before you kill them," he added loudly.

"Tinto, no, please.’ Eddie waved frantic paws, but Miss Muffett's spider scooped him from his pads.

'‘Now just you see here.” Jack raised afist. But then he too was similarly scooped.

'‘We're donefor,’ said Eddie. 'We're sawdust.'

He and Jack were dl inthe dark. All in the dark iff the locked boot of abig, posh automobile: amark 22
Hyper-glide limousine with pressed sted body pand s finished in whey beige enamd; dloy-trim solid
wheelswith lithographed brass spoke motifs and moulded tyre assemblies; full pink plush tuffet sesting
throughout; sunroof fitted as standard; wind-up stereo sound system optiond, but ingtaled in this
particular modd.

Thiswas being driven at speed through the night-time streets of Toy City by Miss Muffett's spider.

'Don't fret, Eddie,' said Jack. 'Well befine.'

'Fine? Eddi€'s voice was hollow in the bumpy darkness. "We're being driven to our place of execution.
Wewillnot befine!

'Of coursewewill. Trust me!'
Eddie growly-groaned.

'‘And pleasetdl me,' said Jack, ‘whatis going on?

The Mark 22 Hyperglide limousine sped on. The spider tinkered with the wind-up stereo system and



behind him in the darkness of the boot Eddie, having nothing better to do, filled Jack in upon dl of the
details.

'Wdll, said Jack, when Eddie had done with thefilling of himin, 'l grudgingly have to admit that it does
appear that your theory is correct. Thereredlyis an evil twin.'

'My pleasure in the knowledge that | wasright is somewhat marred by our present circumstances,’ said
Eddie, shuddering away.

‘But a least we now know who the murderer is. And why he's doing the murdering.'

"The evil twin,' Eddie shuddered on. 'But we don't know where heis and we're as doomed as.'
'Wake up, Eddie," said Jack. 'Y ou're missing the obvious.’

I'msureI'm not,' Eddie said.

'I'm sure you are. Remember what we were saying about behaving like proper detectives? Doing things
the way Bill would have done them? How they would have been in one of his books?

Eddie made noncommittal grunting sounds.

"Well, in the books, the detectives would have encountered the murderer by now, and we just did. That
was the murderer, Eddie.’

Tinto? Y ou're saying that Tinto isthe murderer?

It'snot Tinto,' said Jack.

'It'snot Tinto? said Eddie.

It'snot Tinto,' said Jack. 'Don't you understand?Not Tinto.'

'Itwas Tinto,' said Eddie. 'We both saw him; we both know him.'

'Waan't Tinto," said Jack. That'swhat I'm trying to explain. That thing back there wasn't Tinto.'
'l giveup, said Eddie.

'Looked like Tinto, said Jack. 'And sounded like Tinto. Butwasn't Tinto. And do you know how |
know?

'Obvioudy not,' said Eddie.

'‘Because of hisback. When he turned away from us, | saw it. Tinto is called Tinto because of the name
on hisback: Tintoy with the"y" scratched off. Y ou showed me; you said that he thinksit makeshim
special. Our friend back there, at Miss Muffett's, the"y" wasn't scratched off his back. His back was
perfect: it glittered in the candldlight'. It saidTintoy on his back. That wasn't Tinto, Eddie. That wasthe
crimina mastermind impersonating Tinto! That wasthe evil twin himsdf!’

'Y ou genius,’ said Eddie. "Y ou complete and utter genius. Y ou're as smart as.’



'I'm adetective,' said Jack. 'And that's what we detectives do. Observe. Theorise. Resolve. Helied to
them, Eddie. Y ou heard him lying that he/d been at ‘the toymaker's house. We were there, he wasn't.
And remember what Bellis said about how criminas never tell thetruth? They just lieand lie. He went
there and lied to them and gained their confidence, told them how he could save them dl, told them that
the toymaker had sent him. He was disguised as Tinto because he knew that they knew Tinto. And he'
was disguised because they al know what he redly looks like. They were there; they hel ped to throw
him out of the city. And now he'sgot them dl. All hisold enemies. Hell kill them for certain.’

'So how can we stop him? He'sthe very Devil, Jack.'

'And aformidable adversary, if he can turn himself into wegpons and stuff like that. But well find away.
Somehow.

‘Do you think he was the spider-woman too? Eddie asked.
Jack shrugged in the darkness.
'Was that ayes or ano?

It wasa shrug.'

I'mvery sad about al this," said Eddie. 'l get it right and then we get captured and sent off to our
degths.’

It will al be okay. Somehow. Trust me, Eddie.’
'l do,' said Eddie. 'But...'

‘But what?

"The car'sjust stopped,’ said Eddie. 'And | think | need the toilet.’

Therewasaclick of akey in. alock and then the boot lid swung open. Somelight fell upon Eddie and
Jack. Not alot of light, but enough: enough to illuminate the fearful face of Eddie.

'Out,’ said Miss Muffett's spider.
'What did he say? Jack asked.
'Hesaid "Out",' said Eddie.

'Oh,' said Jack. 'Right."

Jack lifted Eddie from the boot and set him down upon the ground. And then Jack climbed out and
stood before the spider.

The creature wasllittle lessthan terrifying. In fact, it was agreat deal more than more so: atowering
black sciencefiction nagty. Its glistening mandibles clicked. 1ts complicated mouthparts moved in and out



and its multifaceted eyes stared unblinkingly at Jack.
Jack stared back. 'Y ou're one ugly mother..."
But the spider struck him from hisfeet.

Jack rolled over on the ground and glared up at the creature. 'Ask him wherewe are,” Jack called out to
Eddie.

Eddie cowered at the car boot.

'Ask him,' said Jack.

Eddie asked the spider.

Mouthparts moved and words were uttered.

'He sayswe're at the abandoned doll works on East 666, said Eddie, in atrembly tone.

Jack climbed dowly to hisfeet. 'Do you know your way back to Miss Muffett's from here? he asked
Eddie

'Yes, but...!

"Then get in the car; we'releaving.'

The spider spoke further words.

It says...' said Eddie.

'I don't carewhat it says,' said Jack. 'Get in the car, Eddie.’
‘But, Jack.’

The spider drew back and then suddenly rushed forward at Jack: ablur of terrible scrabbling legs and
horrible horrible mouthparts.

Jack drew the 7.62 mm M 134 Genera Clockwork Mini-gun from histrousers and coolly shot the
spider's head right off the arachnid equivaent of its shoulders.

‘Right,' said Jack, retrousering hisweapon. ‘Let'sgo.'

Eddie looked at the fallen spider and then he looked up at Jack.
'What? said Jack.

Eddie shrugged.

'Well, what did you expect meto do, let it kill me?

'Yes, wdl no, but.'



'l couldn't shoot it back at Miss Muffett's, too many big burly men with sunglasses and guns about. | had
towait until we got here.’

‘But I've been al but pooing mysdlf. | was asterrified as!'

‘But you knew | till had the gun.'

'Wdll, indl the excitement, | sort of forgot.’

'Sorry,' said Jack. 'So, shall we go? We have famousfolk to rescue and an evil God to destroy.’
Eddie sighed. 'Right,' said he. 'But first | have to do that thing that bears do in the woods!'
When Eddie had done that thing, he returned to Jack.

'Back to MissMufTett's? Jack asked.

'No point,’ said Eddie. 'He won't be there. He was preparing to take the famous folk away in that big
truck.’

'Well pick up some cluesthere, then. Well find them, somehow.’
'No need,' said Eddie. 'l know where hell be taking them.’
"You do?

'Of course | do. Trust me, Jack. I'm a detective.'

The moon was ducking down now and the sun was on the up and up. Jack brought the Mark 22
Hyperglide limousineto ahalt a the gates of the chocolate factory. Heran hisfingerslovingly over the
polished silkwood steering whed and thought to himsalf just how very much held liketo own acar like
this. Along with a chauffeur to drive him about init, of course.

'So what are we doing back here? he asked Eddie.

‘Somewhere sweet and secure,' said the bear. 'That's what the evil twin said. And what is sweeter than
chocolate? And more secure than a place with such big gates and such a dedicated gatekeeper?

I don't see the truck.'

'Well have aword with our man the talking head.’

They left the limousine and did so.

'Y ou can't comein,’ said the gatekeeper. 'Not without an appointment.’

‘A truck went through these gates earlier, didn't it? said Jack.



'What if it did? It's got nothing to do with you.'

'We're here on speciad assgnment,’ said Eddie. 'We're part of an dlite strike force.'

‘That's a coincidence,' said the head. 'Soam 1.

'Redlly? said Jack. 'Which dlite strike force are you in?

‘Tinto's Tornadoes, said the head. 'I've just been enlisted. I'm aready acorpora.’

"Then stand to attention when you address a superior officer,' said Jack. I'mamgor.’

'Metoo,' said Eddie. "We're both mgors. Mg or majors. Open the gates, corporal .’

‘Can't do that, Sir,' said the gatekeeping head. 'More than my commission's worth to do that.’

'Magjor,' said Eddie to Jack.

'Magjor? said Jack to Eddie.

'Maor, thissoldier is being insubordinate. Have him immediately court-martialed and shoot him dead.’

‘Sure thing, major.' Jack pulled out his 7.62 mm M 134 Generd Clockwork Mini-gun.

'Opening the gates, 5(V,' said the head. 'l would salute you, but you know how it is, no hands!'

The gatekeeper head-butted certain controls and the big iron gates siwung open.

Jack and Eddie saluted the head and returned to the limousine. Jack drove it through the open gates,
which swung dowly shut behind him. Tell me, Eddie,’ said Jack, ‘do you have any particular planin
mind?

Eddie offered afoolish grin. ‘Not as such,’ he said. 'l thought we'd sort of play things by ear, asit were!

Jack steered the limousine across the broad expanse of courtyard that lay before the factory building.
The chocolate factory redly was of immense size: averitable citadd, it seemed.

‘Thisplaceishuge, said Jack. ‘A veritable citadd, it seems. It'slike afortress.’
'We didn't have too much difficulty getting past the guard on this occasion.’
That'sthe military mind for you.'

Jack peered up through the windscreen. 'Thisisan awful lot of chocolate factory,” he observed. 'Does
Toy City-realy consume so much chocolate asto merit afactory thissze?

'‘Absolutely,’ said Eddie. 'Everyone loves chocolate. And | do mean everyone. And you don't get better
chocolate than Sredna's. But that's possibly because no one else makesit.'

'What did you say? Jack asked.



'| said no one & se makes chocolate—

'No, Eddie. The name.’
'Sredna,’ said Eddie. ‘A Mr Sredna founded the chocol ate company years and years and years ago.
Long beforemy time.’

'Sredna,’ said Jack. Then everything that man told me wastrue.'

'What are you talking about, Jack? What man?
‘A man | met. Back at thetown where |l lived. If it hadn't been for him and what happened, | wouldn't

have set out on my journey to the city.'

'Do you want to tell me dl about it?
'Yes,' said Jack. 'But not now, there isn't time. Now we have to stop the evil twin and rescue therich

folk.
'Y ou don't have to do this, Jack,' Eddie said. 'Y ou know that. It's going to be dangerous. Y ou could just

walk away. If you want.'
'‘What? said Jack. ‘But we're partners. Y ou and me. Jack and Eddie. We're the detective dream team.’

‘Right,’ said Eddie. 'Were asdreamy as.’

Jack brought the limousine to ahalt and looked into the driving mirror. The sun was rising higher now,
above the highest heights of Knob Hill. It shone upon the rooftops of the toymaker's house. 'So what do
you think? he asked. 'Should we go and have another of our sneakabouts? See what we can see?

'‘Let'sdo that,' said Eddie. 'Let's sneak.'

And so, once more, they snuck.

They left the limousine and snuck about the mighty edifice that was the chocolate factory. And atruly
mighty edificeit was. a Gothic goliath; agargoyled gargantuan; atowering tessdlatedtour de force. And

things of that non-nominaly nominative nature, generaly.
I don't seeany lightson,’ said Eddie. '"And frankly, my paw pads are getting tired and sore.’

‘Let'sjust break in,' said Jack. 'Find me alock to pick.’

A smadll door presented itsalf. Jack selected a suitable piece of wire from apile of waste that lay
conveniently to hand, picked the lock and swung the small door open.

'After you,' he said to Eddie.
‘No,' said Eddie. 'Y ou have the big gun. Very much afteryou.’



With Jack leading the way, they entered the chocolate factory. Eddie sniffed chocolate.
"Tell me about the rabbits,’ said Eddie. Which rang abell somewhere with Jack.
"Therabbits? Jack asked.

"The hollow chocolate bunnies. What are they all about?

Jack shrugged. T havent aclue,' said he. 'But I'll bet it's something really obvious. Where do you think
we are?

‘Looks like the staff kitchens:!
‘Then let's go somewhere el se. | have no lovefor kitchens!

They passed through adoorway and into ahallway. 'Y ou know what,' said Eddie, 'we really do need
somekind of plan.’

' think I'll just shoot him with my big gun, assoon as| seehim,’ said Jack.

"That's not too subtle aplan.’

'l know." Jack edged dong the halway, hisbig gun held high. 'But you see, there's dways too much
talking when it comesto the big confrontation Situation. When | used to read the Bill Winkiethrillersand
it got to the point of thefina confrontation with the villain, there was dwaystoo much talking. I'd be
reading it and saying "don't talk to him, Bill, just shoot him". And Bill would have the gun on him and
everything, but hed talk and then suddenly the gun would get wrestled away and then the villain would
tak and talk.’

That'sthe way it'sdone,’ said Eddie. 'If you want to do it by the book, that's the way it's done. Bill
aways triumphed in the end, though. With my help, of course, not that | ever got amention. But he
triumphed. Hedid it right, did Bill." Eddies voicetrailed off.

Jack turned and looked down at Eddie.

I'm sorry," said Jack. 'l know how much you loved Bill.!

'Don't talk wet,' said Eddie.

'Y ou loved him," said Jack. 'It's nothing to be ashamed of. And when thisis al sorted out, you will have
sorted it out for Bill. Asatribute to him. And your memory of him. That's noble stuff, Eddie. That's doing
thingsfor love. That's okay.'

Eddie sniffed."You're okay, Jack,' he said. 'Y ou're my bestest friend, you know that.'

'‘Comeon, said Jack. 'Let'sdoit.'

Eddie grinned, and then he said, 'Stop, hold on there, Jack.’

'What isit?



I amell something.’
'What do you smell?

‘Something more than chocolate. Something that I've smelled before!

Eddie now led theway and cautioudy Jack followed him. They edged dong the halway.
"The sméll's getting stronger,’ said Eddie.

Jack sniffed. 'l can sméll it now,' he said. 'What isit?

'l know what itis, and | don't likewhat it is.’

Presently they reached the end of the halway. They passed through anarrow arch and found themselves
standing upon agantry constructed of pierced metd.

Beneath them was a vast beyond: avast beyond of wonder.
Eddie stared.
And Jack stared too.

And, 'l don't believethat,' said Eddie.
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It spread away beneath them, to dwindle into hazy perspectives. avast subterranean factory complex.
Molten metd flowed from titanic furnaces, to be swalowed up by mighty engines fashioned from
burnished brass and highly polished copper. Upon these, intricate networks of massive cogs intermeshed

and glittering objects shuttled out upon clattering conveyor belts. Fountains of sparks arose above
enormous lathes that tortured spinning metal. Greset pistons pounded and countless funnel s belched out

Seam.
And it went on and on and on.

And on and on some more.

'Look at it," Eddie gasped, breathlesdy. 'Look at it, Jack. It'sincredible. It's as gabracious as.’

'Aswhat?



'Y ou know | don't know aswhat.'

'I meant, what does gabracious mean?

'How should | know? said Eddie. 'I've never seen anything like this before. | don't have aword for it.'
Jack shook his head. ‘It's very impressive,' he said.

'‘Assembly lines," Eddie pointed out. 'Moving belts, but no workers. No workers at al, Jack. It'sal
being done by machine. It'sdl...

'Automatic,’ said Jack. 'Automated. Automation. When | was labouring away in the clockwork factory,
the workers used to talk about this sort of thing: that one day factories wouldn't need workers any more.
That machineswould do everything.'

'But how? asked Eddie. 'How isit done?

Jack shrugged his narrow shoulders. ‘It isn't done by clockwork, that'sfor certain.’

'Automation? That certainly sounds like thework of the Devil. And look there." Eddie pointed some
more. 'Look at those, on the conveyor bdlts there. Look what the machines are manufacturing.’

Jack did further lockings.

Robotic arms snatched up the glittering objects that shuttled dong the conveyor belts, jointed them one
to another, pieced them together: pieced them into al-too-recognisable forms.

"Women,' said Jack. "The machines are making women.'

"The spider-women. Tinto's private army.’ Eddie made afearful face. 'He's building them down there,
thousands of them.'

‘Thisisvery bad, Eddie; we have to stop him.'

‘But the scale of dl this. It makes me afraid, Jack. Thismust have taken yearsto build. Yearsand years
and years.

'Morethan afew years,” Jack said, thoughtfully. This has been avery long-running project. Why would
he want to build thousands of these creatures? What ishe redlly up to?

Eddie growled hopelesdy. ‘And al down here, beneath Toy City. Beneath the chocolate factory. And
none of usknew.'

"They do favour an underground lair, these crimind masterminds. I'm abit disgppointed that it's not
ingde an extinct volcano, though. But there you go.'

‘Don't beflippant, Jack,' said Eddie.
"Just laughing in the face of fear, that'sdl.’

"Which would be why your knees are knocking, would it? Jack made an effort to stiffen hisknees. '‘But



look at them,' said Eddie. "Those spider-women. Look at their hands, Jack.’
Jack squinted down. Theirhands?' he said. 'What about their hands?

'Ddlicate hands," said Eddie, ‘coming off the conveyor belts, rows and rows of hands, al with four
fingers, with opposable thumbs," and there was no disguising the envy in the voice of Eddie Bear.

‘Thisis hardly the time for that, Eddie. We're her.e on business. Detective business. To save the famous
folk and bring the criminal mastermind, in the form of the evil twin, to justice. Or at least to this." Jack
cocked the 7.62 mm M 134 Generd Clockwork Mini-gun. 'Forget about hands, please, will you?

' ill havetimeto dream,’ said Eddie, regarding hisfmgerless paws with contempt. 'So, shdl we do
some more snesking?

'Practice makes perfect.’ Jack raised his 7.62 mm M 134 Generd Clockwork Mini-gun. 'Follow me.'

Eddie followed Jack, who snuck down this staircase and the next, down and down, and down some
more, to the factory floor below.

It was very noisy there, and very smely too.

And even with dl the furnaces, therewas aterrible chill intheair.
The chill that one fed swhen in the presence of Evil.

'Whatis that? Jack shivered and covered hisnose.

"The sméll of the spider-women. | told you | knew that smell.' Eddie looked fearfully up at the creations
upon the conveyor bets. 'It's coming from them. It'sthe smell of whatever they're made of

Jack reached out and touched the leg of one of the haf-completed spider-women as the conveyor belt
cariedit by. 'Warm, said he. 'And it fedsamost like firm flesh. Imagine an entire army of these. It
doesn't bear thinking about."

'Could we blow them all up? Eddie asked. 'Murders, fast car-driving, drinking, underage sex, gratuitous
violence and abig explosion a the end. That's arecipe for successin any detective thriller.’

"Worth atry,’ Jack agreed. 'But it might be better to rescue the famousfolk first, don't you think?

'Wdll,' said Eddie. It wasalong well. A real weeeeeeeeedl| of awell. 'Do you think anyone would redly
missthem?

‘Eddie, what are you saying?

'Only joking, said Eddie. 'Shall we sneak about some more and see if we can find them? Perhaps
somewhere away from these horrible creatures’

‘After you thistime,” Jack said.

Eddieled the way between clattering conveyor bts, past the titanic furnaces and the mighty engines,
around one huge and scary big machine and on past many more, until at last they snuck under an arch



and down a passageway, which at least was far lessnoisy and didn't smell so bad.
'We'relogt,' said Jack.

'We're not,' said Eddie. 'Bears have a great sense of direction. They're renowned for it. How do you
think we find our way back from al those picnicsin the woods, breadcrumbs?

'Weare lost.' They had reached a parting of the passageways. There were severa now to choose from.
None seemed to be saying, ‘Come thisway', but then again, none didn't.

Early morning sunlight dipped in through narrow arched windows. Jack glanced up at it. "Which way
should we go? he asked.

"That way," Eddie pointed.

I'mnot so sure!’

I don't think it matters, either way.'

'Yesit does, Eddie’

I didn't say that,’ said Eddie. That wasn't me.'

'He'sright, it wasn't.'

Eddie turned.

And Jack turned too.

'‘Ah,' said Eddie. 'It'syou.’

'Surprise, surprise,’ said the Tinto impersonator. 'Drop your wegpon please, Jack.' Where the Tinto
impersonator's left arm had been, there was now a considerable weagpon: it was a 19.72 mm M666

Generd Clockwork Maxi-cannon.

Jack recognised it a once, and in deference to its mighty firepower, he grudgingly put down hisweapon.
Which it pained him considerably to do.

'Chaps,' said the Tinto impersonator, shaking his metallic head from side to side. 'Chaps, chaps, chaps.
The gatekeeper called me. Sergeant gatekeeper, that is. He called me to say that you two had breached
the security perimeter. Y ou're supposed to be dead. Can't you even die properly?

Jack chewed upon his bottom lip. 'Nice place you have here... er...Tinto. Can't wejust talk about this?

The clockwork chameleon shook its head once more. 'Y ou redlly have no ideawhat you've got yourself
into, have you? he asked.

'No," said Jack, ‘we haven't. But please tell methis, who are you, redly?

I'm Tinto," said the Tinto impersonator.



"You'renot Tinto, said Jack. "Y ou look like Tinto. But you're not him.'

'‘And why do you say that?

Jack chose hiswordswith care. Although he and Eddie knew that the evil twin lurked behind the Tinto

disguise, the evil twin didn't know that they knew. So to speak. 'I know you're not Tinto, because you're
too perfect,’ said Jack.

'Why, thank you very much, young man. Perfect, yes.'

"Tinto's back isal scratched up,’ said Jack. The"Y" hasworn off the wordTintoy. That'swhy he called
himsdf Tinto; hethinksit makeshim specid.’

'And don't you think that I'm special too?

'Ohyes,' said Jack. 'Y ou're very specid. Unique. You're definitely one of akind.'

'I'mwarming to you.' Severa of the 19.72 mm M666 Genera Clockwork Maxi-cannon's barrels
retracted. "Perfection isthe name of the game. And everything isagame. Everything. All fun and games!’

'So who are you, really? Jack asked.
'He'sthe evil twin, of course,’ said Eddie.
Jack gawped down at Eddie.
‘Sorry,' said Eddie. "It just dipped out.’
“What? Gun barrdls bristled from places that had previoudy been gun barrel-free. 'What did you say?
‘Nothing,’ said Eddie. 'Nothing at dl.’
‘Youdid. You sad thatl wastheevil twin. Y ou must diethisingant.’

'No, hold on please,’ said Jack. 'Eddie getslots of Slly ideasinto his head. It'sfull of sawdust; it doesn't
work very well.'

'And he thinks that /am the toymaker's evil twin?
‘That's bearsfor you,' said Jack, making a helpless gesture. 'They're as stupid as.’

‘Hethinksthat 17 The Tinto head soun round and round. '/ am the evil twin? When heream | forging a
private army to destroy the evil twin? Working unpaid around the clock, and this bear thinksthat I'm the
evil twin?

'So you're not? said Eddie. 'l mean,no you're not. Of course you're not.’

'Of course he'snot,’ said Jack. 'l told you he wasn't.’

‘I don't remember you telling me anything of the sort.’



Jack gave Eddie akick. 'Shut up!" he whispered.

'Ouch,’ said Eddie. 'Oh yes, of course you did.' Eddie's kneeswere dl atremble now. * Jack did say
that. He definitely said that you werenot the evil twin.

‘That'sright,’ said jack.

'‘Good," said the clockwork creation.

'He said you werejust aloony,' said Eddie.

'Hewhat?" Weaponry appeared from the most unexpected places.

‘Sorry,’ said Eddie, covering hisface with his paws. 'l didn't mean to say that. I'm sorry, | sort of blurt
things out when I'm scared. It wasn't loony he said, it was—

'Deity,' said Jack.

'Deity? said the gun-bristling-whatever.
'Deity,' said Jack once again.

'Deity doesn't sound in the least like loony.'

It doeswhen you havetatty old earslike mine,' said Eddie, pawing at histatty old ears. '"And ahead full
of sawdust. It was definitely dety. I'm sureit was!'

It was," said Jack. 'A deity that will soon be worshipped by dl the folk of Toy City.'
‘Thisisindeed the case’

'So whatis your name? Jack asked. "Y our real name? The name that will be glorified by al of Toy City
when you defeat the evil twin. When you are raised to the atus of Godhood that you so justly deserve.'

‘Bumlicker," Eddie whispered to Jack.

I'mjust trying to keep us dlive,' Jack whispered back. 'Please be quiet, Eddie, and let me do the
talking.' Jack bowed towards the Tinto Impersonator. ‘Might we be permitted to know your rea name,
oh Great One?

I don't think so, no. It's private.'

'Oh, please,' said Jack. Y ou're going to kill us anyway. What harm would there be in letting us know
your real name?

'No, it's private. And anyway, you might laugh.’
'Laugh? said Jack. 'Laugh in the face of adeity? Would evenwe be that stupid?

'Well, seeing as you're both going to die, | suppose there's no harm. Stand back, I'm going to transform.’



Eddie and Jack stood back and viewed the transformation. It was an impressive transformation. It
involved al manner of bits diding out here and diding in there and other bits turning around and folding

down and up and so forth.
Until.
‘Now | wasn't expectingthatl' said Eddie.

"Who are you? asked Jack.

A dolly now stood before them: arather foolish-looking dolly with abig silly face, dl wide eyesand rosy
cheeks and little kissy mouth. The dolly had golden plaited hair with big red bows, a colourful frock and

dear little court shoes of polished patent lesther.

I'm PRIMROSE, said the dally, in alittle dolly voice.

'Primrose? said Jack.

'Primrose? said Eddie.

'PRIMROSE," said PRIMROSE. 'Prototype Integrated Multi-tasking Robotics Operational System.'’
"That's Primros,’ said Jack. 'Therésan "€" on the end of Primrose.’

The dolly'slittle kissy mouth became atight-lipped scowl. ‘And you wonder why | want to keep it
private. My acronym is rubbish; it doesn't even work. | was designed to be amulti-purpose toy that
could be enjoyed by girlsaswell as boys. Some stupid idea that, en? And PRIMROSE, | ask you: what

kind of nameisthat for ametamorphosing action figure? With the kind of weaponry that can take the
head off agolly at two thousand yards. | should have been given anamelike SPLAT or ZARK.'

'Or amply twat,' said Eddie.

'What?went PRIMROSE, making avery evil faceindeed.

'Sorry, Sr, nerves again. | meant TWAT asin, er, Transforming War Action Tank," Eddie suggested.
'Yes,' said PRIMROSE. Twat. | like that.'

Til call you Twat then,' said Eddie.

'Metoo," said Jack.

"You'l both call me Master,' said PRIMROSE. 'Or perhapsit should be Mistress. | get abit confused
myself at times. So many persondity changes, | get rather disorientated.”

Eddie looked at Jack.
And Jack looked at Eddie.

'He'slying," whispered Jack. 'He'slying again.’



Eddie looked once more at Jack and Jack looked once more at Eddie and then the two of them looked
towards PRIMROSE. If there was ever going to be a better time to rush and overpower the evil twin,
neither of them could imagineit.

Eddie and Jack prepared to rush.
PRIMROSE, however, was no longer PRIMROSE, she was now something more approaching ZARK.
'Whoa," went Eddie. 'What abig, bad boy.'

The ZARK was an dl-action combat mode: amartia mongter, bristling with polished spikes, lean and
mean, armoured and dangerous.

'So you seethe problem,’ it said. 'However, everything will be resolved. Perhaps I'll go with Twat. Do
you wish to pray to me before | kill you? Asyoull be knedling, you might want to get aprayer or two

going’

'Weld rather just stick around, if it'sall right,” Jack said. "'Then we could do alot of praying and bowing
down when youreswvornin officidly.

'l think thet I'll just kill you now,' said PRIMROSE.

'No, hold on,’ said Jack, ‘'let's not be hasty.'

"Thereés no hagteinvolved, | assure you. I'm killing you a my leisure.’
'No,' said Jack. 'Y ou redlly don't want to do that.’

'l do. Redlly | do.'

‘But if youkill us, you'll never find the Maguffin.'

"Thewhat ?

"The Maguffin,' said Jack. The dl-important something that's all-importantnessis not gpparent until its
moment has come.’

'I've no ideawhat you're talking about.’

'Of courseyou do. It'sabout thisbig.” Jack did mimings. 'And this-shaped and sort of heavyishina
lighter way than you might expect.’

"That?said PRIMROSE, or whatever PRIMROSE currently caled itsdlf. Y ou havethatT

'‘Got it from thered Tinto,' said Jack. 'He said that one of the famousfolk had |&ft it behind after one of
their meetings above hisbar. I'll bet you redlly want it, don't you?

‘Wdl, I...!

'‘Go on,' said Jack. 'Admit it. It'srealy important, isn't it?



'Hand it over to me,' said PRIMROSE. ‘'Now!"

'l don't have it on me,' said Jack. ‘Do you think I'd carry avaluable artefact like that around with me?
What doesit do, by the way?

"You think I'm going to tell youthatT "What harm can it do? Jack asked. "Y ou're going to kill us
anyway.

'I'm getting dgjavu here,' said PRIMROSE. 'Look," said Jack, 'l know that you think that you want to
kill us because we're such anuisance. But you don't want toreally. You'elittle lessthan adeity. And
deities are noted for granting mercy and answering prayers and stuff like that. | know weve got on your
nerves abit and any ordinary mortal would probably want to kill usfor that. But you're not any ordinary
mortal, are you? Y ou're special. You're unique. You're one of akind. Special. Y ou can make your own
rules. Do whatever you want.’

‘| certainly can,' said PRIMROSE.

'S0 you could just send us on our way with awave of your dextrous hand.'

‘| could, if | so choseto.'

"Then gofor it," said Jack. 'Do what a God would do. Forgive and forget. That's what aspecial God
would do.’

‘Wéll," said PRIMROSE.

"We're beneath your notice,' said Jack. "We're nothing. Tatty old bear and young gormster. Nothing to
one as specia asyou.'

"Y ou're certainly that. And I'm certainly specid.’

‘So there you go,' said Jack. 'That's omnipotence for you. It'sadone dedl .’

Itis' Eddie agreed. 'Bravo, specid guy.' Eddie offered a thumbless thumbs-up to PRIMROSE.
‘All right,’ said PRIMROSE. 'l will be merciful. Give me the Maguffin. And you can go.'

‘Certainly,’ said Jack. 'Absolutely. As soon as Eddie and | and al the famousfolk are set free, | will go
at once and fetch it for you.'

There was a bit of a pause then.

'Famousfolkset free?' said PRIMROSE, dowly and thoughtfully.
Eddie looked up at Jack.

And Jack looked down at Eddie.

'Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear,’ said PRIMROSE.

'Poor choice of words there," whispered Eddie. '"And you were doing so well until then.'



'Oh dear,’ said PRIMROSE. 'And there was | aimost believing you. Butset free? Y ou think that | have
them captured and locked up. Y ou're just the same as this stupid bear. Y ou think I'm the evil twin.’

'No,' said Jack. 'Honestly | don't. And | mean what | say, | honestly don't.' Jack tried to make an honest
face, but couldn't.

'Give methe Maguffin, and giveit to me now.'

'l told you, | don't haveit.'

"Then to be certain, I'll search you. Search your body, that is." The martial monster rolled towards Jack
upon grinding tank tracks. A stedl claw extended from its chest regions and snatched the lad by the
throat, hauling him from hisfeet and dragging him up the cold stone passageway wall.

'Die,’ said Battle Mode PRIMROSE.

Jack fought and struggled, but the stedl claw tightened about histhroat. Jack's eyes started from his head
and histongue stuck from his mouth. Being choked to death redlly hurt. It wasno fun at al. Jack struck

with hisfists and kicked with hisfeet, but it was dl to no avail. The breasth was going from him now. The
big black darknesswas closingin.

And then therewas a it of an explosion. Which lit up the big black darkness.

It cameright out of the blue. Or the black. Unexpectedly. The way that most explosions do. Thisone
wasared eardrum-splitter, coming asit did within the confines of a passageway — even a passageway
that branched offinto other passageways. This explosion really rocked. It was a veritable deafener.

The head of the Martial PRIMROSE turned away from Jack. The head of the Martial PRIMROSE had
adent initsleft cheek.

Jack, whose popping eyes had al but dropped from his head, felt the grip around his throat loosen and
fdl to the passageway floor, coughing and gagging for air.

He saw the head of the Martial PRIMROSE turn somewhat more. And then he saw it take another
violent hit.

The second explosion, adouble deafener, had Jack covering his ears, and had him glancing with watery
blinking eyestowards Eddie.

The bear had the 7.62 mm M 134 General Clockwork Mini-gun raised.

'Run, Jack,' shouted Eddie, pulling the trigger once again. 'Run like arabbit, go on.’
'No, Eddie, no.'

'No? said the bear.

'No, | mean, keep firing.’



‘But.'
'‘Don't but me, Eddie. Shoot him some more. Shoot him until he's dead.’
‘Right, said Eddie, 'now you'etaking.' He pulled the trigger and another shell hit home.

Martial PRIMROSE rocked upon itstracks. It was armoured, it was tough; inner mechanisms clicked
and clacked, shutters opened, gunnery extended. Thisgunnery levelled at Eddie.

Jack rolled over, snatched the gun from Eddie's paws and came up firing. 'Retreat!" he shouted.
‘But you sad.

'l know what | said, Eddie. But now I'm saying retreat. Just run.'

'Like arabbit?

‘Like arabbit. Run!’

Jack snatched up Eddie and tucked him under hisarm.

I'll do the running,’ said Jack.

And heran.
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Jack ran like arabbit, with Eddie tucked under hisarm, aong atiled passageway and onwards, ever
onwards.

Something whistled from behind, passed near to his ducking head, and exploded some distance before
him.

'Discouraging, that,' remarked Eddie. 'Somewhat superior firepower. And our gun only made afew
small dents. Any thoughts on this, Jack?

Jack huffed and puffed and had no thoughts that he wished to convey at present. Hislong limbs carried
him and Eddie back onto the factory floor.

I'm surewere not redly logt," said Eddie as he jiggled about under Jack'sarm. 'I'll just get my bearings.
Bearings, geddit? Eddie giggled foolishly. 'Sorry," he said, 'nerves:

'Please be quiet.’ Jack ducked thisway and the next and took cover behind a big brass pumping piston.
'l don't think he'll take pot-shots at us out here." Jack raised his head and did furtive peepings. ‘He won't
want to risk damaging any of his demonic machinery.’



The armoured being in full combat mode, no longer on itstank tracks, but now on sturdy stedly legs,
moved purposefully aong between the clattering conveyor belts, amost determined expression upon its
latest metal face. Its head swung to theright and left, telescopic vison focused and refocused; tiny brass
ear-trumpets extending from the sides of its head picked up each and every sound, deciphered and
unscrambled them within the clockwork cranid cortex, sorting the mechanica from the organic...

And homed in upon Jack's breathing.

The armoured being ceased its marching; hinged flaps upon its shouldersraised, tiny rocket launchers
rose and fired two tiny rockets.

These struck home quite close to Jack, causing him and Eddie great distress.

'So much for your theory about not wanting to fire his guns out here," whispered Eddie. 'Shall we run
some more?

'l think it would befor the best.” Jack ducked some more and, hauling Eddie after him, he ran. "Which
way? Jack asked as he reached a place where many possibilities existed.

‘Thatway, said Eddie, pointing.
‘Do you know it'sthat way?
Eddie shrugged beneath Jack's arm. 'Ursineintuition? he suggested.

'Fair enough.” Jack ran in the direction of Eddie's choice.

Presently they found themselvesin adead-end Situation. To the right and lft of them high conveyor belts
clattered; before them wasawall of riveted steel and behind them strolled the armoured maniac.

Difficult.
'Shoot him, Jack," urged Eddie.
'l think we dready tried that.'

'He might have aweak spot. Shoot him in the goolies.’

'l don't think he has any goolies:

'Shut up! Be silent! Cease to speak!”

Jack and Eddie shut their mouths, fell silent and ceased to spesk.

'Stupid,’ said the armoured one. 'Stupid, stupid, stupid. Y ou shot a me. Y ou tried to kill me.’
'But,'said Eddie.

'Shut up! Y ou shot atme. The saviour of Toy City.Mée'

'Who's speaking? Jack asked.



'l told you to shut up. And put that ridiculous gun down.'
Jack dropped the 7.62 mm M 134 Generd Clockwork Mini-gun. '‘We give up,’ he said.

'Of course you give up.’ Cogs whirly-whirled, metal platesinterlocked, armoured bits and bobs shifted
and jigsaw-locked. "Y ou're dead; of course you give up.'

"That's not what | mean,’ said Jack. 'l mean that Eddie and I really give up. Well tell you everything you
need toknow. About the Maguffin. Everything. Well, obvioudy wewon' tell you. But well tell thered
you, if you know what | mean.’

"Whatdo you mean? The metallic monster drew nearer to Jack. Its chest rose and fdll, expanding and
contracting its shining coppery links.

'l mean I'll tell everything to your leader. To theonein charge!
' amin charge. | am PRIMROSE.

'No," said Jack. 'PRIMROSE isnot in charge. Y ou werent telling usthe truth. I'll tell everything to the
onein charge. Thereal you. | know who you redly are. | know your real name.'

'Y ou know hisreal name? Eddie made apuzzed face.

"You're going to kill usanyway,' said Jack. "What harm can it do?

'Notthat again.'

'But what harmcan it do?

'‘None. No harm at all.' The being took a step back. Stedl shuttersfell over the telescopicaly visua eye
attachments. The ear trumpets did back into the head section. The armoured chest drew back. Legs and
amstwisted, inverted.

A man of lessthan average height, with the large face and dender body of the potentialy famous, now
stood before them. He had a high forehead, deeply set eyes, anarrow nose and a bitter little mouth. He
wore arather splendid three-piece green tweed suit with a golden watch chain and ared silk cravat
unknotted over the winged collar of a starched white shirt. He bore more than a strong resemblance to
the toymaker.

'Mr Sredna, | presume,’ said Jack. 'Sredna Sredna.’

'So you redlydo know my name,' said Mr Sredna.

'I'm very pleased to meet you,' said Jack. 'At last, and face to face."

'l would shake your hand,’ said Mr Sredna, 'but it is not to my choosing. How isit that you know my
name?

'‘Because | work for your company: the Sredna Corporation. We have a code 15 situation in New
York.'



'A code 157" said Mr Sredna.

‘New York?said Eddie.

'My nameis Jon Kdly," said Jack. ‘Codename Jack, deep cover operative for the Sredna Corporation,
officesin New Y ork, London and Tokyo. | could not divulge my true identity earlier, because | was not
certain that | was speaking toyou. I'm certain now. I've very pleased to meet you, Sir.'

'‘And | you, my boy.' Mr Sredna stepped forward and warmly shook Jack by the hand. ‘Jon Kelly. |
know you by reputation. A corporation man, who works only for the corporation. | am very pleased to

mest you too.'
"‘What? went Eddie. 'What is going on here? Jack?

‘Jon,’ said Jon. 'Jon Kdlly. I'm sorry | had to deceive you, Eddie. But businessis business; I'm sure you
understand.’

I'm sureldon't,’ said Eddie.

'Well, it's neither here nor there. Isthere somewhere we can talk, Mr Sredna? Away from al this noise?

‘Jack ? Eddie shook his head. 'I| don't understand any of this.'
T'll just kill this stupid bear before wetalk.' Mr Srednaglared at Eddie.
'Not worth the trouble," said Jon. 'L et him come with us. He amuses me.’

'What? went Eddie. 'What? What? What?

At length they were no longer in the factory. They were high aboveit, in an eegantly gppointed office
severd storeysup in the East Wing of the chocolate factory building.

The sun fell through a high mullioned window. The vista beyond the windows was of Knob Hill and the
toymaker's house.

Mr Sredna sat behind an expansive desk |aden with many precious things. Jon stood before the window,
gazing out of it. Eddie sat upon the floor. Eddie was a very puzzled bear.

"Thisisaserious breach of security,' said Mr Sredna. "It is strictly forbidden.’

"The Stuation merited drastic action,’ said Jon Kélly, turning. ‘A number of serious faults have developed
inthelatest presdential modd.’

‘Surdly not,' said Mr Sredna, making asurprised face. 'l oversaw the construction of that model mysdif.
It should run flawlessy throughout itsterm of office. They'venot let it get intherain, have they? The
buyersweretold that it's not fully waterproof.’

Eddie made an exasperated face. 'Will somebody please tell mewhat isgoing on? hesaid. 'I'm losing
my mind here!



Jon Kelly (codename Jack) smiled down upon Eddie. 'Y ou,’ said he, 'are avery intdligent little bear. It
has actudly been agreat pleasure working with you.'

"Thank you,' said Eddie. 'But..."
'Well haveto kill him, though,’ said Mr Sredna.

'Of course,' said Jon Kdly. 'We can't have any loose ends dangling around. But it has been apleasure.
And as/will bekilling him...

'You?sad Eddie.

It redlly doesn't matter if he knows the truth.'Jon Kelly smiled upon Eddie. 'My name, as| said, isJon
Kdly. I work for the Sredna Corporation, a corporation in the world beyond. Originaly atoy company,
it dates back two hundred years or so: Purveyors of Clockwork Automatato the Gentry. But times and
tastes change. When | told you, Eddie, that therewas another world out there, beyond the world of Toy
City, | wastdling all of thetruth. There 15 such aworld. | come from there. | grew up there. | never
worked in any clockwork factory, although | do know al about clockwork.'

‘But Jack, everything we've been through together—

It was dll for apurpose, Eddie. | had to contact Mr Sredna here. He's been missing for two months.
We had to know what happened to him, why he had not returned to the outer world. However, Mr
Srednaisavery hard man to track down.'

'l haveto be,' saild Mr Sredna. 'l am known here. I've had to remain in hiding and disguise until al my
plans were completed.’

'l understand that now,' said Jon Kdlly.

‘But soon, everyone will know my name.' There was aterrible tone to the voice, and amadnessin the
eyesof Mr Sredna. Neither went unnoticed by either Eddie or Jon.

'Well, what you choose to do herein Toy City isyour business,’ said Jon Kdly, 'but what goes on out
therein theworld beyond isadifferent matter. And if apresidential mode fails, then the Sredna
Corporation's reputation is at stake."

'Whatis a presidential model? Eddie asked.

‘A kind of toy," saidjon. 'Mr Sredna here employs histoy-making skillsin the world beyond. And he
does make exceedingly good toys. Very life-like. The Sredna Corporation supplies these toysto
countries al over our world. These toys then gppear to run these countries. But naturally they don't
actually do that. The owners of these toys are the big business consortiums that can afford to buy them
from Mr Sredna. It'sdl just good business. It's abusinessman thing.'

It sounds ghastly,’ said Eddie. ‘It sounds as corrupt as.’

'Ohitis' said Mr Sredna. Totdly. But then, what isn't? Who isn't?

'I'm not,’ said Eddie. 'And | didn't think that Jack was. I'm very upset.’



"Your city is quite amazing,'Jon Kelly said to Mr Sredna. "When the corporation executives sent me here
to find you, they told methat this city wasinhabited by toyswhich actualy thought for themselves,
actudly lived their own lives. | never redly believed them. Never thought it possible. Thereisamagic
herein Toy City, there's no doubt about that.’

'Of coursethereis. Mr Srednaleaned back in his chair and interlinked hislong, narrow fingers. 'If it
wasn't for the fact that certain things can be done here in thisworld that cannot be done out there, there
could be no Sredna Corporation.'

Eddie punched himsdlf violently in the head. 'lam going mad,' he declared. * Jack, you're my friend.
Y ou're my bestest friend. Y ou and | were tracking down the evil twin. Have you forgotten about that?

Jon glanced towards Mr Sredna. 'What aboutthat?' he asked.

'Nothing you need concern yoursdlf with,' said Mr Sredna.

I'd like to know.'

"Then you shdl.' The madness was once morein the eyes. Those nursery rhymers: they deserved what
they got. And | gaveit to them, one at atime, in the order that they became famous. I've always hated
them. | didn't mean for them to become rich and famous, but they did, and they had me to thank for it.
But did they thank me? No, they sided with my brother and threw me out of the city.’

'Y our brother? said Eddie. "Tell me about your brother.’

The toymaker,' said Mr Sredna.

'So youare the evil twin. There, Jack, he's confessed.’

'I'mnot evil! How dare you!" Mr Sredna brought hisfists down hard upon the table. 'Evil twin thig! Evil
twin that! I'm not evil. Never wasevil. | aminnovative. Imaginative. Special! But because | didn't play by
the rules, follow the ingtructions, do things the way they were supposed to be done, | was cast from this
world by that ungrateful scum.’

Eddie cowered on the floor.

'Let metdlyou,’ said Mr Sredna, ‘who redlly wrote those nursery rhymes!’

'Redlly wrote? said Eddie. 'Didn't Wheatley Porterman write them?

‘lwrote them!" Mr Srednafairly bellowed. They're supposed to be hymns, not damn nursery rhymes.”

'Hymns? said Eddie. 'But—'

'Each one of themisaparable.’ Mr Srednaleaned across his desk and scowled down at Eddie. 'They're
all parables. Take the hymn of Jack and Jill: of course you can't goup ahill to fetch apail of water. What
the hymn redlly meansisthat if you spend your life seeking to achieve impossible gods, rather than doing
something useful, you will surely tumbleto earth. It's pretty damn obvious, isn't it?

I supposeitis,' said Eddie. 'So they'redl like that, are they? They're dll, like, parables, they dl havered
meanings?



'Of coursethey do!' Mr Sredna drummed his fists upon his expansive desk, rattling precious things.
"They dl mean something. They were supposed to beingructive. They were Holy Writ.'

What? said Jon Kelly.

'Holy Writ!" Mr Srednas voice rose in zed. "Which is another reason that | was ousted. Gods aren't
supposed to write their own Holy Writ. Gods are supposed to be "hands-off". Leave the writing of Holy
Writ to "ingpired” mortas. And what happens to theirs? The same as happened to mine. Misinterpreted!
Y ou can't produce any kind of Holy Writ without some oaf misinterpreting it. | write degp-meaningful
hymns. And the trash that | wrote those moving deep-meaningful hymns about, the examples of man's
folly, they get rich and famous from the proceeds. And because I've upset them, they conspire against me
and then rise up and throw me out of the city. Me, aGod in my own right: they throwme out. What kind
of insaneirony isthat, | ask you? Jon Kelly shook hishead. 'l don't know,' he said.

'Enough to drive anyone mad, said Mr Sredna. 'Y ou think about any one of those "nursery rhymes’,
think about what the words actualy say, actualy mean. But nobody ever has. It was adl wasted, al my
time and effort wasted. But not any more. Away with the old and in with the new. All of thisisgoing, dl
of it.

'All? said Eddie.

'I'm erasing the city,' said Mr Sredna. 'Starting with the rich and famous folk, then working al the way
down.’

"To thetoys? said Eddie.

'All going,' said Mr Sredna, making sweeping hand motions. 'As soon as the new order conies off the
assembly lines, I'll have them do away with the old. It has been al fun and games for me, wiping out the
old rich one a atime, coming up with ingenious scenarios, throwing the city into chaos. Thiscity isa
mess, but I'm changing all that: aHeaven on Earth, and | shall be the God in this Heaven.'

'‘And your brother? said Eddie. 'What about your brother?

'Helll haveto go too. HE's an old fool. He believesin the "hands of f* school of deity, that a God should
samply let things happen, remain neutrd. If you want someone to blame for the way this city isnow,
blame him. If I'd been around I'd never havelet it get into this state. But I'm back now and thingsare
going to be very different. Very, very different. So it's goodbye to the kindly loveable white-haired old
toymaker. And not before time, in my opinion.’

Jon looked &t Eddie.

And Eddie looked at Jon.

Nether had anything to say.

‘But let's get back to business," said Mr Sredna, smiling towards Jon. 'A problem with the presidentia
modd, you said.'



'Its decision-making processes are not functioning as precisaly as might be desired. It seemsto be
growing atogether too fierce. Might | say, somewhat warlike!

‘Nothing wrong with warlike,' said Mr Sredna. 'Warlike | like. Y ou can quote me on that, ifyou like.

"The corporation doesnot like,' said Jon. "The Sredna Corporation's products are held in such high
esteem by the companiesthat purchase them because they are designed to keep the peace. To uphold
order and maintain the status quo.’

'Oh,that,' said Eddie. 'We dl know about the status quo herein Toy City.'

'Shut up, bear,’ said Mr Sredna.

'Hehasapoint,’ said Jon Kdlly.

'Y es, and I've explained why this city is such amess. Because | was thrown out and my stupid brother
was | eft in charge. And what did he do? Remained neutral, let free will takeits course. Free will! Free
will was never agood concept. Socid order isonly maintained if every will isguided towardsasngle
purpose, that of maintaining the status quo.’

'All right for some," said Eddie, 'those at the top. Rubbish for therest of us!'

"Therest of you will soon be no more,' said Mr Sredna. "Those of you who will bow the knee to the new
social order will surviveto do so. Therest will be disappesared.’

‘Jack,' said Eddie, 'say something to thisloony. Y ou're not going dong with dl this, are you? Y ou don't
redly believein dl this? | know you, Jack. Y ouare my bestest friend. | can't believe you're apart of this.
Tdl meit'snot so.

‘Sorry,' said Jon Kdly. 'lt's business. Theworld out thereis amesstoo. It needs order. It needs control.
Mr Srednas creations have given order to the world out there for the last hundred years. Apart from the
occasona hiccough or two.'

'Oh, yes,' said Mr Sredna. 'Y ou're going to mention Hitler, aren't you? Whenever thereisadesign
problem or amechanica fault, you people aways bring up Hitler.'

'He was more than amechanica fault.'

'A couple of cogwhedsin the wrong place. | apologised.’
'So | understand,’ said Jon Kéelly. "Sorry to mention him.'
'Hitler? said Eddie. 'Who'sHitler?

'Y ou really don't want to know,' said Jon Kelly. 'But listen, Mr Sredna. Something has to be done about
the current presidentia model. Y ou will have to comein person and rectify the faults.

'Yes, yes, dl right. But not until I'vefinished my business here. | haveto finish off the famous folk and my
brother and | want to be here when my ladies come marching off the assembly lines. I've put alot of
work into dl of this, sneaking back into the city over the years— back intomy own chocolate factory.
But it'sal been worth it: soon my ladieswill al be up and ready to march. They're beautiful, aren't they,



my ladies? An entirely new order of being. Part human, part toy and part arachnid.’

‘Spiders? said Eddie, shuddering.

"Wonderful creatures, arachnids,’ said Mr Sredna. 'They don't ask any questions. They justdo. But what
| am saying is, this project is near to conclusion. Y ou, Mr Kelly, have come here at avery bad time. But
| couldn't cometo your world, evenif | wanted to.’

“Why not? Jon asked.

'Y ou know why not. | don't have the key.You have it though, don't you?

‘Key? sid Eddie.

‘The Maguffm,’ said Mr Sredna. 'That dl-important something, the al-importantness of which does not
become apparent until its moment has come.’

‘It'sakey? said Eddie. Towhat?

It'sThe key,' said Mr Sredna. 'For opening the door between thisworld and the one beyond. There are
two such keys, one mine and one belonging to my brother. When | was cast out of thisworld, | took
with me not only the rest of theingtructionsfor building the city, | aso took both keys. Wdll, | didn't want
my brother following me out at any time and interfering with whatever | choseto get up to out there. My
brother's key remains forever on the outsde. It was used, without my permission, to let Mr Kelly in
here’

‘It was an emergency,’ said Jon Kdly. 'l understand that. My key, however, was stolen from me and it
fel into the dextrous hands of Tinto the clockwork barman.’

'I haveit here,' said Jon Kdly. And from his grubby trenchcoat pocket Jon Kelly produced the Maguffin
and laid it upon the expansive desk of Mr Sredna. 'Control is everything. Complete control; the
operations out there in the world beyond need your creations to maintain that control. What you do here
isof no concern to us. We only care about that.'

'Indeed,’ said Mr Sredna, reaching across the desk and greedily availing himsdlf of the Maguffm.

‘Jack,' said Eddie,

It's Jon,’ said Jon.

‘Jon," said Eddie. Y ou are a thorough-going piece of clockwork cat crap and | hate you.'

'Mr Sredna," said Jon Kelly, 'do you have a hand-gun about your person?

'l can readily convert,' said Mr Sredna. 'Y ou've seen the might of my armoured protection system.’

‘A hand-gun will befine!

‘Then | have one here." Mr Sredna delved into adesk drawer, drew out a clockwork pistol and tossed it
over the expansve desk to Jon Kelly, who caught it.



'Eddie, said Jon Kdly, 'you'll probably want to close your eyeswhile| do this!'
"They don't close,' said Eddie. "Y ou know that, Jack.'

‘Jon,'said Jon Kdly. Turn your face away, then.’

'No,' said Eddie. 'I'm going to look you right in the eyes when you do this. | cared about you, Jack, and
| thought that you cared about me, but it was dl lies, wasn't it?

It'stwist and turns' said Jon Kdly. 'Just like aBill Winkiethriller. And in aBill Winkiethriller you never
know exactly who's who until the end. And now you sort of know who'swho, because thisis the end.’

'Doitthen,’ said Eddie. 'If you haveto do it, do it." And atear rose up in Eddie's brown button eye. 'But
| redly did care’

Jon Kdly aimed the hand-gun and Jon Kelly squeezed the trigger.

'Sorry, Eddie,’ he said.
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A single shot rang out.

A sted bullet, powered by aclockwork action, |eft the barrel of the gun a approximately nine hundred
feet per second, passed through afabricated forehead and | eft viathe cerebellum, taking aconsiderable
quantity of sawdust with it and spreading thisliberaly over awal that lay beyond.

'Itisdone,’ said Jon Kelly.

Mr Srednasaid nothing.

Eddie looked up at the young man who held the clockwork pistol.

And the young man looked down at Eddie.

'What? said Jack.

‘Jack,' Eddie said. 'Y ou just shot Mr Sredna.’

'‘And why wouldn't 17 Jack shrugged. 'He wasthe evil twin.’

'Y es, butyou just shot him.You. Y ou're on hisside. Y ou were supposed to be shooting me.'

'I'lied," said Jack. "Y ou can forgive mefor that, can't you?

'Forgiveyou?l dl but pooed mysdf!'



'I'm sorry, but | had to get agun from him somehow.’

'Er,' Eddie smote at hishead, 'I'm really confused. Redlly,really confused. | redlly should be able to
figurethisout.' Eddie smote at his head alot more.

"Youwon't be ableto.” Jack walked around the expansive desk and stared down at his handiwork. Mr
Srednawas dumped back in hischair. Therewas abig holein hisforehead and alot of sawdust beyond.
'l redlly hated that,' said Jack.

'Y ouhated it? How do you think | fed? | thought you were going to kill me.’

I know, and I'm truly sorry, but that's not what | meant. What | meant was, | redly hated al that talking.
| told you how much | hated it in the Bill Winkie books. How the hero gets disarmed and he hasto listen
to the villain talking and talking. Mind you, | do see the point now. Everything does have to be explained.’

'Is he dead? Eddie asked.

'l certainly hope so," said Jack. 'But ook at that. His head was full of sawdust. He wasn't even aman at
dl. Hewasatoy dl dong.’

'He was a God, Jack.'
'‘Wdll, he'sadead God now.'

Eddie shook his puzzled head. It was full of sawdust too, but happily,still full. ‘Do you think you might
be up to telling me what, in the name of any God you chooseto believein, redly isgoing on?

'Most of what | said,’ said Jack. 'All, infact. Except I'm not Jon Kelly.'

‘Brilliant,’ said Eddie. 'So whois Jon Kelly and how do you know dl this stuff and why didn't you tell me
any of it?

'‘Onepieceat atime, said Jack, putting hisfingers on the neck of the seemingly deceased Mr Sredna
and feeling for a pulse. None was evident and so Jack wiped his sawdusty fingers upon Mr Srednas
jacket, took up the Maguffin from the desk and tucked it back into histrenchcoat pocket. ‘I'mnot Jon
Kdly," Jack said. 'Jon Kelly came to my town. He wanted directionsto the city. He swaslost. And he
was ared nutter. He had agun and he didn't seem too concerned about who he shot with it. He was
looking for aMr Sredna; he came to the factory where | worked. He thought that was the factory run by
Sredna, but obvioudy it wasn't. He got very angry about that, pointed his gun at me, orderedme to stedl
one of the clockwork cars and drive him to the city. And he talked and he talked and he talked. He told

me everything.

'Why did he do that? Eddie asked.

'Because | asked him what harm it would do, seeing as how he was going to kill me anyway.'
‘Seemsto work pretty well, that ploy,’ said Eddie. 'But go on with thisunlikely tale of yours, Jack.'
'Hetold me all about the world beyond, and about the Sredna Corporation and the presidential model

and everything, redly. But at thetimel just thought he was amadman. He did tell me that there was
wesdlth to be found herein the city, though. And | wanted to escape from the factory anyway. And we



had travelled quite adistance before ...

'What? asked Eddie.

'Crashed the car,’ said Jack. "It wasn't my fault. He had a gun to my head and I'd never driven acar
before. But he went right out through the windscreen. He was dead. | didn't know what to do. | didn't
want to go back; | hated working in that factory. And Jon Kelly had told me al about the wedth inthe
city. Though he hadn't goneinto any detail; he hadn't told me it was Toy City. Or about thetoys. So
pressed on. | walked. | got logt. | fell into the farmer's hole. | dmost got eaten. | came here and met you.'

'And now you've killed the evil twin. And saved Toy City," said Eddie. 'Pretty good result.’

'Seemslike,' said Jack. 'Although it certainly wasn't what | set out to do. | wanted to get rich. | came
here to seek my fortune.”

'Youve saved usdl,' said Eddie. That's worth any fortune.’

'Perhapsit is," said Jack. 'None of this has been exactly what | expected.’

‘But why didn't you tell me?

‘Because I'm an atheist,’ said Jack. 'And a sceptic and whatever. | didn't believeit al. And | thought it
was better just to keep my mouth shut about it. | wasn't exactly expecting to actually meet up with this
Mr Srednathat Jon Kelly waslooking for. | didn't even know if there was such aperson. And then you
told me that this chocolate factory was founded by aMr Sredna. And how many Mr Srednas can there
be? And Srednais, of course, Anders spelt backwards. The evil opposite of Anders, eh?

'| suppose it makes somekind of sense,’ said Eddie. '‘And it'sanicetwist inthetae. Ishe definitely
dead?

‘Seemslike," said Jack. 'And he's dready starting to pong like the spider-women. There's stuff leaking
out of him. How dead can you be?

'‘Asdead as, | hope,' said Eddie. 'l suppose we should go and find the famous folk; what do you think,
Jack?

'l think it would be for the best. I'm sorry | had to frighten you like that. But | had to get Mr Sredna out
of armoured mode so that | could actudly..."

'Kill him? said Eddie.

'It'snot nice,' said Jack. 'It'snot anicething to do. | know that it had to be done. It was either him or
you. But it'still not nice!

‘It wasn't aperson,’ said Eddie. "It was athing.'
'Inthe same way that you're athing?
'Ahyes, | ssewhat you mean. But you did theright thing, Jack. Y ou killed theright thing.'

'I'did do theright thing, didn't 17 said Jack.



'‘No kidding,' said Eddie. 'Let'sgo and liberate those famous folk.'
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Curioudy, therich and famousfolk did not seem atogether glad to see Jack and Eddie. It took the
detectives nearly an hour of searching before they eventualy discovered them, all locked up together ina
basement cell, the door of which taxed Jack's lock-picking skillsto their limits.

Therich and famousfolk did not smile upon their liberators.

"We were under protection down here," said Old King Cole. 'Go away and leave usaone.’
"The danger has passed,” Jack told him.
I don't think it has,' said Mary Mary.

Theevil twinisdead, said Eddie. * Jack haskilled him. You can dl clear off home''

'How dare you address royalty in that insolent manner.’ Old King Cole raised high hisnose. 'In fact, how
dareyou addressme at dl, you tatty little bear.’

'One more remark like that," Jack told Old King, 'and | will be forced to give you asmack.’
'‘Outrageous! Go away, and relock the door behind you.'

‘Tempting, isn't it? Eddie whispered.

'Very,' said Jack. 'Now al of you go home. Eddie and | have been up al night and we serioudy need
some breakfast.’

'And when will ours be served? asked Old King. ‘Make yoursalves useful and cut along to the kitchen
I'll have double-whipped-cream-smothered muffins with—

Jack dammed the cell door shut upon the rich and famous folk.

' think welll come back tomorrow,' he said to Eddie.

'‘Sweet as," said the bear.
Together they plodded up the cdllar steps, through this door and that, and findly out into the great
courtyard.

The sun was high in the heavens now, beaming its blessings down upon Knob Hill, colouring the
rooftops of the toymaker's house. All was sun-kissed and serene.



Jack took a deep breath, and then fell to coughing. 'What isthat terrible pong? he asked. 'Not the...'

Eddie sniffed theair. Thewind would be in the east today," he said. That would be coming from the
daughterhouse didtrict.’

‘Rather spoilsthe ambience,’ said Jack.

'Never,' said Eddie, sniffing hungrily. 'l lovethe smell of offd inthe morning.
'Do you know what we have to do? Jack asked.

Eddie took another sniff. 'Eat breakfast? he suggested. 'Definitely eat breskfast.’
‘Not yet, I'm afraid. We have to go to the toymaker's house.'

‘But why? Eddie asked. 'Look a me. | may smdll like dung, but I'm unscathed. Which is pretty nifty,
redly. Bill never came out of an adventure with lessthan abruise or two. I'm not even scuffed.’

'We haveto tell thetoymaker, said Jack. Tell him everything. Tell him about his brother.’

'Oh dear.’ Eddie shook hishead. 'I'm not keen, Jack. Y ou're going to admit to him that you killed his
brother.'

I sad tell himeverything. He hasto know.’
‘Perhaps well tell him tomorrow. Oryou could. There's no real need for meto bethere!'

'Well both tell him.” Jack made avery stern face. Thingswill have to be organised, Eddie. Someoneis
going to haveto run thiscity properly from now on.’

"The toymaker?
I can't think of anyone else, can you?

Eddie scratched at his head. 'Wdll,' he said, 'I'd be prepared to have ago at being mayor. What would
the wages be like, do you think?

Jack made sghing sounds.

'Y eah, well,' said Eddie, 'l can dream.’

Jack was for walking up the hill, the day being so sunny and all, but Eddi€'slittle legs weretired, so Jack
drove him up in the Mark 22 Hyperglide limousine.

'Probably the last opportunity I'll ever get to be driven in style," said Eddie as Jack lifted him from the
limousine and set him down upon the gravel drive.

Jack sighed once more. 'l remain optimigtic,’ he said. 'Remember, | cameto this city to seek my fortune,



Perhaps when it's under proper management, opportunities might present themselves!'

‘Not to the likes of me,' said Eddie.

'Don't be so sure; when the toymaker seesthe way thingsredly are, therelll be some big changes made.’
'So | might still get a chance to be mayor.'

Jack rolled hiseyes.

'| know,' said Eddie. '‘Dream on, little bear.'

Jack and Eddie approached the big front door.
'Not you twoagainl' Peter scowled.

'‘We'reredlly tired,’ said Jack. 'We're tired and we're hungry and our tempers are very short. Knock
your knocker smartly, or | will tear it right off the door and fling it down the drive.”

'Knock knock knock knock knock,' went Peter's knocker.

And presently the big front door eased open and the face of the kindly loveable white-haired old
toymaker peeped out.

'Can | help you? asked the toymaker.
Jack grinned painfully. Eddie took to trembling. 'Might we comein, Sir? Jack asked.

The toymaker wore upon hiskindly loveable white-haired old head aleather cap affair, drawn down low
to the bridge of his nose. Attached to this was a complicated eyeglass contraption.

The toymaker pushed the eyeglass aside. 'Pardon this," he said. 'My eyesight is not as good aswhat it
oncewas. But comein, do, | dways havetimefor guests.

Peter made grumbling sounds.
Youremost kind, sir,' said Jack.

The toymaker ushered them in and closed the big front door behind them. ‘Into my workshop," he said.
'Down the corridor there.'

Jack, with Eddie once more clinging to hisleg, stepped down the narrow corridor and once more into
the workshop.

'Sit down,' said the toymaker, indicating the comfy chair.
'I'd prefer to stand, sir,’ said Jack.

'Asyou wish, asyou wish.'



"We're very sorry to trouble you,' said Jack. 'But we have come here on avery grave métter.'
'Oh dear, | don't like the sound of this. | don't like grave matters. They are usualy most horrid.'

'l think," said Jack, ‘that it might be for the best if you were to accompany usimmediately to the
chocolate factory. There is something you must see. Many things, in fact.’

"The chocolate factory? | haven't been there for years and years. Do they till produce those ddlightful
little hollow chocolate bunnies?

'Amongst other things," said Jack.

"Wonderful,' said the toymaker. ‘But not today, thank you. I'm far too busy. Perhapsin amonth or so.'
It hasto betoday,’ said Jack. 'In fact, it hasto be now.'

'No, it cannot be today.'

Jack took a step forward. ‘Ithas to be today,' he said.

I don't think | like your tone, young man.’ The toymaker took a step back.

Jack took another step forward. 'I'm sorry,' he said, 'but ithas to be today. And now. Y ou have to
know what has been going on in your city. It's very bad and you are going to be very upset, but you have

to come with us now.'

‘And what if | refuse?

I redly am sorry, gr," said Jack, squaring up before the ancient, but if you refuse, | will beforced to
drag you.'

‘Jack, no!" Eddie tugged at Jack's rotten trenchcoat.

‘Sorry, Eddie, this hasto be done.'

'No, Jack." Eddi€'s nose began to twitch. A curious smell had suddenly reached it.
'Sir,' said Jack, ‘come with us, please.’

‘Jack," whispered Eddie, 'l smell asmell.’

'Not now, Eddie. So, sir, will you come?

'l think not,’ said the toymaker.

"Then I'm truly sorry." Jack reached forward to grasp the old man's shoulders.
‘That smell,’ said Eddie. 'It's getting stronger.'

Jack gripped the ancient by his narrow, bony shoulders and gently tugged at him. The old man didn't



move. Jack tugged alittle harder. The old man remained rooted to the spot. Jack tugged very hard this
time. But the toymaker would not budge.

He smply remained right where he was. Old and frail. But unmovesgble.
‘Comeon now,' puffed Jack, pulling with al hismight.

'l think not.' The toymaker dowly reached up between Jack's dragging hands and removed the lesther
cap that he wore upon hiskindly white-haired old head.

Jack stared and then Jack ceased hisfutile tuggings. And then Jack took a step or two back. Three
gepsin fact. And very smartly indeed.

In the very centre of the toymaker's kindly lovesable old forehead there was a hole. It was a nest, round
hole. The kind of hole that abullet fired from a clockwork pistol might make.

"Youl'said Jack. 'It'syou.’

"That would be the smell,” Eddie whispered.

'Me,' said Mr Sredna.

‘But | shot you dead.'

'Do | look dead to you?

'Oh dear," said Jack. 'Oh dear, oh dear.'

'And you call yourselves detectives." Mr Srednalaughed. It was Tinto's laugh, the one that resembled
small stones being shaken about in an empty tin can. 'But you had me going there, dmogt. | believed you
were Jon Kdly. But | never take chances. Y ou shot afase head. Mr Srednallifted this head from his
shoulders and cast it down to the floor. Anidentical head rose up through the collar of hisshirt. 'Thisis
my real head,’ he said, 'and you won't be shooting this one.’

'Oh dear,' said Jack once more.

Eddie might have had something to say, but he was far too scared to say it.

'Fun and games,’ said Mr Sredna. ‘It was such addight to see you running around Toy City, dwaystoo
late. Mr Sredna glared down at Eddie, who had taken to cowering behind Jack'sleg. ‘I do haveto say,’
said he, 'that, on thewhole, you're not a bad detective. Not as good as Bill Winkie though, but then he
knew that | was the prime suspect. He tracked me down to the chocolate factory within twenty-four
hours of recelving his advance money and being put on the case.’

'He did? said Eddie, fearfully. 'He never told methat hedid.

'l don't think he wanted to put you in danger. He broke into Humpty Dumpty's apartment and worked
out how I'd doneit. The moment he saw that lensin the roof he knew it had to be me. Or perhapsit was
my little chocolate caling card in thefridge.’

Eddie might have shrugged, but his shoulders were too trembly.



'‘And then he broke into the chocol ate factory while | was adeep. Searched the place. Even found my
gtrongroom. All that gold down there had him thinking. And so did the Maguffin. He found that along
with al my maps of the outer sworld and my accounts books. He stole the Maguffin to trap me herein
thisworld and must have passed it to Tinto for safekeeping. Probably, | think now, so that Tinto would
passit on to you if something happened to Bill and you continued with the case.’

'Hewas very clever." Eddie shook fearfully.

‘But notthat clever. The next morning he went to see Chief Inspector Bellisto tell him that / wasthe
murderer and lead him and al hismen to the chocolate factory in the hope of capturing me. But he never
got to seethered Chief Inspector Bellis; | just happened to be loafing around outside the police station,
impersonating the real Inspector. He was very brave, was Bill Winkie, he never talked, even under all
that torture. He wouldn't tell me what held done with my Maguffin.'

If Eddie had been able to make fists, he would have made very big ones now.

'‘And that's about dl,' said Mr Sredna. 'Thereisn't anything elseto say. | won't bother to ask you for the
Maguffin, Jack. Neither you nor the bear will be leaving thisroom dive'’

'‘Now hold on," said Jack. 'Don't be hasty.'

"There goesthat dga-vu again.'

'I'm sure that we could come to some arrangement.’

'| pride mysdif,’ said Mr Sredna, 'upon having an dl-but-limitlessimagination. | can think up things that
no other mortal being can think up. Apart from that one over there." Mr Sredna gestured towards the
bound and gagged and quivering toymaker, dl bunched up in the corner. "And the remaining moments of
hislife are numbered in seconds. But even |, with al of my imagination, cannot think of any arrangement
that might be made which does not involve you dying.

'Y ou may well have a point there." Jack's eyes darted al around the room in search of, perhaps, some
very large and deadly weapon. Or something esethat might provide afind twist inthetdeand dlow him
and Eddie to miraculoudy survive.

Nothing wasimmediately forthcoming.

Mr Sredna snapped the fingers of hisright hand. The fingers extended; the fingertips hinged; evil-looking
blades sprung forth.

Youfirg, said Mr Sredna, pointing at Eddie. 'Shredded teddy, | think.'

'No you don't.” Jack raised hisfists.

‘Don't be absurd, Jack. Mr Srednalunged forward, swinging his unclawed fist. It struck Jack inthe side
of the head, carried him from his feet, across the workbench and down the other side, where hefell to
the floor next to the kindly loveable white-haired, al-tied-up-and-trembly old toymaker.

Jack floundered about amongst the sawdust bales and rolls of fabric. Jack heard aterrible scream from
Eddie.



And then Jack legpt back to hisfeet. He saw Mr Sredna holding Eddie by his un-specia-tagged ear and
he saw the claws, glistening and twinkling in the glow from the firdight. And he saw the hand swing and
the claws go in, piercing Eddie's chest, shredding the cinnamon-coloured mohair plush fur fabric, spraying
out sawdust, tearing once, then tearing again and again.

'No,' screamed Jack, and he leapt onto the table and then onto Mr Sredna. Shredded Eddie flew in
every direction: acascade of armsand legs and belly and bits and bobs. Jack's momentum bore the evil
twin over, but he was up in an ingtant and he flung Jack down and stood astride him, grinning hideoudly.

"You killed him.' There were tearsin Jack's eyes. "Y ou evil shit. Y ou wicked, vicious, filthy...'

'Shut it,’ said Mr Sredna. "It was only atoy. A toy teddy bear. A big boy like you shouldn't get weepy
over atoy teddy bear.’

'Hewas my friend.'

That'svery sad,' said Mr Sredna. 'A big boy like you should have grown out of toys. A big boy like you
should have got yoursdlf agirlfriend.’

Jack crawled back upon his bottom, but he really had nowhere to crawl to.

‘Inaway I'm sorry that you have to dietoo." Mr Sredna grinned as he spoke. He didn't lookthat sorry.
'Folk here are so dull, do you know what | mean? They lack any kind of spirit. But you'refull of it.
Independent. And tricking meinto believing that you were Jon Kelly: inspired.”

‘Rather obvious, | would have thought,' said Jack.

'I'm trying to pay you acompliment. Being an innovative hands-on sort of aGod isavery londy cdling.
Y ou can always do with abit of stimulating conversation. But | never seem to be able to get that. No one
inmy own league, you see. So | just make do with having lots of sex. They're very sexy, my women,
aren't they?

"You're quite mad.” Jack curled hislip. Y ou'reinsane.’

"They said that about Hitler. Fancy Jon Kdly telling you about him. But Hitler wasn't actualy mad. He
wastheway | made him: abit of aprototype. Wait until the folk out there find out what the new
president of Americaisgoing to do. They sent Jon Kelly here because they were worried about the way
he was behaving. They have no ideg, but it is going to bespectacular. Hell be employing aprivete army.
And my private army will be unstoppable.’

'And then you'l bein charge of everything, will you? Not just herein Toy City.'

‘Today Toy City! Tomorrow the World!" Mr Srednalaughed that laugh that evil geniuseslaugh. The one
that redlly gets on the hero's nerves.

'‘Mad.” Jack wiped tears from his eyes. 'Quite mad.'
It'ssmply beyond your comprehension.” Mr Srednareached down with his clawed hand and hauled

Jack back up by the throat, lifting him once more from hisfeet. 'Small minds have no comprehension. |
am indeed one of akind, placed upon this planet by the Big Figure himsdlf



Y ou'll answer to Him,' said Jack. "Y ou'll answer to God.'

'Oh, | don't think s0. HE's no longer interested in this planet. The universereallyis abig congtruction kit,
given to him asabirthday present by hisfather. But you know what kids are. Once they've done ajigsaw
or completed some puzzle or other, they're no longer interested in it. God gave mankind free will, they
say. God does not interfere in the affairs of man, they say. It's because he's not interested. HE's done this
planet. HeE's moved on. Perhaps one day he will put the entire kit back in its box, but probably not. Y ou
know kids, do theyever put anything back initsbox?

'So you'll rule here? Jack's hopel essness was now al-consuming, and the terrible emptiness he fdlt, with
Eddie dead, left him without much intheway of awill to live— adthough he would have dearly loved to
have wrung the life from the toymaker's evil twin. 'Y oull rule this planet and no one can stop you?

'l don't see anyone, do you?

Jack might have shaken his head, but with the hand so tightly fixed about histhroat, he was unable to do
s0. 'And s0 can you be killed? Jack managed to say.

Mr Sredna laughed once more. 'Of course | can be killed; I'm not immortd. I'm very much like the
nursery rhyme folk in that respect; old-time craftsmanship, you see, built to last. | mean, look a me,
Jack. Not bad for aman of six thousand, am 1”? That Adam and Eve who seeded the garden in the outer
world didn't last too long. Thingsredly are different in thisworld. We gtill have the magic. So, yes Jack. |
can bekilled, but not by you. Y ou l&ft the gun back in the chocol ate factory after you shot the wrong
head. There are no more twistsin the tale left for you.'

And the fingers closed about Jack's throat.

And that, for dl it seemed to be, was sadly that for Jack.
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Itisafact, well known to those who know it well, that, at the moment of deeth, your entirelife flashes
right before your eyes.

Infact, thisfact isknown to dmost everyone. Although why this should actudly be is something of a
mystery.

Because, let'sfaceit, who has actudly verified thisfact?
Has anyone ever redly come back from the dead to tell it likeit is?
No, they haven'.

'Oh yesthey have!' cry those who lack for alife and a girlfriend. ‘Otherwise how would we know this
fact?



But, 'Oh no they havent,’ reply the knowers. 'No one hasever come back from the dead.’

Being dead is being dead. Being brought back from the dead meansthat you weren't redly deed at dll;
you were only in adead-like gate. Y ou just can't bring people back from the dead.

You cant. You redly can't.

Now Jack might have taken issue with this, because as Mr Sredna squeezed him to death, Jack'slife did
flash right before hiseyes. Very fadt, but in very great detall.

Jack saw every bit of it: himsdf being born, and growing up in that small industria town. And he saw
himsdlf indentured as an gpprentice into the clockwork factory there and hating every minute of it. And he

saw himself meeting with Jon Kely. And then being involved in the terrible car crash. And then hislondly
wanderings and the cannibal farmer and Toy City and Eddie.

And Jack redlised that Eddie redlly had been the bestest friend that he'd ever had. And then things
became a bit metaphysica and Jack felt himself moving towards other places, places of after-existence
— perhaps to the realms where young God was till putting bits of his construction kit together, creeting
new worlds, worlds that, Jack hoped, would be a great ded better than this one.

All these things flashed right before Jack's eyes. In seconds.

And then Jack's eyes couldn't see anything any more -anything, that is, but the colour red, which, as
those who know the facts well know, and the rest of us know too, is the colour of blood.

Jack was suddenly covered in blood.
Jack gasped and gagged and wiped his eyes and blurry vision returned.
And somebody stood over Jack.

And that somebody wasn't Mr Sredna.

Out of the redness Jack returned, at ajolt, and a hurry-up too. He felt water upon hisface. He opened
his eyes and he stared.

‘Jill,' said Jack. Jill, it'syou.'

Itsme,’ said Jill. "And you owe me money. | told you | charge double for virgins. And there's the other
money, there's...'

'Eddie” Jack struggled back to hisfeet. 'Ishe?
'Sorry," said Jill.
'No, he can't be. If I'm not, he can't be.'

'Don't think about him. | saved you, Jack. I've been following you since you got arrested. | want my
money.'



'Y ou followed me for the money? Y ou didthat?' Jack looked down at the body of Mr Sredna. Mr
Srednawaswell and truly dead thistime. His body lacked for ahead and his chest wasfull of holes. Jack
looked &t Jill.

'Well, | had to be sure," said Jill. "Y ou screwed it up when you did it.'

Jack shook his head. 'And you did thisal because | owe you money?

'Well, perhaps not entirdly for the money.'Jill turned her eyes down from Jack's gaze. 'There's something
about you. | don't know what it is. But it makes you special.’

Thank you." Jack crossed the workroom, being careful as he did so not to step upon any shreddings of
Eddie. Jack stooped and untied the kindly loveable white-haired old toymaker. ‘Areyou al right, Sir?
Jack asked as he helped the ancient into the comfy chair.

'‘Somewhat shaken,' said the toymaker. Thishas al been aterrible shock. | had tried my best to forget
about my brother. Forget that he'd even existed. I'm avery foolish old man.'

Jack patted the toymaker on the shoulder and looked up at Jill.

I'msorry | didn't get herein timeto save your little friend, she said. "When | saw what was happening, |
acted asfast as| could.'

I know," said Jack.

'Y ouknow?’

I saw you," Jack said. 'l saw you creeping in through the window, which was why | asked him whether
he could bekilled. | thought the information might comein handy for you. | saw you had the gun from his
office.

‘Smart boy,' said Jill.

'Yes,' said Jack in atonelesstone. 'Very smart. But too late for Eddie.”

"You redly loved that bear, didn't you?

Tearswere once morein Jack's eyes. And he made no attempt to hide them. 'I'm not ashamed to say i,
Jll. Heredly was my bestest friend."

'Perhaps,’ said the toymaker, 'l could make you another bear.’
Thanks," said Jack. 'But it wouldn't be the same. Eddie was one of akind.'

'And | think | ill am," came atiny voice from a disembodied growler. 'Will somebody help me, please?
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It was two whole days before Jack got around to releasing al the rich and famous folk from their place
of incarceration. Well, hed had other thingsto do, and actualy, heid quite forgotten about them.

They were very polite to Jack, though, when he opened the cell door. Very gracious. Very thankful.
Very hungry.

Jack wasn't at al hungry. Hed just dined at the very finest restaurant in the City. It wasn't aNadine's
Diner.

Jack was presently dining again in that salf-same restaurant. He was there with Jill, to celebrate their
engagement.

True, both Jack and Jill were underage, but hey, thiswas Toy City; let'snot let alittle detail like that
gtand in the way of truelove.

Andtrue, Jillhad said that she fancied marrying a prince. But then Jack was a prince now. An honorary
prince, but a prince none the less. The toymaker had bestowed this honour upon him.

Eddie dined with Jack and Jill. And Eddie very much enjoyed the medl. He had double portions of
everything. Especialy those complicated things that need holding down with afork and dicing with a
knife

And when, at great length, the meal had reached its conclusion, Eddie looked up at Jack. 'l don't know
how to thank you enough,’ Eddie said. 'There are no words to express my thanks for these!'

Eddie pulled back the cuffs of hisbrand new trench-coat and flexed his dextrous fingers and their
opposable thumbs.

"The toymaker worked very hard putting you back together,’ said Jack. ‘And athough heredly didn't
approve, | eventually managed to talk him into fitting you with those. Because, after all, there were so
many spare partsin the chocolate factory just going begging, and who deserved a couple of them more
than you?

"Thanks, Jack,' said Eddie. 'Would you like to see me pick my nose again?

'Not just now," said Jack. 'Although, don't get mewrong, | certainly enjoyed it al the other timesyou've
showed me.'

Eddie gazed proudly at his dextrous fingers. They're alovely shade of cinnamon,” he said. "They match
my new coat.'

'You're an Anders Imperial now,' said Jack. 'Except for your head, of course. | didn't let him touch your
head. Other than for putting a proper specid button for your ear. And the new matching eyes, of course.
They'reworking al right, I trust.’

'Absolutely.' Eddie blinked hisbright blue glass eyes. 'They're as opticdly efficient as. | had no ideathere
were so many coloursto see.!

'Glad you like them,' said Jack.



'So what do you intend to do now? Eddie asked. 'Buy yoursdlf anice big house on Knob Hill with your
half of the reward? It was good of the toymaker to make the rich folk cough up the money they'd
promised to Bill for solving the case, wasn't it?

‘It certainly was,' said Jack. ‘But Jill and | are not staying in Toy City.'

'What? Eddi€'s eyes blinked and widened. 'But | hoped you'd live next door to me.'

'We'releaving,' said Jack. 'l have to go out there, to the world beyond. | have the Maguffin key and the
toymaker's permisson to useit. They'rein areal messout thereand | can help to put thingsright.’

That's none of our business,’ Eddie said. 'No, Jack, don't go.'

I'll' be back," said Jack, ‘once I've made the necessary adjustments to the clockwork heads of their
world leaders. And | can do that. | do know clockwork.'

‘But you promise that you will be back?
'Of course | promise. | wouldn't leave my bestest friend for ever, would 1?7

‘Certainly not," said Eddie. 'Especiadly when he's abestest friend of high standing. I've decided to take
the mayor'sjob.'

'Oh yes? Jack raised an eyebrow. 'And who offered you thisjob?

"The toymaker, of course. | subtly broached the subject while | was removing his doorknocker and
ingtaling anew bell. It took agreat deal of gentle persuasion, and Peter tried to put him off. But he came
around in the end. Him being so kindly and lovable and grateful and everything.’

'Y ou'll make agreat mayor,' said Jack.

"There will be some sweeping socid reforms,’ said Eddie. ‘I'm drafting out something that | liketo cdl a
conditution. It hasthings written into it, such as"wefind it self-evident that al men and toys are created
equa”. And I'm working on other thingstoo. Things of areligious nature, based on al these parables|
know.'

'Sounds good,' said Jack. 'Sounds perfect.'

'Hopefully so." Eddie grinned. 'And if | haven't thanked you enough, Jll, for saving dl our lives, let me
take this opportunity to thank you once again. | hope you and Jack will be very happy together. And you
never know, if one day you have little Jacks and JilIs of your own, and they need an old toy bear to play
with, you can dways bring them around to the mayora mansion and I'll be more than happy to oblige.’

Jll smiled upon Eddie. 'I'm beginning to understand just what you seein this bear, Jack,’ she said.
"There's definitely something specia about him.'

'Oh yes," Jack raised his glassto the bear. 'He's Eddie,' Jack said. 'He's as specid as.'



[1] A cylinder with a hemisphere joined to each end of it.

[2] In afamous lawsuit, two rivd farmers, each claming that the originad wall stood upon their property,
and each receiving ahearty annud turnover from touristswho paid to view it, sued each other. Humpty
Dumpty refused to substantiate either claim and the case was thrown out of court. It isinteresting to note
that since his death in the swimming pool, severa supposed 'Stones from the True Wall' have been put up
for auction. Although of doubtful provenance, these have commanded high prices from collectors of
relics

[3] A rhyme penned by the now legendary Whesetley Porterman, who, while till an impoverished rhyme
writer, happened to beliving in the trailer next door to Jack and Nadine.



