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I would like to dedicate this book to Good Bears of the World, an organization that gifts teddy bears to traumatized children, or lonely,  forgotten adults in the world. James T. Ownby founded GBW in 1969 after reading Peter Bull's book,  Bear With Me. The book tells of a man who dedicated himself to giving bear to hospitalized children. For more information about Good Bears of the World, write to:
GBW, P.O. Box 13097,
Toledo, OH 43613

Our explorations of times past have shown us so much that possesses meaning and beauty today. It is sobering to realize that only a tiny fraction of the songs, stories, and artifacts of ancient times have made the long journey to us. That thought should spur us to preserve what we have today, especially those most fragile treasures of all --- the living ones. Dependent on our desires and decisions, bears and all living things need our understanding, appreciation, and consideration. With our help, the treasures of yesterday and today can inspire generations to come. My wish is that people may have the chance to experience the power and beauty of earthly bears for as long as the Great Bear continues her heavenly prowl.

Rebecca L. Grambo, in “Bear, A Celebration of Power and Beauty,” A Sierra Club Book


Preface

People pay me to write stories. I’ve been a professional
journalist since the summer of 1972. So when someone drops a mysterious thick envelope with a manuscript on your desk, it begs a lot of questions. When you read the manuscript, and find it concerns someone claiming to be an alien from a planet in the Ursa Major constellation, it begs even more questions. When that “alien” claims his species has been visiting the Earth for many centuries, it
gets downright fascinating --- especially when the manuscript offers photographic proof of the claims.

The author of the manuscript, one Captain Schaumburg Harmony, known among his people as The Paw, originally wrote this tale as weekly episodes with the intention of publishing online. Schaumburg left no forwarding address or phone number. He offers no other evidence than this story. The manuscript I received includes a few photographs, including one with the claim of being taken at Roswell, New Mexico, July 1947. Schaumburg says that his species are called the Orisha. To humans, they could resemble toy teddy bears.
Schaumburg additionally states his species were sent here to protect mankind from another alien race, the hostile Arjogun.

These claims are obviously fantastic. However, anyone who goes to a bookstore these days can find dozens of books claiming aliens visited this planet --- many of them focusing on the now-famous Roswell incident in 1947.



I present the manuscript, with a few liberties taken, close to how it was presented to me during my time at The Paper, a weekly free-circulation newspaper published in Dwight, Illinois. It is up to you, the reader, to decide if this is true tale or not.

I, for one, believe there is intelligent life on other planets. It is only logical. Why would God create so much space and planets and only have Earth exhibit intelligent life on one planet out of billions? If you accept the existence of alien life, how hard is it to make the leap
that aliens really did land in Roswell, New Mexico in 1947?

Were those aliens little green men or, as Schaumburg claims, really one small group of Orisha on the Earth posing as teddy bears?

Are there really teddy bear conspiracies --- evil alien plots to destroy the Earth --- going on right under our very human noses?



Don’t ask me. Ask your teddy bear …




Myke Feinman

Streator, Illinois

Spring, 2003


Prologue

Roswell, New Mexico, July 3, 1947




Dr. Manuel Feinberg, United States Army Air Force Medical Corps, opened the front door to his Army base home greeted by his wife, Madge.

“Manuel, you are home,” Madge said, giving him a warm embrace.

Manuel pushed her away, not in a mood for a hug.

“What’s wrong, darling?” she asked, pulling away and looking into his weary eyes.

“I was involved with some patients at the base hospital,” Manuel said. “They were prisoners and they escaped... somehow. Is Izzie in his room?”

Madge, worried looked in her husband’s eyes and slowly nodded her head towards the back end of the army living quarters they resided in.

A blonde four-year-old Izzie (short for Israel) sat in his
bedroom playing with his teddy bear he had affectionately named Joey. Izzie loved that bear since birth.
Manuel came upon Izzie seated on his bed in his room
pretended to be reading a book to the bear, even though Izzie could not yet read.

Is that really a teddy bear? Manuel wondered to himself as he walked into his son’s room.

“Can I see Joey?” Manuel asked his son, kindly.

“Sure, dad,” Izzie said. “Joey likes hugs.”

Izzie offered the bear to his father who proceeded to give the bear a hug.

“Hmmm,” Manuel said.

“What’s wrong?” Izzie wanted to know.

Manuel put the teddy bear’s mouth to his ear.

“Oh, really?” Manuel said, pretending the bear spoke to him.

“Your teddy bear said he’s not feeling too good,” Manuel continued. “Perhaps I should take him to my medical office and give him an examination?”

“Okay, Dad,” Izzie smiled not questioning the suggestion.

“You fix him up and bring him back. He’ll be as good as new!”

“Right you are, son,” his father responded.

Manuel took the bear and stuffed it into the medical bag he had absentmindedly brought into the boy’s room with him.

Manuel looked back towards his son. “I’ll buy you a bat and baseball glove tomorrow, Izzie. I think you’re old enough to start playing.”

“YAY!” Izzie yelled, now excited. “We’ll we be able to go and play after you get done at your office?”

“Sure thing, son.” Manuel gave his son a big hug then took his medical bag back into the living room where he had previously left his wife.

“Well, sounds like you made someones day,” Madge
commented as Manuel returned to the living room.

“Madge, I’m going back to the medical wing for a few
minutes to examine Joey,” he said loud enough for his son to hear him from the other room. He continued the ruse by winking to his wife to play.

“Oh, that sounds just fine, dear”, remarked Madge keeping up the appearance. “Manuel, you just got home and your dinner will get cold. What’s going on?”

Manuel hugged and kissed his wife. “I’ll be back shortly. There’s something I need to do first” Then Manuel left the living quarters to trek back to the base medical facility.






Back at the medical wing, Dr. Manuel Feinberg pulled out the bear and gently placed it onto the examination table.

He took a surgical knife and carefully pierced the soft fur tummy of the bear. Manuel jumped back. Stuffing spit out of the bear’s middle. He was expecting a different outcome.

“I guess this is nothing more than a toy after all,” Manuel said to himself, out loud. His assistant nurse, Jenna Armstrong, came in.

“Doctor Feinberg, can I help you?” she asked, seeing the toy on the medical examination table, stomach cut open to reveal the stuffing inside. “Are...are you okay?”

Manuel ran a hands through his hair ending at the back of neck rubbing it to sooth his nerves. “They vanished I tell you! They just vanished right before my eyes! The Base Commander will not believe my story. I will probably be tried as a criminal! I have done nothing wrong!”

“Doctor, what are you doing with that toy?”
Dr. Feinberg took Joey, the bear, off the table and handed it to the nurse.

“Throw this away, Nurse Armstrong,” he said softly. “My son is getting too old for teddy bears, anyway.”

A few days later as Manuel was getting ready to leave for his office, Izzie asked his father about Joey, his absent teddy bear.

“Did you fix him up, Daddy?” Izzie asked hopefully.

“Son, why don’t you sit down,” Manuel said to his boy,
kindly. He gave a long sigh. “Daddy tried saving Joey, but he couldn’t. Joey...Joey won’t be coming back.”

Tears began to well up in Izzie’s blue eyes.

After a long pause, Izzie’s lower jaw trembled in sadness.

“Joey’s not coming back? But...you promised! You said you would fix him!”

“I’m sorry, son,” was all Manuel said.

“YOU PROMISED!” Izzie screamed. “You said he would be good as new! You promised! Now Joey is gone! You’re a... you’re a jerk! I’ll never let you have my toys again! My only true friend is gone! I won’t trust anyone ever again!”

Izzie ran away from his father’s arms, raced to his room and slammed the bedroom door to sob away his unhappiness.

“SON! That’s no way to talk to your father! Get back here this instant so we can talk about this more!”

Manuel ran to Izzie’s door which was now locked. He banged on the door to no avail. He sighed again and left his son in his room.

Later that day, at work, Nurse Armstrong was watching the doctor, wondering why he acted so oddly. He sat alone in an examination room, muttering something to himself over and over. She crept up more closely to hear Manuel muttering under his breath.

“It’s a teddy bear, not an alien,” he keep repeating . “It’s a teddy bear, not an alien. It’s a teddy bear, not an alien. It’s a teddy bear, not an alien.”

Then Dr. Manuel Feinberg noticed his nurse was watching

“Doctor, what is it?”

“Those prisoners we had here yesterday?”

“Yes, doctor.”

“They vanished into thin air.”

“They will be located doctor, don’t worry.”

“No, Nurse Armstrong, you don’t understand. These creatures looked just like teddy bears when they are sleeping. I believe they are evil aliens invading from another planet. They have to be stopped. They will destroy us all through our children, posing as teddy bears!”




Part One

The Adventures of The Paw


Chapter 1






Only substance known to harm the Paw 




The top office of The Daily Times of Pawtropolis was buzzing with the clicking and clacking of paws typing away. Schaumburg Harmony opened a drawer at his desk and pulled out a small chocolate bar. He unwrapped it and took a bite savoring its rich flavor. As he was chewing, he briefly stood up from his desk to look around to see fellow reporters staring at their computer screens seemingly doing research. Well, it looked like research as most had their muzzles glued to their computer monitors. Multiple televisions mounted throughout the floor had their volumes to a median level tuned into local news stations adding to the noise level. No one seem to be paying him much mind.

Schaumburg sat back down still chewing on his bite of candy and then positioned his computer mouse over the search option on his own computer. Schaumburg, swallowing his chocolate morsel, took another brief look around in a sly manner. He hovered his paws over his specially Orishan designed keyboard and at what seemed
to be an almost impossible task, had typed in a series of special characters that looked to be well over a several hundred digits. To the untrained eye, it looked like his paws hadn’t moved but to any who would have had a video camera trained on him or his paws, they could have slowed the images down to see his paws had typed in those special digits with super speed! After a few moments, a black window popped up on Schaumburg’s monitor with a blinking indicator marking where he had left off on his log entry. His looked around briefly again and hovered his paws over his computer keys once again. The words began to rapidly appear on his computer monitor. He removed his paws to give his computer time to catch up with what he had just typed. He silently read his thoughts as they appeared on screen.




Captain Schaumburg’s personal log

Earth Date April 23, 2003





Original assignment given to me by Orishan command:



Discover what the evil alien grays are doing on Earth. The Better Bear Bureau has canceled that. My new assignment is to infiltrate human cultures. When I am not in the human world, I live in Pawtropolis. I work as a newspaper reporter. I’ve even gained a nick name of Scoop Schaumburg due to by ability to report stories before the other news outlets are able to. I also save Orishans that need help while I use my secret super powered identity, The Paw.

My Hug and I are all from the planet Orisha, a planet far from Earth inhabited by beings that seemingly resemble Earth toys that humans refer to as ‘teddy bears.’ We came to Earth to protect and nurture mankind, especially small humans. But we like the big ones, too.

All the teddy bear (human terminology) inhabitants fly in spaceships to Earth, knowing it would be a good place to live. But there is one catch.

My enemies have found radioactive rock, known as Orishanite, here on Earth. Orishanite does not harm humans, but super-powered Orishans are susceptible to the radiation when super-powered. It appears that only myself and my sidekick, Andy Adorable with the non-de-plume of Mardi Gras, are seemly affected so far. (I’ll be consulting with Leni to do more research on this later.)

The good news is both Mardi Gras and I are only super-powered when we each eat chocolate bars. But those super powers only last twenty minutes. While super- powered, Orishanite could actually cause me and Mardi Gras to be weak, and could kill us if exposed long enough. Orishanite is brown, glows, and looks a lot like dirt. When I am not a reporter for The Daily Times in Pawtropolis or fighting crime as the Paw, I also work with a human known as Samuel Arctophile, the Versailles Bureau Chief for The Daily Press, published in Montreal, Illinois on Earth.

Sam is not a tall man --- by human standards --- though he towers over me. He is five feet, seven inches tall, in his mid-30s, wears glasses and is an award-winning, hard-hitting investigative reporter. He is fair-haired and fair- skinned, with bright blue eyes, similar to my wife, Leni.

When he is not reading science fiction novels, he watches science fiction videos like Star Wars, Star Trek in all of its incarnations, and many others. He also likes fantasy like J.R.R. Tolkien (Lord of the Rings) and Robert E. Howard (Conan the Barbarian).

This makes him what some humans call a “nerd,” meaning he is not a prime candidate for mating with human females. Or so I’m told. He has been single all his life, although I think he likes the young widow who runs the George Washington Museum in Versailles. There is also a female reporter he works with, named Amy, whom he has a romantic history with.

One time at a Star Wars movie, he told me if I found any single woman there, to “let him know,” because he should marry her. Any woman who liked science fiction was his “cup of tea,” he said. I find it hard to understand why he does not have a mate. I find him very cuddly, myself. And he likes to laugh, a prerequisite for being a good mate, in my opinion. Just ask my wife.




Just then, commotion in the office began to rise as a news reports flashed upon the many television screens.




“This is Fatima Furbulous, reporting live for WPAW. I’ve just been handed a bulletin. The Frown has issued a new statement directed for The Paw. It states:




Traditionally, I am a fine fellow who is bold,

In a Castle corners, I am well known.

Paw, come find me if you too are bold!"




Schaumburg’s ears perked up at the limerick. Quickly closing his computer window, he sat up from his desk to see Andy Adorable also standing up behind a desk looking his direction. All the other bears in the room had their eyes fixed on the televisions and began making audible remarks and gasps. Schaumburg nodded to Andy and they both nonchalantly left the room together. The dynamic duo had a Frown to stop!






The Paw Discovers the Frown’s Diabolical Plot






The Paw and his teen sidekick, Mardi Gras, found themselves trapped in a room with spiked walls as all four sides slowly scraped toward the center of the room.



“Quick, Mardi Gras,” the Paw barked. “Pull out your secret laughing powder.”

Mardi Gras pulled out his laughing powder from his utility belt and handed it to the Paw. The Paw quickly threw the powder at one of the spiked walls, causing a tremendous convulsion in the wall. Suddenly, the walls stopped converging on the center. Instead, the walls began to laugh. The more the walls laughed, the more the walls trembled until the sharp gleaming metal spikes fell harmlessly to the floor. The walls started to crack and break apart.

Finally, in a tremendous explosion of cement and wood splinters, the four walls crumbled allowing the heroes to escape.

“On to the secret headquarters of the Frown, Mardi,” the Paw said to his pal.

“Right, Paw,” Mardi replied.

“What about my right paw?” the Paw asked. Mardi said nothing, confused, and followed his older, more experienced superhero friend.

The Paw and Mardi Gras arrived at the Frown’s castle, a monstrous structure with an evil frowning face and glowing eyes menacing those who passed by. The Paw and Mardi Gras moved silently through a castle built by the megalomaniac, the Frown. They headed towards the castles’ center to reach the Frowns computer complex.

“We must reach the computer room, Mardi!” the Paw
exclaimed as the two darted past rooms.

“What’s in the computer room, Paw?” Mardi Gras asked running along side his partner.

“The secret plans for the Frown’s evil plot.”

At that moment, a voice boomed over a loudspeaker. “Take the second door to the right, and go through the hall.”

“Who was that?” Mardi asked.

“That’s the Frown taunting us,” the Paw replied. “He thinks that even if we learn his plot, we won’t be able to stop him. But I have a few tricks up my super sleeves.”

In a few minutes, the heroes arrived at a door marked, ‘Secret computer room. Do not enter.’ The Paw held out a paw to stop his companion.

“Stand back, Mardi,” the Paw said. “It’s a trap.”

“How do you know, Paw?” Mardi asked.

“I used my see through vision. If you use yours, you can see a trip wire which undoubtedly extends to a bomb rigged to explode the moment we open the door.”

The Paw ran across the hall and pulled down a nearby metal table to protect him and his sidekick. He then removed a special vial from his utility belt.

“No hero is without his special all-purpose dissolving Paw Juice,” the Paw said as he sprinkled some on the wire.

“Take cover behind the table,” the Paw ordered Mardi as both of them sought the protection of the metal table.

Instantly, the entire wire dissolved, tripping the bomb device and causing a deafening explosion! Protected by the table from the shower of door debris, smoke and dust, the Paw and Mardi Gras safely entered the computer room.

Smoke surrounded them upon entry as they spied the Frown busy at his computer console. The Frown, an Orishan who never smiles, whipped around, his evil blue cape (even the cape is evil) twirling around with him, facing the Paw and Mardi Gras.

“So, you think you can stop me, eh?” the Frown asked. The Paw pulled out another vial, throwing it onto the floor in front of the trio. The Paw and Mardi Gras instinctively held their breaths. The vial burst into smoke and flame, causing the Frown to start coughing and wheezing. The Frown slumped to the floor, unconscious.

“Quick, Mardi, see if you can figure out his computer system. We must learn his evil plot.”

Mardi, a skilled computer operator, ran to the console and began to play the keyboard like a piano.

“Here, Paw!” Mardi said after a moment.

“Holy teddy bear!” the Paw exclaimed. “The Frown is trying to replace all teddy bears in the world with automatic ear lobe stretchers! How diabolical!”

“No children will be able to cuddle with those ooky ear lobe stretchers!” Mardi Gras said.

“Precisely, my young friend,” the Paw replied. “We have to stop the Frown’s evil plot before all bears on this planet are transformed into those awful devices for earlobes.”

The Paw turned to his companion only to find the Frown standing behind Mardi Gras pointing a ray gun to his head.

“Thought you could give me the slip with that old gas pellet trick, eh?” the Frown sneered at the heroes.

“I’m too smart for you fools! Now prepare for your doom!”

“Holy evil dude!“ Mardi Gras said. “I’m not ready to die yet!”



[image: The Frown stands in front of his menacing castle.]


Chapter 2 






Evil Unleashed




Millenium Harmony, affectionately known to her friends as Leni, watched over her husband, Schaumburg portraying The Paw and his sidekick, in the Paw Cave by conjuring and peering through her magic crystal ball. 




“Say your prayers, little sidekick,” the Frown sneered, about to shoot Mardi Gras.

Thinking quickly, the Paw knew that he could gulp down some chocolate, giving him super powers for an extra 20 minutes, This could save his pal! The Paw swallowed a morsel of chocolate, streaked in front of Mardi Gras defecting the Frown’s bullet bouncing it off his chest. At that moment the Paw heard a loud telepathic NOOOOOO! ring through his head. A telepathic warning from Leni had arrived too late! Leni had noticed in the corner of the room, the Chest of Sorrows, a legendary casket used to house an unspeakable horror. The Frown’s actions were a trap!

PING! WHACK!

The Frown cackled a maniacal laugh at the deflection saving Mardi Gras.

“HAHAHAHAHA!” To the horror of the Paw and Mardi Gras, the bullet bounced off the Paw’s chest and had cracked open a great casket in the corner of the room marked, ‘Automatic Ear Lobe Stretcher Teddy Bear Converter Machine inside - DO NOT OPEN!’

The bullet had blasted the caskets’ lock allowing a frothy, monstrous blob of horribleness to slither out!

“That is your doom...the Splotch!” the Frown cried. “He will consume all Orishans posing as teddy bears in the human world!”

The evil the Frown had unleashed upon the world was far more dangerous than the Paw, Mardi Gras and Leni had previously assumed. The Splotch would consume all living creatures on Earth!

Leni knew from reading The Encyclopedia of Magical Critters that the Frown needed a high velocity ricochet from a bullet to open the chest of sorrows holding the Splotch. As the Splotch headed toward Mardi Gras, the Frown scampered out of the room locking the door behind him trapping the two heroes with the monster. The Paw could save Mardi Gras for now, but only as long as his super powers held up. His twenty minute window of super powers provided by the chocolate, were fading fast. And as luck would have it, the Paw and Mardi Gras were both out of Chocolate!


Leni, we could use a little help here, the Paw thought telepathically, knowing his Wizard wife was watching over them.




JUST HANG ON, Leni projected, busily ripping through her magical tome to find a solution to her husband’s situation.




Have you seen H.A.R.V.EY.?




“Uh, Leni …,” the Paw said out loud as he stepped in front of Mardi Gras to protect him from the oncoming Splotch.




Use H.A.R.V.E.Y.! Leni said in a flash of inspiration. Grab his paw! Both of you!


(Side note: H.A.R.V.E.Y., is a sophisticated computer resembling a two-inch rabbit. The Orishan High Command issues the units to all Orishan groups known as Hugs. H.A.R.V.E.Y. stands for Hand Activated Radix (computer center), with Variable Electronic Yashmac (veil). H.A.R.V.E.Y. can turn invisible and can render those touching it invisible.)

“Of course!” the Paw said in delight. He and Mardi Gras touched the paws of what appeared to be a tiny rabbit on his wrist as they both faded out of sight. They could each still see each other but were now cloaked.

The Splotch stopped its advancement on them, confused.

“Now, H.A.R.V.E.Y., project our images into that casket,” the Paw ordered. Instantly, H.A.R.V.E.Y.'s eyes projected an image of the Paw and Mardi Gras inside the casket.

With this diversion in place, the Paw and Mardi Gras moved away from the Splotch.

The Splotch turned around, slobbering acidic goo on the floor, and moved slowly toward the Casket of Sorrows.


Good! Leni said, speaking to the Paw telepathically. Once the Splotch is back inside the casket, you can close it and seal him inside once again.

The Paw and Mardi Gras quickly trapped the monstrous Splotch in the magic casket and then moved out of the Frown’s computer control room cloaked. They heard the Frown speaking to someone in another room.

“Yes, master,” the Frown was saying. “I have eliminated that pesky Paw and his sidekick Mardi Gras! The Splotch has likely devoured them by now!”

“Very good. Now, I, The Lemming, am free to implement my ultimate plan for controlling the planet! HAHAHAHAHAHA!!”

“Yes, master. I will continue the second phase of our mission, finishing the weather-control device.”
The Paw and Mardi Gras already knew that the Frown was just a henchman for another diabolical menace, the Lemming.

“He’s talking to that Lemming guy!” Mardi Gras said aloud, revealing his presence.

“Quiet!” the Paw said.

The Frown turned around, but could not see the Paw or Mardi Gras.

“They’re ghosts!” the Frown screamed in terror. “They are here to haunt me!”

The Frown stumbled away in fright, scampering down a corridor. The still-invisible Paw and Mardi Gras chased after him.



[image: The Paw and Mardi Gras fight crime in Pawtropolis with their Pawmobile]




The Evil Plot Thickens




The Frown ran frantically away from the invisible Paw and Mardi Gras, thinking they were ghosts. As Mardi Gras began to pursue the Frown, the Paw restrained him.

“But, he’s getting away,” Mardi Gras complained.

“It’s okay. As we were chasing him, I threw a paw tracker on him. H.A.R.V.E.Y. deactivate the cloak.” the Paw said, now turning them both visible again.

“I planted a homing beacon on the Frown,” the Paw
continued. “We can track him back at the Paw Cave.”

The Paw pressed a button on his belt buckle, and the Pawmobile zoomed automatically to the front of the Frown’s secret lair. The Pawmobile a miniature vehicle, sized for the two Orishan agents for ground-travel on Earth was made for speed. Mardi Gras hopped inside the Pawmobile on the passenger sides.

“Don’t forget to buckle your seat belt, partner,” the Paw reminded Mardi Gras.

“Right, Paw,” Mardi Gras said.

“You can use any paw,” the Paw said, confused.

The jet-powered Pawmobile zoomed away like a bullet towards their destination of Toleni and the Paw’s secret hideout, the Paw Cave.

Later in the Paw Cave, Leni greeted the heroes.

“Come quick, Schaumy, I mean Paw,” Leni said. “I’m monitoring the Frown on the computer - tracking his movements.”

The Paw and Mardi Gras raced inside to view the giant computer screen, which showed a red indicator moving quickly across a map of the United States.

“He must have boarded a plane,” Leni said. Then she took out her crystal ball from her Wizard’s robes, and started gazing. “I can see him on board. He has hijacked the flight, forcing it to fly to Washington D.C.” Leni looked up from her casting. “Here, let me project this image so you can see and hear him too.”

Leni looked at her husband. “It’s a good thing you put that homing device on the Frown, Paw.”

“Why?” the Paw replied.

“Because as I’ve told you two, the crystal ball does not always give us real time images of those we seek. Sometimes it shows them in the past or near future.”

Projected above the crystal ball, the three Orishans watched scenes of the Frown.

“I want the Washington Monument cleared of all tourists,” the Frown was saying on a cell phone. “No, I don’t want to blow it up,” the Frown said, disturbed. “For now, I just want to dig it up.”

Leni, the Paw, and Mardi Gras all looked at each other puzzled.

“He’s going to go after the other sword!” the Paw exclaimed.

“But when?”

[image: Millennium “Leni” Harmony, a Wizard of the Mystical Order of the Golden Paw, has many animals and instruments to practice her magic arts]


Chapter 3






Secrets of the License To Hug Revealed


The Paw and Mardi Gras changed back into their identities of Schaumburg and Andy and transported back to Pawtropolis returning to their positions on the 32nd floor of The Daily Times.

City Editor Perry Purple peeked his head out his office and motioned for them both to step into his office.

“Did you see this dispatch from our D.C. correspondent?” Perry asked. Scoop Schaumburg rapidly scanned the printout.






The Frown, who just dug up the sword of George Washington here, publicly tore up his License To Hug before humans, and then gave a speech to the horrified crowd.

“This is issued to every Orishan who earns one. Orishans are aliens that look like toy teddy bears!” the Frown screamed almost spitting out the words with disgust as he tore the precious license to pieces.

“It gives them the right to hug other beings, to give them love,” the Frown sneered as he spat out the word “love.”

The humans looking at the strange teddy bear who called himself the Frown, did not comprehend what he was saying.

This irritated the Frown.

“Don’t you see?” the Frown asked the crowd. “You have all been duped by a conspiracy of evil alien teddy bears to love each other! They secretly transport to a city called Pawtropolis by using portals affectionately called Teddy Bear Portals under your beds! They plan to take over your pathetic planet!”




Scoop Schaumburg threw down the printout of the Washington, D.C. article. He ran out of Perry Purple’s office, tears streaming from his face.

Andy was bewildered. He picked up the dispatch and read it.

“I don’t understand, boss,” Andy said. “Why is Scoop so upset?”

“I think it’s the Frown tearing up his License To Hug,” Perry said. 

“What’s a License To Hug?” Andy asked.

At first Perry looked at Andy suspiciously, then realization came over his kindly old face.

“Of course, Andy,” Perry said. “You don’t know, do you?”

“Know what?” Andy asked.

“That Schaumburg and his Hug of Orishans never received their Licenses To Hug,” Perry explained. “Something to do with a transportation accident when they first came to Earth in 1947.”

“I don’t understand,” Andy said, still confused.

“You wouldn’t know about that because it was more than 50 years ago,” Perry said. “I was just a cub reporter back then, working in New Mexico. Someday I’ll tell you the story.”

“How come I don’t have one of those licenses?” Andy asked.

“You were assigned to the Schaumburg Hug just two years ago,” Perry continued. “You were an orphan Schaumburg took into his Hug. No Orishans in his Hug have their licenses. Just like Schaumburg and his Hug, you too will have to earn yours.”

Andy still looked confused.

Schaumburg reached his desk and began writing out a story.





TEDDY BEAR ZONE, PAWTROPOLIS DISCOVERED BY
HUMANS






By Scoop Schaumburg

The Daily Times of Pawtropolis






PAWTROPOLIS - The secret is out! Humans know about the existence of the Teddy Bear Zone, secret portals under humans’ beds that transport all Orishans posing as toy teddy bears from their human homes to the gleaming spires of steel and glass in Pawtropolis.

As you know, our city of Pawtropolis has been kept secret for over a 100 years, existing first as a tiny burg in Illinois, founded by Orishans who traveled to Earth for regular infiltration assignments by Orishan Command in Earth Year 1902.

The city now contains hundreds of millions of Orishan inhabitants, who live and work here while their humans are asleep, working or otherwise occupied and don’t know where we all are. We realized that our secret was out when we started seeing publications revealing our city’s existence, The Teddy Bear Zone, and other secrets in books published about the teddy bear centennial in the Earth year currently refer to as 2002. We had no proof, but Better Bear Bureau officials have speculated that the Frown, the only Orishan in existence ever to tear up his License To Hug, has leaked this information to humans. Officials have also learned of a plot by the Frown’s human, the Lemming, to control the Earth’s weather.

Further details will be published in The Daily Times as they are made available.

In the meantime, Orishans the world over are asked to report any suspicious activities to the B.B.B. immediately. To date, no humans have been spotted in Pawtropolis, but officials believe it is just a matter of time.






Schaumburg looked up from his computer monitor to hear a news bulletin on a television blaring away in one corner of the newsroom. “Somebody, turn that up!”




“This is Fatima Furbulous, reporting live for WPAW from Washington, D.C., with a news bulletin about the Frown,” the female Orishan reporter said.

“The Frown was spotted tying a small human boy to the top of the Washington Monument,” she said.

“We go live to hear him speaking to the crowd,” she said.

“This human boy tried to stop me from digging up the sword of George Washington,” the Frown announced as he pointed a huge cannon at the boy, from below. The boy squirmed to get free of his ropes.

“As I said before, all teddy bears are evil alien invaders from another planet,” the Frown continued.

“I outta know! I am one! Now this boy, Jose, will be sacrificed so I can prove to all humans the truth about the teddy bear conspiracies.”




Schaumburg received an urgent telepathic message from Leni.

Did you see the news on TV? The Frown is making his move.


I’m on it, Leni, Schaumburg thought back as he raced into Perry Purple’s office.

“C’mon, Andy. We gotta run!” Schaumburg barked.

Schaumburg pulled Andy from the editor’s office. We have to get there fast, Leni. Both of you gulp down a chocolate bar and use the Teddy Bear Zone to travel to Washington, D.C., Leni instructed Schaumburg. They have now been adjusted so we can go to any location instead of just bed rooms.


“I hope we make it on time,” Schaumburg said as they
scrambled to find a portal.






The Frown Gets the Drop on the Paw



Leni traveled through the Teddy Bear Portal, climbed and perched on the side desk of journalist Samuel Arctophile in Versailles, Illinois.

Sam’s fingers flew across his keyboard as he banged out a story about what just transpired in Washington, D.C. the Paw and Mardi Gras. Their story had a local angle. The boy tied to the Washington Monument resided in Versailles.

“You know they’re never going to print that,” Leni chided Sam looking at his computer screen on the side desk.

“I know, Leni bear,” Sam said affectionately just now noticing Leni beside him.

The bears and Sam had grown quite close over these short years, Sam being enlisted by them to help accomplish their secret mission on Earth.

 “But I needed to document it. Perhaps I can write a book when this is all over. Or maybe Fred over at The National Investigator will print this. Nobody will believe it’s real, but it won’t be the first time fact is stranger than fiction.”

“You know we can’t reveal our existence to humanity,” Leni said.

“I think it might be a little too late for that, don’t you think? You did see what transpired, right?” Sam continued typing on his computer finishing his article that was more for himself than anything else.







WHERE AM I? WHO AM I?






WASHINGTON, D.C. --- A pair of super-powered aliens who look like teddy bears saved the life of a Versailles boy this morning in our nation’s capital.

Details are still sketchy at this time, but The Daily Press learned an evil being known as the Frown tied Jose Cruz to the top of the Washington Monument.

Jose is the eight-year-old son of Cheryl Cruz, curator of the Versailles George Washington Museum and George Washington expert doing research in Washington, D.C. this week.

Jose told The Daily Press he spotted the Frown trying to dig under the Washington Monument and followed after the bear. Little did the young boy know the evil Frown was trying to find the fabled Sword of George Washington, a nine-inch long replica of the original sword worn by our nation’s first President during his swearing-in ceremony more than 200 years ago.

The young boy also didn’t know that the Frown attempted to blow up both Jose and the monument to prove his wild tales of a conspiracy by aliens resembling teddy bears, the two super-powered bears intervened.

“I didn’t know at the time but was later informed that I had stumbled onto a movie set. It was really cool,” Jose said in a phone conversation this morning. “I was tied to the top of the monument, squirming and trying to escape when Mardi Gras flew up to free me while the lead super bear, the Paw, flew to the Frown, tackling him to the ground. But the Frown had already launched his shell toward me. The Paw flew up to block the shell from hitting me. It was fantastic and it all seemed so real!”

Jose said Mardi Gras flew him down to the ground safely. As the Paw proceeded to tie up the Frown, the Frown pulled out a glowing brown rock, which stunned the Paw.

The Paw writhed in pain on the ground, too weak to escape from the rock’s strange brown glow.

“The Mardi Gras bear kept his distance so he was not affected by the rock’s strange rays,” Jose continued. “But he could not help his friend, the Paw, and had to let the Frown get away. I later heard the Frown boarded a train bound for Boston.”

“The Mardi Gras bear seemed to be talking to nobody, or perhaps somebody in his head,“Jose said.

“He claimed he was given instructions to use his super strength to rip out some pipes underground that were made of lead, and fashion a box to contain the radioactive rock that was hurting the Paw. Mardi Gras seemed to have X-ray vision that allowed him to see the pipes.”

Jose was then instructed by Mardi Gras to help.

"Hurry, Jose,’ Mardi Gras told me,” Jose said. “Go to the Paw and shut the rock in this box so he won’t get hurt by the rock‘s effects”.

I ran to the Paw, placed the glowing rock in the lead box, slammed it shut and the Paw began to stop trembling in pain.

But then, Mardi Gras was upset. He said their super powers had just worn off and his friend Leni was scared because I was too late to prevent some damage to the Paw. When I gently woke up the Paw, he seemed confused. ‘Who are you?’ the Paw asked me. ‘What am I doing here? Who am I?’ Mardi Gras said the Paw seemed to have amnesia.

So I picked up both Mardi Gras and the Paw and ran to the Library of Congress to see if my Mom could help us. But when I entered the building, the bears suddenly became stiff like they were just stuffed animals. And their eyes grew vacant as if they were no longer alive. It all seemed so real!” stated Jose

“But men arrived and told me that what I had experience was an experiment to see if they could get real reactions from on lookers for realism in their new movie. After they had words with my mother, they had us both sign waivers so the footage could be used. They even let me take the bears as part of my payment for appearing in the film!”

The Daily Press learned that Jose and Cheryl are headed back here to Versailles by car, and have both bears with them. We will keep readers posted of any further information regarding this strange conspiracy of aliens that look like teddy bears.






After Sam finished typing the story, he turned to Leni.

“Looks great. Too bad you can’t publish it,” Leni said.

“Meanwhile, we have to cure Schaumy’s amnesia. We’re also need to bring Jose into the loop. His mom knows the truth about us, it’s time for the boy to know too. Cheryl refuses to leave him with relatives since the bomb scares. This incident proves that the danger is more apparent when he’s with any of us on missions.”

“I’ll call Cheryl as soon as they get home,” Sam said.

A customer came into the Versailles Bureau. Leni immediately stiffened up, her blue eyes staring blankly up in the air. The customer ignored Leni, thinking the Orishan to be a teddy bear.

“Cute bear,” commented the customer paying for a newspaper
subscription. After the customer left shutting the door shut, Sam’s phone rang.

“Sam, this is Fred,”said the caller on the other end. “I’m faxing over a copy of a story the Protectors are sending to newspapers to cover what just happened out in Washington D.C. You should rewrite it with a local angle about Mrs. Cruz and the son, Jose.”

His fax machine came to life as it began printing sheets.

“Thanks, Fred. Receiving them now.”

After briefly scanning the story, Sam began typing again.

“Well, here we go with the official story for the general public.”







MOVIE MAKERS STAGE MOVIE STUNT AT
NATION’S CAPITAL






WASHINGTON, D.C. --- The Daily Press has just learned of a movie involving aliens that look like teddy bears being filmed in Washington, D.C.

The stunt apparently involved a local boy from Versailles, Jose Cruz, whom some super bears “rescued” in the film.

The movie company, New Teddy Bear Cinema, staged a promotional stunt at the Washington Monument yesterday, where a teddy bear, claiming to be an alien, makes demands of tourists.

The “alien,” an animatronic actor, is part of a secret movie production that studio executives are planning to release later this year.

Repeated calls to New Teddy Bear Cinema resulted in
executives declining to comment further on the production.






Sam know he could easily copy and paste parts of his fake article with the one he had just typed up. It would only take seconds. But, the public was not ready for the truth. They would have to wait.



Don’t Forget Me, My Love



Cheryl and Jose Cruz arrived home in Versailles, unpacking their luggage and trudging their luggage into their tiny apartment above the George Washington Museum. Sam greeted them as they were unpacking her 1974 Ford Pinto station wagon, full of rust and barely able to hit 55 miles per hour on the highway.

“Hi, Sam,” Cheryl said.

“Sam, has the article about what happened in D.C. come out yet? I’m going to be famous!” asked Jose as he exited the apartment entrance.

“And that’s why I’m here. Cheryl, do you mind if I take Jose back to the office to finish the story about the movie?”

Jose looked puzzled. ‘I thought I told you everything you needed over the phone? You haven’t written it yet?”

“Just a few loose ends to tie up, kiddo.” Sam remarked.

“I suppose. I have to unpack anyway. Another fun little trip,” Cheryl said sarcastically.

“Well, the first where I’ve had fun!” commented Jose. Cheryl looked at Sam wide eyed and sighed.

“We’ll be fine. Got a few things we need to discuss mono e mono e mono which might smooth this situation over,” Sam said messing affectionately with the boy’s dark brown hair.

“It’s ‘mano e mano’ in Spanish,” Cheryl corrected. She
whispered to Sam, “Are you going to tell him?”

Sam blinked once and nodded his head. He looked over at Jose and pointed.

“Jose, could you bring those two teddy super heroes with you? I want to get a picture of you three.”

Jose dived into the Pinto to retrieve the Paw and Mardi Gras, now stiff like toy teddy bears.

Upon returning to the Bureau office, Sam asked Jose to  hand him Mardi Gras.

Jose handed the bear to Sam. Sam gently squeezed Mardi Gras’ right paw. Instantly, the Orishan’s eyes grew alive, as if a soul entered him waking his from suspended hibernation sleep.

“Whoa! Awesome! I knew it was alive!” Jose said. “How did you know? The movie guys kept telling me they were puppets. But I didn’t believe them. They whole thing was all too real to be puppets.”

“Jose, have I got a story to tell you,” Sam said lowering his shoulders in resignation. “But first, I think you need to read this.”

As Sam handed Schaumburg’s diary to a puzzled Jose, Leni stepped out from behind a chair dressed in her Wizard outfit.

“Let me see the Paw,” Leni said. “I think I can restore his memory.”

“Whoa, another live teddy bear?!“ Jose exclaimed.

Leni ignored Jose as she started to work her magic. The air in the room began to feel charged with unseen energy as she began to mutter words slowly under her breath. Jose, wide eyed at this content overload, stared with his mouth open. Sam slowly turned his head down to the diary in front of him.

“More time for all the facts once you get through this
diary.” Sam told the boy. Jose began to unconsciously read aloud the fascinating tale as it had been written in the Schaumburg’s space diary:






Captain’s Log, Captain Schaumburg Harmony serving aboard the Saturn IV on its way to Earth.
Star Date Juno 6, Orishan Calendar Year 21776
Earth Date: July 2, 1947



To Orishan High Command:

As requested, I am writing this log in Earth English to demonstrate our Hug of Orishans has achieved versatility in Earth’s languages and cultures.

This is my Hug’s final mission that will enable us to earn our Licenses To Hug from Orishan Command.

Earlier today, after my briefing with Commander Filbert, my rival, Frank E. Vil, spouted off about his opposition to our missions to Earth.

“So, Schaumburg,” Vil said. “You and your Hug may finally get your chance to earn your Licenses to Hug, eh?”

Vil slapped me on the back in a fake token of affection.

“Ow!” I responded.

“Look, Vil,” I told him. “I know you think I failed in our last mission, but that’s no reason to be sarcastic about my second chance to earn our Licenses To Hug.”

“You four are a disgrace to the planet Orisha,” Vil said, referring to me and the other three Orishans in the Hug. They are as listed:






Captain Louis La Hug who will serve as executive officer, my good friend and second in command






Ship’s Wizard of the Mystical Order of The Golden Paw, Millennium Harmony, my wife of two years




Chocolate Harmony, ship’s counselor, medical officer and my little sister.




“You showed compassion to an Arjogun enemy officer,” Vil spat at me. “Rather than accomplish your mission on the Planet Serena, you saved the life of an enemy soldier! You should have just shot that soldier in the back and put him out of his misery!”

“What?” I shouted back. “That would be against all Orisha stands for. You know the code of the Order of the Golden Paw forbids fatal retaliation against an enemy, no matter what the circumstances. That’s why we always operate in secret, to avoid that kind of contact.”

“We should all teach love, goodwill and foster peace throughout the galaxy, right?” Vil said snidely, seeming to not believe in the code we all swear to uphold.

“You know that’s right, and besides, Orishan Command gave us this second chance because they believe we were correct in sparing the Arjogun’s life,” I said.

“Schaumburg, you forgot the prime goal of any Orishan mission: Accomplish the objective, even if it means harming other beings,” Vil said. “Sometimes, as an Orishan in command of a Hug, you may even have to order another Orishan to enter harm’s way. You and I are both headed to Earth on separate missions. I, for one, have no intention of endangering the life of a member of my Hug just to save some miserable Earthling, or even worse, an enemy Arjogun agent!”

“You do what you have to do, Vil,” I said. “Just leave me in peace.”

“Listen to me, Schaumburg!” Vil continued, even though I wished to end the conversation.“Earthlings are evil malcontents who slaughter every other species on their own planet for sport. They do not deserve to continue to exist. I am baffled when I hear the Elders of the Order of The Golden Paw spout off about how much potential Earthlings have. Bah! We should let the Arjogun just conquer their planet and be done with them!”

With that, Vil left for his space ship. I wondered to myself why he was coming out of the hangar where the Saturn IV was awaiting our departure. None of my crew had boarded yet...




Jose stopped reading for a moment. He watched Leni take out a specially carved bar of white chocolate and give it to the Paw after reviving him by pressing his right paw. The chocolate bar was in the shape of a bear, cap and all, like the Paw in miniature.



"Here, this Remembear I fashioned with magic should restore your memories,” Leni said feeding it to the Paw. “Eat up!”

Jose watched as the Paw slowly sat up. As he ate the Remembear bar, recognition seemed to come over the super bear’s eyes and face.

“Leni,” he said, hugging her very warmly. “Thank you.” “No sweat,” Leni said. “You didn’t think I would let you forget your own wife, did you?”

“How about another hug?” the Paw said.

“You’re always trolling for hugs, husband,” Leni said to the Paw.

“You know what I always say, ‘Everyone can always use another hug’.”

They hugged again warmly for a long time.

“I love you, Schaumburg,” she said, a tear streaming down her furry cheek.

[image: Scoop Schaumburg works as a reporter for The Daily Times.He often reports on the adventures of the Paw,  though he secretly is The Paw.]





Part Two

The Conspiracy Begins


Chapter 4



The saucer crashes in New Mexican desert




In the office of Versailles Bureau, Jose continued to reading the diary out loud:

	Commanders, after reaching the space-time funnel, we were quickly on our way to Earth’s solar system destined to hit their atmosphere, the H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit connected to the ship cloaking us to the human populace.
	Our mission: Find out why the Arjogun have secretly journeyed to Earth and what they are planning. In our previous encounters with the Arjogun, we know they plan to rule the known universe, favoring logic over emotions. Their colorless gray skin exemplifies their colorless souls, which know no art, no music, and no joy - only warfare. They wish to enslave all sentient beings so they can continue to add weapons factory planets to their vast confederation of slave worlds. Since we suspect the Arjogun have similar plans for Earth, we are to investigate and stop them, keeping our existence secret from the humans. Humans stand twice the height of an average Arjogun, and Orishans are half the size of an average Arjogun foot soldier. Earth has attracted the attention of the Arjogun because the Earthlings set off an atomic explosion two years ago and are now testing bigger and more destructive atomic devices.
	Despite Vil’s objections, I still believe the members of the Mystical Order of The Golden Paw are right to believe in the prime law: Treat all other beings as you would have them treat you. That universal law, which the Arjogun seem to violate every chance they get, is the reason the Orisha have been able to evade the Arjogun and save countless planets from them in the past. I hope we can save the Earth.







Captain Schaumburg Harmony, reporting from deep space.

	“Wow!” Jose said. “These teddy bears really are space aliens! My parents aren’t crazy!”
	“What’s Jose doing reading my diary?” Schaumburg still wearing the garb of the Paw asked.
	“He’s seen too much, Schaumy,” Leni said. “So we brought Jose into the loop.” She looked over at Jose with a slight smile on her face.
	Schaumburg waddled over and sat down cross-legged on the floor, as Leni and Mardi Gras sat down beside him.
	Even though Sam knew the stories of how the aliens crash- landed on Earth more than 50 years ago, it still transfixed him.
	“We were on our way to Earth, and on the 23rd day of our journey we pierced the planet’s atmosphere with no great difficulties,” Schaumburg continued.
	“On this mission, Louis was acting as main pilot, with Leni serving as navigator. He steered the craft toward our destination: Pawtropolis, Illinois. The ship’s H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit had been installed to provide a cloak to the ship.”
	As Schaumburg told his story, he lifted up his left paw, showing Jose a two-inch white bunny rabbit. “This is a H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit. He is a Hand Activated Radix with Electronic Yashmac. He is very versatile. Although I think he was damaged slightly in the crash.”
	Jose thought about the description of H.A.R.V.E.Y. but gave it no mind and figured he would ask for an elaboration later. He continued reading Schaumburg’s journal which had switched more to a fictional prose style rather than journal entries.



Electro Magnetic Pulse Stops Schaumy’s Mission Before it Starts

	Schaumburg sat at the Captain’s station, monitoring Lou’s maneuvering of the ship at supersonic speeds as the outside of the hull turned a bright reddish orange from the friction of entering Earth’s atmosphere. Schaumburg’s little sister Chocolate was seated at the health station, monitoring the health of the crew during the landing.
	Leni turned to Schaumburg.
	“We will arrive in Pawtropolis at precisely 11:30 p.m., Earth time, and be able to land at the Central Portal, where the Better Bear Bureau headquarters is located,” she reported.
	“Start the landing sequence Lou,” Schaumburg ordered.
	Red and white lights started blinking on and off with the control panels sparking. White smoke began to spew from beneath the panels. The ship lurched to one side.
	“What hit us?!” Schaumburg said raising his voice.
	“I don’t know,” Louis reported. “I’ve..I’ve lost control, Captain. I can’t steer us at all!”
	The ship slammed sharply into a starboard angle, throwing all four Orishans out of their seats.
	“We were hit with an electromagnetic pulse,” the H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit spoke.
	“From outside the ship? From Earth? How could they see us?” Schaumburg asked haphazardly.
	“The pulse generated from within the Saturn IV vessel,” the H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit said, just as the ship lurched in the opposite direction, throwing all four across the bridge, sliding on the smooth
floor.
	“None of our monitors are functioning!” Chocolate yelled as she crawled from the floor back to the health station. She was noticeably bruised.
	“I have no control here either, Schaumy,” Leni remarked as she tried to handle her station.
	“Can you cast a spell to try and stabilize the ship?!”
	“I’ll try” she said and started to cast a spell.
	“Captain, the software in our computer has gone haywire!” Chocolate called out. “It is showing we are all dead! A message has already been transmitted to the B.B.B. Indicating our deaths!”
	Lou looked at Chocolate, worried.
	Chocolate threw back a look of reassurance to Louis.
	“We’ll be ok,” Chocolate told Louis. “My brother Schaumburg will get us out of this fix.”
	“The H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit is a...sophisticated hand-held... device with a cloaking too...as well as other handy ...” the H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit stuttered with sparks flying from his little eye sockets.
	The ship lurched in the opposite direction again, violently throwing the occupants against the opposite bulkhead.
	“Why is our H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit going crazy?!” Leni shouted as she stood back up running to her station.
	“Lou, can you get manual control over this ship?!” Schaumburg called over the roar of the noise from the ship as well as the H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit stuttering. Schaumburg crawled to his station
to try and help Louis stabilize the controls.
	The ship lurched again soaring 30,000 feet above the surface. It was falling fast through the atmosphere. Leni, with some use of her casting skills, managed to take some control over the ship, as it started to descend over the New Mexico desert. She barely noticed a digital map on one of the consoles off to the side making out the english word, Roswell.
	“Some of the tools a standard H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit ... is equipped with includes a special ... temporal displacement, which allows ... the wearer to pass through solid objects ...” the H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit stating as it continued babbling.
	The disk-shaped ship quickly plunged to the New Mexico desert floor, bouncing and skipping along the sand as if it were a stone skipping on water.
	“Go into suspended hibernation!” Schaumburg ordered. “The stiff condition will protect us from the crash!”
	All complied. The Orishans flew violently through the air as the ship was abruptly stopped by a force hitting it’s outside outer hull.

∆∆∆

Jose stopped reading fascinated by what he had just read.
	“So how come you guys don‘t look 50 years older?” he asked.
	Schaumburg raised himself off the floor with his paws, waddled to a filing cabinet in Sam’s office and pulled out a folder of yellowed clippings.
	“Read this, my young friend,” said the Paw as handed Jose a clipping from The Daily Times of Pawtropolis. It had a date of July 3, 1947 on the byline:




IT’S RAINING TEDDY BEARS IN NEW MEXICO





By Perry Purple
Cub Reporter
The Daily Time of Pawtropolis

ROSWELL, NEW MEXICO - One of our Orishan ships crashed in the desert near the human town of Roswell, New Mexico last night, and four Orishan agents were seen strewn around the wreckage. Alerted by a monitoring device in my managing editor’s office, I traveled to the scene before any humans discovered the wreck, taking photographs, and determined that all four Orishans were okay. They remained stiff in a state of suspended hibernation. I reached out to the B.B.B. for instructions via a radio that I had brought along.
	I was informed that my first priority was to secure the vessel so that the natives of Earth could not steal Orishan technology. As we all know, our technology is far too advanced to fall into a pre-space faring civilization.
	I boarded the vessel, found the H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit still intact and separated it from the ship. It was sparking a bit, but seemed functional. I hopped outside the crashed ship and strapped the H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit on the ship’s commander’s paw, knowing the commander can use its cloaking technology, if need be.
	All the Orishans were dressed in their standard silver flight pressure suits, but some of them had lost their flight helmets.
	The ship, Saturn IV, had smashed against a cliff face in the desert. There were no humans around at this point. I jumped back onboard the wrecked ship. I initiated a self-destruct instruction in the still working ship’s radix computer center from one of the four keyboard panels still intact.

As I set the self-destruct, I heard a military Jeep (an Earth land ship) approaching, I pulled the four bodies to safety just before the Orishan ship exploded, scattering flying debris across the desert’s floor.
	Just as I was about to carry the four Orishans away to my waiting car, two humans jumped from the vehicle, their weapons drawn on me.
	“Back away from those bodies,” one officer called to me.
	My first thought was to freeze in suspended hibernation, but in a split second, I changed my mind.
	I dropped the bodies and ran for my car. Shots rang out after me. I felt several bullets whizz by me, one knocking my radio from my belt. But, I managed to escape to my car unharmed and drove away unmolested. They did not pursue me.
	I looked back to watch the humans picked up the four Orishans and placed them in their Jeep.  Then they hoisted parts of the ship aboard the Jeep as well. The radio receiver in my vehicle sputtered as I heard the humans speaking. Their bullets must have damaged my radio when it was shot out of my paw. It didn’t stop it from broadcasting their words to my receiver.
	“These aliens look just like teddy bears,” I heard one human say. “That other one looked like a teddy bear, too. And it drove off in a miniature car? Is this some kind of gag?”
	“Orders are orders, Charlie,” I heard another human as they grunted and groaned, lifting pieces of the wrecked ship to the back end of their Jeep.
	I turned back around and followed from a huge distance. The Army jeep headed towards a nearby U.S. Army Air Force base with what remained of the ship and our Orishan kinsmen.
	I knew I had to get the Orishans out of there, fearing that the humans would try to do a medical autopsy on them if they did not think they were just toy bears.
	I took out my B.B.B.-standard issue pocketknife and cut through a portion of the fence outside the base, and slithered to the medical building where the Orishans remained incarcerated.
	All four Orishans lay stiff as boards on top of one bed designed for a human.
	I crept up on the bed, cautiously woke each one, introduced myself as Perry Purple, correspondent for The Daily Times of Pawtropolis, and instructed them to use the Teddy Bear Zone under the bed to escape to Pawtropolis.
	But before they could journey to Pawtropolis, things went wrong. A doctor with a name tag “Dr. M. Feinberg, United States Army Air Force Medical Corps,” came in and pulled out a pistol, pointing it at Chocolate, one of the females.
	“Hold it right there, you... things!” shouted the human aiming his pistol at Chocolate’s head.
	“Take our Hug far, far away in time and space,” Leni chanted. “Swish us away to a place that’s safe so we can znvestigate our case.” I watched as the four Orishans evaporated from existence.
	The human stood amazed at what he had just witnessed. That gave me the element of surprise allowing me to scamper safety though a Teddy Bear Zone portal under the vacated bed. I was returned to the newspaper office here in Pawtropolis.
	I have no idea what that human doctor told his superiors which may need to be followed up at a later time. As of this reporting no news has been reported to the whereabouts of the missing Hug group.
	The Daily Times of Pawtropolis will report any further developments as we receive them.




“Jeez, this would make a great science fiction movie,” Jose said, mesmerized by this addition to the story. 

“Yeah, and our H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit has never been the same since that crash,” Leni said. “Sometimes I wish Perry hadn’t rescued it for us.”

“If you remember, the crash caused the H.A.R.V.E.Y. unit to signal the Better Bear Bureau that we were all dead,” Schaumburg continued. “That’s why they never issued us our License To Hug, Mardi Gras. Actually, after we contacted the BBB in 1999, they told us to remain ‘dead’ and gave us a new mission. At the time, we did not know that Vil was not who he said he was.”

“You mean a spy bear among the alien teddy bears?”
	Schaumburg waddled back over to Jose. He placed his left paw gently on Jose’s shoulder.

“That, my young friend, is another story, and in part why your life is still in danger,” Schaumburg said, cryptically.

“What was it like to time travel?” Jose asked.

“Let me read this log entry,” Schaumburg replied taking back his diary.

Captain’s Log, supplemental:
To Orishan High Command,




Although I know some of you have time-traveled before, I must say the experience was beary unsettling.
My wife created a time storm with her magic. At first, a glowing mist appeared all around the four of us out of nowhere. The mists were colored greenish-yellow. We all heard humming and buzzing noises.

I could feel a tingling paralysis, like we were all struck by lightning. Then we seemed to hear a rushing noise. Finally, we felt like we were floating out of space and time. It seemed like for us, all time had stopped. We awoke in a strange human apartment, slightly dazed. It is a good thing the human who inhabited the dwelling was asleep at the time.




“Okay, Paw. What strange human’s apartment did you guys awake in?” Jose asked.

“For that story, I will take over,” Sam said. “I remember it very clearly as if it were yesterday. It was my 32nd birthday, Nov. 23, 1999,” Sam said.

“I had just come back from dinner with my managing editor, Izzie Feinberg. Izzie was saying I should settle down and marry someone. I was resisting.”



[image: The Hug of four Orishan agents crash-landed in Roswell,  New Mexico,July 2, 1947.From the archives of the Knights in Blue Satin.]


Chapter 5




Close encounters of a teddy bear kind





You’re getting too old,” Izzie said. “You should find a good woman and start your own family.” Sam’s face distorted as he thought of the prospect of children.






	“I’m really not a kid-person,” Sam told Izzie. “Besides, I’m too shy. Look at me. My frame is a slight of build, I’m no athlete. I wear glasses. What girl would want me anyway?” 

“You’ll never know until you start asking them out,” Izzie replied taking a slip of coffee. He placed his cup down and pointed to Sam. “Why did you break up with Amy, anyway? Say, how about that widow from the museum, Cheryl Cruz? You’re doing that feature about her as curator at the George Washington Museum. Some would say she’s pretty.”

“She thinks she’s still married,” Sam said. “Besides, she already has a kid.”

“All the better. Most of the hard part’s already done in raising that one,” Izzie said with experience. Izzie had raised three children, all grown adults now. Sam just rolled his eyes. 

“Thanks for the thought but I’m doing fine on my own. It’s easier this way.”




After dinner, Sam headed back headed back his apartment in Streator. He had his excitement for the week and did what he usually did when he wanted to relax: settled down to read a good science fiction book. Sam had just plunged into Asimov’s Foundation series.

Fatigue overtook him and he began falling asleep on the couch. An hour later and picked himself off the comfy cushions and went to bed. 

Sam was in a light sleep when he awoke to scuffling, and growling voices around midnight. He slowly sat up in the bed listening to detect where the sound came from. Though he didn’t want to, he rose nonchalantly out of bed and headed to track down the sounds. Sam tiredly flipped on lights in the living room before determining the noises must be coming from his kitchen.

He went to the kitchen, turned on the light and the noises stopped.

Sam slowly opened up the kitchen cabinets, thinking some sort of animal might jump out at him in alarm at being disturbed. After opening several cabinets throughout his tiny kitchen, he found nothing out of the ordinary.

Sam decided to return to bed.

After a few minutes, the scuffling sounds started up again.

This time he got up, a little bit more hurried, and angrier.

“What the heck is going on?!” he asked under his breath. “I’m trying to sleep here!”

He heard the noises again in the same place, the kitchen. He went in, opened up the kitchen cabinet under the sink. There were bags under there. He moved the bags around. Nothing happened. No noise. 

“Jeez louise!”

Sam went back to his room and tried to sleep once again.

A few minutes later, he heard a shuffling noise 
Sam jumped out of bed grabbing a baseball bat out of his closet and slowly moved toward the kitchen with it raised over his head, trying not to alert the intruder to his presence.

He jumped into the kitchen entrance hoping to startle his would be intruder. No one was there. He rushed to open the cabinet under the sink thinking it could now be an animal trapped. At first he heard nothing.

Sam suddenly heard a growl, and then jumped back in surprise.

Sam quickly bent down to crawl into the cabinet. “Whoever or whatever you are, I’m not an easy target!” he shouted.

He pointed his bat into the cabinet in a menacing way then heard a blood-curdling scream. Sam, startled, jumped, hit his head on the top of the sink, then scrambled backwards out of the cabinet.
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