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  MR AND MRS Brown first met Paddington on a railway platform. In fact, that was how he came to have such an unusual name for a bear, for Paddington was the name of the station.


  The Browns were there to meet their daughter Judy, who was coming home from school for the holidays. It was a warm summer day and the station was crowded with people on their way to the seaside. Trains were humming, loudspeakers blaring, porters rushing about shouting at one another, and altogether there was so much noise that Mr Brown, who saw him first, had to tell his wife several times before she understood.


  “A bear? On Paddington station?” Mrs Brown looked at her husband in amazement. “Don’t be silly, Henry. There can’t be!”


  Mr Brown adjusted his glasses. “But there is,” he insisted. “I distinctly saw it. Over there – near the bicycle rack. It was wearing a funny kind of hat.”


  Without waiting for a reply he caught hold of his wife’s arm and pushed her through the crowd, round a trolley laden with chocolate and cups of tea, past a bookstall, and through a gap in a pile of suitcases towards the Lost Property Office.


  “There you are,” he announced triumphantly, pointing towards a dark corner, “I told you so!”


  Mrs Brown followed the direction of his arm and dimly made out a small, furry object in the shadows. It seemed to be sitting on some kind of suitcase and around its neck there was a label with some writing on it. The suitcase was old and battered and on the side, in large letters, were the words WANTED ON VOYAGE.


  Mrs Brown clutched at her husband. “Why, Henry,” she exclaimed. “I believe you were right after all. It is a bear!”


  She peered at it more closely. It seemed a very unusual kind of bear. It was brown in colour, a rather dirty brown, and it was wearing a most odd-looking hat, with a wide brim, just as Mr Brown had said. From beneath the brim two large, round eyes stared back at her.


  Seeing that something was expected of it the bear stood up and politely raised its hat, revealing two black ears. “Good afternoon,” it said, in a small, clear voice.


  “Er… good afternoon,” replied Mr Brown, doubtfully. There was a moment of silence.


  The bear looked at them inquiringly. “Can I help you?”


  Mr Brown looked rather embarrassed. “Well… no. Er… as a matter of fact, we were wondering if we could help you.”


  Mrs Brown bent down. “You’re a very small bear,” she said.


  The bear puffed out its chest. “I’m a very rare sort of bear,” he replied importantly. “There aren’t many of us left where I come from.”


  “And where is that?” asked Mrs Brown.


  The bear looked round carefully before replying. “Darkest Peru. I’m not really supposed to be here at all. I’m a stowaway!”


  “A stowaway?” Mr Brown lowered his voice and looked anxiously over his shoulder. He almost expected to see a policeman standing behind him with a notebook and pencil, taking everything down.


  “Yes,” said the bear. “I emigrated, you know.” A sad expression came into its eyes. “I used to live with my Aunt Lucy in Peru, but she had to go into a home for retired bears.”


  “You don’t mean to say you’ve come all the way from South America by yourself?” exclaimed Mrs Brown.


  The bear nodded. “Aunt Lucy always said she wanted me to emigrate when I was old enough. That’s why she taught me to speak English.”


  “But whatever did you do for food?” asked Mr Brown. “You must be starving.”


  Bending down, the bear unlocked the suitcase with a small key, which it also had round its neck, and brought out an almost empty glass jar. “I ate marmalade,” he said, rather proudly. “Bears like marmalade. And I lived in a lifeboat.”


  “But what are you going to do now?” said Mr Brown. “You can’t just sit on Paddington station waiting for something to happen.”


  “Oh, I shall be all right… I expect.” The bear bent down to do up its case again. As he did so Mrs Brown caught a glimpse of the writing on the label. It said, simply, PLEASE LOOK AFTER THIS BEAR. THANK YOU.


  She turned appealingly to her husband. “Oh, Henry, what shall we do? We can’t just leave him here. There’s no knowing what might happen to him. London’s such a big place when you’ve nowhere to go. Can’t he come and stay with us for a few days?”


  Mr Brown hesitated. “But Mary, dear, we can’t take him… not just like that. After all…”


  “After all, what?” Mrs Brown’s voice had a firm note to it. She looked down at the bear. “He is rather sweet. And he’d be such company for Jonathan and Judy. Even if it’s only for a little while. They’d never forgive us if they knew you’d left him here.”


  “It all seems highly irregular,” said Mr Brown, doubtfully. “I’m sure there’s a law about it.” He bent down. “Would you like to come and stay with us?” he asked. “That is,” he added, hastily, not wishing to offend the bear, “if you’ve nothing else planned.”


  The bear jumped and his hat nearly fell off with excitement. “Oooh, yes, please. I should like that very much. I’ve nowhere to go and everyone seems in such a hurry.”


  “Well, that’s settled then,” said Mrs Brown, before her husband could change his mind. “And you can have marmalade for breakfast every morning, and–” she tried hard to think of something else that bears might like.


  “Every morning?” The bear looked as if it could hardly believe its ears. “I only had it on special occasions at home. Marmalade’s very expensive in Darkest Peru.”


  “Then you shall have it every morning starting tomorrow,” continued Mrs Brown. “And honey on Sunday.”


  A worried expression came over the bear’s face. “Will it cost very much?” he asked. “You see, I haven’t very much money.”


  “Of course not. We wouldn’t dream of charging you anything. We shall expect you to be one of the family, shan’t we, Henry?” Mrs Brown looked at her husband for support.


  “Of course,” said Mr Brown. “By the way,” he added, “if you are coming home with us you’d better know our names. This is Mrs Brown and I’m Mr Brown.”


  The bear raised its hat politely – twice.“ I haven’t really got a name,” he said. “Only a Peruvian one which no one can understand.”


  “Then we’d better give you an English one,” said Mrs Brown. “It’ll make things much easier.” She looked round the station for inspiration. “It ought to be something special,” she said thoughtfully. As she spoke an engine standing in one of the platforms gave a loud wail and a train began to move. “I know what!” she exclaimed. “We found you on Paddington station so we’ll call you Paddington!”


  “Paddington!” The bear repeated it several times to make sure. “It seems a very long name.”


  “Quite distinguished,” said Mr Brown. “Yes, I like Paddington as a name. Paddington it shall be.”


  Mrs Brown stood up. “Good. Now, Paddington, I have to meet our little daughter, Judy, off the train. She’s coming home from school. I’m sure you must be thirsty after your long journey, so you go along to the buffet with Mr Brown and he’ll buy you a nice cup of tea.”


  Paddington licked his lips. “I’m very thirsty,” he said. “Sea water makes you thirsty.” He picked up his suitcase, pulled his hat down firmly over his head, and waved a paw politely in the direction of the buffet. “After you, Mr Brown.”


  “Er… thank you, Paddington,” said Mr Brown.


  “Now, Henry, look after him,” Mrs Brown called after them. “And for goodness’ sake, when you get a moment, take that label off his neck. It makes him look like a parcel. I’m sure he’ll get put in a luggage van or something if a porter sees him.”


  The buffet was crowded when they entered but Mr Brown managed to find a table for two in a corner. By standing on a chair Paddington could just rest his paws comfortably on the glass top. He looked around with interest while Mr Brown went to fetch the tea. The sight of everyone eating reminded him of how hungry he felt. There was a half-eaten bun on the table but just as he reached out his paw a waitress came up and swept it into a pan.


  “You don’t want that, dearie,” she said, giving him a friendly pat. “You don’t know where it’s been.”


  Paddington felt so empty he didn’t really mind where it had been but he was much too polite to say anything.


  “Well, Paddington,” said Mr Brown, as he placed two steaming cups of tea on the table and a plate piled high with cakes. “How’s that to be going on with?”


  Paddington’s eyes glistened. “It’s very nice, thank you,” he exclaimed, eyeing the tea doubtfully. “But it’s rather hard drinking out of a cup. I usually get my head stuck, or else my hat falls in and makes it taste nasty.”


  Mr Brown hesitated. “Then you’d better give your hat to me. I’ll pour the tea into a saucer for you. It’s not really done in the best circles, but I’m sure no one will mind just this once.”


  Paddington removed his hat and laid it carefully on the table while Mr Brown poured out the tea. He looked hungrily at the cakes, in particular at a large cream-and-jam one which Mr Brown placed on a plate in front of him.


  “There you are, Paddington,” he said. “I’m sorry they haven’t any marmalade ones, but they were the best I could get.”


  “I’m glad I emigrated,” said Paddington, as he reached out a paw and pulled the plate nearer. “Do you think anyone would mind if I stood on the table to eat?”


  Before Mr Brown could answer he had climbed up and placed his right paw firmly on the bun. It was a very large bun, the biggest and stickiest Mr Brown had been able to find, and in a matter of moments most of the inside found its way on to Paddington’s whiskers. People started to nudge each other and began staring in their direction. Mr Brown wished he had chosen a plain, ordinary bun, but he wasn’t very experienced in the ways of bears. He stirred his tea and looked out of the window, pretending he had tea with a bear on Paddington station every day of his life.
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  “Henry!” The sound of his wife’s voice brought him back to earth with a start. “Henry, whatever are you doing to that poor bear? Look at him! He’s covered all over with cream and jam.”


  Mr Brown jumped up in confusion. “He seemed rather hungry,” he answered, lamely.


  Mrs Brown turned to her daughter. “This is what happens when I leave your father alone for five minutes.”


  Judy clapped her hands excitedly. “Oh, Daddy, is he really going to stay with us?”


  “If he does,” said Mrs Brown, “I can see someone other than your father will have to look after him. Just look at the mess he’s in!”


  Paddington, who all this time had been too interested in his bun to worry about what was going on, suddenly became aware that people were talking about him. He looked up to see that Mrs Brown had been joined by a little girl, with laughing blue eyes and long, fair hair. He jumped up, meaning to raise his hat, and in his haste slipped on a patch of strawberry jam which somehow or other had found its way on to the glass table-top. For a brief moment he had a dizzy impression of everything and everyone being upside down. He waved his paws wildly in the air and then, before anyone could catch him, he somersaulted backwards and landed with a splash in his saucer of tea. He jumped up even quicker than he had sat down, because the tea was still very hot, and promptly stepped into Mr Brown’s cup.
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  Judy threw back her head and laughed until the tears rolled down her face. “Oh, Mummy, isn’t he funny!” she cried.


  Paddington, who didn’t think it at all funny, stood for a moment with one foot on the table and the other in Mr Brown’s tea. There were large patches of white cream all over his face, and on his left ear there was a lump of strawberry jam.


  “You wouldn’t think,” said Mrs Brown, “that anyone could get in such a state with just one bun.”


  Mr Brown coughed. He had just caught the stern eye of a waitress on the other side of the counter. “Perhaps,” he said, “we’d better go. I’ll see if I can find a taxi.” He picked up Judy’s belongings and hurried outside.


  Paddington stepped gingerly off the table and, with a last look at the sticky remains of his bun, climbed down on to the floor.


  Judy took one of his paws. “Come along, Paddington. We’ll take you home and you can have a nice hot bath. Then you can tell me all about South America. I’m sure you must have had lots of wonderful adventures.”


  “I have,” said Paddington earnestly. “Lots. Things are always happening to me. I’m that sort of bear.”


  When they came out of the buffet Mr Brown had already found a taxi and he waved them across. The driver looked hard at Paddington and then at the inside of his nice, clean taxi.


  “Bears is extra,” he said gruffly. “Sticky bears is twice as much again.”


  “He can’t help being sticky, driver,” said Mr Brown. “He’s just had a nasty accident.”


  The driver hesitated. “All right, ’op in. But mind none of it comes off on me interior. I only cleaned it out this morning.”


  The Browns trooped obediently into the back of the taxi. Mr and Mrs Brown and Judy sat in the back, while Paddington stood on a tip-up seat behind the driver so that he could see out of the window.


  The sun was shining as they drove out of the station and after the gloom and the noise everything seemed bright and cheerful. They swept past a group of people at a bus stop and Paddington waved. Several people stared and one man raised his hat in return. It was all very friendly. After weeks of sitting alone in a lifeboat there was so much to see. There were people and cars and big, red buses everywhere – it wasn’t a bit like Darkest Peru.


  Paddington kept one eye out of the window in case he missed anything. With his other eye he carefully examined Mr and Mrs Brown and Judy. Mr Brown was fat and jolly, with a big moustache and glasses, while Mrs Brown, who was also rather plump, looked like a larger edition of Judy. Paddington had just decided he was going to like staying with the Browns when the glass window behind the driver shot back and a gruff voice said, “Where did you say you wanted to go?”


  Mr Brown leaned forward. “Number thirty-two, Windsor Gardens.”


  The driver cupped his ear with one hand. “Can’t ’ear you,” he shouted.


  Paddington tapped him on the shoulder. “Number thirty-two, Windsor Gardens,” he repeated.


  The taxi driver jumped at the sound of Paddington’s voice and narrowly missed hitting a bus. He looked down at his shoulder and glared. “Cream!” he said, bitterly. “All over me new coat!”


  Judy giggled and Mr and Mrs Brown exchanged glances. Mr Brown peered at the meter. He half expected to see a sign go up saying they had to pay another fifty pence.


  “I beg your pardon,” said Paddington. He bent forward and tried to rub the stain off with his other paw. Several bun crumbs and a smear of jam added themselves mysteriously to the taxi driver’s coat. The driver gave Paddington a long, hard look.


  Paddington raised his hat and the driver slammed the window shut again.


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “We really shall have to give him a bath as soon as we get indoors. It’s getting everywhere.”


  Paddington looked thoughtful. It wasn’t so much that he didn’t like baths; he really didn’t mind being covered with jam and cream. It seemed a pity to wash it all off quite so soon. But before he had time to consider the matter the taxi stopped and the Browns began to climb out. Paddington picked up his suitcase and followed Judy up a flight of white steps to a big green door.


  [image: ]


  “Now you’re going to meet Mrs Bird,” said Judy. “She looks after us. She’s a bit fierce sometimes and she grumbles a lot but she doesn’t really mean it. I’m sure you’ll like her.”


  Paddington felt his knees begin to tremble. He looked round for Mr and Mrs Brown, but they appeared to be having some sort of argument with the taxi driver. Behind the door he could hear footsteps approaching.


  “I’m sure I shall like her, if you say so,” he said, catching sight of his reflection on the brightly polished letterbox. “But will she like me?”
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  PADDINGTON WASN’T QUITE sure what to expect when Mrs Bird opened the door. He was pleasantly surprised when they were greeted by a stout, motherly lady with grey hair and a kindly twinkle in her eyes. When she saw Judy she raised her hands above her head. “Goodness gracious, you’ve arrived already,” she said, in horror. “And me hardly finished the washing up. I suppose you’ll be wanting tea?”


  “Hallo, Mrs Bird,” said Judy. “It’s nice to see you again. How’s the rheumatism?”


  “Worse than it’s ever been,” began Mrs Bird – then she stopped speaking and stared at Paddington. “Whatever have you got there?” she asked. “What is it?”


  “It’s not a what,” said Judy. “It’s a bear. His name’s Paddington.”


  Paddington raised his hat.


  “A bear,” said Mrs Bird, doubtfully. “Well, he has good manners, I’ll say that for him.”


  “He’s going to stay with us,” announced Judy. “He’s emigrated from South America and he’s all alone with nowhere to go.”


  “Going to stay with us?” Mrs Bird raised her arms again. “How long for?”


  Judy looked round mysteriously before replying. “I don’t know,” she said. “It depends on things.”


  “Mercy me,” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “I wish you’d told me. I haven’t put clean sheets in the spare room or anything.” She looked down at Paddington. “Though judging by the state he’s in perhaps that’s as well.”


  “It’s all right, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington. “I think I’m going to have a bath. I had an accident with a bun.”


  “Oh!” Mrs Bird held the door open. “Oh, well in that case you’d best come on in. Only mind the carpet. It’s just been done.”


  Judy took hold of Paddington’s paw and squeezed.”She doesn’t mind really,” she whispered. “I think she rather likes you.”


  Paddington watched the retreating figure of Mrs Bird. “She seems a bit fierce,” he said.


  Mrs Bird turned. “What was that you said?”


  Paddington jumped. “I… I…” he began.


  “Where was it you said you’d come from? Peru?”


  “That’s right,” said Paddington. “Darkest Peru.”


  “Humph!” Mrs Bird looked thoughtful for a moment. “Then I expect you like marmalade. I’d better get some more from the grocer.”


  “There you are! What did I tell you?” cried Judy, as the door shut behind Mrs Bird. “She does like you.”


  “Fancy her knowing I like marmalade,” said Paddington.


  “Mrs Bird knows everything about everything,” said Judy. “Now, you’d better come upstairs with me and I’ll show you your room. It used to be mine when I was small and it has lots of pictures of bears round the wall so I expect you’ll feel at home.” She led the way up a long flight of stairs, chattering all the time. Paddington followed closely behind, keeping carefully to the side so that he didn’t have to tread on the carpet.


  “That’s the bathroom,” said Judy. “And that’s my room. And that’s Jonathan’s – he’s my brother, and you’ll meet him soon. And that’s Mummy and Daddy’s.” She opened a door. “And this is going to be yours!”


  Paddington nearly fell over with surprise when he followed her into the room. He’d never seen such a big one. There was a large bed with white sheets against one wall and several big boxes, one with a mirror on it. Judy pulled open a drawer in one of the boxes. “This is called a chest of drawers,” she said. “You’ll be able to keep all your things in here.”


  Paddington looked at the drawer and then at his suitcase. “I don’t seem to have very much. That’s the trouble with being small – no one ever expects you to want things.”


  “Then we shall have to see what we can do,” said Judy, mysteriously. “I’ll try and get Mummy to take you on one of her shopping expeditions.” She knelt down beside him. “Let me help you to unpack.”


  “It’s very kind of you.” Paddington fumbled with the lock. “But I don’t think there’s much to help me with. There’s a jar of marmalade – only there’s hardly any left now and what there is tastes of seaweed. And my scrapbook. And some centavos – they’re a sort of South American penny.”


  “Gosh!” said Judy. “I’ve never seen any of those before. Aren’t they bright!”


  “Oh, I keep them polished,” said Paddington. “I don’t spend them.” He pulled out a tattered photograph. “And that’s a picture of my Aunt Lucy. She had it taken just before she went into the home for retired bears in Lima.”


  “She looks very nice,” said Judy. “And very wise.” Seeing that Paddington had a sad, far-away look in his eyes, she added hastily, “Well, I’m going to leave you now, so that you can have your bath and come down nice and clean. You’ll find two taps, one marked hot and one marked cold. There’s plenty of soap and a clean towel. Oh, and a brush so that you can scrub your back.”


  “It sounds very complicated,” said Paddington. “Can’t I just sit in a puddle or something?”


  Judy laughed. “Somehow I don’t think Mrs Bird would approve of that! And don’t forget to wash your ears. They look awfully black.”


  “They’re meant to be black,” Paddington called indignantly, as Judy shut the door.


  He climbed up on to a stool by the window and looked out. There was a large, interesting garden below, with a small pond and several trees which looked good for climbing. Beyond the trees he could see some more houses stretching away into the distance. He decided it must be wonderful living in a house like this all the time. He stayed where he was, thinking about it, until the window became steamed up and he couldn’t see out any more. Then he tried writing his name on the cloudy part with his paws. He began to wish it wasn’t quite so long, as he soon ran out of cloud and it was rather difficult to spell.


  “All the same” – he climbed on to the dressing-table and looked at himself in the mirror – “it’s a very important name. And I don’t expect there are many bears in the world called Paddington!”


  If he’d only known, Judy was saying exactly the same thing to Mr Brown at that very moment. The Browns were holding a council of war in the dining-room, and Mr Brown was fighting a losing battle. It had been Judy’s idea in the first place to keep Paddington. In this she not only had Jonathan on her side but also her mother. Jonathan had yet to meet Paddington but the idea of having a bear in the family appealed to him. It sounded very important.


  “After all, Henry,” argued Mrs Brown, “you can’t turn him out now. It wouldn’t be right.”


  Mr Brown sighed. He knew when he was beaten. It wasn’t that he didn’t like the idea of keeping Paddington. Secretly he was just as keen as anyone. But as head of the Brown household he felt he ought to consider the matter from every angle.


  “I’m sure we ought to report the matter to someone first,” he said.


  “I don’t see why, Dad,” cried Jonathan. “Besides, he might get arrested for being a stowaway if we do that.”


  Mrs Brown put down her knitting. “Jonathan’s right, Henry. We can’t let that happen. It’s not as if he’s done anything wrong. I’m sure he didn’t harm anyone travelling in a lifeboat like that.”


  “Then there’s the question of pocket money,” said Mr Brown, weakening. “I’m not sure how much pocket money to give a bear.”


  “He can have a pound a week, the same as the other children,” replied Mrs Brown.


  Mr Brown lit his pipe carefully before replying.


  “Well,” he said, “we’ll have to see what Mrs Bird has to say about it first, of course.”


  There was a triumphant chorus from the rest of the family.


  “You’d better ask her then,” said Mrs Brown, when the noise had died down. “It was your idea.”


  Mr Brown coughed. He was a little bit afraid of Mrs Bird and he wasn’t at all sure how she would take it. He was about to suggest they left it for a little while when the door opened and Mrs Bird herself came in with the tea things. She paused for a moment and looked round at the sea of expectant faces.


  “I suppose,” she said, “you want to tell me you’ve decided to keep that young Paddington.”


  “May we, Mrs Bird?” pleaded Judy. “Please! I’m sure he’ll be very good.”


  “Humph!” Mrs Bird put the tray down on the table. “That remains to be seen. Different people have different ideas about being good. All the same,” she hesitated at the door, “he looks the sort of bear that means well.”


  “Then you don’t mind, Mrs Bird?” Mr Brown asked her.


  Mrs Bird thought for a moment. “No. No, I don’t mind at all. I’ve always had a soft spot for bears myself. It’ll be nice to have one about the house.”


  “Well,” gasped Mrs Brown, as the door closed. “Whoever would have thought it!”


  “I expect it was because he raised his hat,” said Judy. “It made a good impression. Mrs Bird likes polite people.”


  Mrs Brown picked up her knitting again. “I suppose someone ought to write and tell his Aunt Lucy. I’m sure she’d like to know he’s safe.” She turned to Judy. “Perhaps it would be a nice thought if you and Jonathan wrote.”


  “By the way,” said Mr Brown, “come to think of it, where is Paddington? He’s not still up in his room, is he?”


  Judy looked up from the writing-desk, where she was searching for some notepaper. “Oh, he’s all right. He’s just having a bath.”


  “A bath!” Mrs Brown’s face took on a worried expression. “He’s rather small to be having a bath all by himself.”


  “Don’t fuss so, Mary,” grumbled Mr Brown, settling himself down in the armchair with a newspaper. “He’s probably having the time of his life.”


  Mr Brown was fairly near the truth when he said Paddington was probably having the time of his life. Unfortunately it wasn’t in quite the way he meant it. Blissfully unaware that his fate was being decided, Paddington was sitting in the middle of the bathroom floor drawing a map of South America with a tube of Mr Brown’s shaving cream.


  Paddington liked geography. At least, he liked his sort of geography, which meant seeing strange places and new people. Before he left South America on his long journey to England, his Aunt Lucy, who was a very wise old bear, had done her best to teach him all she knew. She had told him all about the places he would see on the way and she had spent many long hours reading to him about the people he would meet.


  It had been a long journey, half-way round the world, and so Paddington’s map occupied most of the bathroom floor and also used up most of Mr Brown’s shaving cream. With the little that was left he tried writing his new name again. He had several attempts and finally decided on PADINGTUN. It looked most important.


  [image: ]


  It wasn’t until a trickle of warm water landed on his nose that he realised the bath was full and was beginning to run over the side. With a sigh he climbed up on to the side of the bath, closed his eyes, held his nose with one paw, and jumped. The water was hot and soapy and much deeper than he had expected. In fact, he had to stand on tiptoe even to keep his nose above the surface.


  It was then that he had a nasty shock. It’s one thing getting into a bath. It’s quite another getting out, especially when the water comes up to your nose and the sides are slippery and your eyes are full of soap. He couldn’t even see to turn the taps off.


  He tried calling out “Help”, first in quite a quiet voice, then very loudly: “HELP! HELP!”


  He waited for a few moments but no one came. Suddenly he had an idea. What a good thing he was still wearing his hat! He took it off and began baling out the water.


  There were several holes in the hat because it was a very old one that had once belonged to his uncle, but if the water didn’t get much less, at least it didn’t get any more.
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  “That’s funny,” said Mr Brown, jumping up from his armchair and rubbing his forehead. “I could have sworn I felt a spot of water!”


  “Don’t be silly, dear. How could you?” Mrs Brown, busy with her knitting, didn’t even bother to look up.


  Mr Brown grunted and returned to his newspaper. He knew he had felt something, but there was no point in arguing. He looked suspiciously at the children, but both Judy and Jonathan were busy writing their letter.


  “How much does it cost to send a letter to Lima?” asked Jonathan.


  Judy was about to reply when another drop of water fell down from the ceiling, this time right on to the table.


  “Oh, gosh!” She jumped to her feet, pulling Jonathan after her. There was an ominous wet patch right over their heads and right underneath the bathroom!


  “Where are you going now, dear?” asked Mrs Brown.


  “Oh, just upstairs to see how Paddington’s getting on.” Judy pushed Jonathan through the door and shut it quickly behind them.


  “Crikey,” said Jonathan. “What’s up?”


  “It’s Paddington,” cried Judy over her shoulder as she rushed up the stairs. “I think he’s in trouble!”


  She ran along the landing and banged loudly on the bathroom door. “Are you all right, Paddington?” she shouted. “May we come in?”


  “HELP! HELP!” shouted Paddington.”Please come in. I think I’m going to drown!”


  “Oh, Paddington.” Judy leant over the side of the bath and helped Jonathan lift a dripping and very frightened Paddington on to the floor. “Oh, Paddington! Thank goodness you’re all right!”


  Paddington lay on his back in a pool of water. “What a good job I had my hat,” he panted. “Aunt Lucy told me never to be without it.”


  “But why on earth didn’t you pull the plug out, you silly?” said Judy.
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  “Oh!” Paddington looked crestfallen. “I… I never thought of that.”


  Jonathan looked admiringly at Paddington. “Crikey,” he said. “Fancy you making all this mess. Even I’ve never made as much mess as this!”


  Paddington sat up and looked around. The whole of the bathroom floor was covered in a sort of white foam where the hot water had landed on his map of South America. “It is a bit untidy,” he admitted. “I don’t really know how it got like that.”


  “Untidy!” Judy lifted him to his feet and wrapped a towel around him. “Paddington, we’ve all got a lot of work to do before we go downstairs again. If Mrs Bird sees this I don’t know what she’ll say.”


  “I do,” exclaimed Jonathan. “She says it to me sometimes.”


  Judy began wiping the floor with a cloth. “Now just you dry yourself quickly in case you catch cold.”


  Paddington began rubbing himself meekly with the towel. “I must say,” he remarked, looking at himself in the mirror. “I am a lot cleaner than I was. It doesn’t look like me at all!”


  Paddington did look much cleaner than when he had first arrived at the Browns. His fur, which was really quite light in colour and not dark brown as it had been, was standing out like a new brush, except that it was soft and silky. His nose gleamed and his ears had lost all traces of the jam and cream. He was so much cleaner that when he arrived downstairs and entered the dining-room some time later, everyone pretended not to recognise him.


  “The tradesmen’s entrance is at the side,” said Mr Brown, from behind the paper.


  Mrs Brown put down her knitting and stared at him. “I think you must have come to the wrong house,” she said. “This is number thirty-two not thirty-four!”


  Even Jonathan and Judy agreed there must be some mistake. Paddington began to get quite worried until they all burst out laughing and said how nice he looked now that he was brushed and combed and respectable.
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  They made room for him in a small armchair by the fire and Mrs Bird came in with another pot of tea and a plate of hot, buttered toast.


  “Now, Paddington,” said Mr Brown, when they were all settled. “Suppose you tell us all about yourself and how you came to Britain.”


  Paddington settled back in his armchair, wiped a smear of butter carefully from his whiskers, put his paws behind his head and stretched out his toes towards the fire. He liked an audience, especially when he was warm and the world seemed such a nice place.


  “I was brought up in Darkest Peru,” he began. “By my Aunt Lucy. She’s the one that lives in a home for retired bears in Lima.” He closed his eyes thoughtfully.


  A hush fell over the room and everyone waited expectantly. After a while, when nothing happened, they began to get restless. Mr Brown coughed loudly. “It doesn’t seem a very exciting story,” he said, impatiently.


  He reached across and poked Paddington with his pipe. “Well I never,” he said. “I do believe he’s fallen asleep!”
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  PADDINGTON WAS VERY surprised when he woke up the next morning and found himself in bed. He decided it was a nice feeling as he stretched himself and pulled the sheets up round his head with a paw. He reached out with his feet and found a cool spot for his toes. One advantage of being a very small bear in a large bed was that there was so much room.


  After a few minutes he poked his head out cautiously and sniffed. There was a lovely smell of something coming under the door. It seemed to be getting nearer and nearer. There were footsteps too, coming up the stairs. As they stopped by his door there was a knock and Mrs Bird’s voice called out, “Are you awake, young Paddington?”


  “Only just,” called out Paddington, rubbing his eyes.


  The door opened. “You’ve had a good sleep,” said Mrs Bird as she placed a tray on the bed and drew the curtains. “And you’re a very privileged person to have breakfast in bed on a weekday!”


  Paddington eyed the tray hungrily. There was half a grapefruit in a bowl, a plate of bacon and eggs, some toast, and a whole pot of marmalade, not to mention a large cup of tea. “Is all that for me?” he exclaimed.


  “If you don’t want it I can soon take it away again,” said Mrs Bird.


  “Oh, I do,” said Paddington, hurriedly. “It’s just that I’ve never seen so much breakfast before.”


  “Well, you’d better hurry up with it.” Mrs Bird turned in the doorway and looked back. “Because you’re going on a shopping expedition this morning with Mrs Brown and Judy. And all I can say is, thank goodness I’m not going too!” She closed the door.


  “Now I wonder what she means by that?” said Paddington. But he didn’t worry about it for very long. There was far too much to do. It was the first time he had ever had breakfast in bed and he soon found it wasn’t quite so easy as it looked. First of all he had trouble with the grapefruit. Every time he pressed it with his spoon a long stream of juice shot up and hit him in the eye, which was very painful. And all the time he was worried because the bacon and eggs were getting cold. Then there was the question of the marmalade. He wanted to leave room for the marmalade.
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  In the end he decided it would be much nicer if he mixed everything up on the one plate and sat on the tray to eat it.


  “Oh, Paddington,” said Judy when she entered the room a few minutes later and found him perched on the tray, “whatever are you doing now? Do hurry up. We’re waiting for you downstairs.”


  Paddington looked up, an expression of bliss on his face; that part of his face which could be seen behind egg whiskers and toast crumbs. He tried to say something but all he could manage was a muffled grunting noise which sounded like IMJUSTCOMING all rolled into one.


  “Really!” Judy took out her handkerchief and wiped his face. “You’re the stickiest bear imaginable. And if you don’t hurry up all the nice things will be gone. Mummy’s going to buy you a complete new outfit from Barkridges – I heard her say so. Now, comb your fur quickly and come on down.”


  As she closed the door Paddington looked at the remains of his breakfast. Most of it was gone but there was a large piece of bacon left which it seemed a pity to waste. He decided to put it into his suitcase in case he got hungry later on.


  He hurried into the bathroom and rubbed his face over with some warm water. Then he combed his whiskers carefully and a few moments later, not looking perhaps as clean as he had done the evening before, but quite smart, he arrived downstairs.


  “I hope you’re not wearing that hat,” said Mrs Brown, as she looked down at him.


  “Oh, do let him, Mummy,” cried Judy. “It’s so… so unusual.”


  “It’s unusual all right,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t know that I’ve ever seen anything quite like it before. It’s such a funny shape. I don’t know what you’d call it.”


  “It’s a bush hat,” said Paddington, proudly. “And it saved my life.”


  “Saved your life?” repeated Mrs Brown. “Don’t be silly. How could a hat save your life?”


  Paddington was about to tell her of his adventure in the bath the evening before when he received a nudge from Judy. She shook her head. “Er… it’s a long story,” he said, lamely.


  “Then you’d better save it for another time,” said Mrs Brown. “Now come along, both of you.”


  Paddington picked up his suitcase and followed Mrs Brown and Judy to the front door. By the door Mrs Brown paused and sniffed.


  “That’s very strange,” she said. “There seems to be a smell of bacon everywhere this morning. Can you smell it, Paddington?”


  Paddington started. He put the suitcase guiltily behind himself and sniffed. He had several expressions which he kept for emergencies. There was his thoughtful expression, when he stared into space and rested his chin on a paw. Then there was his innocent one which wasn’t really an expression at all. He decided to use this one.


  “It’s very strong,” he said, truthfully, for he was a truthful bear. And then he added, perhaps not quite so truthfully, “I wonder where it’s coming from?”


  “If I were you,” whispered Judy, as they walked along the road towards the tube station, “I should be more careful in future when you pack your suitcase!”


  Paddington looked down. A large piece of bacon stuck out of the side of his case and was trailing on the pavement.


  “Shoo!” cried Mrs Brown as a grubby-looking dog came bounding across the road. Paddington waved his suitcase. “Go away, dog,” he said sternly. The dog licked its lips and Paddington glanced anxiously over his shoulder as he hurried on, keeping close behind Mrs Brown and Judy.


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I have a funny feeling about today. As if things are going to happen. Do you ever have that feeling, Paddington?”


  Paddington considered for a moment. “Sometimes,” he said vaguely as they entered the station.


  At first Paddington was a little bit disappointed in the Underground. He liked the noise and the bustle and the smell of warm air which greeted him as they went inside. But he didn’t think much of the ticket.


  He examined carefully the piece of green cardboard which he held in his paw. “It doesn’t seem much to get for eighty pence,” he said. After all the lovely whirring and clanking noises the ticket machine had made it did seem disappointing. He’d expected much more for his money.


  “But Paddington,” Mrs Brown sighed, “you only have a ticket so that you can ride on the train. They won’t let you on otherwise.” She looked and sounded rather flustered. Secretly she was beginning to wish they had waited until later in the day, when it wasn’t quite so crowded. There was also the peculiar business of the dogs. Not one, but six dogs of various shapes and sizes had followed them right inside. She had a funny feeling it had something to do with Paddington, but the only time she caught his eye it had such an innocent expression she felt quite upset with herself for having such thoughts.


  “I suppose,” she said to Paddington, as they stepped on the escalator, “we ought really to carry you. It says you’re supposed to carry dogs but it doesn’t say anything about bears.”


  Paddington didn’t answer. He was following behind in a dream. Being a very short bear he couldn’t easily see over the side, but when he did his eyes nearly popped out with excitement. There were people everywhere. He’d never seen so many. There were people rushing down one side and there were more people rushing up the other. Everyone seemed in a terrible hurry. As he stepped off the escalator he found himself carried away between a man with an umbrella and a lady with a large shopping bag. By the time he managed to push his way free both Mrs Brown and Judy had completely disappeared.


  It was then that he saw a most surprising notice. He blinked at it several times to make sure but each time he opened his eyes it said the same thing: FOLLOW THE AMBER LIGHT TO PADDINGTON.


  Paddington decided the Underground was quite the most exciting thing that had ever happened to him. He turned and trotted down the corridor, following the amber lights, until he met another crowd of people who were queuing for the ‘up’ escalator.


  “’Ere,” said the man at the top, as he examined Paddington’s ticket. “What’s all this? You haven’t been anywhere yet.”


  “I know,” said Paddington, unhappily. “I think I must have made a mistake at the bottom.”


  The man sniffed suspiciously and called across to an inspector. “There’s a young bear ’ere, smelling of bacon. Says he made a mistake at the bottom.”


  The inspector put his thumbs under his waistcoat. “Escalators is for the benefit and convenience of passengers,” he said sternly. “Not for the likes of young bears to play on. Especially in the rush hour.”


  “Yes, sir,” said Paddington, raising his hat. “But we don’t have esca… esca…”


  “… lators,” said the inspector, helpfully.


  “… lators,” said Paddington, “in Darkest Peru. I’ve never been on one before, so it’s rather difficult.”


  “Darkest Peru?” said the inspector, looking most impressed. “Oh, well in that case” – he lifted up the chain which divided the ‘up’ and ‘down’ escalators – “you’d better get back down. But don’t let me catch you up to any tricks again.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully, as he ducked under the chain. “It’s very kind of you, I’m sure.” He turned to wave goodbye, but before he could raise his hat he found himself being whisked into the depths of the Underground again.


  Half-way down he was gazing with interest at the brightly coloured posters on the wall when the man standing behind poked him with his umbrella. “There’s someone calling you,” he said.


  Paddington looked round and was just in time to see Mrs Brown and Judy pass by on their way up. They waved frantically at him and Mrs Brown called out “Stop!” several times.


  Paddington turned and tried to run up the escalator, but it was going very fast, and with his short legs it was as much as he could do even to stand still. He had his head down and he didn’t notice a fat man with a briefcase who was running in the opposite direction until it was too late.


  There was a roar of rage from the fat man and he toppled over and grabbed at several other people. Then Paddington felt himself falling. He went bump, bump, bump all the way down before he shot off the end and finally skidded to a stop by the wall.
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  When he looked round everything seemed very confused. A number of people were gathered round the fat man, who was sitting on the floor rubbing his head. Away in the distance he could see Mrs Brown and Judy trying to push their way down the ‘up’ escalator. It was while he was watching their efforts that he saw another notice. It was in a brass case at the bottom of the escalator and it said, in big red letters: TO STOP THE ESCALATOR IN CASES OF EMERGENCY PUSH THE BUTTON.


  It also said in much smaller letters, ‘Penalty for Improper Use – £50’. But in his hurry Paddington did not notice this. In any case it seemed to him very much of an emergency. He swung his suitcase through the air and hit the button as hard as he could.


  If there had been confusion while the escalator was moving, there was even more when it stopped. Paddington watched with surprise as everyone started running about in different directions shouting at each other. One man even began calling out “Fire!” and somewhere in the distance a bell began to ring.


  He was just thinking what a lot of excitement pressing one small button could cause when a heavy hand descended on his shoulder.


  “That’s him!” someone shouted, pointing an accusing finger. “Saw him do it with me own eyes. As large as life!”


  “Hit it with his suitcase,” shouted another voice. “Ought not to be allowed!” While from the back of the crowd someone else suggested sending for the police.


  Paddington began to feel frightened. He turned and looked up at the owner of the hand.


  “Oh,” said a stern voice. “It’s you again. I might have known.” The inspector took out a notebook. “Name, please.”


  “Er… Paddington,” said Paddington.


  “I said what’s your name, not where do you want to go,” repeated the inspector.


  “That’s right,” said Paddington. “That is my name.”


  “Paddington!” said the inspector, unbelievingly. “It can’t be. That’s the name of a station. I’ve never heard of a bear called Paddington before.”


  “It’s very unusual,” said Paddington. “But it’s Paddington Brown, and I live at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens. And I’ve lost Mrs Brown and Judy.”


  “Oh!” The inspector wrote something in his book. “Can I see your ticket?”


  “Er… I had it,” said Paddington. “But I don’t seem to any more.”


  The inspector began writing again. “Playing on the escalator. Travelling without a ticket. Stopping the escalator. All serious offences they are.” He looked up. “What have you got to say to that, young feller me lad?”


  “Well… er…” Paddington shifted uneasily and looked down at his paws.


  “Have you tried looking inside your hat?” asked the inspector, not unkindly. “People often put their tickets in there.”


  Paddington jumped with relief. “I knew I had it somewhere,” he said, thankfully, as he handed it to the inspector.


  The inspector handed it back again quickly. The inside of Paddington’s hat was rather sticky.


  “I’ve never known anyone take so long not to get anywhere,” he said, looking hard at Paddington. “Do you often travel on the Underground?”


  “It’s the first time,” said Paddington.


  “And the last if I have anything to do with it,” said Mrs Brown as she pushed her way through the crowd.


  “Is this your bear, Madam?” asked the inspector. “Because if it is, I have to inform you that he’s in serious trouble.” He began to read from his notebook. “As far as I can see he’s broken two important regulations – probably more. I shall have to give him into custody.”


  “Oh dear.” Mrs Brown clutched at Judy for support. “Do you have to? He’s only small and it’s his first time out in London. I’m sure he won’t do it again.”


  “Ignorance of the law is no excuse,” said the inspector, ominously. “Not in court! Persons are expected to abide by the regulations. It says so.”


  “In court!” Mrs Brown passed a hand nervously over her forehead. The word court always upset her. She had visions of Paddington being taken away in handcuffs and being cross-examined and all sorts of awful things.


  Judy took hold of Paddington’s paw and squeezed it reassuringly. Paddington looked up gratefully. He wasn’t at all sure what they were talking about, but none of it sounded very nice.


  “Did you say persons are expected to abide by the regulations?” Judy asked, firmly.


  “That’s right,” began the inspector. “And I have my duty to do the same as everyone else.”


  “But it doesn’t say anything about bears?” asked Judy, innocently.


  “Well.” The inspector scratched his head. “Not in so many words.” He looked down at Judy, then at Paddington, and then all around. The escalator had started up again and the crowd of sightseers had disappeared.


  “It’s all highly irregular,” he said. “But…”


  “Oh, thank you,” said Judy. “I think you’re the kindest man I’ve ever met! Don’t you think so, Paddington?” Paddington nodded his head vigorously and the inspector blushed.


  “I shall always travel on this Underground in future,” said Paddington, politely. “I’m sure it’s the nicest in all London.”


  The inspector opened his mouth and seemed about to say something, but he closed it again.


  “Come along, children,” said Mrs Brown, hastily. “If we don’t hurry up we shall never get our shopping done.”


  From somewhere up above came the sound of dogs barking. The inspector sighed. “I can’t understand it,” he said. “This used to be such a well-run, respectable station. Now look at it!”


  He stared after the retreating figures of Mrs Brown and Judy with Paddington bringing up the rear and then he rubbed his eyes. “That’s funny,” he said, more to himself. “I must be seeing things. I could have sworn that bear had some bacon sticking out of his case!” He shrugged his shoulders. There were more important things to worry about. Judging by the noise coming from the top of the escalator there was some sort of dog fight going on. It needed investigating.
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  THE MAN IN the gentlemen’s outfitting department at Barkridges held Paddington’s hat at arm’s length between thumb and forefinger. He looked at it distastefully.


  “I take it the young… er, gentleman, will not be requiring this any more, Modom?” he said.


  “Oh yes, I shall,” said Paddington firmly. “I’ve always had that hat – ever since I was small.”


  “But wouldn’t you like a nice new one, Paddington?” said Mrs Brown hastily, “for best?”


  Paddington thought for a moment. “I’ll have one for worst if you like,” he said. “That’s my best one!”


  The salesman shuddered slightly and, averting his gaze, placed the offending article on the far end of the counter.


  “Albert!” He beckoned to a youth who was hovering in the background. “See what we have in size 47/8.” Albert began to rummage under the counter.


  “And now, while we’re about it,” said Mrs Brown, “we’d like a nice warm coat for the winter. Something like a duffel coat with toggles so that he can do it up easily, I thought. And we’d also like a plastic raincoat for the summer.”


  The salesman looked at her haughtily. He wasn’t very fond of bears and this one, especially, had been giving him queer looks ever since he’d mentioned his wretched hat. “Has Modom tried the bargain basement?” he began. “Something in Government Surplus…”


  “No, I haven’t,” said Mrs Brown, hotly. “Government Surplus indeed! I’ve never heard of such a thing – have you, Paddington?”


  “No,” said Paddington, who had no idea what Government Surplus was. “Never!” He stared hard at the man, who looked away uneasily. Paddington had a very persistent stare when he cared to use it. It was a very powerful stare. One which his Aunt Lucy had taught him and which he kept for special occasions.


  Mrs Brown pointed to a smart blue duffel coat with a red lining. “That looks the very thing,” she said.


  The assistant gulped. “Yes, Modom. Certainly, Modom.” He beckoned to Paddington. “Come this way, sir.”


  Paddington followed the assistant, keeping about two feet behind him, and staring very hard. The back of the man’s neck seemed to go a dull red and he fingered his collar nervously. As they passed the hat counter, Albert, who lived in constant fear of his superior, and who had been watching the events with an open mouth, gave Paddington the thumbs-up sign. Paddington waved a paw. He was beginning to enjoy himself.


  He allowed the assistant to help him on with the coat and then stood admiring himself in the mirror. It was the first coat he had ever possessed. In Peru it had been very hot, and though his Aunt Lucy had made him wear a hat to prevent sunstroke, it had always been much too warm for a coat of any sort. He looked at himself in the mirror and was surprised to see not one, but a long line of bears stretching away as far as the eye could see. In fact, everywhere he looked there were bears, and they were all looking extremely smart.


  “Isn’t the hood a trifle large?” asked Mrs Brown, anxiously.


  “Hoods are being worn large this year, Modom,” said the assistant. “It’s the latest fashion.” He was about to add that Paddington seemed to have rather a large head anyway but he changed his mind. Bears were rather unpredictable. You never quite knew what they were thinking and this one in particular seemed to have a mind of his own.


  “Do you like it, Paddington?” asked Mrs Brown.


  Paddington gave up counting bears in the mirror and turned round to look at the back view. “I think it’s the nicest coat I’ve ever seen,” he said, after a moment’s thought. Mrs Brown and the assistant heaved a sigh of relief.


  “Good,” said Mrs Brown. “That’s settled, then. Now there’s just the question of a hat and a plastic macintosh.”


  She walked over to the hat counter, where Albert, who could still hardly take his admiring eyes off Paddington, had arranged a huge pile of hats. There were bowler hats, sun hats, trilby hats, berets, and even a very small top hat. Mrs Brown eyed them doubtfully. “It’s difficult,” she said, looking at Paddington. “It’s largely a question of his ears. They stick out rather.”


  “You could cut some holes for them,” said Albert.


  The assistant froze him with a glance. “Cut a hole in a Barkridge’s hat!” he exclaimed. “I’ve never heard of such a thing.”


  Paddington turned and stared at him. “I… er…” The assistant’s voice trailed off. “I’ll go and fetch my scissors,” he said, in a quiet voice.


  “I don’t think that will be necessary at all,” said Mrs Brown, hurriedly. “It’s not as if he had to go to work in the city, so he doesn’t want anything too smart. I think this woollen beret is very nice. The one with the pom-pom on top. The green will go well with his new coat and it’ll stretch so that he can pull it down over his ears when it gets cold.”


  Everyone agreed that Paddington looked very smart, and while Mrs Brown looked for a plastic macintosh, he trotted off to have another look at himself in the mirror. He found the beret was a little difficult to raise as his ears kept the bottom half firmly in place. But by pulling on the pom-pom he could make it stretch quite a long way, which was almost as good. It meant, too, that he could be polite without getting his ears cold.


  The assistant wanted to wrap up the duffel coat for him but after a lot of fuss it was agreed that, even though it was a warm day, he should wear it. Paddington felt very proud of himself and he was anxious to see if other people noticed.


  After shaking hands with Albert, Paddington gave the assistant one more long, hard stare and the unfortunate man collapsed into a chair and began mopping his brow as Mrs Brown led the way out through the door.


  Barkridges was a large shop and it even had its own escalator as well as several lifts. Mrs Brown hesitated at the door and then took Paddington’s paw firmly in her hand and led him towards the lift. She’d had enough of escalators for one day.
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  But to Paddington everything was new, or almost everything, and he liked trying strange things. After a few seconds he decided quite definitely that he preferred riding on an escalator. They were nice and smooth. But lifts! To start with, it was full of people carrying parcels and all so busy they had not time to notice a small bear – one woman even rested her shopping bag on his head and seemed quite surprised when Paddington pushed it off. Then suddenly half of him seemed to fall away while the other half stayed where it was. Just as he had got used to that feeling the second half of him caught up again and even overtook the first half before the doors opened. It did that four times on the way down and Paddington was glad when the man in charge said it was the ground floor and Mrs Brown led him out.


  She looked at him closely. “Oh dear, Paddington, you look quite pale,” she said. “Are you all right?”


  “I feel sick,” said Paddington. “I don’t like lifts. And I wish I hadn’t had such a big breakfast!”


  “Oh dear!” Mrs Brown looked around. Judy, who had gone off to do some shopping on her own, was nowhere to be seen. “Will you be all right sitting here for a few minutes while I go off to find Judy?” she asked.


  Paddington sank down on to his case looking very mournful. Even the pom-pom on his hat seemed limp.


  “I don’t know whether I shall be all right,” he said. “But I’ll do my best.”


  “I’ll be as quick as I can,” said Mrs Brown. “Then we can take a taxi home for lunch.”


  Paddington groaned. “Poor Paddington,” said Mrs Brown, “you must be feeling bad if you don’t want any lunch.” At the word lunch again, Paddington closed his eyes and gave an even louder groan. Mrs Brown tiptoed away.


  Paddington kept his eyes closed for several minutes and then, as he began to feel better, he gradually became aware that every now and then a nice cool draught of air blew over his face. He opened one eye carefully to see where it was coming from and noticed for the first time that he was sitting near the main entrance to the shop. He opened his other eye and decided to investigate. If he stayed just outside the glass door he could still see Mrs Brown and Judy when they came.


  And then, as he bent down to pick up his suitcase, everything suddenly went black. “Oh dear,” thought Paddington, “now all the lights have gone out.”


  He began groping his way with outstretched paws towards the door. He gave a push where he thought it ought to be but nothing happened. He tried moving along the wall a little way and gave another push. This time it did move. The door seemed to have a strong spring on it and he had to push hard to make it open but eventually there was a gap big enough for him to squeeze through. It clanged shut behind him and Paddington was disappointed to find it was just as dark outside as it had been in the shop. He began to wish he’d stayed where he was. He turned round and tried to find the door but it seemed to have disappeared.


  He decided it might be easier if he got down on his paws and crawled. He went a little way like this and then his head came up against something hard. He tried to push it to one side with his paw and it moved slightly so he pushed again.


  Suddenly, there was a noise like thunder, and before he knew where he was a whole mountain of things began to fall on him. It felt as if the whole sky had fallen in. Everything went quiet and he lay where he was for a few minutes with his eyes tightly shut, hardly daring to breathe. From a long way away he could hear voices and once or twice it sounded as if someone was banging on a window. He opened one eye carefully and was surprised to find the light had come on again. At least… Sheepishly he pushed the hood of his duffel coat up over his head. They hadn’t gone out at all! His hood must have fallen over his head when he bent down inside the shop to pick up his case.
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  Paddington sat up and looked around to see where he was. He felt much better now. Somewhat to his astonishment, he found he was sitting in a small room in the middle of which was a great pile of tins and basins and bowls. He rubbed his eyes and stared, round-eyed, at the sight.


  Behind him there was a wall with a door in it, and in front of him there was a large window. On the other side of the window there was a large crowd of people pushing one another and pointing in his direction. Paddington decided with pleasure that they must be pointing at him. He stood up with difficulty, because it was hard standing up straight on top of a lot of tins, and pulled the pom-pom on his hat as high as it would go. A cheer went up from the crowd. Paddington gave a bow, waved several times, and then started to examine the damage all around him.


  For a moment he wasn’t quite sure where he was, and then it came to him. Instead of going out into the street he must have opened a door leading to one of the shop windows!


  Paddington was an observant bear, and since he had arrived in London he’d noticed lots of these shop windows. They were very interesting. They always had so many things inside them to look at. Once, he’d seen a man working in one, piling tin cans and boxes on top of each other to make a pyramid. He remembered deciding at the time what a nice job it must be.


  He looked round thoughtfully. “Oh dear,” he said to the world in general, “I’m in trouble again.” If he’d knocked all these things down, as he supposed he must have done, someone was going to be cross. In fact, lots of people were going to be cross. People weren’t very good at having things explained to them and it was going to be difficult explaining how his duffel coat hood had fallen over his head.


  He bent down and began to pick up the things. There were some glass shelves lying on the floor where they had fallen. It was getting warm inside the window so he took off his duffel coat and hung it carefully on a nail. Then he picked up a glass shelf and tried balancing it on top of some tins. It seemed to work so he put some more tins and a washing-up bowl on top of that. It was rather wobbly but… he stood back and examined it… yes, it looked quite nice. There was an encouraging round of applause from outside. Paddington waved a paw at the crowd and picked up another shelf.


  Inside the shop, Mrs Brown was having an earnest conversation with the store detective.


  “You say you left him here, Madam?” the detective was saying.


  “That’s right,” said Mrs Brown. “He was feeling ill and I told him not to go away. His name’s Paddington.”


  “Paddington.” The detective wrote it carefully in his notebook. “What sort of bear is he?”


  “Oh, he’s sort of golden,” said Mrs Brown. “He was wearing a blue duffel coat and carrying a suitcase.”


  “And he has black ears,” said Judy. “You can’t mistake him.”


  “Black ears,” the detective repeated, licking his pencil.


  “I don’t expect that’ll help much,” said Mrs Brown. “He was wearing his beret.”


  The detective cupped his hand over his ear. “His what?” he shouted. There really was a terrible noise coming from somewhere. It seemed to be getting worse every minute. Every now and then there was a round of applause and several times he distinctly heard the sound of people cheering.


  “His beret,” shouted Mrs Brown in return. “A green woollen one that came down over his ears. With a pom-pom.”


  The detective shut his notebook with a snap. The noise outside was definitely getting worse. “Pardon me,” he said, sternly. “There’s something strange going on that needs investigating.”


  Mrs Brown and Judy exchanged glances. The same thought was running through both their minds. They both said “Paddington!” and rushed after the detective. Mrs Brown clung to the detective’s coat and Judy clung to Mrs Brown’s as they forced their way through the crowd on the pavement. Just as they reached the window a tremendous cheer went up.


  “I might have known,” said Mrs Brown.


  “Paddington!” exclaimed Judy.


  Paddington had just reached the top of his pyramid. At least, it had started off to be a pyramid, but it wasn’t really. It wasn’t any particular shape at all and it was very rickety. Having placed the last tin on the top Paddington was in trouble. He wanted to get down but he couldn’t. He reached out a paw and the mountain began to wobble. Paddington clung helplessly to the tins, swaying to and fro, watched by a fascinated audience. And then, without any warning, the whole lot collapsed again, only this time Paddington was on top and not underneath. A groan of disappointment went up from the crowd.


  “Best thing I’ve seen in years,” said a man in the crowd to Mrs Brown. “Blessed if I know how they think these things up.”


  “Will he do it again, Mummy?” asked a small boy.


  “I don’t think so, dear,” said his mother. “I think he’s finished for the day.” She pointed to the window where the detective was removing a sorry-looking Paddington. Mrs Brown hurried back to the entrance followed by Judy.


  Inside the shop the detective looked at Paddington and then at his notebook. “Blue duffel coat,” he said. “Green woollen beret!” He pulled the beret off. “Black ears! I know who you are,” he said grimly; “you’re Paddington!”


  Paddington nearly fell backwards with astonishment.


  “However did you know that?” he said.


  “I’m a detective,” said the man. “It’s my job to know these things. We’re always on the look-out for criminals.”


  “But I’m not a criminal,” said Paddington hotly. “I’m a bear! Besides, I was only tidying up the window…”


  “Tidying up the window,” the detective spluttered. “I don’t know what Mr Perkins will have to say. He only dressed it this morning.”


  Paddington looked round uneasily. He could see Mrs Brown and Judy hurrying towards him. In fact, there were several people coming his way, including an important-looking man in a black coat and striped trousers. They all reached him at the same time and all began talking together.


  Paddington sat down on his case and watched them. There were times when it was much better to keep quiet, and this was one of them. In the end it was the important-looking man who won, because he had the loudest voice and kept on talking when everyone else had finished.


  To Paddington’s surprise he reached down, took hold of his paw, and started to shake it so hard he thought it was going to drop off.


  “Delighted to know you, bear,” he boomed. “Delighted to know you. And congratulations.”


  “That’s all right,” said Paddington, doubtfully. He didn’t know why, but the man seemed very pleased.


  The man turned to Mrs Brown. “You say his name’s Paddington?”


  “That’s right,” said Mrs Brown. “And I’m sure he didn’t mean any harm.”


  “Harm?” The man looked at Mrs Brown in amazement. “Did you say harm? My dear lady, through the action of this bear we’ve had the biggest crowd in years. Our telephone hasn’t stopped ringing.” He waved towards the entrance to the store. “And still they come!”


  He placed his hand on Paddington’s head. “Barkridges,” he said, “Barkridges is grateful!” He waved his other hand for silence. “We would like to show our gratitude. If there is anything… anything in the store you would like…?”


  Paddington’s eyes gleamed. He knew just what he wanted. He’d seen it on their way up to the outfitting department. It had been standing all by itself on a counter in the food store. The biggest one he’d ever seen. Almost as big as himself.


  “Please,” he said. “I’d like one of those jars of marmalade. One of the big ones.”


  If the manager of Barkridges felt surprised he didn’t show it. He stood respectfully to one side, by the entrance to the lift.


  “Marmalade it shall be,” he said, pressing the button.


  “I think,” said Paddington, “if you don’t mind, I’d rather use the stairs.”
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  PADDINGTON SOON SETTLED down and became one of the family. In fact, in no time at all it was difficult to imagine what life had been like without him. He made himself useful about the house and the days passed quickly. The Browns lived near the Portobello Road where there was a big market and quite often, when Mrs Brown was busy, she let him go out to do the shopping for her. Mr Brown made a shopping trolley for him – an old basket on wheels with a handle for steering it.


  Paddington was a good shopper and soon became well known to all the traders in the market. He was very thorough and took the job of shopping seriously. He would press the fruit to see that it had the right degree of firmness, as Mrs Bird had shown him, and he was always on the look-out for bargains. He was a popular bear with the traders and most of them went out of their way to save the best things of the day for him.


  “That bear gets more for his ten pence than anyone I know,” said Mrs Bird. “I don’t know how he gets away with it, really I don’t. It must be the mean streak in him.”


  “I’m not mean,” said Paddington, indignantly. “I’m just careful, that’s all.”


  “Whatever it is,” replied Mrs Bird, “you’re worth your weight in gold.”


  Paddington took this remark very seriously, and spent a long time weighing himself on the bathroom scales. Eventually he decided to consult his friend, Mr Gruber, on the subject.


  Now Paddington spent a lot of his time looking in shop windows, and of all the windows in the Portobello Road, Mr Gruber’s was the best. For one thing it was nice and low so that he could look in without having to stand on tiptoe, and for another, it was full of interesting things. Old pieces of furniture, medals, pots and pans, pictures; there were so many things it was difficult to get inside the shop, and old Mr Gruber spent a lot of his time sitting in a deck-chair on the pavement. Mr Gruber, in his turn, found Paddington very interesting and soon they had become great friends. Paddington often stopped there on his way home from a shopping expedition and they spent many hours discussing South America, where Mr Gruber had been when he was a boy. Mr Gruber usually had a bun and a cup of cocoa in the morning for what he called his ‘elevenses’, and he had taken to sharing it with Paddington. “There’s nothing like a nice chat over a bun and a cup of cocoa,” he used to say, and Paddington, who liked all three, agreed with him – even though the cocoa did make his whiskers go a funny colour.


  Paddington was always interested in bright things and he had consulted Mr Gruber one morning on the subject of his Peruvian centavos. He had an idea in the back of his mind that if they were worth a lot of money he could perhaps sell them and buy a present for the Browns. The one pound a week pocket-money Mr Brown gave him was nice, but by the time he had bought some buns on a Saturday morning there wasn’t much left. After a great deal of consideration, Mr Gruber had advised Paddington to keep the coins. “It’s not always the brightest things that fetch the most money, Mr Brown,” he had said. Mr Gruber always called Paddington ‘Mr Brown’, and it made him feel very important.


  He had taken Paddington into the back of the shop where his desk was, and from a drawer he had taken a cardboard box full of old coins. They had been rather dirty and disappointing. “See these, Mr Brown?” he had said. “These are what they call sovereigns. You wouldn’t think they were very valuable to look at them, but they are. They’re made of gold and they’re worth fifty pounds each. That’s more than one hundred pounds for an ounce. If you ever find any of those, just you bring them to me.”


  One day, having weighed himself carefully on the scales, Paddington hurried round to Mr Gruber, taking with him a piece of paper from his scrapbook, covered with mysterious calculations. After a big meal on a Sunday, Paddington had discovered he weighed nearly sixteen pounds. That was… he looked at his piece of paper again as he neared Mr Gruber’s shop… that was nearly two hundred and sixty ounces, which meant he was worth nearly twenty six thousand pounds!


  Mr Gruber listened carefully to all that Paddington had to tell him and then closed his eyes and thought for a moment. He was a kindly man, and he didn’t want to disappoint Paddington.


  “I’ve no doubt,” he said at last, “that you’re worth that. You’re obviously a very valuable young bear. I know it. Mr and Mrs Brown know it. Mrs Bird knows it. But do other people?”


  He looked at Paddington over his glasses. “Things aren’t always what they seem in this world, Mr Brown,” he said sadly.


  Paddington sighed. It was very disappointing. “I wish they were,” he said. “It would be nice.”


  “Perhaps,” said Mr Gruber, mysteriously. “Perhaps. But we shouldn’t have any nice surprises then, should we?”


  He took Paddington into his shop and after offering him a seat disappeared for a moment. When he returned he was carrying a large picture of a boat. At least, half of it was a boat. The other half seemed to be the picture of a lady in a large hat.


  “There you are,” he said proudly. “That’s what I mean by things not always being what they seem. I’d like your opinion on it, Mr Brown.”


  Paddington felt rather flattered but also puzzled. The picture didn’t seem to be one thing or the other and he said so.


  “Ah,” said Mr Gruber, delightedly. “It isn’t at the moment. But just you wait until I’ve cleaned it! I gave fifty pence for that picture years and years ago, when it was just a picture of a sailing ship. And what do you think? When I started to clean it the other day all the paint began to come off and I discovered there was another painting underneath.” He looked around and then lowered his voice. “Nobody else knows,” he whispered, “but I think the one underneath may be valuable. It may be what they call an ‘old master’.”
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  Seeing that Paddington still looked puzzled, he explained to him that in the old days, when artists ran short of money and couldn’t afford any canvas to paint on, they sometimes painted on top of old pictures. And sometimes, very occasionally, they painted them on top of pictures by artists who afterwards became famous and whose pictures were worth a lot of money. But as they had been painted over, no one knew anything about them.


  “It all sounds very complicated,” said Paddington thoughtfully.


  Mr Gruber talked for a long time about painting, which was one of his favourite subjects. But Paddington, though he was usually interested in anything Mr Gruber had to tell him, was hardly listening. Eventually, refusing Mr Gruber’s offer of a second cup of cocoa, he slipped down off the chair and began making his way home. He raised his hat automatically whenever anyone said good-day to him, but there was a far-away expression in his eyes. Even the smell of buns from the bakery passed unheeded. Paddington had an idea.


  When he got home he went upstairs to his room and lay on the bed for a long while staring up at the ceiling. He was up there so long that Mrs Bird became quite worried and poked her head round the door to know if he was all right.


  “Quite all right, thank you,” said Paddington, distantly. “I’m just thinking.”


  Mrs Bird closed the door and hurried downstairs to tell the others. Her news had a mixed reception. “I don’t mind him just thinking,” said Mrs Brown, with a worried expression on her face. “It’s when he actually thinks of something that the trouble starts.”


  But she was in the middle of her housework and soon forgot the matter. Certainly both she and Mrs Bird were much too busy to notice the small figure of a bear creeping cautiously in the direction of Mr Brown’s shed a few minutes later. Nor did they see him return armed with a bottle of Mr Brown’s paint remover and a large pile of rags. Had they done so they might have had good cause to worry. And if Mrs Brown had seen him creeping on tiptoe into the drawing-room, closing the door carefully behind him, she wouldn’t have had a minute’s peace.
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  Fortunately everyone was much too busy to notice any of these things. Even more fortunately, no one came into the drawing-room for quite a long while. Because Paddington was in a mess. Things hadn’t gone at all according to plan. He was beginning to wish he had listened more carefully to the things Mr Gruber had said on the subject of cleaning paintings.


  To start with, even though he’d used almost half a bottle of Mr Brown’s paint remover, the picture had only come off in patches. Secondly, and what was even worse, where it had come off there was nothing underneath. Only the white canvas. Paddington stood back and surveyed his handiwork. Originally it had been a painting of a lake, with a blue sky and several sailing boats dotted around. Now it looked like a storm at sea. All the boats had gone, the sky was a funny shade of grey, and half the lake had disappeared.


  “What a good thing I found this old box of paints,” he thought, as he stood back holding the end of the brush at paw’s length and squinting at it as he’d once seen a real artist do. Holding a palette in his left paw, he squeezed some red paint on to it and then splodged it about with the brush. He looked nervously over his shoulder and then dabbed some of it on to the canvas.


  Paddington had found the paints in a cupboard under the stairs. A whole box of them. There were reds and greens and yellows and blues. In fact, there were so many different colours it was difficult to know which to choose first.


  He wiped the brush carefully on his hat and tried another colour and then another. It was all so interesting that he thought he would try a bit of each, and he very soon forgot the fact that he was supposed to be painting a picture.


  In fact, it was more of a design than a picture, with lines and circles and crosses in all different colours. Even Paddington was startled when he finally stepped back to examine it. Of the original picture there was no trace at all. Rather sadly he put the tubes of paint back into the box and wrapped the picture in a canvas bag, leaning it against the wall, exactly as he’d found it. He decided reluctantly to have another try later on. Painting was fun while it lasted but it was much more difficult than it looked.
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  He was very silent all through dinner that evening. He was so silent that several times Mrs Brown asked him how he was, until eventually Paddington asked to be excused and went upstairs.


  “I do hope he’s all right, Henry,” she said, after he’d gone. “He hardly touched his dinner and that’s so unlike him. And he seemed to have some funny red spots all over his face.”


  “Crikey,” said Jonathan. “Red spots! I hope he’s given it to me, whatever it is, then I shan’t have to go back to school!”


  “Well, he’s got green ones as well,” said Judy. “I saw some green ones!”


  “Green ones!” Even Mr Brown looked worried. “I wonder if he’s sickening for anything? If they’re not gone in the morning I’ll send for the doctor.”


  “He was so looking forward to going to the handicrafts exhibition, too,” said Mrs Brown. “It’ll be a shame if he has to stay in bed.”


  “Do you think you’ll win a prize with your painting, Dad?” asked Jonathan.


  “No one will be more surprised than your father if he does,” replied Mrs Brown. “He’s never won a prize yet!”


  “What is it, Daddy?” asked Judy. “Aren’t you going to tell us?”


  “It’s meant to be a surprise,” said Mr Brown modestly. “It took me a long time to do. It’s painted from memory.”


  Painting was one of Mr Brown’s hobbies, and once a year he entered a picture for a handicrafts exhibition which was held in Kensington, near where they lived. Several famous people came to judge the pictures and there were a number of prizes. There were also lots of other competitions, and it was a sore point with Mr Brown that he had never won anything, whereas twice Mrs Brown had won a prize in the rug-making competition.


  “Anyway,” he said, declaring the subject closed, “it’s too late now. The man collected it this afternoon, so we shall see what we shall see.”


  The sun was shining the next day and the exhibition was crowded. Everyone was pleased that Paddington looked so much better. His spots had completely disappeared and he ate a large breakfast to make up for missing so much dinner the night before. Only Mrs Bird had her suspicions when she found Paddington’s ‘spots’ on his towel in the bathroom, but she kept her thoughts to herself.


  The Browns occupied the middle five seats of the front row where the judging was to take place. There was an air of great excitement. It was news to Paddington that Mr Brown actually painted and he was looking forward to seeing a picture by someone he knew.


  On the platform several important-looking men with beards were bustling about talking to each other and waving their arms in the air. They appeared to be having a great deal of argument about one painting in particular.


  “Henry,” whispered Mrs Brown, excitedly. “I do believe they’re talking about yours. I recognise the canvas bag.”


  Mr Brown looked puzzled. “It certainly looks like my bag,” he said. “But I don’t think it can be. All the canvas was stuck to the painting. Didn’t you see? Just as if someone had put it inside while it was still wet. I painted mine ages ago.”


  Paddington sat very still and stared straight ahead, hardly daring to move. He had a strange sinking feeling in the bottom of his stomach, as if something awful was about to happen. He began to wish he hadn’t washed his spots off that morning; then at least he could have stayed in bed.


  Judy poked him with her elbow. “What’s the matter, Paddington?” she asked. “You look most peculiar. Are you all right?”


  “I don’t feel ill,” said Paddington in a small voice. “But I think I’m in trouble again.”


  “Oh dear,” said Judy. “Well, keep your paws crossed. This is it!”
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  Paddington sat up. One of the men on the platform, the most important-looking one with the biggest beard, was speaking. And there… Paddington’s knees began to tremble, there on the platform, on an easel in full view of everyone, was ‘his’ picture!


  He was so dazed he only caught scraps of what the man was saying.


  “… remarkable use of colour…”


  “… very unusual…”


  “… great imagination… a credit to the artist…”


  And then, he almost fell off his seat with surprise. “The winner of the first prize is Mr Henry Brown of thirty-two Windsor Gardens!”


  Paddington wasn’t the only one who felt surprised. Mr Brown, who was being helped up on to the platform, looked as if he had just been struck by lightning. “But… but…” he stuttered, “there must be some mistake.”


  “Mistake?” said the man with the beard. “Nonsense, my dear sir. Your name’s on the back of the canvas. You are Mr Brown, aren’t you? Mr Henry Brown?”


  Mr Brown looked at the painting with unbelieving eyes. “It’s certainly my name on the back,” he said. “It’s my writing…” He left the sentence unfinished and looked down towards the audience. He had his own ideas on the subject, but it was difficult to catch Paddington’s eye. It usually was when you particularly wanted to.


  “I think,” said Mr Brown, when the applause had died down, and he had accepted the cheque for ten pounds which the man gave him, “proud as I am, I think I would like to donate the prize to a certain home for retired bears in South America.” A murmur of surprise went round the assembly but it passed over Paddington’s head, though he would have been very pleased had he known its cause. He was staring hard at the painting, and in particular at the man with the large beard, who was beginning to look hot and bothered.


  “I think,” said Paddington, to the world in general, “they might have stood it the right way up. It’s not every day a bear wins first prize in a painting competition!”
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  THE BROWNS WERE all very excited. Mr Brown had been given tickets for a box at the theatre. It was the first night of a brand new play, and the leading part was being played by the world famous actor, Sir Sealy Bloom. Even Paddington became infected with the excitement. He made several journeys to his friend, Mr Gruber, to have the theatre explained to him. Mr Gruber thought he was very lucky to be going to the first night of a new play. “All sorts of famous people will be there,” he said. “I don’t suppose many bears have that sort of opportunity once in a lifetime.”


  Mr Gruber lent Paddington several second-hand books about the theatre. He was rather a slow reader but there were lots of pictures and, in one of them, a big cut-out model of a stage which sprang up every time he opened the pages. Paddington decided that when he grew up he wanted to be an actor. He took to standing on his dressing-table and striking poses in the mirror just as he had seen them in the books.


  Mrs Brown had her own thoughts on the subject. “I do hope it’s a nice play,” she said to Mrs Bird. “You know what Paddington’s like… he does take these things so seriously.”


  “Oh, well,” said Mrs Bird. “I shall sit at home and listen to the wireless in peace and quiet. But it’ll be an experience for him and he does like experiences so. Besides, he’s been very good lately.”


  “I know,” said Mrs Brown. “That’s what worries me!”


  As it turned out, the play itself was the least of Mrs Brown’s worries. Paddington was unusually silent all the way to the theatre. It was the first time he had been out after dark and the very first time he had seen the lights of London. Mr Brown pointed out all the famous landmarks as they drove past in the car, and it was a gay party of Browns that eventually trooped into the theatre.


  Paddington was pleased to find it all exactly as Mr Gruber had described it to him, even down to the commissionaire who opened the door for them and saluted as they entered the foyer.


  Paddington returned the salute with a wave of his paw and then sniffed. Everything was painted red and gold and the theatre had a nice, warm, friendly sort of smell. There was a slight upset at the cloakroom when he found he had to pay in order to leave his duffel coat and suitcase. The woman behind the counter turned quite nasty when Paddington asked for his things back.


  She was still talking about it in a loud voice as the attendant led them along a passage towards their seats. At the entrance to the box the attendant paused.


  “Programme, sir?” she said to Paddington.


  “Yes, please,” said Paddington, taking five. “Thank you very much.”


  “And would you like coffee in the interval, sir?” she asked.


  Paddington’s eyes glistened. “Oh, yes, please,” he said, imagining it was a kind thought on the part of the theatre. He tried to push his way past, but the attendant barred the way.


  “That’ll be seven pounds fifty pence,” she said. “One pound each for the programmes and fifty pence each for the coffee.”


  Paddington looked as if he could hardly believe his ears. “Seven pounds and fifty pence?” he repeated. “Seven pounds fifty?”


  “That’s all right, Paddington,” said Mr Brown, anxious to avoid another fuss. “It’s my treat. You go in and sit down.”


  Paddington obeyed like a shot, but he gave the attendant some very queer looks while she arranged some cushions for his seat in the front row. All the same, he was pleased to see she had given him the one nearest the stage. He’d already sent a postcard to his Aunt Lucy with a carefully drawn copy of a plan of the theatre, which he’d found in one of Mr Gruber’s books, and a small cross in one corner marked ‘MY SEET’.


  The theatre was quite full and Paddington waved to the people down below. Much to Mrs Brown’s embarrassment, several of them pointed and waved back.


  “I do wish he wouldn’t be quite so friendly,” she whispered to Mr Brown.


  “Wouldn’t you like to take off your duffel coat now?” asked Mr Brown. “It’ll be cold when you go out again.”


  Paddington climbed up and stood on his chair. “I think perhaps I will,” he said. “It’s getting warm.”


  Judy started to help him off with it. “Mind my marmalade sandwich!” cried Paddington, as she placed it on the ledge in front of him. But it was too late. He looked round guiltily.
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  “Crikey!” said Jonathan. “It’s fallen on someone’s head!” He looked over the edge of the box. “It’s that man with the bald head. He looks jolly cross.”


  “Oh, Paddington!” Mrs Brown looked despairingly at him. “Do you have to bring marmalade sandwiches to the theatre?”


  “It’s all right,” said Paddington, cheerfully. “I’ve some more in the other pocket if anyone wants one. They’re a bit squashed, I’m afraid, because I sat on them in the car.”


  “There seems to be some sort of a row going on down below,” said Mr Brown, craning his head to look over the edge. “Some chap just waved his fist at me. And what’s all this about marmalade sandwiches?” Mr Brown was a bit slow on the uptake sometimes.


  “Nothing, dear,” said Mrs Brown, hastily. She decided to let the matter drop. It was much easier in the long run.


  In any case, Paddington was having a great struggle with himself over some opera glasses. He had just seen a little box in front of him marked OPERA GLASSES. TWENTY PENCE. Eventually, after a great deal of thought, he unlocked his suitcase and from a secret compartment withdrew twenty pence.


  “I don’t think much of these,” he said, a moment later, looking through them at the audience. “Everyone looks smaller.”


  “You’ve got them the wrong way round, silly,” said Jonathan.


  “Well, I still don’t think much of them,” said Paddington, turning them round. “I wouldn’t have bought them if I’d known. Still,” he added, after a moment’s thought, “they might come in useful next time.”


  Just as he began to speak the overture came to an end and the curtain rose. The scene was the living-room of a large house, and Sir Sealy Bloom, in the part of the village squire, was pacing up and down. There was a round of applause from the audience.


  “You don’t take them home,” whispered Judy. “You have to put them back when you leave.”


  “WHAT!” cried Paddington, in a loud voice. Several calls of ‘hush’ came from the darkened theatre as Sir Sealy Bloom paused and looked pointedly in the direction of the Browns’ box. “Do you mean to say…” words failed Paddington for the moment. “Twenty pence!” he said bitterly. “That’s two buns’ worth.” He turned his gaze on Sir Sealy Bloom.


  Sir Sealy Bloom looked rather irritable. He didn’t like first nights, and this one in particular had started badly. He had a nasty feeling about it. He much preferred playing the hero, where he had the sympathy of the audience, and in this play he was the villain. Being the first night of the play, he wasn’t at all sure of some of his lines. To make matters worse, he had arrived at the theatre only to discover that the prompt boy was missing and there was no one else to take his place. Then there was the disturbance in the stalls just before the curtain went up. Something to do with a marmalade sandwich, so the stage manager had said. Of course, that was all nonsense, but still, it was very disturbing. And then there was this noisy crowd in the box. He sighed to himself. It was obviously going to be one of those nights.


  But if Sir Sealy Bloom’s heart was not in the play, Paddington’s certainly was. He soon forgot about his wasted twenty pence and devoted all his attention to the plot. He decided quite early on that he didn’t like Sir Sealy Bloom and he stared at him hard through his opera glasses. He followed his every move and when, at the end of the first act, Sir Sealy, in the part of the hard-hearted father, turned his daughter out into the world without a penny, Paddington stood up on his chair and waved his programme indignantly at the stage.


  Paddington was a surprising bear in many ways and he had a strong sense of right and wrong. As the curtain came down he placed his opera glasses firmly on the ledge and climbed off his seat.


  “Are you enjoying it, Paddington?” asked Mr Brown.


  “It’s very interesting,” said Paddington. He had a determined note to his voice and Mrs Brown looked at him sharply. She was beginning to recognise that tone and it worried her.


  “Where are you going, dear?” she asked, as he made for the door of the box.


  “Oh, just for a walk,” said Paddington, vaguely.


  “Well, don’t be too long,” she called, as the door closed behind him. “You don’t want to miss any of the second act.”


  “Oh, don’t fuss, Mary,” said Mr Brown. “I expect he just wants to stretch his legs or something. He’s probably gone out to the cloakroom.”


  But at that moment Paddington was going, not in the direction of the cloakroom, but towards a door leading to the back of the theatre. It was marked PRIVATE. ARTISTS ONLY. As he pushed the door open and passed through, he immediately found himself in an entirely different world. There were no red plush seats; everything was very bare. Lots of ropes hung down from the roof, pieces of scenery were stacked against the walls, and everyone seemed in a great hurry. Normally Paddington would have been most interested in everything, but now he had a purposeful look on his face.


  Seeing a man bending over some scenery, he walked over and tapped him on the shoulder. “Excuse me,” he said. “Can you tell me where the man is?”


  The scene hand went on working. “Man?” he said. “What man?”


  “The man,” said Paddington, patiently.”The nasty man.”


  “Oh, you mean Sir Sealy.” The scene hand pointed towards a long corridor. “He’s in his dressing-room. You’d better not go disturbing him ’cause he’s not in a very good mood.” He looked up. “Hey!” he cried. “You’re not supposed to be in here. Who let you in?”


  Paddington was too far away to answer even if he had heard. He was already half-way up the corridor, looking closely at all the doors. Eventually he came to one with a large star on it and the words SIR SEALY BLOOM in big gold letters. Paddington drew a deep breath and then knocked loudly. There was no reply, so he knocked again. Still there was no reply, and so, very cautiously, he pushed open the door with his paw.


  “Go away!” said a booming voice. “I don’t want to see anyone.”


  Paddington peered round the door. Sir Sealy Bloom was lying stretched out on a long couch. He looked tired and cross. He opened one eye and gazed at Paddington.


  “I’m not signing any autographs,” he growled.


  “I don’t want your autograph,” said Paddington, fixing him with a hard stare. “I wouldn’t want your autograph if I had my autograph book, and I haven’t got my autograph book so there!”


  Sir Sealy sat up. “You don’t want my autograph?” he said, in a surprised voice. “But everyone always wants my autograph!”


  “Well, I don’t,” said Paddington. “I’ve come to tell you to take your daughter back!” He gulped the last few words. The great man seemed to have grown to about twice the size he had been on the stage, and he looked as if he was going to explode at any minute.


  Sir Sealy clutched his forehead. “You want me to take my daughter back?” he said at last.


  “That’s right,” said Paddington, firmly. “And if you don’t, I expect she can come and stay with Mr and Mrs Brown.”


  Sir Sealy Bloom ran his hand distractedly through his hair and then pinched himself. “Mr and Mrs Brown,” he repeated in a dazed voice. He looked wildly round the room and then dashed to the door. “Sarah!” he called, in a loud voice. “Sarah, come in here at once!” He backed round the room until he had placed the couch between himself and Paddington. “Keep away, bear!” he said, dramatically, and then peered at Paddington, for he was rather short-sighted. “You are a bear, aren’t you?” he added.


  “That’s right,” said Paddington. “From Darkest Peru!”


  Sir Sealy looked at his woollen hat. “Well then,” he said crossly, playing for time, “you ought to know better than to wear a green hat in my dressing-room. Don’t you know green is a very unlucky colour in the theatre? Take it off at once.”


  “It’s not my fault,” said Paddington. “I wanted to wear my proper hat.” He had just started to explain all about his hat when the door burst open and the lady called Sarah entered. Paddington immediately recognised her as Sir Sealy’s daughter in the play.


  “It’s all right,” he said. “I’ve come to rescue you.”


  “You’ve what?” The lady seemed most surprised.


  “Sarah,” Sir Sealy Bloom came out from behind the couch. “Sarah, protect me from this… this mad bear!”


  “I’m not mad,” said Paddington, indignantly.


  “Then kindly explain what you are doing in my dressing-room,” boomed the great actor.


  Paddington sighed. Sometimes people were very slow to understand things. Patiently he explained it all to them. When he had finished, the lady called Sarah threw back her head and laughed.


  “I’m glad you think it’s funny,” said Sir Sealy.


  “But darling, don’t you see?” she said. “It’s a great compliment. Paddington really believes you were throwing me out into the world without a penny. It shows what a great actor you are!”


  Sir Sealy thought for a moment. “Humph!” he said, gruffly. “Quite an understandable mistake, I suppose. He looks a remarkably intelligent bear, come to think of it.”


  Paddington looked from one to the other. “Then you were only acting all the time,” he faltered.


  The lady bent down and took his paw. “Of course, darling. But it was very kind of you to come to my rescue. I shall always remember it.”


  “Well, I would have rescued you if you’d wanted it,” said Paddington.


  Sir Sealy coughed. “Are you interested in the theatre, bear?” he boomed.


  “Oh, yes,” said Paddington. “Very much. Except I don’t like having to pay so much for everything. I want to be an actor when I grow up.”


  The lady called Sarah jumped up. “Why, Sealy darling,” she said, looking at Paddington. “I’ve an idea!” She whispered in Sir Sealy’s ear and then Sir Sealy looked at Paddington. “It’s a bit unusual,” he said, thoughtfully. “But it’s worth a try. Yes, it’s certainly worth a try!”


  In the theatre itself the interval was almost at an end and the Browns were getting restless.


  “Oh, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I wonder where he’s got to?”


  “If he doesn’t hurry up,” said Mr Brown, “he’s going to miss the start of the second act.”


  Just then there was a knock at the door and an attendant handed him a note. “A young bear gentleman asked me to give you this,” he announced. “He said it was very urgent.”


  “Er… thank you,” said Mr Brown, taking the note and opening it.


  “What does it say?” asked Mrs Brown, anxiously. “Is he all right?”


  Mr Brown handed her the note to read. “Your guess is as good as mine,” he said.


  Mrs Brown looked at it. It was hastily written in pencil and it said: I HAVE BEEN GIVEN A VERRY IMPORTANT JOB. PADINGTUN. P.S. I WILL TEL YOU ABOUT IT LAYTER.


  “Now what on earth can that mean?” she said. “Trust something unusual to happen to Paddington.”


  “I don’t know,” said Mr Brown, settling back in his chair as the lights went down. “But I’m not going to let it spoil the play.”


  “I hope the second half is better than the first,” said Jonathan. “I thought the first half was rotten. That man kept on forgetting his lines.”


  The second half was much better than the first. From the moment Sir Sealy strode on to the stage the theatre was electrified. A great change had come over him. He no longer fumbled over his lines, and people who had coughed all through the first half now sat up in their seats and hung on his every word.


  When the curtain finally came down on the end of the play, with Sir Sealy’s daughter returning to his arms, there was a great burst of applause. The curtain rose again and the whole company bowed to the audience. Then it rose while Sir Sealy and Sarah bowed, but still the cheering went on. Finally Sir Sealy stepped forward and raised his hand for quiet.


  “Ladies and gentlemen,” he said. “Thank you for your kind applause. We are indeed most grateful. But before you leave I would like to introduce the youngest and most important member of our company. A young… er, bear, who came to our rescue…” The rest of Sir Sealy’s speech was drowned in a buzz of excitement as he stepped forward to the very front of the stage, where a small screen hid a hole in the boards which was the prompt box.


  He took hold of one of Paddington’s paws and pulled. Paddington’s head appeared through the hole. In his other paw he was grasping a copy of the script.


  “Come along, Paddington,” said Sir Sealy. “Come and take your bow.”


  “I can’t,” gasped Paddington. “I think I’m stuck!”


  And stuck he was. It took several stagehands, the fireman, and a lot of butter to remove him after the audience had gone. But he was far enough out to twist round and raise his hat to the cheering crowd before the curtain came down for the last time.


  Several nights later, anyone going into Paddington’s room would have found him sitting up in bed with his scrapbook, a pair of scissors, and a pot of paste. He was busy pasting in a picture of Sir Sealy Bloom, which the great man had signed: ‘To Paddington, with grateful thanks.’ There was also a signed picture from the lady called Sarah, and one of his proudest possessions – a newspaper cutting about the play headed PADDINGTON SAVES THE DAY!


  Mr Gruber had told him that the photographs were probably worth a bit of money, but after much thought he had decided not to part with them. In any case, Sir Sealy Bloom had given him his twenty pence back and a pair of opera glasses.
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  ONE MORNING MR Brown tapped the barometer in the hall. “It looks as if it’s going to be a nice day,” he said. “How about a trip to the sea?”


  His remark was greeted with enthusiasm by the rest of the family, and in no time at all the house was in an uproar.


  Mrs Bird started to cut a huge pile of sandwiches while Mr Brown got the car ready. Jonathan and Judy searched for their bathing suits and Paddington went up to his room to pack. An outing which involved Paddington was always rather a business, as he insisted on taking all his things with him. As time went by he had acquired lots of things. As well as his suitcase, he now had a smart weekend grip with the initials P.B. inscribed on the side and a paper carrier-bag for the odds and ends.


  For the summer months Mrs Brown had bought him a sun hat. It was made of straw and very floppy. Paddington liked it, for by turning the brim up or down, he could make it different shapes, and it was really like having several hats in one.


  “When we get to Brightsea,” said Mrs Brown, “we’ll buy you a bucket and spade. Then you can make a sand-castle.”


  “And you can go to the pier,” said Jonathan, eagerly. “They’ve some super machines on the pier. You’d better bring plenty of coins.”


  “And we can go swimming,” added Judy. “You can swim, can’t you?”


  “Not very well, I’m afraid,” replied Paddington. “You see, I’ve never been to the seaside before!”


  “Never been to the seaside!” Everyone stopped what they were doing and stared at Paddington.


  “Never,” said Paddington.


  They all agreed that it must be nice to be going to the seaside for the first time in one’s life; even Mrs Bird began talking about the time she first went to Brightsea, many years before. Paddington became very excited as they told him all about the wonderful things he was going to see.


  The car was crowded when they started off. Mrs Bird, Judy, and Jonathan sat in the back. Mr Brown drove and Mrs Brown and Paddington sat beside him. Paddington liked sitting in the front, especially when the window was open, so that he could poke his head out in the cool breeze. After a minor delay when Paddington’s hat blew off on the outskirts of London, they were soon on the open road.


  “Can you smell the sea yet, Paddington?” asked Mrs Brown after a while.


  Paddington poked his head out and sniffed. “I can smell something,” he said.


  “Well,” said Mr Brown. “Keep on sniffing, because we’re almost there.” And sure enough, as they reached the top of a hill and rounded a corner to go down the other side, there it was in the distance, glistening in the morning sun.


  Paddington’s eyes opened wide. “Look at all the boats on the dirt!” he cried, pointing in the direction of the beach with his paw.


  Everyone laughed. “That’s not dirt,” said Judy. “That’s sand.” By the time they had explained all about sand to Paddington they were in Brightsea itself, and driving along the front. Paddington looked at the sea rather doubtfully. The waves were much bigger than he had imagined. Not so big as the ones he’d seen on his journey to England, but quite large enough for a small bear.


  Mr Brown stopped the car by a shop on the esplanade and took out some money. “I’d like to fit this bear out for a day at the seaside,” he said to the lady behind the counter. “Let’s see now, we shall need a bucket and spade, a pair of sunglasses, one of those rubber tyres…” As he reeled off the list, the lady handed the articles to Paddington, who began to wish he had more than two paws. He had a rubber tyre round his middle which kept slipping down around his knees, a pair of sunglasses perched precariously on his nose, his straw hat, a bucket and spade in one hand, and his suitcase in the other.


  “Photograph, sir?” Paddington turned to see an untidy man with a camera looking at him. “Only one pound, sir. Results guaranteed. Money back if you’re not satisfied.”


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. He didn’t like the look of the man very much, but he had been saving hard for several weeks and now had just over three pounds. It would be nice to have a picture of himself.


  “Won’t take a minute, sir,” said the man, disappearing behind a black cloth at the back of the camera. “Just watch the birdie.”


  Paddington looked around. There was no bird in sight as far as he could see. He went round behind the man and tapped him. The photographer, who appeared to be looking for something, jumped and then emerged from under his cloth. “How do you expect me to take your picture if you don’t stand in front?” he asked in an aggrieved voice. “Now I’ve wasted a plate, and” – he looked shiftily at Paddington – “that will cost you one pound!”


  Paddington gave him a hard stare. “You said there was a bird,” he said. “And there wasn’t.”


  “I expect it flew away when it saw your face,” said the man nastily. “Now where’s my pound?”


  Paddington looked at him even harder for a moment. “Perhaps the bird took it when it flew away,” he said.


  “Ha! Ha! Ha!” cried another photographer, who had been watching the proceedings with interest. “Fancy you being taken in by a bear, Charlie! Serves you right for trying to take photographs without a licence. Now be off with you before I call a policeman.”


  He watched while the other man gathered up his belongings and slouched off in the direction of the pier, then he turned to Paddington. “These people are a nuisance,” he said. “Taking away the living from honest folk. You did quite right not to pay him any money. And if you’ll allow me, I’d like to take a nice picture of you myself, as a reward!”


  The Brown family exchanged glances. “I don’t know,” said Mrs Brown. “Paddington always seems to fall on his feet.”


  “That’s because he’s a bear,” said Mrs Bird darkly. “Bears always fall on their feet.” She led the way on to the beach and carefully laid out a travelling rug on the sand behind a breakwater. “This will be as good a spot as any,” she said. “Then we shall all know where to come back to, and no one will get lost.”


  “The tide’s out,” said Mr Brown. “So it will be nice and safe for bathing.” He turned to Paddington. “Are you going in, Paddington?” he asked.


  Paddington looked at the sea. “I might go for a paddle,” he said.


  “Well, hurry up,” called Judy. “And bring your bucket and spade, then we can practise making sand-castles.”


  “Gosh!” Jonathan pointed to a notice pinned on the wall behind them. “Look… there’s a sand-castle competition. Whizzo! First prize ten pounds for the biggest sand-castle!”


  “Suppose we all join in and make one,” said Judy. “I bet the three of us together could make the biggest one you’ve ever seen.”
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  “I don’t think you’re allowed to,” said Mrs Brown, reading the notice. “It says here everyone has to make their own.”


  Judy looked disappointed. “Well, I shall have a go, anyway. Come on, you two, let’s have a bathe first, then we can start digging after lunch.” She raced down the sand closely followed by Jonathan and Paddington. At least, Jonathan followed but Paddington only got a few yards before his life-belt slipped down and he went headlong in the sand.


  “Paddington, do give me your suitcase,” called Mrs Brown. “You can’t take it in the sea with you. It’ll get wet and be ruined.”
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  Looking rather crestfallen, Paddington handed his things to Mrs Brown for safekeeping and then ran down the beach after the others. Judy and Jonathan were already a long way out when he got there, so he contented himself with sitting on the water’s edge for a while, letting the waves swirl around him as they came in. It was a nice feeling, a bit cold at first, but he soon got warm. He decided the seaside was a nice place to be. He paddled out to where the water was deeper and then lay back in his rubber tyre, letting the waves carry him gently back to the shore.


  “Ten pounds! Supposing… supposing he won ten whole pounds!” He closed his eyes. In his mind he had a picture of a beautiful castle made of sand, like the one he’d once seen in a picture-book, with battlements and towers and a moat. It was getting bigger and bigger and everyone else on the beach had stopped to gather round and cheer. Several people said they had never seen such a big sand-castle, and… he woke with a start as he felt someone splashing water on him.
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  “Come on, Paddington,” said Judy. “Lying there in the sun fast asleep. It’s time for lunch, and we’ve got lots of work to do afterwards.” Paddington felt disappointed. It had been a nice sand-castle in his dream. He was sure it would have won first prize. He rubbed his eyes and followed Judy and Jonathan up the beach to where Mrs Bird had laid out the sandwiches – ham, egg, and cheese for everyone else, and special marmalade ones for Paddington – with ice-cream and fruit salad to follow.


  “I vote,” said Mr Brown, who had in mind an after-lunch nap for himself, “that after we’ve eaten you all go off in different directions and make your own sand-castles. Then we’ll have our own private competition as well as the official one. I’ll give a pound to the one with the biggest castle.”


  All three thought this was a good idea. “But don’t go too far away,” called Mrs Brown, as Jonathan, Judy and Paddington set off. “Remember the tide’s coming in!” Her advice fell on deaf ears; they were all much too interested in sand-castles. Paddington especially was gripping his bucket and spade in a very determined fashion.


  The beach was crowded and he had to walk quite a long way before he found a deserted spot. First of all he dug a big moat in a circle, leaving himself a drawbridge so that he could fetch and carry the sand for the castle itself. Then he set to work carrying bucketloads of sand to build the walls of the castle.
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  He was an industrious bear and even though it was hard work and his legs and paws soon got tired, he persevered until he had a huge pile of sand in the middle of his circle. Then he set to work with his spade, smoothing out the walls and making the battlements. They were very good battlements, with holes for windows and slots for the archers to fire through.


  When he had finished he stuck his spade in one of the corner towers, placed his hat on top of that, and then lay down inside next to his marmalade jar and closed his eyes. He felt tired, but very pleased with himself. With the gentle roar of the sea in his ears he soon went fast asleep.

  



  “We’ve been all along the beach,” said Jonathan. “And we can’t see him anywhere.”


  “He didn’t even have his life-belt with him,” said Mrs Brown anxiously. “Nothing. Just a bucket and spade.” The Browns were gathered in a worried group round the man from the lifesaving hut.


  “He’s been gone several hours,” said Mr Brown. “And the tide’s been in over two!”


  The man looked serious. “And you say he can’t swim?” he asked.


  “He doesn’t even like having a bath much,” said Judy. “So I’m sure he can’t swim.”


  “Here’s his photograph,” said Mrs Bird. “He only had it taken this morning.” She handed the man Paddington’s picture and then dabbed her eyes with a handkerchief. “I know something’s happened to him. He wouldn’t have missed tea unless something was wrong.”


  The man looked at the picture. “We could send out a description,” he said, dubiously. “But it’s a job to see what he looks like by that. It’s all hat and dark glasses.”


  “Can’t you launch a lifeboat?” asked Jonathan, hopefully.


  “We could,” said the man. “If we knew where to look. But he might be anywhere.”


  “Oh, dear,” Mrs Brown reached for her handkerchief as well. “I can’t bear to think about it.”


  “Something will turn up,” said Mrs Bird, comfortingly.”He’s got a good head on his shoulders.”


  “Well,” said the man, holding up a dripping straw hat. “You’d better have this, and in the meantime… we’ll see what we can do.”


  “There, there, Mary!” Mr Brown held his wife’s arm. “Perhaps he just left it on the beach or something. It may have got picked up by the tide.” He bent down to pick up the rest of Paddington’s belongings. They seemed very small and lonely, lying there on their own.


  “It’s Paddington’s hat all right,” said Judy, examining it. “Look – it’s got his mark inside!” She turned the hat inside out and showed them the outline of a paw mark in black ink and the words MY HAT – PADINGTUN.


  “I vote we all separate,” said Jonathan, “and comb the beach. We’ll stand more chance that way.”


  Mr Brown looked dubious. “It’s getting dark,” he said.


  Mrs Bird put down the travelling rug and folded her arms. “Well, I’m not going back until he’s found,” she said. “I couldn’t go back to that empty house – not without Paddington.”


  “No one’s thinking of going back without him, Mrs Bird,” said Mr Brown. He looked helplessly out to sea. “It’s just…”


  “P’raps he didn’t get swep’ out to sea,” said the lifesaving man, helpfully. “P’raps he’s just gone on the pier or something. There seems to be a big crowd heading that way. Must be something interesting going on.” He called out to a man who was just passing. “What’s going on at the pier, chum?”


  Without stopping, the man looked back over his shoulder and shouted, “Chap just crossed the Atlantic all by ’isself on a raft. ’Undreds of days without food or water so they say!” He hurried on.


  The lifesaving man looked disappointed. “Another of these publicity stunts,” he said. “We get ’em every year.”


  Mr Brown looked thoughtful. “I wonder,” he said, looking in the direction of the pier.


  “It would be just like him,” said Mrs Bird. “It’s the sort of thing that would happen to Paddington.”


  “It’s got to be!” cried Jonathan. “It’s just got to be!”


  They all looked at each other and then, picking up their belongings, joined the crowd hurrying in the direction of the pier. It took them a long time to force their way through the turnstile, for the news that ‘something was happening on the pier’ had spread and there was a great throng at the entrance. But eventually, after Mr Brown had spoken to a policeman, a way was made for them and they were escorted to the very end, where the paddle-steamers normally tied up.


  A strange sight met their eyes. Paddington, who had just been pulled out of the water by a fisherman, was sitting on his upturned bucket talking to some reporters. Several of them were taking photographs while the rest fired questions at him.


  “Have you come all the way from America?” asked one reporter.


  The Browns, hardly knowing whether to laugh or cry, waited eagerly for Paddington’s reply.


  “Well, no,” said Paddington, truthfully, after a moment’s pause. “Not America. But I’ve come a long way.” He waved a paw vaguely in the direction of the sea. “I got caught by the tide, you know.”


  “And you sat in that bucket all the time?” asked another man, taking a picture.


  “That’s right,” replied Paddington. “And I used my spade as a paddle. It was lucky I had it with me.”


  “Did you live on plankton?” queried another voice.


  Paddington looked puzzled. “No,” he said. “Marmalade.”


  Mr Brown pushed his way through the crowd. Paddington jumped up and looked rather guilty.


  “Now then,” said Mr Brown, taking his paw. “That’s enough questions for today. This bear’s been at sea for a long time and he’s tired. In fact,” he looked meaningfully at Paddington, “he’s been at sea all the afternoon!”


  “Is it still only Tuesday?” asked Paddington, innocently. “I thought it was much later than that!”


  “Tuesday,” said Mr Brown firmly. “And we’ve been worried to death over you!”


  Paddington picked up his bucket and spade and jar of marmalade. “Well,” he said. “I bet not many bears have gone to sea in a bucket, all the same.”

  



  It was dark when they drove along Brightsea front on their way home. The promenade was festooned with coloured lights and even the fountains in the gardens kept changing colour. It all looked very pretty. But Paddington, who was lying in the back of the car wrapped in a blanket, was thinking of his sand-castle.


  “I bet mine was bigger than anyone else’s,” he said, sleepily.


  “Bet you mine was the biggest,” said Jonathan.


  “I think,” said Mr Brown, hastily, “you’d all better have a pound just to make sure.”


  “Perhaps we can come again another day,” said Mrs Brown. “Then we can have another competition. How about that, Paddington?”


  There was no reply from the back of the car. Sand-castles, paddling his bucket all across the harbour, and the sea air had proved too much for Paddington. He was fast asleep.
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  “OOOH,” SAID PADDINGTON, “is it really for me?” He stared hungrily at the cake. It really was a wonderful cake. One of Mrs Bird’s best. It was covered with sugar icing and it had a cream and marmalade filling. On the top there was one candle and the words: TO PADDINGTON. WITH BEST WISHES FOR A HAPPY BIRTHDAY – FROM EVERYONE.


  It had been Mrs Bird’s idea to have a birthday party. Paddington had been with them for two months. No one, not even Paddington, knew quite how old he was, so they decided to start again and call him one. Paddington thought this was a good idea, especially when he was told that bears had two birthdays every year – one in the summer and one in the winter.


  “Just like the Queen,” said Mrs Bird. “So you ought to consider yourself very important.”


  Paddington did. In fact, he went round to Mr Gruber straight away and told him the good news. Mr Gruber looked impressed and was pleased when Paddington invited him to the party.


  “It’s not often anyone invites me out, Mr Brown,” he said. “I don’t know when I went out last and I shall look forward to it very much indeed.”


  He didn’t say any more at the time, but the next morning a van drew up outside the Browns’ house and delivered a mysterious-looking parcel from all the shopkeepers in the Portobello Market.


  “Aren’t you a lucky bear,” exclaimed Mrs Brown, when they opened the parcel and saw what was inside. It was a nice new shopping basket on wheels, with a bell on the side that Paddington could ring to let people know he was coming.


  Paddington scratched his head. “It’s a job to know what to do first,” he said, as he carefully placed the basket with the other presents. “I shall have a lot of ‘thank you’ letters to write.”


  “Perhaps you’d better leave them until tomorrow,” said Mrs Brown hastily. Whenever Paddington wrote any letters he generally managed to get more ink on himself than on the paper, and he was looking so unusually smart, having had a bath the night before, that it seemed a pity to spoil it.


  Paddington looked disappointed. He liked writing letters. “Perhaps I can help Mrs Bird in the kitchen,” he said hopefully.


  “I’m glad to say,” said Mrs Bird, as she emerged from the kitchen, “that I’ve just finished. But you can lick the spoon if you like.” She had bitter memories of other occasions when Paddington had ‘helped’ in the kitchen. “But not too much,” she warned, “or you won’t have room for this.”


  It was then that Paddington saw his cake for the first time. His eyes, usually large and round, became so much larger and rounder, that even Mrs Bird blushed with pride. “Special occasions demand special things,” she said, and hurried off in the direction of the dining-room.


  Paddington spent the rest of the day being hurried from one part of the house to another as preparations were made for his party. Mrs Brown was busy tidying up. Mrs Bird was busy in the kitchen. Jonathan and Judy were busy with the decorations. Everyone had a job except Paddington.


  “I thought it was supposed to be my birthday,” he grumbled, as he was sent packing into the drawing-room for the fifth time after upsetting a box of marbles over the kitchen floor.


  “So it is, dear,” said a flustered Mrs Brown. “But your time comes later.” She was beginning to regret telling him that bears had two birthdays every year, for already he was worrying about when the next one was due.


  “Now just you watch out of the window for the postman,” she said, lifting him up on to the window-sill. But Paddington didn’t seem very keen on this. “Or else,” she said, “practise doing some of your conjuring tricks, ready for this evening.”


  Among Paddington’s many presents was a conjuring outfit from Mr and Mrs Brown. It was a very expensive one from Barkridges. It had a special magic table, a large mystery box which made things disappear if you followed the instructions properly, a magic wand and several packs of cards. Paddington emptied them all over the floor and settled down in the middle to read the book of instructions.


  He sat there for a long time, studying the pictures and diagrams, and reading everything twice to make sure. Every now and then he absent-mindedly dipped a paw into his marmalade pot, and then, remembering it was his birthday and that there was a big tea to come, he reached up and stood the jar on the magic table before returning to his studies.


  The first chapter was called SPELLS. It showed how to wave the magic wand and the correct way to say ABRACADABRA. Paddington stood up clutching the book in one paw, and waved the wand several times through the air. He also tried saying ABRACADABRA. He looked round. Nothing seemed to have changed, and he was just about to try again, when his eyes nearly popped out of his head. The jar of marmalade which he’d placed on the magic table only a few minutes before had disappeared!


  He searched hurriedly through the book. There was nothing about making marmalade disappear. Worse still, there was nothing about making it come back again, either. Paddington decided it must be a very powerful spell to make a whole pot vanish into thin air.


  He was about to rush outside and tell the others when he thought better of it. It might be a good trick to do in the evening, especially if he could persuade Mrs Bird to give him another jar. He went out into the kitchen and waved his wand a few times in Mrs Bird’s direction, just to make sure.


  “I’ll give you ABRACADABRA,” said Mrs Bird, pushing him out again. “And be careful with that stick or you’ll have someone’s eye out.”


  Paddington returned to the drawing-room and tried saying his spell backwards. Nothing happened, so he started reading the next chapter of the instruction book, which was called THE MYSTERY OF THE DISAPPEARING EGG.


  “I shouldn’t have thought you needed any book to tell you that,” said Mrs Bird at lunch time, as Paddington told them all about it. “The way you gobble your food is nobody’s business.”


  “Well,” said Mr Brown, “so long as you don’t try sawing anyone in half this evening, I don’t mind.”


  “I was only joking,” he added hurriedly, as Paddington turned an inquiring gaze on him. Nevertheless, as soon as lunch was over, Mr Brown hurried down the garden and locked up his tools. With Paddington there was no sense in taking chances.


  As it happened he had no cause to worry, for Paddington had far too many things on his mind what with one thing and another. The whole family was there for tea as well as Mr Gruber. Several other people came along too, including the Browns’ next door neighbour, Mr Curry. The last named was a most unwelcome visitor. “Just because there’s a free tea,” said Mrs Bird. “I think it’s disgusting, taking the crumbs off a young bear’s plate like that. He’s not even been invited!”


  “He’ll have to look slippy if he gets any crumbs off Paddington’s plate,” said Mr Brown. “All the same, it is a bit thick, after all the things he’s said in the past. And not even bothering to wish him many happy returns.”


  Mr Curry had a reputation in the neighbourhood for meanness and for poking his nose into other people’s business. He was also very bad-tempered, and was always complaining about the least little thing which met with his disapproval. In the past that had often included Paddington, which was why the Browns had not invited him to the party.


  But even Mr Curry had no cause to complain about the tea. From the huge birthday cake down to the last marmalade sandwich, everyone voted it was the best tea they had ever had. Paddington himself was so full he had great difficulty in mustering enough breath to blow out the candle. But at last he managed it without singeing his whiskers, and everyone, including Mr Curry, applauded and wished him a happy birthday.
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  “And now,” said Mr Brown, when the noise had died down. “If you’ll all move your seats back, I think Paddington has a surprise for us.”


  While everyone was busy moving their seats to one side of the room, Paddington disappeared into the drawing-room and returned carrying his conjuring outfit. There was a short delay while he erected his magic table and adjusted the mystery box, but soon all was ready. The lights were turned off except for a standard lamp and Paddington waved his wand for quiet.


  “Ladies and gentlemen,” he began, consulting his instruction book, “my next trick is impossible!”


  “But you haven’t done one yet,” grumbled Mr Curry.


  Ignoring the remark, Paddington turned over the page.”For this trick,” he said, “I shall require an egg.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Bird, as she hurried out to the kitchen, “I know something dreadful is going to happen.”


  Paddington placed the egg in the centre of his magic table and covered it with a handkerchief. He muttered ABRACADABRA several times and then hit the handkerchief with his wand.


  Mr and Mrs Brown looked at each other. They were both thinking of their carpet. “Hey presto!” said Paddington, and pulled the handkerchief away. To everyone’s surprise the egg had completely disappeared.


  “Of course,” said Mr Curry, knowledgeably, above the applause, “it’s all done by sleight of paw. But very good though, for a bear. Very good indeed. Now make it come back again!”


  Feeling very pleased with himself, Paddington took his bow and then felt in the secret compartment behind the table. To his surprise he found something much larger than an egg. In fact… it was a jar of marmalade. It was the one that had disappeared that very morning! He displayed it in his paw; the applause for this trick was even louder.


  “Excellent,” said Mr Curry, slapping his knee. “Making people think he was going to find an egg, and it was a jar of marmalade all the time. Very good indeed!”


  Paddington turned over a page. “And now,” he announced, flushed with success, “the disappearing trick!” He took a bowl of Mrs Brown’s best flowers and placed them on the dining-table alongside his mystery box. He wasn’t very happy about this trick, as he hadn’t had time to practise it, and he wasn’t at all sure how the mystery box worked or even where you put the flowers to make them disappear.


  He opened the door in the back of the box and then poked his head round the side. “I shan’t be a minute,” he said, and then disappeared from view again.


  The audience sat in silence. “Rather a slow trick, this one,” said Mr Curry, after a while.


  “I hope he’s all right,” said Mrs Brown. “He seems very quiet.”


  “Well, he can’t have gone far,” said Mr Curry. “Let’s try knocking.” He got up, knocked loudly on the box, and then put his ear to it. “I can hear someone calling,” he said. “It sounds like Paddington. I’ll try again.” He shook the box and there was an answering thump from inside.


  “I think he’s shut himself in,” said Mr Gruber. He too knocked on the box and called out, “Are you all right, Mr Brown?”


  “NO!” said a small and muffled voice. “It’s dark and I can’t read my instruction book.”


  “Quite a good trick,” said Mr Curry, some while later after they had prised open Paddington’s mystery box with a penknife. He helped himself to some biscuits. “The disappearing bear. Very unusual! But I still don’t see what the flowers were for.”


  Paddington looked at him suspiciously, but Mr Curry was far too busy with the biscuits.


  “For my next trick,” said Paddington, “I would like a watch.”


  “Are you sure?” asked Mrs Brown, anxiously. “Wouldn’t anything else do?”


  Paddington consulted his instruction book. “It says a watch,” he said, firmly.


  Mr Brown hurriedly pulled his sleeve down over his left wrist. Unfortunately, Mr Curry, who was in an unusually good mood after his free tea, stood up and offered his. Paddington took it gratefully and placed it on the table. “This is a jolly good trick,” he said, reaching down into his box and pulling out a small hammer.


  He covered the watch with a handkerchief and then hit it several times. Mr Curry’s expression froze. “I hope you know what you’re doing, young bear,” he said.


  Paddington looked rather worried. Having turned over the page he’d just read the ominous words, “It is necessary to have a second watch for this trick.” Gingerly, he lifted up a corner of the handkerchief. Several cogs and some pieces of glass rolled across the table. Mr Curry let out a roar of wrath.


  “I think I forgot to say ABRACADABRA,” faltered Paddington.


  “ABRACADABRA!” shouted Mr Curry, beside himself with rage. “ABRACADABRA!” He held up the remains of his watch. “Twenty years I’ve had this watch, and now look at it! This will cost someone a pretty penny!”


  Mr Gruber took out an eyeglass and examined the watch carefully. “Nonsense,” he said, coming to Paddington’s rescue. “It’s one you bought from me for three pounds six months ago! You ought to be ashamed of yourself, telling lies in front of a young bear!”


  “Rubbish!” spluttered Mr Curry. He sat down heavily on Paddington’s chair. “Rubbish! I’ll give you…” his voice trailed away and a peculiar expression came over his face. “I’m sitting on something,” he said. “Something wet and sticky!”


  “Oh dear,” said Paddington. “I expect it’s my disappearing egg. It must have reappeared!”


  Mr Curry grew purple in the face. “I’ve never been so insulted in my life,” he said. “Never!” He turned at the door and waved an accusing finger at the company. “It’s the last time I shall ever come to one of your birthday parties!”


  “Henry,” said Mrs Brown, as the door closed behind Mr Curry, “you really oughtn’t to laugh.”


  Mr Brown tried hard to keep a straight face. “It’s no good,” he said, bursting out. “I can’t help it.”


  “Did you see his face when all the cogs rolled out?” said Mr Gruber, his face wet with tears.


  “All the same,” said Mr Brown, when the laughter had died down. “I think perhaps you ought to try something a little less dangerous next time, Paddington.”


  “How about that card trick you were telling me about, Mr Brown?” asked Mr Gruber. “The one where you tear up a card and make it come out of someone’s ear.”


  “Yes, that sounds a nice quiet one,” said Mrs Brown. “Let’s see that.”


  “You wouldn’t like another disappearing trick?” asked Paddington, hopefully.


  “Quite sure, dear,” said Mrs Brown.


  “Well,” said Paddington, rummaging in his box, “it’s not very easy doing card tricks when you’ve only got paws, but I don’t mind trying.”


  He offered a pack of cards to Mr Gruber, who solemnly took one from the middle and then memorised it before replacing the card. Paddington waved his wand over the pack several times and then withdrew a card. He held up the seven of spades. “Was this it?” he said to Mr Gruber.


  Mr Gruber polished his glasses and stared. “You know,” he said, “I do believe it was!”


  “I bet all the cards are the same,” whispered Mr Brown to his wife.


  “Ssh!” said Mrs Brown. “I thought he did it very well.”


  “This is the difficult bit,” said Paddington, tearing it up. “I’m not very sure about this part.” He put the pieces under his handkerchief and tapped them several times with the wand.


  “Oh!” said Mr Gruber, rubbing the side of his head. “I felt something go pop in my ear just then. Something cold and hard.” He felt in his ear. “Why I do believe…” He held up a shining round object to the audience. “It’s a sovereign! My birthday present for Paddington! Now I wonder how it got in there?”


  [image: ]


  “Oooh!” said Paddington, as he proudly examined it. “I didn’t expect that. Thank you very much, Mr Gruber.”


  “Well,” said Mr Gruber. “It’s only a small present I’m afraid, Mr Brown. But I’ve enjoyed the little chats we’ve had in the mornings. I look forward to them very much and, er,” he cleared his throat and looked around, “I’m sure we all hope you have many more birthdays!”


  When the chorus of agreement had died down, Mr Brown rose and looked at the clock. “And now,” he said, “it’s long past all our bedtimes, most of all yours, Paddington, so I suggest we all do a disappearing trick now.”


  “I wish,” said Paddington, as he stood at the door waving everyone goodbye, “I wish my Aunt Lucy could see me now. She’d feel very pleased.”


  “You’ll have to write and tell her all about it, Paddington,” said Mrs Brown, as she took his paw. “But in the morning,” she added hastily. “You’ve got clean sheets, remember.”


  “Yes,” said Paddington. “In the morning. I expect if I did it now I’d get ink over the sheets or something. Things are always happening to me.”


  “You know, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, as they watched Paddington go up the stairs to bed, looking rather sticky and more than a little sleepy, “it’s nice having a bear about the house.”


  Postscript


  A Bear Called Paddington didn’t begin life as a book. The opening paragraph was simply an early-morning doodle brought on by the certain knowledge that if I didn’t put something down on the blank sheet of paper in my typewriter nobody else would.


  However, it caught my fancy, so I wrote a second paragraph, then a third, until by the end of the day I had completed a whole story.


  The source of my inspiration was a toy bear sitting on the mantelpiece of our one-room flat near London’s Portobello market. I had bought it in desperation the previous Christmas Eve as a stocking-filler for my wife, and we called him Paddington because I had always liked the sound of it and names are important, particularly if you are a bear and don’t have very much else in the world.


  In no time at all he became part of the family. In fact, for a long time he was the family and was treated as such; joining us at meal times, sharing our holidays, occasionally interrupting our conversations.


  Ten working days later, having completed seven more stories, I realised I had a book on my hands. It hadn’t been written with any particular age group in mind, which was fortunate, because until then I had always written for adults and if I had consciously aimed at a young audience I might have ‘written down’, which is always a bad idea. Anyway, I agree with Gertrude Stein: a book is a book is a book, and it should be enjoyable on all levels.


  It was lucky, too, that I picked on a bear for my doodling. The late Peter Bull, actor and arctophile, once said that whereas dolls are always wondering what they are going to wear next, you never know quite what bears are thinking, and he was right. You feel you can trust them with your secrets and they won’t pass them on. Another thing about bears is that one perceives them in the wild lumbering around on two legs, so they are already halfway to being human.


  The first book in a series is always the most fun to write. The world is your oyster and you can go wherever your fancy takes you. However, at the same time you build in certain parameters which are there for all time. Although Paddington’s adventures take place in the present, I always picture him going home at the end of the day to the rather safer pre-war world which I remember from my childhood.


  I don’t think they ever realised it, but my parents served as role models for Mr and Mrs Brown. (There is also a lot of my father in Paddington, for he was very law-abiding and never went out without a hat in case he bumped into someone he knew and had nothing to raise.) Jonathan and Judy were there to bridge the age gap. Mrs Bird was based on memories of my childhood best friend’s live-in nanny. Paddington’s ‘best friend’, Mr Gruber, is important because he knows what it is like to be a refugee in a strange country, so they have a special relationship. The Browns’ long-suffering next-door neighbour, Mr Curry, triggers off many a story. I have only to put the two together and things start to happen. ‘Number 32 Windsor Gardens’ I saw as being just around the corner from our flat.


  Paddington was, and always will be, very real to me. He has his feet firmly on the ground and he has a very strong sense of right and wrong. So much so that when I come up against a problem in my own life I often ask myself what he would do.


  The fact that others believe in him just as much is rewarding. For example, the boy who wrote saying he was so used to Paddington being the name of a bear it now seemed a funny name for a station. And the nun who wrote to me out of the blue telling me she was in hospital – I suspect suffering from an incurable disease – and thanking me for all the comfort Paddington brought her. He couldn’t have had a greater compliment paid him.


  Writing comedy is a serious business; a matter of distillation, of finding exactly the right word. On the whole, without the benefit of an immediate audience response, one works in a kind of vacuum.


  However, I did once find myself sitting in a restaurant and overhearing two men in the next booth discussing Paddington’s exploits. They were both laughing their heads off, and that was very satisfying because in the circumstances it was obviously genuine. I didn’t let on I was there for fear of embarrassing both parties.


  Then, some years ago, on a promotional tour in Australia, I had to carry a stuffed Paddington everywhere I went. Each time I boarded a plane I knew it wouldn’t be long before he would be asked up to the flight deck. On one occasion I left him up there, strapped into a spare bucket seat while the crew explained the controls. A little later on I received a second message asking if I would mind him staying up there because he wanted to practise landing the plane. I didn’t tell the other passengers!


  When I wrote the first book I had no idea that he would eventually be honoured with a life-size bronze statue on the station itself. People use the plinth to sit on while they eat their sandwiches, which is rather apposite really, and it’s nice to think they will probably still be doing it long after I have gone.


  I don’t suppose we shall ever meet, but if we do I shan’t be at all surprised. Being a polite bear I’m sure he will raise his hat, and as we go our separate ways I shall regret not wearing one too, so that I could raise it in return as a mark of respect.

  



  MICHAEL BOND


  April 2001
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  The Browns’ house at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens was unusually quiet. It was a warm summer day and all the family with the exception of Paddington, who had mysteriously disappeared shortly after lunch, were sitting on the veranda enjoying the afternoon sun.


  Apart from the faint rustle of paper as Mr Brown turned the pages of an enormous book and the click of Mrs Brown’s knitting needles, the only sound came from Mrs Bird, their housekeeper, as she prepared the tea things.


  Jonathan and Judy were both much too busy piecing together a huge jigsaw puzzle to utter a word.


  It was Mr Brown who first broke the silence. “You know,” he began, taking a long draw at his pipe, “it’s a funny thing, but I’ve been through this encyclopedia a dozen times and there’s no mention of a bear like Paddington.”


  “Ah, and there won’t be,” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “Bears like Paddington are very rare. And a good thing too, if you ask me, or it would cost us a small fortune in marmalade.” Mrs Bird was always going on about Paddington’s fondness for marmalade, but it was noticeable she was never without a spare jar in the larder in case of emergency.


  “Anyway, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, as she put down her knitting, “why do you want to look up Paddington?”


  Mr Brown twirled his moustache thoughtfully. “Oh, no reason in particular,” he answered vaguely. “I was interested – that’s all.”


  Having a bear in the family was a heavy responsibility – especially a bear like Paddington – and Mr Brown took the matter very seriously.


  “The point is,” he said, snapping the book shut, “if he’s staying with us for good…”


  “If?” There was a chorus of alarm from the rest of the family, not to mention Mrs Bird.


  “What on earth do you mean, Henry?” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “If Paddington is staying with us for good. Of course he is.”


  “As he’s staying with us,” said Mr Brown, hastily, “there are one or two things I have in mind. First of all I’ve been thinking of decorating the spare room for him.”


  There was general agreement at this. Ever since he had first arrived on the scene, Paddington had occupied the guest-room. Being a polite bear he had never said anything, even when he’d been turned out to make room for visitors, but it had long been thought he should have a room of his own.


  “The second thing,” continued Mr Brown, “is a photograph. I think it would be nice if we could have a family group taken.”


  “A photograph?” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “What a funny thing you should say that.”


  “Oh?” said Mr Brown. “Why’s that?”


  Mrs Bird busied herself with the teapot. “You’ll see – all in good time,” she said. And try as they might that was all the others could get from her.


  Fortunately, she was saved any further questions, for at that moment there came a loud banging noise from the direction of the dining-room and Paddington himself appeared at the French windows. He was struggling with a large cardboard box, across the top of which lay a mysterious-looking metal object with long spikes on one end.


  But it wasn’t so much what he was carrying that caused a gasp of astonishment from the others. It was his general appearance.


  His fur had an unusually soft, golden look about it, and his ears, or as much of them as they could see poking out from beneath the wide brim of his old hat, were as black and shiny as the tip of his nose. Even his paws and whiskers had to be seen to be believed.


  Everyone sat up in amazement and Mrs Brown dropped several stitches.


  “Good heavens!” spluttered Mr Brown, nearly spilling his tea over the encyclopedia. “What have you been doing to yourself?”


  “I’ve been having a bath,” said Paddington, looking most offended.


  “A bath?” repeated Judy, slowly. “Without being asked?”


  “Crikey!” said Jonathan. “We’d better put the flags out.”


  “You are all right?” asked Mr Brown. “I mean – you’re not feeling ill or anything?”


  Paddington became even more injured at the excitement he had caused. It wasn’t as if he never had a wash. In fact he had one most mornings. It was simply that he had decided views on baths in particular. Having a bath meant getting his fur wet all over and it took a long time to dry. “I only wanted to look nice for the photograph,” he said firmly.


  “The photograph?” everyone echoed. It was really uncanny the way Paddington knew about things.


  “Yes,” said Paddington. An important expression came over his face as he bent down and started undoing the string round his cardboard box. “I’ve bought myself a camera.”


  There was a moment’s silence while the Browns watched the back view of Paddington bending over the box.


  “A camera,” said Mrs Brown at last. “But aren’t they very expensive?”


  “This one wasn’t,” said Paddington, breathing hard. He stood up, clutching the biggest camera the Browns had ever seen. “I bought it at a sale in the market. It was only three pounds!”


  “Three pounds!” exclaimed Mr Brown looking most impressed. He turned to the others. “I must say I’ve never known a bear with such an eye for a bargain as Paddington.”


  “Gosh!” said Jonathan. “It’s got a hood to put over your head and everything.”


  “What’s that long thing?” asked Judy.


  “That’s a tripod,” explained Paddington proudly. He sat down on the floor and began unfolding the legs. “It’s to stand the camera on so that it doesn’t shake.”


  Mr Brown picked up the camera and examined it. As he turned it over some rusty screws and several old nails fell out. “Isn’t it rather old?” he asked, without thinking. “It looks as if someone’s been using it as a work-box instead of a camera.”


  Paddington lifted the brim of his hat and gave Mr Brown a hard stare. “It’s a very rare sort,” he replied. “The man in the bargain shop said so.”


  “Well, I think it’s super,” exclaimed Jonathan, excitedly. “Bags you take my picture first, Paddington.”


  “I’ve only got one plate,” said Paddington decidedly. “Extra ones cost a lot and I haven’t any pocket money left – so I’m afraid you’ll all have to be in a group.”


  “It certainly looks most complicated, and rather large for a bear,” remarked Mrs Brown as Paddington screwed the camera on to the tripod and then adjusted the legs so that they were the right height. “Are you sure you’ll be able to work it?”


  “I think so,” said Paddington. His voice became muffled as he disappeared underneath the black hood at the back. “Mr Gruber lent me a book all about photography and I’ve been practising under the bedclothes.”
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  Mr Gruber, who kept an antique shop in the Portobello market, was a close friend of Paddington and helped him with all his problems.


  “Well, in that case” – Mr Brown took charge of the situation – “I suggest we all go on to the lawn and let Paddington take our picture while the sun’s shining.” And he led the way outside while Paddington bustled around erecting his camera and tripod.


  In a few moments Paddington announced that everything was ready and he began arranging the group as he wanted them, running back to the camera every now and then to peer at them through the lens.


  Because the camera was so near the ground he had to put Mr Brown crouching in a rather uncomfortable position behind Jonathan and Judy, with Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird sitting on either side.


  Although he didn’t say anything, Paddington was a bit disappointed with the view through the camera. He could just recognise Mr Brown because of his moustache, but the others were much more difficult. Everyone seemed blurred, almost as if they were standing in a fog. It was strange, for when he took his head out of the cloth it was quite sunny outside.


  The Browns waited patiently while Paddington sat on the grass and consulted his instruction book. Almost at once he discovered a very interesting chapter headed focus. It explained how, if you wanted nice clear pictures, it was important to make sure the camera was the right distance away, and properly adjusted. It even had a picture showing a man measuring the distance with a piece of string.
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  Several minutes went by, for Paddington was rather a slow reader, and there were a number of diagrams to examine.


  “I hope he’s not too long,” said Mr Brown. “I think I’ve got cramp coming on.”


  “He’ll be disappointed if you move,” said Mrs Brown. “He took such a lot of trouble arranging us all and it really looks very nice.”


  “That’s all very well,” grumbled Mr Brown. “You’re sitting down.”


  “Ssh!” replied Mrs Brown. “I think he’s almost ready now. He’s doing something with a piece of string.”


  “What on earth is that for?” asked Mr Brown.


  “It’s to measure you,” said Paddington, tying a loop in the end.


  “Well, if you don’t mind,” protested Mr Brown, when he saw what Paddington was up to, “I’d much rather you tied the other end on to the camera instead of this end to my ear!” The rest of his sentence disappeared in a gurgle as Paddington pulled the string tight.


  Paddington looked rather surprised and examined the knot round Mr Brown’s ear with interest. “I think I must have made a slip knot by mistake,” he announced eventually. Paddington wasn’t very good at knots – mainly because having paws made things difficult for him.


  “Really, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “Don’t make such a fuss. Anyone would think you’d been hurt.”


  Mr Brown rubbed his ear, which had gone a funny mauve colour. “It’s my ear,” he said, “and it jolly well does hurt.”


  “Now where’s he going?” exclaimed Mrs Bird, as Paddington hurried off towards the house.


  “I expect he’s gone to measure the string,” said Jonathan.


  “Huh!” said Mr Brown. “Well, I’m going to stand up.”


  “Henry!” said Mrs Brown. “If you do I shall be very cross.”


  “It’s too late anyway,” groaned Mr Brown. “My leg’s gone to sleep.”


  Luckily for Mr Brown, Paddington arrived back at that moment. He stared hard at the sun and then at the waiting group. “I’m afraid you’ll have to come over here,” he said, after consulting his instruction book. “The sun’s moved.”


  “I’m not surprised,” grumbled Mr Brown, as he sat on the lawn rubbing his leg. “At the rate we’re going it will have set before we’re finished.”


  “I never realised having a picture taken could be so complicated,” said Mrs Bird.


  “What I’m not sure about,” whispered Judy, “is why Paddington bothered having a bath if he’s taking the photograph.”


  “That’s a point,” said Mr Brown. “How are you going to be in the picture, Paddington?”


  Paddington gave Mr Brown a strange look. That was something he hadn’t thought of either, but he decided to meet that difficulty when it came. He had a lot of other important things to do first. “I’m going to press the shutter,” he said, after a moment’s thought, “and then run round the other side.”


  “But even bears can’t run that fast,” persisted Mr Brown.


  “I’m sure Paddington knows best, Henry,” whispered Mrs Brown. “And even if he doesn’t, for goodness’ sake don’t say anything. If he finds out he’s had a bath for nothing we shall never hear the last of it.”


  “It seems a very long hood,” said Mrs Bird, looking towards the camera. “I can’t see Paddington at all.”


  “That’s because he’s small,” explained Jonathan. “He’s had to lower the tripod.”


  The Browns sat very still with a fixed smile on their faces as Paddington came out from beneath his hood. He made some complicated adjustments to the front of the camera and then, after announcing he was about to fit the photographic plate, disappeared again.
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  Suddenly, to everybody’s surprise, the camera and tripod began to rock backwards and forwards in a most dangerous manner.


  “Good gracious!” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “Whatever’s happening now?”


  “Look out!” shouted Mr Brown. “It’s coming towards us.”


  They all stood up and moved away, staring with wide-open eyes at the camera as it followed them. But when it got to within several feet it suddenly stopped, then turned left and headed towards a rose bush.


  “I do hope he’s all right,” said Mrs Brown anxiously.


  “I wonder if we ought to do anything,” said Mrs Bird, as there was a muffled cry from Paddington.


  But before anyone could reply, the camera rebounded from the rose bush and shot back across the lawn. It went twice round the pond in the middle and then jumped up in the air several times before toppling over, to land with a dull thud in the middle of Mr Brown’s best flower bed.
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  “Good heavens!” shouted Mr Brown, as he rushed forward. “My petunias!”


  “Never mind your petunias, Henry,” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “What about Paddington?”


  “Well, no wonder,” said Mr Brown as he bent down and lifted the hood. “He’s got his head stuck inside the camera!”


  “I should be careful, Dad,” said Jonathan as Mr Brown began pulling at Paddington’s legs. “His whiskers might be caught in the shutter.”


  Mr Brown stopped pulling and crawled round to peer through the lens. “I can’t see anything,” he said after a moment’s pause. “It’s all dark inside.” He tapped the case and there came another faint cry from within.


  “Butter!” said Mrs Bird, hurrying towards the kitchen. “There’s nothing like butter when anyone’s stuck.” Mrs Bird was a great believer in butter. She had used it several times in the past when Paddington had got himself stuck.


  All the same, even with Jonathan holding one end and Mr Brown pulling on the other, it was some while before Paddington’s head finally came away from the camera. He sat on the grass rubbing his ears and looking very crestfallen. Things hadn’t gone at all according to plan.


  “I vote,” said Mr Brown, when order had finally been restored, “that we set everything up exactly as it was before and tie a string to the shutter. Then Paddington can sit in the group with us and work it from a distance. It’ll be much safer that way.”


  Everyone agreed that this was a good idea, and while Mr Brown arranged the group once again, Paddington busied himself setting up his camera and fitting the photographic plate inside it – making sure to stand well back this time. There was a slight setback when he pulled the string too hard and the tripod fell over, but finally the big moment arrived. There was a click from the camera and everyone relaxed.


  The man in the photographic shop looked most surprised when Mrs Bird, all the Browns, and Paddington trooped in through the door a little later.


  “It’s certainly a very rare sort,” he said, examining Paddington’s camera with interest. “Very rare. I’ve read about them of course – but I’ve never actually seen one before. It… it must have been kept in a pantry or something. It seems to have a lot of butter inside it.”


  “I had a bit of an accident when I tried to put the plate in,” said Paddington.


  “We’re all very anxious to see the result of the photograph,” added Mr Brown hastily. “We were wondering if you could do it for us while we wait?”


  The man said he would be only too pleased to oblige. From all he had seen and heard he was quite eager to see the picture, and he hurried off to his dark-room leaving the Browns alone in the shop. He couldn’t remember ever having a young bear photographer in the shop before.


  When he returned there was a puzzled expression on his face. “You did say you took this picture today?” he asked, looking through the window at the bright sunshine.


  “That’s right,” said Paddington, eyeing him suspiciously.


  “Well, sir–” the man held the plate up to the light for Paddington to see, “it’s nice and sharp – and I can certainly see you all – but it looks as if it was foggy at the time. And these patches of light – like moonbeams – they’re very odd!”


  Paddington took the plate from the man and examined it carefully. “I expect that’s where I had my torch on under the bedclothes,” he said at last.


  “Well, I think it’s a very nice picture for a first attempt,” said Mrs Bird. “And I’d like six postcard prints, please. I’m sure Paddington’s Aunt Lucy in Peru would love one. She lives in the home for retired bears in Lima,” she added, for the benefit of the shopkeeper.


  “Does she?” said the man, looking most impressed. “Well, it’s the first time I’ve ever had any pictures sent overseas – especially to a home for retired bears in Peru.”


  He thought for a moment. “I tell you what,” he said, “if I could borrow this camera for a week to put in my shop window, I’ll not only do all the prints you want but I’ll take a photograph of each of you into the bargain. How’s that?”


  “I might have known,” said Mr Brown, as they were walking home, “that if Paddington took our photographs something odd would happen. Fancy getting all these pictures for nothing!”


  “Bears always fall on their feet,” said Mrs Bird, looking at Paddington.


  But Paddington wasn’t listening. He was still thinking about his camera.


  Early next morning he hurried down to the shop and was pleased to see it already occupied a position of honour in the middle of the window.


  Underneath it was a notice which said: A VERY RARE TYPE OF EARLY CAMERA – NOW OWNED BY MR PADDINGTON BROWN – A YOUNG LOCAL BEAR GENTLEMAN.


  But Paddington was even more pleased by another notice next to it which said: AN EXAMPLE OF HIS WORK – and underneath that was his picture.


  It was a little blurred and there were several paw marks near the edge, but one or two people in the neighbourhood came up and congratulated him and several of them said they could quite clearly recognise everyone in it. All in all Paddington thought it had been a very good three pounds’ worth.
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  Paddington gave a deep sigh and pulled his hat down over his ears in an effort to keep out the noise. There was such a hullabaloo going on it was difficult to write up the notes in his scrapbook.


  The excitement had all started when Mr and Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird received an unexpected invitation to a wedding. Luckily both Jonathan and Judy were out for the day or things might have been far worse. Paddington hadn’t been included in the invitation, but he didn’t really mind. He didn’t like weddings very much – apart from the free cake – and he’d been promised a piece of that whether he went or not.


  All the same he was beginning to wish everyone would hurry up and go. He had a special reason for wanting to be alone that day.


  He sighed again, wiped the pen carefully on the back of his paw, and then mopped up some ink blots which somehow or other had found their way on to the table. He was only just in time, for at that moment the door burst open and Mrs Brown rushed in.


  “Ah, there you are, Paddington!” She stopped short in the middle of the room and stared at him. “Why on earth are you wearing your hat indoors?” she asked. “And why is your tongue all blue?”


  Paddington stuck out his tongue as far as he could. “It is a funny colour,” he admitted, squinting down at it with interest. “Perhaps I’m sickening for something!”


  “You’ll be sickening for something all right if you don’t clear up this mess,” grumbled Mrs Bird as she entered. “Just look at it. Bottles of ink. Glue. Bits of paper. My best sewing scissors. Marmalade all over the table runner, and goodness knows what else.”


  Paddington looked around. It was in a bit of a state.


  “I’ve almost finished,” he announced. “I’ve just got to rule a few more lines and things. I’ve been writing my memories.”


  Paddington took his scrapbook very seriously and spent many long hours carefully pasting in pictures and writing up his adventures. Since he’d been at the Browns’, so much had happened it was now more than half full.


  “Well, make sure you do clear everything up,” said Mrs Brown, “or we shan’t bring you back any cake. Now do take care of yourself. And don’t forget – when the baker comes we want two loaves.” With that she waved goodbye and followed Mrs Bird out of the room.


  “You know,” said Mrs Bird, as she stepped into the car, “I have a feeling that bear has something up his paw. He seemed most anxious for us to leave.”


  “Oh, I don’t know,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t see what he can do. We shan’t be away all that long.”


  “Ah!” replied Mrs Bird darkly. “That’s as may be. But he’s been hanging about on the landing upstairs half the morning. I’m sure he’s up to something.”


  Mr Brown, who didn’t like weddings much either, and was secretly wishing he could stay at home with Paddington, looked over his shoulder as he let in the clutch. “Perhaps I ought to stay as well,” he said. “Then I could get on with decorating his new room.”


  “Now, Henry,” said Mrs Brown firmly. “You’re coming to the wedding and that’s that. Paddington will be quite all right by himself. He’s a very capable bear. And as for you wanting to get on with decorating his new room… you haven’t done a thing towards it for over a fortnight, so I’m sure it can wait another day.”


  Paddington’s new room had become a sore point in the Brown household. It was over two weeks since Mr Brown had first thought of doing it. So far he had stripped all the old wallpaper from the walls, removed the picture rails, the wood round the doors, the door handle, and everything else that was loose, or that he had made loose, and bought a lot of bright new wallpaper, some whitewash, and some paint. There matters had rested.


  In the back of the car Mrs Bird pretended she hadn’t heard a thing. An idea had suddenly come into her mind and she was hoping it hadn’t entered Paddington’s as well; but Mrs Bird knew the workings of Paddington’s mind better than most and she feared the worst. Had she but known, her fears were being realised at that very moment. Paddington was busy scratching out the words ‘AT A LEWSE END’ in his scrapbook and was adding, in large capital letters, the ominous ones: ‘DECKERATING MY NEW ROOM!’
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  It was while he’d been writing ‘AT A LEWSE END’ in his scrapbook earlier in the day that the idea had come to him. Paddington had noticed in the past that he often got his best ideas when he was ‘at a loose end’.


  For a long while all his belongings had been packed away ready for the big move to his new room, and he was beginning to get impatient. Every time he wanted anything special he had to undo yards of string and brown paper.


  Having underlined the words in red, Paddington cleared everything up, locked his scrapbook carefully in his suitcase, and hurried upstairs. He had several times offered to lend a paw with the decorating, but for some reason or other Mr Brown had put his foot down on the idea and hadn’t even allowed him in the room while work was in progress. Paddington couldn’t quite understand why. He was sure he would be very good at it.


  The room in question was an old box-room which had been out of use for a number of years, and when he entered it, Paddington found it was even more interesting than he had expected.


  He closed the door carefully behind him and sniffed. There was an exciting smell of paint and whitewash in the air. Not only that, but there were some steps, a trestle table, several brushes, a number of rolls of wallpaper, and a big pail of whitewash.


  The room had a lovely echo as well, and he spent a long time sitting in the middle of the floor while he was stirring the paint, just listening to his new voice.


  There were so many different and interesting things around that it was a job to know what to do first. Eventually Paddington decided on the painting. Choosing one of Mr Brown’s best brushes, he dipped it into the pot of paint and then looked round the room for something to dab it on.


  It wasn’t until he had been working on the window-frame for several minutes that he began to wish he had started on something else. The brush made his arm ache, and when he tried dipping his paw in the paint pot instead and rubbing it on, more paint seemed to go on to the glass than the wooden part, so that the room became quite dark.
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  “Perhaps,” said Paddington, waving the brush in the air and addressing the room in general, “perhaps if I do the ceiling first with the whitewash I can cover all the drips on the wall with the wallpaper.”


  But when Paddington started work on the whitewashing he found it was almost as hard as painting. Even by standing on tip-toe at the very top of the steps, he had a job to reach the ceiling. The bucket of whitewash was much too heavy for him to lift, so that he had to come down the steps every time in order to dip the brush in. And when he carried the brush up again, the whitewash ran down his paw and made his fur all matted.
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  Looking around him, Paddington began to wish he was still ‘at a loose end’. Things were beginning to get in rather a mess again. He felt sure Mrs Bird would have something to say when she saw it.


  It was then that he had a brainwave. Paddington was a resourceful bear and he didn’t like being beaten by things. Recently he had become interested in a house which was being built nearby. He had first seen it from the window of his bedroom and since then he’d spent many hours talking to the men and watching while they hoisted their tools and cement up to the top floor by means of a rope and pulley. Once, Mr Briggs, the foreman, had even taken him up in the bucket too, and had let him lay several bricks.


  Now the Browns’ house was an old one and in the middle of the ceiling there was a large hook where a big lamp had once hung. Not only that, but in one corner of the room there was a thin coil of rope as well…


  Paddington set to work quickly. First he tied one end of the rope to the handle of the bucket. Then he climbed up the steps and passed the other end through the hook in the ceiling. But even so, when he had climbed down again, it still took him a long time to pull the bucket anywhere near the top of the steps. It was full to the brim with whitewash and very heavy, so that he had to stop every few seconds and tie the other end of the rope to the steps for safety.


  It was when he undid the rope for the last time that things started to go wrong. As Paddington closed his eyes and leaned back for the final pull he suddenly felt to his surprise as if he was floating on air. It was a most strange feeling. He reached out one foot and waved it around. There was definitely nothing there. He opened one eye and then nearly let go of the rope in astonishment as he saw the bucket of whitewash going past him on its way down.


  Suddenly everything seemed to happen at once. Before he could even reach out a paw or shout for help, his head hit the ceiling and there was a clang as the bucket hit the floor.


  For a few seconds Paddington clung there, kicking the air and not knowing what to do. Then there was a gurgling sound from below. Looking down, he saw to his horror that all the whitewash was running out of the bucket. He felt the rope begin to move again as the bucket got lighter, and then it shot past him again as he descended, to land with a bump in the middle of a sea of whitewash.


  Even then his troubles weren’t over. As he tried to regain his balance on the slippery floor, he let go of the rope, and with a rushing noise the bucket shot downwards again and landed on top of his head, completely covering him.
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  Paddington lay on his back in the whitewash for several minutes, trying to get his breath back and wondering what had hit him. When he did sit up and take the bucket off his head he quickly put it back on again. There was whitewash all over the floor, the paint pots had been upset into little rivers of brown and green, and Mr Brown’s decorating cap was floating in one corner of the room. When Paddington saw it he felt very glad he’d left his hat downstairs.


  One thing was certain – he was going to have a lot of explaining to do. And that was going to be even more difficult than usual, because he couldn’t even explain to himself quite what had gone wrong.


  It was some while later, when he was sitting on the upturned bucket thinking about things, that the idea of doing the wallpapering came to him. Paddington had a hopeful nature and he believed in looking on the bright side. If he did the wallpapering really well, the others might not even notice the mess he’d made.


  Paddington was fairly confident about the wallpapering. Unknown to Mr Brown, he had often watched him in the past through a crack in the door, and it looked quite simple. All you had to do was to brush some sticky stuff on the back of the paper and then put it on the wall. The high parts weren’t too difficult, even for a bear, because you could fold the paper in two and put a broom in the middle where the fold was. Then you simply pushed the broom up and down the wall in case there were any nasty wrinkles.


  Paddington felt much more cheerful now he’d thought of the wallpapering. He found some paste already mixed in another bucket, which he put on top of the trestle while he unrolled the paper. It was a little difficult at first because every time he tried to unroll the paper he had to crawl along the trestle pushing it with his paws and the other end rolled up again and followed behind him. But eventually he managed to get one piece completely covered in paste.


  He climbed down off the trestle, carefully avoiding the worst of the whitewash, which by now was beginning to dry in large lumps, and lifted the sheet of wallpaper on to a broom. It was a long sheet of paper, much longer than it had seemed when he was putting the paste on, and somehow or other, as Paddington waved the broom about over his head, it began to wrap itself around him.
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  After a struggle he managed to push his way out and headed in the general direction of a piece of wall. He stood back and surveyed the result. The paper was torn in several places, and there seemed to be a lot of paste on the outside, but Paddington felt quite pleased with himself. He decided to try another piece, then another, running backwards and forwards between the trestle and the walls as fast as his legs could carry him, in an effort to get it all finished before the Browns returned.


  Some of the pieces didn’t quite join, others overlapped, and on most of them were some very odd-looking patches of paste and whitewash. None of the pieces were as straight as he would have liked, but when he put his head on one side and squinted, Paddington felt the overall effect was quite nice, and he felt very pleased with himself.


  It was as he was taking a final look round the room at his handiwork that he noticed something very strange. There was a window, and there was also a fireplace. But there was no longer any sign of a door. Paddington stopped squinting and his eyes grew rounder and rounder. He distinctly remembered there had been a door because he had come through it. He blinked at all four walls. It was difficult to see properly because the paint on the window-glass had started to dry and there was hardly any light coming through – but there most definitely wasn’t a door!

  



  “I can’t understand it,” said Mr Brown as he entered the dining-room. “I’ve looked everywhere and there’s no sign of Paddington. I told you I should have stayed at home with him.”


  Mrs Brown looked worried. “Oh dear, I hope nothing’s happened to him. It’s so unlike him to go out without leaving a note.”


  “He’s not in his room,” said Judy.


  “Mr Gruber hasn’t seen him either,” added Jonathan. “I’ve just been down to the market and he says he hasn’t seen him since they had cocoa together this morning.”


  “Have you seen Paddington anywhere?” asked Mrs Brown as Mrs Bird entered, carrying a tray of supper things.


  “I don’t know about Paddington,” said Mrs Bird. “I’ve been having enough trouble over the water pipes without missing bears. I think they’ve got an air lock or something. They’ve been banging away ever since we came in.”


  Mr Brown listened for a moment. “It does sound like water pipes,” he said. “And yet… it isn’t regular enough, somehow.” He went outside into the hall. “It’s a sort of thumping noise…”


  “Crikey!” shouted Jonathan. “Listen… it’s someone sending an S.O.S.”


  Everyone exchanged glances and then, in one voice, cried: “Paddington!”


  “Mercy me,” said Mrs Bird as they burst through the papered-up door. “There must have been an earthquake or something. And either that’s Paddington or it’s his ghost!” She pointed towards a small, white figure as it rose from an upturned bucket to greet them.


  “I couldn’t find the door,” said Paddington, plaintively. “I think I must have papered it over when I did the decorating. It was there when I came in. I remember seeing it. So I banged on the floor with a broom handle.”


  “Gosh!” said Jonathan, admiringly. “What a mess!”


  “You… papered… it over… when… you… did… the… decorating,” repeated Mr Brown. He was a bit slow to grasp things sometimes.


  “That’s right,” said Paddington. “I did it as a surprise.” He waved a paw round the room. “I’m afraid it’s in a bit of a mess, but it isn’t dry yet.”


  While the idea was slowly sinking into Mr Brown’s mind, Mrs Bird came to Paddington’s rescue. “Now it’s not a bit of good holding an inquest,” she said. “What’s done is done. And if you ask me it’s a good thing too. Now perhaps we shall get some proper decorators in to do the job.” With that she took hold of Paddington’s paw and led him out of the room.
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  “As for you, young bear – you’re going straight into a hot bath before all that plaster and stuff sets hard!”


  Mr Brown looked after the retreating figures of Mrs Bird and Paddington and then at the long trail of white footprints and pawmarks. “Bears!” he said, bitterly.


  Paddington hung about in his room for a long time after his bath and waited until the last possible minute before going downstairs to supper. He had a nasty feeling he was in disgrace. But surprisingly the word ‘decorating’ wasn’t mentioned at all that evening.


  Even more surprisingly, while he was sitting up in bed drinking his cocoa, several people came to see him and each of them gave him ten pence. It was all very mysterious, but Paddington didn’t like to ask why in case they changed their minds.


  It was Judy who solved the problem for him when she came in to say good night.


  “I expect Mummy and Mrs Bird gave you ten pence because they don’t want Daddy to do any more decorating,” she explained. “He always starts things and never finishes them. And I expect Daddy gave you one because he didn’t want to finish it anyway. Now they’re getting a proper decorator in, so everyone’s happy!”


  Paddington sipped his cocoa thoughtfully. “Perhaps if I did another room I’d get another thirty pence,” he said.


  “Oh no, you don’t,” said Judy sternly. “You’ve done quite enough for one day. If I were you I shouldn’t mention the word ‘decorating’ for a long time to come.”


  “Perhaps you’re right,” said Paddington sleepily, as he stretched out his paws. “But I was at a loose end.”
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  The old box-room was finished at last and everyone, including Paddington, agreed that he was a very lucky bear to move into such a nice room. Not only was the paintwork a gleaming white, so that he could almost see his face in it, but the walls were gaily papered and he even had new furniture of his own as well.


  “In for a penny, in for a pound!” Mr Brown had said. And he had bought Paddington a brand-new bed with special short legs, a spring mattress, and a cupboard for his odds and ends.


  There were several other pieces of furniture and Mrs Brown had been extravagant and bought a thick pile carpet for the floor. Paddington was very proud of his carpet and he’d carefully spread some old newspapers over the parts where he walked so that his paws wouldn’t make it dirty.


  Mrs Bird’s contribution had been some bright new curtains for the windows, which Paddington liked very much. In fact, the first night he spent in his new room he couldn’t make up his mind whether to have them drawn together so that he could admire them, or left apart so that he could see the view. He got out of bed several times and eventually decided to have one drawn and the other left back so that he could have the best of both worlds.


  Then something strange caught his eye. Paddington made a point of keeping a torch by the side of his bed in case there was an emergency during the night, and it was while he was flashing it on and off to admire the drawn curtain that he noticed it. Each time he flashed the torch there was an answering flicker of light from somewhere outside. He sat up in bed, rubbing his eyes, and stared in the direction of the window.


  He decided to try a more complicated signal. Two short flashes followed by several long ones. When he did so he nearly fell out of bed with surprise, for each time he sent a signal it was repeated in exactly the same way through the glass.


  Paddington jumped out of bed and rushed to the window. He stayed there for a long while peering out at the garden, but he couldn’t see anything at all. Having made sure the window was tightly shut, he drew both curtains and hurried back to bed, pulling the clothes over his head a little farther than usual. It was all very mysterious and Paddington didn’t believe in taking any chances.


  [image: ]


  It was Mr Brown, at breakfast next morning, who gave him his first clue.


  “Someone’s stolen my prize marrow!” he announced crossly. “They must have got in during the night.”


  For some weeks past Mr Brown had been carefully nursing a huge marrow which he intended to enter for a vegetable show. He watered it morning and evening and measured it every night before going to bed.


  Mrs Brown exchanged a glance with Mrs Bird. “Never mind, Henry, dear,” she said. “You’ve got several others almost as good.”


  “I do mind,” grumbled Mr Brown. “And the others will never be as good – not in time for the show.”


  “Perhaps it was one of the other competitors, Dad,” said Jonathan. “Perhaps they didn’t want you to win. It was a jolly good marrow.”


  “That’s quite possible,” said Mr Brown, looking more pleased at the thought. “I’ve a good mind to offer a small reward.”


  Mrs Bird hastily poured out some more tea. Both she and Mrs Brown appeared anxious to change the subject. But Paddington pricked up his ears at the mention of a reward. As soon as he had finished his toast and marmalade he asked to be excused and disappeared upstairs without even having a third cup of tea.


  It was while she was helping Mrs Bird with the washing-up that Mrs Brown first noticed something odd going on in the garden.


  “Look!” she said, nearly dropping one of the breakfast plates in her astonishment. “Behind the cabbage patch. Whatever is it?”


  Mrs Bird followed her gaze out of the window to where something brown and shapeless kept bobbing up and down. Her face cleared. “It’s Paddington,” she said. “I’d recognise his hat anywhere.”


  “Paddington?” echoed Mrs Brown. “But what on earth is he doing crawling about in the cabbage patch on his paws and knees?”


  “He looks as if he’s lost something,” said Mrs Bird. “That’s Mr Brown’s magnifying glass he’s got.”


  [image: ]


  Mrs Brown sighed. “Oh well, we shall know what it is soon enough, I expect.”


  Unaware of the interest he was causing, Paddington sat down behind a raspberry cane and undid a small notebook which he opened at a page marked LIST OF CLEWS.


  Recently Paddingon had been reading a mystery story which Mr Gruber had lent him and he had begun to fancy himself as a detective. The mysterious flashes of the night before and the loss of Mr Brown’s marrow convinced him his opportunity had come at last.


  So far it had all been rather disappointing. He had found several footprints, but he’d traced them all back to the house. In the big gap left by Mr Brown’s prize marrow there were two dead beetles and an empty seed packet, but that was all.


  All the same, Paddington wrote the details carefully in his notebook and drew a map of the garden – putting a large X to mark the spot where the marrow had once been. Then he went back upstairs to his room in order to think things out. When he got there he made another addition to his map – a drawing of the new house which was being built beyond the edge of the garden. Paddington decided that was where the mysterious flashes must have come from the night before. He stared at it through his opera glasses for some time but the only people he could see were the builders.


  Shortly afterwards, anyone watching the Browns’ house would have seen the small figure of a bear emerge from the front door and make its way towards the market. Fortunately for Paddington’s plans no one saw him leave, nor did anyone see him when he returned some while later carrying a large parcel in his arms. There was an excited gleam in his eyes as he crept back up the stairs and entered his bedroom, carefully locking the door behind him. Paddington liked parcels and this one was particularly interesting.


  It took him a long time to undo the knots on the string, because his paws were trembling with excitement, but when he did pull the paper apart it revealed a long cardboard box, very brightly coloured, with the words MASTER DETECTIVE’S DISGUISE OUTFIT on the front.


  Paddington had been having a battle with himself ever since he’d first seen it several days before in a shop window. Although seven pounds seemed an awful lot of money to pay for anything – especially when you only get one pound a week pocket money – Paddington felt very pleased with himself as he emptied the contents on to the floor. There was a long black beard, some dark glasses, a police whistle, several bottles of chemicals marked ‘Handle with Care’ – which Paddington hurriedly put back in the box – a finger-print pad, a small bottle of invisible ink, and a book of instructions.
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  It seemed a very good disguise outfit. Paddington tried writing his name on the lid of the box with the invisible ink and he couldn’t see it at all. Then he tested the finger-print pad with his paw and blew several blasts on the police whistle under the bedclothes. He rather wished he’d thought of doing it the other way round as a lot of the ink came off on the sheets, which was going to be difficult to explain.


  But he liked the beard best of all. It had two pieces of wire for fitting over the ears, and when he turned and suddenly caught sight of himself in the mirror it quite made him jump. With his hat on, and an old raincoat of Jonathan’s which Mrs Brown had put out for the jumble sale, he could hardly recognise himself. After studying the effect in the mirror from all possible angles, Paddington decided to try it out downstairs. It was difficult to walk properly; Jonathan’s old coat was too long for him and he kept treading on it. Apart from that, his ears didn’t seem to fit the beard as well as he would have liked, so that he had to hang on to it with one paw while he went backwards down the stairs, holding on to the banisters with the other paw. He was so intent on what he was doing that he didn’t hear Mrs Bird coming up until she was right on top of him.
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  Mrs Bird looked most startled when she bumped into him. “Oh, Paddington,” she began, “I was just coming to see you. I wonder if you would mind going down to the market for me and fetching half a pound of butter?”


  “I’m not Paddington,” said a gruff voice from behind the beard. “I’m Sherlock Holmes – the famous detective!”


  “Yes, dear,” said Mrs Bird. “But don’t forget the butter. We need it for lunch.” With that she turned and went back down the stairs towards the kitchen. The door shut behind her and Paddington heard the murmur of voices.


  He pulled off the beard disappointedly. “Thirty-five buns’ worth!” he said bitterly, to no one in particular. He almost felt like going back to the shop and asking for his money back. Thirty-five buns were thirty-five buns and it had taken him a long time to save that much money.


  But when he got outside the front door Paddington hesitated. It seemed such a pity to waste his disguise, and even if Mrs Bird had seen through it, Mr Briggs, the foreman at the building site, might not. Paddington decided to have one more try. He might even pick up some more clues.


  By the time he arrived at the new house he was feeling much more pleased with himself. Out of the corner of his eye he had noticed quite a number of people staring at him as he passed. And when he’d looked at them over the top of his glasses several of them had hurriedly crossed to the other side of the road.
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  He crept along outside the house until he heard voices. They seemed to be coming from an open window on the first floor and he distinctly recognised Mr Briggs’s voice among them. There was a ladder propped against the wall and Paddington clambered up the rungs until his head was level with the window-sill. Then he carefully peered over the edge.


  Mr Briggs and his men were busy round a small stove making themselves a cup of tea. Paddington stared hard at Mr Briggs, who was in the act of pouring some water into the teapot, and then, after adjusting his beard, he blew a long blast on his police whistle.


  There was a crash of breaking china as Mr Briggs jumped up. He pointed a trembling hand in the direction of the window.


  “Cor!” he shouted. “Look! H’an apparition!” The others followed his gaze with open mouths. Paddington stayed just long enough to see four white faces staring at him and then he slid down the ladder on all four paws and hid behind a pile of bricks. Almost immediately there was the sound of excited voices at the window.


  “Can’t see it now,” said a voice. “Must ’ave vanished.”


  “Cor!” repeated Mr Briggs, mopping his brow with a spotted handkerchief. “Whatever it was, I don’t never want to see nothing like it again. Fair chilled me to the marrow it did!” With that he slammed the window shut and the voices died away.


  From behind the pile of bricks Paddington could hardly believe his ears. He had never even dreamed that Mr Briggs and his men could be mixed up in the affair. And yet – he had definitely heard Mr Briggs say his marrow had been chilled.


  After removing his beard and dark glasses, Paddington sat down behind the bricks and made several notes in his book with the invisible ink. Then he made his way slowly and thoughtfully in the direction of the grocer’s.


  It had been a very good day’s detecting, and Paddington decided he would have to pay another visit to the building site when all was quiet.

  



  It was midnight. All the household had long since gone to bed.


  “You know,” said Mrs Brown, just as the clock was striking twelve, “it’s a funny thing, but I’m sure Paddington’s up to something.”


  “There’s nothing funny in that,” replied Mr Brown sleepily. “He’s always up to something. What is it this time?”


  “That’s just the trouble,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t really know. But he was wandering around wearing a false beard this morning. He nearly startled poor Mrs Bird out of her wits. He’s been writing things in his notebook all the evening too, and do you know what?”


  “No,” said Mr Brown, stifling a yawn. “What?”


  “When I looked over his shoulder there was nothing there!”


  “Oh well, bears will be bears,” said Mr Brown. He paused for a moment as he reached up to turn out the light. “That’s strange,” he said. “I could have sworn I heard a police whistle just then.”


  “Nonsense, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “You must be dreaming.”


  Mr Brown shrugged his shoulders as he turned out the light. He was much too tired to argue. All the same he knew he had heard a whistle. But as he closed his eyes and prepared himself for sleep, it never crossed his mind that the cause of it might be Paddington.


  Lots of things had been happening to Paddington since he’d crept out of the Browns’ house under cover of darkness and made his way round to the building site. So many things had happened, one after the other, that he almost wished he’d never decided to be a detective in the first place. He felt very glad when, in answer to several loud blasts on his whistle, a large black car drew up at the side of the road and two men in uniform got out.
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  “Hallo, hallo,” said the first of the men, looking hard at Paddington. “What’s going on here?”


  Paddington pointed a paw dramatically in the direction of the new house. “I’ve captured a burglar!” he announced.


  “A what?” asked the second policeman, peering at Paddington. He’d come across some very strange things in the course of duty, but he’d never been called out in the middle of the night by a young bear before. This one seemed to be wearing a long black beard and a duffle coat. It was most unusual.


  “A burglar,” repeated Paddington. “I think he’s the one that took Mr Brown’s marrow!”


  “Mr Brown’s marrow?” repeated the first policeman, looking rather dazed as he followed Paddington through his secret entrance into the house.


  “That’s right,” said Paddington. “Now he’s got my marmalade sandwiches. I took a big parcel of them inside with me in case I got hungry while I was waiting.”


  “Of course,” said the second policeman, trying to humour Paddington. “Marmalade sandwiches.” He tapped his forehead as he looked at his colleague. “And where is the burglar now – eating your sandwiches?”


  “I expect so,” said Paddington. “I shut him in the room and I put a piece of wood under the door so that he couldn’t get out. I got my beard caught in one of the sandwiches – so I switched my torch on to take some of the hairs out of the marmalade and then it happened!”


  “What happened?” chorused the policemen. They were finding it rather difficult to keep up with Paddington’s description of the course of events.


  “I saw someone flashing a light outside the window,” explained Paddington, as patiently as he could. “Then I heard footsteps coming up the stairs, so I lay in wait.” He pointed towards a door at the top of the stairs. “He’s in there!”


  Before either of the policemen could ask any more questions there came the sound of banging and a voice cried, “Let me out!”


  “Good heavens!” exclaimed the first policeman. “There is someone in there.” He looked at Paddington with renewed respect. “Did you get a description, sir?”


  “He was about eight feet tall,” said Paddington, recklessly, “and he sounded very cross when he found he couldn’t get out.”


  “Hmm!” said the second policeman. “Well, we’ll soon see about that. Stand back!” With that he pulled the piece of wood from under the door and flung it open, shining his torch into the room.


  Everyone stood back and waited for the worst to happen. To their surprise, when the man came out it was another policeman.


  “Locked in!” he exclaimed bitterly. “I see some lights flashing from an empty house, so I go to investigate… and what happens? I’m locked in… by a bear!” He pointed towards Paddington. “And if I’m not mistaken, that’s him!”


  Paddington suddenly began to feel very small. All three policemen were looking at him, and in the excitement his beard had fallen off one ear.


  “Hmm,” said the first policeman. “And what were you doing in an empty house at gone midnight, young fellow-me-bear? And wearing a disguise at that! I can see we shall have to take you along to the station for questioning.”


  “It’s a bit difficult to explain,” said Paddington, sadly. “I’m afraid it’s going to take rather a long time. You see… it’s all to do with Mr Brown’s marrow – the one he was going to enter for the vegetable show…”


  The policemen weren’t the only ones who found it all rather hard to understand. Mr Brown was still asking questions long after Paddington had been returned from the police station to the family’s safe keeping.


  “I still don’t see how my losing a marrow has got anything to do with Paddington being arrested,” he said for the hundredth time.


  “But Paddington wasn’t arrested, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “He was only detained for questioning. Anyway, he was only trying to get your marrow back for you. You ought to be very grateful.”


  She sighed. She would have to tell her husband the truth sooner or later. She’d already told Paddington. “I’m afraid it’s all my fault really,” she said. “You see… I cut your marrow by mistake!”


  “You did?” exclaimed Mr Brown. “You cut my prize marrow?”


  “Well, I didn’t realise it was your prize one,” said Mrs Brown. “And you know how fond you are of stuffed marrow. We had it for dinner last night!”


  Back in his own room, Paddington felt quite pleased with himself as he got into bed. He’d have a lot to tell his friend, Mr Gruber in the morning. Once the inspector at the police station had heard his full story he had complimented Paddington on his bravery and ordered his immediate release.


  “I wish there were more bears about like you, Mr Brown,” he had said. And he had given Paddington a real police whistle as a souvenir. Even the policeman who had been locked in said he quite understood how it had all come about.


  Besides, he had solved the mystery of the flashing lights at last. It hadn’t been anyone in the garden at all, but simply the reflection of his own torch on the window. When he stood up on the end of the bed he could even see himself quite plainly in the glass.


  In a way Paddington was sorry about the marrow. Especially as he wouldn’t get the reward. But he was very glad the culprit hadn’t been Mr Briggs. He liked Mr Briggs – and besides, he’d been promised another ride in his bucket. He didn’t want to miss that.
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  Soon after the marrow adventure the weather changed. It began to get colder. The leaves fell from the trees and it became dark very early in the evenings. Jonathan and Judy went back to school and Paddington was left on his own for much of the day.


  But one morning, towards the end of October, a letter arrived with his name on the envelope. It was marked ‘Urgent’ and ‘Strictly Personal’ and it was in Jonathan’s writing. Paddington didn’t get many letters, only an occasional picture postcard from his Aunt Lucy in Peru, so it was all the more exciting.


  In some ways it was a rather mysterious letter and Paddington couldn’t make head or tail of it. In it Jonathan asked him to collect all the dry leaves he could find and sweep them into a pile ready for when he came home in a few days’ time. Paddington puzzled about it for a long time, and in the end he decided to consult his friend Mr Gruber on the subject. Mr Gruber knew about most things, and even if he couldn’t tell the answer to a question right away, he had a huge library of books in his antique shop and knew just where to look. He and Paddington often had a long chat about things in general over their morning cocoa, and Mr Gruber liked nothing better than to help Paddington with his problems.


  “A problem shared is a problem halved, Mr Brown,” he was fond of saying. “And I must say, that since you came to live in the district I’ve never been short of things to look up.”


  As soon as he had finished his breakfast, Paddington put on his scarf and duffle coat, collected the morning shopping list from Mrs Bird, and set off with his basket on wheels towards the shops in the Portobello Road.


  Paddington enjoyed shopping. He was a popular bear with the street traders in the market, even though he usually struck a hard bargain. He always compared the prices on the various stalls very carefully before actually buying anything. Mrs Bird said he made the housekeeping money go twice as far as anyone else.


  It was even colder outside than Paddington had expected, and when he stopped to look in a newsagent’s on the way, his breath made the bottom of the window quite cloudy. Paddington was a polite bear, and when he saw the shopkeeper glaring at him through the door he carefully rubbed the steamy part with his paw in case anyone else wanted to look in. As he did so he suddenly noticed that the inside of the window had changed since he’d last passed that way.


  Before, it had been full of chocolate and sweets. Now they were all gone and in their place was a very ragged-looking dummy sitting on top of a pile of logs. It held a notice in its hand which said:

  



  REMEMBER, REMEMBER,

  THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER,

  GUNPOWDER, TREASON, AND PLOT.

  



  And underneath that was an even larger notice saying:

  



  GET YOUR FIREWORKS HERE!

  



  Paddington studied it all carefully for a few moments and then hurried on to Mr Gruber’s, pausing only to pick up his morning supply of buns at the bakery, where he had a standing order.


  Now that the cold weather had set in, Mr Gruber no longer sat on the pavement in front of his shop in the morning. Instead, he had arranged a sofa by the stove in the back of the shop. It was a cosy corner, surrounded by books, but Paddington didn’t like it quite so much as being outside. For one thing, the sofa was an old one and some of the horsehairs poked through, but he quickly forgot about this as he handed Mr Gruber his share of buns and began telling him of the morning’s happenings.


  “Gunpowder, treason and plot?” said Mr Gruber, as he handed Paddington a large mug of steaming cocoa. “Why, that’s to do with Guy Fawkes’ Day.”


  He smiled apologetically and rubbed the steam from his glasses when he saw that Paddington still looked puzzled.


  “I always forget, Mr Brown,” he said, “that you come from Darkest Peru. I don’t suppose you know about Guy Fawkes.”
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  Paddington wiped the cocoa from his whiskers with the back of his paw in case it left a stain and shook his head.


  “Well,” continued Mr Gruber. “I expect you’ve seen fireworks before. I seem to remember when I was in South America many years ago they always had them on fête days.”


  Paddington nodded. Now that Mr Gruber mentioned it, he did remember his Aunt Lucy taking him to a firework display. Although he’d only been very small at the time he had enjoyed it very much.


  “We only have fireworks once a year here,” said Mr Gruber. “On November the Fifth.” And then he went on to tell Paddington all about the plot to blow up the Houses of Parliament many years ago, and how its discovery at the last moment had been celebrated ever since by the burning of bonfires and letting off of fireworks.


  Mr Gruber was very good at explaining things and Paddington thanked him when he had finished.


  Mr Gruber sighed and a far-away look came into his eyes. “It’s a long time since I had any fireworks of my own, Mr Brown,” he said. “A very long time indeed.”


  “Well, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington, importantly. “I think we’re going to have a display. You must come to ours.”


  Mr Gruber looked so pleased at being invited that Paddington hurried off at once to finish his shopping. He was anxious to get back to the newsagent’s quickly so that he could investigate the fireworks properly.


  When he entered the shop the man looked at him doubtfully over the top of the counter. “Fireworks?” he said. “I’m not sure that I’m supposed to serve young bears with fireworks.”


  Paddington gave him a hard stare. “In Darkest Peru,” he said, remembering all that Mr Gruber had told him, “we had fireworks every fête day.”


  “I dare say,” said the man. “But this isn’t Darkest Peru – nor nothing like it. What do you want – bangers or the other sort?”


  “I think I’d like to try some you can hold in the paw for a start,” said Paddington.


  The man hesitated. “All right,” he said. “I’ll let you have a packet of best sparklers. But if you singe your whiskers don’t come running to me grumbling and wanting your money back.”


  Paddington promised he would be very careful and was soon hurrying back up the road towards the Browns’ house. As he rounded the last corner he bumped into a small boy wheeling a pram.


  The boy held out a cap containing several coppers and touched his hat respectfully. “Penny for the guy, sir.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington, taking a penny out of the cap. “It’s very kind of you.”


  “Oi!” said the boy as Paddington turned to go. “Oi! You’re supposed to give me a penny – not take one yourself.”
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  Paddington stared at him. “Give you a penny?” he said, hardly able to believe his ears. “What for?”


  “For the guy, of course,” said the boy. “That’s what I said – a penny for the guy!” He pointed to the pram and Paddington noticed for the first time that there was a figure inside it. It was dressed in an old suit and wearing a mask. It looked just like the one he’d seen in the shop window earlier that morning.


  Paddington was so surprised that he had undone his suitcase and placed a penny in the boy’s hat before he really knew what he was doing.


  “If you don’t like giving a penny for the guy,” said the small boy as he turned to go, “why don’t you get one of your own? All you need is an old suit and a bit of straw.”


  Paddington was very thoughtful as he made his way home. He even almost forgot to ask for a second helping at lunch.


  “I do hope he hasn’t hit on another of his ideas,” said Mrs Brown, as Paddington asked to be excused and disappeared into the garden. “It’s most unlike him to have to be reminded about things like that. Especially when it’s stew. He’s usually so fond of dumplings.”


  “I expect it’s an Idea,” said Mrs Bird, ominously. “I know the signs.”


  “Well, I expect the fresh air will do him good,” said Mrs Brown, looking out of the window. “And it’s very good of him to offer to sweep up all the leaves. The garden’s in such a mess.”


  “It’s November,” said Mrs Bird. “Guy Fawkes!”


  “Oh!” said Mrs Brown. “Oh dear!”


  For the next hour Paddington enjoyed himself in the garden with Mrs Bird’s dustpan and brush. The Browns had a number of trees and very soon he had a large pile of leaves, almost twice his own height, in the middle of the cabbage patch. It was while he was sitting down for a rest in the middle of the flower bed that he felt someone watching him.


  He looked up to see Mr Curry, the Browns’ next-door neighbour, eyeing him suspiciously over the fence. Mr Curry wasn’t very fond of bears and he was always trying to catch Paddington doing something he shouldn’t so that he could report him. He had a reputation in the neighbourhood for being mean and disagreeable, and the Browns had as little to do with him as possible.


  “What are you doing, bear?” he growled at Paddington. “I hope you’re not thinking of setting light to all those leaves.”


  “Oh no,” said Paddington. “It’s for Guy Fawkes.”


  “Fireworks!” said Mr Curry, grumpily. “Nasty things. Banging away and frightening people.”


  Paddington, who had been toying with the idea of trying out one of his sparklers, hastily hid the packet behind his back. “Aren’t you having any fireworks then, Mr Curry?” he asked, politely.


  “Fireworks?” Mr Curry looked at Paddington with distaste. “Me? I can’t afford them, bear. Waste of money. And what’s more, if I get any coming over in my garden I shall report the whole matter to the police!”


  Paddington felt very glad he hadn’t tested his sparkler.


  “Mind you, bear” – a sly gleam came into Mr Curry’s eye and he looked round carefully to make sure no one else was listening – “if anyone likes to invite me to their firework display, that’s a different matter.” He signalled Paddington over to the fence and began whispering in his ear. As Paddington listened his face got longer and longer and his whiskers began to sag.


  “I think it’s disgraceful,” said Mrs Bird later on that day when she heard that Mr Curry had invited himself to the firework party. “Frightening a young bear like that with talk of police and such like. Just because he’s too mean to buy his own fireworks. It’s a good job he didn’t say it to me – I’d have told him a thing or two!”


  “Poor Paddington,” said Mrs Brown. “He looked most upset. Where is he now?”


  “I don’t know,” said Mrs Bird. “He’s gone off somewhere looking for some straw. I expect it’s to do with his bonfire.”


  She returned to the subject of Mr Curry. “When I think of all the errands that young bear’s run for him – wearing his paws to the bone – just because he’s too lazy to go himself.”


  “He does take advantage of people,” said Mrs Brown. “Why, he even left his old suit on the porch this morning to be collected by our laundry for cleaning.”


  “Did he?” exclaimed Mrs Bird, grimly. “Well, we’ll soon see about that!” She hurried out to the front door and then called out to Mrs Brown. “You did say the porch?”


  “That’s right,” replied Mrs Brown. “In the corner.”


  “It’s not there now,” called Mrs Bird. “Someone must have taken it away.”


  “That’s very strange,” said Mrs Brown. “I didn’t hear anyone knock. And the laundryman hasn’t been yet. How very odd.”


  “It’ll serve him right,” said Mrs Bird, as she returned to the kitchen, “if someone’s taken it. That’ll teach him a lesson!” In spite of her stern appearance, Mrs Bird was a kindly soul at heart, but she became very cross when people took advantage of others, especially Paddington.


  “Oh well,” said Mrs Brown. “I expect it’ll sort itself out. I must try and remember to ask Paddington if he’s seen it when he comes in.”


  As it happened Paddington was gone for quite a long time, so that when he did finally return, Mrs Brown had forgotten all about the matter. It had been dark for some time when he let himself into the garden by the back way. He pushed his basket up the path until he reached Mr Brown’s shed, and then, after a struggle, managed to lift a large object out of the basket, and place it in a corner behind the lawn-mower. There was also a small cardboard box marked GI FAWKES, which rattled when he shook it.


  Paddington shut the door of the shed, carefully hid the cardboard box underneath his hat in the bottom of the basket, and then crept quietly out of the garden and round to the front door. He felt pleased with himself. It had been a very good evening’s work indeed – much better than he had expected – and that night, before he went to sleep, he spent a long time writing a letter to Jonathan in which he told him all about it.

  



  “Gosh, Paddington,” exclaimed Jonathan, several days later, when they were getting ready for the display. “What a super lot of fireworks!” He peered into the cardboard box, which was full almost to the brim. “I’ve never seen so many.”


  “Honestly, Paddington,” said Judy admiringly. “Anyone would think you’d been collecting in the street or something.”
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  Paddington waved a paw vaguely through the air and exchanged a knowing glance with Jonathan. But before he had time to explain things to Judy, Mr Brown entered the room.


  He was dressed in an overcoat and gumboots and he was carrying a lighted candle. “Right,” he said. “Are we all ready? Mr Gruber’s waiting in the hall and Mrs Bird’s got the chairs all ready on the veranda.” Mr Brown looked as eager as anyone to start the firework display and he eyed Paddington’s box enviously.


  “I vote,” he said, holding up his hand for silence when they were all outside in the garden, “that as this is Paddington’s first November the Fifth, we let him set off the first firework.”


  “Hear! hear!” applauded Mr Gruber. “What sort would you like, Mr Brown?”


  Paddington looked thoughtfully at the box. There were so many different shapes and sizes it was difficult to decide. “I think I’ll have one of those you can hold in the paw first,” he said. “I think I’ll have a sparkler.”


  “Dull things, sparklers,” said Mr Curry, who was sitting in the best chair helping himself to some marmalade sandwiches.


  “If Paddington wants a sparkler, he shall have one,” said Mrs Bird, giving Mr Curry a freezing look.


  Mr Brown handed Paddington the candle, taking care not to let the hot wax drip on to his fur, and there was a round of applause as the sparkler burst into life. Paddington waved it over his head several times and there was another round of applause as he moved it up and down to spell out the letters P-A-D-I-N-G-T-U-N.


  “Very effective,” said Mr Gruber.


  “But that’s not how you spell Paddington,” grumbled Mr Curry, his mouth full of sandwich.


  “It’s how I spell it,” said Paddington. He gave Mr Curry one of his special hard stares, but unfortunately it was dark and so the full effect was lost.


  “How about lighting the bonfire?” said Mr Brown hurriedly. “Then we can all see what we’re doing.” There was a crackle from the dried leaves as he bent down to apply the match.


  “That’s better,” said Mr Curry, rubbing his hands together. “I find it rather draughty on this veranda of yours. I think I’ll let off a few more fireworks if there are no more sandwiches left.” He looked across at Mrs Bird.


  “There aren’t,” said Mrs Bird. “You’ve just had the last one. Honestly,” she continued, as Mr Curry moved away and began rummaging in Paddington’s box, “the cheek of some people. And he never even brought so much as a Catherine wheel himself.”


  “He does spoil things,” said Mrs Brown. “Everyone’s been looking forward to this evening. I’ve a good mind…” Whatever Mrs Brown had been about to say was lost as there came a cry from the direction of the garden shed.


  “Crikey, Paddington,” shouted Jonathan. “Why ever didn’t you tell us?”


  “Tell us what?” asked Mr Brown, trying to divide his attention between a Roman candle which had just fizzled out and the mysterious object which Jonathan was dragging from the shed.


  “It’s a guy!” shouted Judy with delight.


  “It’s a super one too!” exclaimed Jonathan. “It looks just like a real person. Is it yours, Paddington?”


  “Well,” said Paddington, “yes… and no.” He looked rather worried. In the excitement he had quite forgotten about the guy which he’d used when he’d collected the money for fireworks. He wasn’t at all sure he wanted the others to know about it in case too many questions were asked.


  “A guy!” said Mr Curry. “Then it had better go on the bonfire.” He peered at it through the smoke. For some odd reason there was a familiar look about it which he couldn’t quite place.


  “Oh no,” said Paddington hurriedly. “I don’t think you’d better do that. It’s not really for burning.”


  “Nonsense, bear,” said Mr Curry. “I can see you don’t know much about Guy Fawkes Night. Guys are always burned.” He pushed the others on one side and with the help of Mr Brown’s garden rake placed the guy on top of the bonfire.


  “There!” he exclaimed, as he stood back rubbing his hands. “That’s better. That’s what I call a bonfire.”


  Mr Brown removed his glasses, polished them, and then looked hard at the bonfire. He didn’t recognise the suit the guy was wearing and he was glad to see it wasn’t one of his. All the same, he had a nasty feeling at the back of his mind. “It… it seems a very well-dressed sort of guy,” he remarked.


  Mr Curry started and then stepped forward to take a closer look. Now that the bonfire was well and truly alight it was easier to see. The trousers were blazing merrily and the jacket had just started to smoulder. His eyes nearly popped out and he pointed a trembling finger towards the flames.


  “That’s my suit!” he roared. “My suit! The one you were supposed to send to the cleaners!”


  “What!” exclaimed Mr Brown. Everyone turned to look at Paddington.


  Paddington was as surprised as the others. It was the first he had heard of Mr Curry’s suit. “I found it on the doorstep,” he said. “I thought it had been put out for the rummage sale…”


  “The rummage sale?” cried Mr Curry, almost beside himself with rage. “The rummage sale? My best suit! I’ll… I’ll…” Mr Curry was spluttering so much he couldn’t think of anything to say. But Mrs Bird could.


  “To start with,” she said, “it wasn’t your best suit. It’s been sent to the cleaners at least six times to my knowledge. And I’m quite sure Paddington didn’t know it was yours. In any case,” she finished triumphantly, “who was it insisted it should go on the bonfire in the first place?”


  Mr Brown tried hard not to laugh, and then he caught Mr Gruber’s eye looking at him over the top of his handkerchief. “You did, you know,” he spluttered. “You said put it on the bonfire. And Paddington tried to stop you!”


  Mr Curry struggled hard for a moment as he looked from one to the other. But he knew when he was beaten. He gave one final glare all round the party and then stalked off into the night. A moment later the sound of a front door being slammed echoed around the houses.


  “Well,” chuckled Mr Gruber, “I must say that when young Mr Brown’s around there’s never a dull moment!” He felt underneath his chair and brought out a cardboard box. “Now I vote we get on with the display. And just in case we run out of fireworks – I’ve brought a few more along.”


  “You know, it’s funny you should say that,” said Mr Brown, feeling under his chair. “But I have some as well!”


  Afterwards everyone in the neighbourhood voted it was the best firework display they had seen for many a year. Quite a number of people turned up to watch, and even Mr Curry was seen peeping from behind his curtains on several occasions.


  And as Paddington lifted a tired paw and waved the last sparkler in the air to spell out the words T-H-E E-N-D, everyone agreed they had never seen such a successful bonfire before – or such a well-dressed guy.
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  That evening, after the bonfire had died away, the weather suddenly became even colder. When Paddington went upstairs to bed he opened his window a few inches and peeped out in case there were any more fireworks to see. He sniffed the cold night air and then hastily shut the window, diving into bed and pulling the blankets over his ears.


  In the morning he woke much earlier than usual, shivering with cold, and found to his surprise that the ends of his whiskers, which had become uncovered during the night, were quite stiff. Having listened for a while to make sure breakfast was being cooked, he put on his duffle coat and went along to the bathroom.


  When he reached the bathroom, Paddington made several interesting discoveries. First, his flannel, which he’d left folded over the towel rail the night before, was as stiff as a board, and it made a funny crackling noise when he tried to bend it straight. Then, when he turned the tap, nothing happened. Paddington decided quite quickly that he wasn’t meant to wash that morning and hurried back to his own room.


  But when he got there he had yet another surprise. He drew the curtains and tried to look out of his window, only to find that it was all white and frosted – just like the one in the bathroom. Paddington breathed heavily on the glass and rubbed it with the back of his paw. When he had made a hole big enough to peer through, he nearly fell over backwards with astonishment.


  All traces of the previous evening’s bonfire had completely vanished. Instead, everything was covered by a thick blanket of white. Not only that, but there were millions of large white flakes falling out of the sky.


  He rushed downstairs to tell the others. The Browns were all sitting round the breakfast table when he burst into the dining-room. Paddington waved his paws wildly in the air and called for them to look out of the window.


  “Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr Brown, looking up from his morning paper. “What is the matter?”


  “Look!” said Paddington, pointing towards the garden. “Everything’s gone white!”


  Judy threw back her head and laughed. “It’s all right, Paddington – it’s only snow. It happens every year.”


  “Snow?” said Paddington, looking puzzled. “What’s snow?”


  “It’s a nuisance,” said Mr Brown crossly. Mr Brown wasn’t in a very good mood that morning. He hadn’t expected the weather to change so quickly and all the upstairs water pipes had frozen. To make matters worse, everyone had been blaming him because he’d forgotten to stoke the boiler before going to bed.


  “Snow?” said Judy. “Well, it’s… it’s sort of frozen rain. It’s very soft.”


  “Jolly good for snowballs,” exclaimed Jonathan. “We’ll show you how to make them after breakfast. We can clear the paths at the same time.”


  Paddington sat down at the breakfast table and began undoing his napkin, hardly able to take his eyes off the scene outside the window.


  “Paddington!” said Mrs Brown, suspiciously. “Did you wear your duffle coat when you washed this morning?”


  “A lick and a promise,” said Mrs Bird, as she handed him a steaming bowl of porridge. “And more promise than lick if you ask me.”


  But Paddington was much too busy thinking about the snow to hear what they were saying. He was wondering if he could speed up the breakfast by having all his things on one plate. But just as he reached out for the bacon and eggs and the marmalade, he caught Mrs Bird’s eye and hurriedly pretended he was only conducting to the music on the wireless.


  “If you do go out after breakfast, Paddington,” said Mrs Brown, “I think it would be nice if you could clear Mr Curry’s path for him before you do ours. We all know it wasn’t your fault about his suit last night, but it would show you mean well.”


  “That’s a good idea,” exclaimed Jonathan. “We’ll give you a hand. Then we can use all the snow we get to build a snowman this afternoon. How about it, Paddington?”


  Paddington looked rather doubtful. Whenever he tried to do anything for Mr Curry, something always seemed to go wrong.


  “But no playing snowballs,” warned Mrs Bird. “Mr Curry always sleeps with his bedroom window open – even in the middle of winter. If you wake him he won’t like it at all.”


  Paddington, Jonathan and Judy agreed to be as quiet as they could and as soon as breakfast was over they dressed in their warmest clothes and rushed outside to look at the snow.


  Paddington was very impressed. It was much deeper than he had expected, but not at all as cold as he thought it would be, except when he stood for very long in the one place. Within a few minutes all three were busy with shovels and brooms clearing Mr Curry’s paths for him.


  Jonathan and Judy started on the pavement outside the house. Paddington fetched his seaside bucket and spade and began work on Mr Curry’s back garden path, which was not quite so wide.


  He filled his bucket with snow and then tipped it through a hole in the Browns’ fence near the place they intended building a snowman later in the day. It was hard work, for the snow was deep and came right up to the edge of his duffle coat, and as fast as he cleared a space, more snow came down, covering the part he’d just done.


  After working for what seemed like hours, Paddington decided to have a rest. But no sooner had he settled himself on the bucket than something hit him on the back of the head, nearly knocking his hat off into the bargain.


  “Caught you!” yelled Jonathan with delight. “Come on, Paddington – make yourself some snowballs – then we can have a fight.”
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  Paddington jumped up from his bucket and dodged round the side of Mr Curry’s shed. Then, after first making sure Mrs Bird was nowhere in sight, he gathered up some snow and rolled it into a hard ball. Holding it firmly in his right paw he closed his eyes and took careful aim.


  “Yah!” shouted Jonathan, as Paddington opened his eyes. “Missed me by a mile. You’d better get some practice in!”


  Paddington stood behind Mr Curry’s shed scratching his head and examining his paw. He knew the snowball must have gone somewhere but he hadn’t the least idea where. After thinking about it for some time he decided to have another go. If he crept very quietly round the side of the house he might even be able to catch Jonathan unawares and get his own back.
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  It was as he tip-toed past Mr Curry’s back door, clutching a snowball in his paw, that he noticed for the first time the door was open. The wind was blowing the snow through into the kitchen and there was already a small pile of it on the mat. Paddington hesitated for a moment and then pulled the door shut. There was a click as it closed, and he carefully tested it with his paw to make certain it was properly fastened. He was sure Mr Curry wouldn’t want snow all over his kitchen floor, and he felt very pleased at being able to do another good deed – apart from sweeping the path.


  To Paddington’s surprise, when he peered round the corner at the front of the house Mr Curry was already there. He was wearing a dressing gown over his pyjamas and he looked cold and cross. He broke off his conversation with Jonathan and Judy and stared in Paddington’s direction.


  “Ah, there you are, bear!” he exclaimed. “Have you been throwing snowballs?”


  “Snowballs?” repeated Paddington, hurriedly putting his paw behind his back. “Did you say snowballs, Mr Curry?”


  “Yes,” said Mr Curry. “Snowballs! A large one came through my bedroom window a moment ago and landed right in the middle of my bed. Now it’s all melted on my hot-water bottle! If I thought you had done it on purpose, bear…”
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  “Oh no, Mr Curry,” said Paddington, earnestly. “I wouldn’t do a thing like that on purpose. I don’t think I could. It’s difficult throwing snowballs by paw – especially big ones like that.”


  “Like what?” asked Mr Curry, suspiciously.


  “Like the one you said landed in your bed,” said Paddington sounding rather confused. He was beginning to wish Mr Curry would hurry up and go. The snowball was making his paw very cold.


  “Mmm,” said Mr Curry. “Well, I’m not standing out here in the snow discussing bears’ pranks. I came downstairs intending to tell you off.” He looked round approvingly at the clean pavement. “But I must admit I’ve been pleasantly surprised. In fact,” he turned to go back indoors, “if you make as good a job of the rest I might even give you ten pence!


  “Between you,” he added, in case they mistook his meaning.


  “Ten pence!” exclaimed Jonathan disgustedly. “One measly ten-penny piece.”


  “Oh well,” said Judy, “at least we’ve done our good deed for the day. It should last for a while – even with Mr Curry.”


  Paddington looked doubtful. “I don’t think it’ll last very long,” he said, listening hard. “In fact, I think it’s nearly over.” Even as he spoke there came a roar of rage from Mr Curry followed by several loud bangs.


  “Whatever’s up now?” exclaimed Judy. “That sounds like Mr Curry banging on his back door.”


  “I thought I was doing him a good turn,” said Paddington, looking very worried, “so I shut it. I think he must be locked out.”


  “Oh gosh, Paddington,” groaned Judy. “You are an unlucky bear today.”


  “Who shut my door?” roared Mr Curry as he strode round to the front again. “Who locked me out of my house? Bear!” he barked. “Where are you, bear?”


  Mr Curry glared down the road but there was not a soul in sight. If he had been a little less cross, he might have noticed three distinct sets of pawprints and footprints where Paddington, Jonathan, and Judy had beaten a hasty retreat.


  After a distance the three tracks separated. Jonathan’s and Judy’s disappeared into the Browns’ house. Paddington’s went towards the market.


  He had seen quite enough of Mr Curry for one day. Besides, it had gone half past ten and he had promised to meet Mr Gruber for morning cocoa at eleven.

  



  *

  



  “I really think Mr Curry has gone a bit funny in the head,” said Mrs Brown, later that day. “He was standing outside the house in his pyjamas and dressing gown this morning – in all that snow. Then he started running around in circles waving his fist.”


  “Mmm,” replied Mrs Bird, “I saw Paddington playing snowballs in his back garden just before that happened.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. She looked out of the window. The sky had cleared at last and the garden, with all the trees bowed down under the weight of snow, looked just like a Christmas card. “It seems very still,” she said. “Almost as if something was about to happen.”


  Mrs Bird followed her gaze. “They’ve made a wonderful snowman. I’ve never seen quite such a good one before. It’s only small but it looks most life-like.”


  “Isn’t that Paddington’s old hat they’ve put on top?” asked Mrs Brown. She looked round as the door opened and Jonathan and Judy entered the room. “We were just saying,” she continued, “what a lovely snowman you’ve made.”


  “It isn’t a snowman,” said Jonathan mysteriously. “It’s a snowbear. It’s meant to be a surprise for Dad. He’s coming down the road now.”


  “It looks as if he’ll have more than one surprise coming his way,” said Mrs Bird. “I can see Mr Curry waiting for him by the fence.”


  “Oh crikey,” groaned Jonathan. “That’s torn it.”


  “Trust Mr Curry to spoil things,” said Judy. “I hope he doesn’t keep Dad talking too long.”


  “Why, dear?” asked Mrs Brown. “Does it matter?”


  “Does it matter?” cried Jonathan, rushing to the window. “I’ll say it does!”


  Mrs Brown didn’t pursue the subject. She had no doubt she would hear all about it in due course – whatever it was.


  It took Mr Brown a long time to get rid of Mr Curry and put his car away in the garage. When he did come indoors he looked very fed up.


  “That Mr Curry,” he exclaimed. “Telling tales about Paddington again. If I’d been there this morning he’d have got more than a snowball in his bed.” He looked round the room. “By the way, where is Paddington?” Paddington usually liked helping Mr Brown put his car away and it was most unusual for him not to be there ready to give paw signals.


  “I haven’t seen him for ages,” said Mrs Brown. She looked at Jonathan and Judy. “Do you know where he is?”


  “Didn’t he jump out at you, Dad?” asked Jonathan.


  “Jump out at me!” exclaimed Mr Brown, looking puzzled. “Not that I know of. Why, was he supposed to?”


  “But you saw the snowbear, didn’t you?” asked Judy. “Just by the garage.”


  “Snowbear?” said Mr Brown. “Good heavens – you don’t mean – that wasn’t Paddington?”


  “What’s that young bear been up to now?” asked Mrs Bird. “Do you mean to say he’s been out there covered in snow all this time? I’ve never heard of such a thing.”


  “Well, it wasn’t really his idea,” said Jonathan. “Not all of it.”


  “I expect he heard Mr Curry’s voice and got frightened,” said Judy.


  “Just you bring him indoors at once,” said Mrs Bird. “Why, he might catch his death of cold. I’ve a good mind to send him to bed without any supper.”


  It wasn’t that Mrs Bird was cross with Paddington – she was simply worried in case anything happened to him, and when he came through the door her manner changed at once.


  She took one of his paws in her hand and then felt his nose. “Good gracious!” she exclaimed. “He’s like an iceberg.”


  Paddington shivered. “I don’t think I like being a snowbear very much,” he said in a weak voice.


  “I should think not, indeed,” exclaimed Mrs Bird. She turned to the others. “That bear’s going to bed at once – with a hot-water bottle and a bowl of broth. Then I’m sending for the doctor.”


  With that she made Paddington sit by the fire while she hurried upstairs to fetch a thermometer.


  Paddington lay back in Mr Brown’s armchair with his eyes closed. He certainly felt very strange. He couldn’t remember ever having felt like it before. One moment he seemed to be as cold as the snow outside, the next he felt as if he was on fire.


  He wasn’t quite sure how long he lay there, but he vaguely remembered Mrs Bird sticking something long and cold under his tongue, which she told him not to bite. After that he didn’t remember much more, except that everyone started running around, preparing soup and filling hot-water bottles, and generally making sure his room was comfortable for him.


  Within a few minutes everything was ready and the Browns all trooped upstairs to make sure he was properly tucked in bed. Paddington thanked them all very much and then, after waving a paw limply in their direction, lay back and closed his eyes.


  “He must be feeling bad,” whispered Mrs Bird. “He hasn’t even touched his soup.”


  “Gosh,” said Jonathan miserably, as he followed Judy down the stairs. “It was mostly my idea. I shall never forgive myself if anything happens to him.”


  “It was my idea as well,” said Judy, comfortingly, “I expect we all thought of it together. Anyway,” she added, as the front doorbell rang, “that must be the doctor – so we shall soon know.”


  Doctor MacAndrew was a long time with Paddington, and when he came downstairs again he looked very serious.


  “How is he, Doctor?” asked Mrs Brown, anxiously. “He’s not seriously ill, is he?”


  “Aye, he is,” said Doctor MacAndrew. “Ye may as well know. That young bear’s verra ill indeed. Playing in the snow when he’s not used to it, no doubt. I’ve given him a wee drop o’ medicine to tide him over the night and I’ll be along first thing in the morning.”


  “But he is going to be all right, isn’t he, Doctor MacAndrew?” cried Judy.


  Doctor MacAndrew shook his head gravely. “I wouldna care to give an opinion,” he said. “I wouldna care to give an opinion at all.” With that he bade them all good night and drove away.


  It was a very sad party of Browns that went upstairs that evening. While they were getting ready for bed, Mrs Bird quietly moved her things into Paddington’s room so that she could keep an eye on him during the night.


  But she wasn’t the only one who couldn’t think of sleep. Several times the door to Paddington’s room gently opened and either Mr and Mrs Brown or Jonathan and Judy crept in to see how he was getting on. Somehow it didn’t seem possible that anything could happen to Paddington. But every time they looked at Mrs Bird she just shook her head and went on with her sewing so that they couldn’t see her face.
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  The next day the news of Paddington’s illness quickly spread around the neighbourhood and by lunch time there was a steady stream of callers asking after him.


  Mr Gruber was the first one on the scene. “I wondered what had happened to young Mr Brown when he didn’t turn up for elevenses this morning,” he said, looking very upset. “I kept his cocoa hot for over an hour.”


  Mr Gruber went away again, but returned shortly afterwards carrying a bunch of grapes and a large basket of fruit and flowers from the rest of the traders in the Portobello market. “I’m afraid there isn’t much about at this time of the year,” he said apologetically, “but we’ve done the best we can.”


  He paused at the door. “I’m sure he’ll be all right, Mrs Brown,” he said. “With so many people wanting him to get well, I’m sure he will.”
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  Mr Gruber raised his hat to Mrs Brown and then began walking slowly in the direction of the park. Somehow he didn’t want to go back to his shop that day.


  Even Mr Curry knocked on the door that afternoon and brought with him an apple and a jar of calves’ foot jelly, which he said was very good for invalids.


  Mrs Bird took all the presents up to Paddington’s room and placed them carefully beside his bed in case he should wake up and want something to eat.


  Doctor MacAndrew called a number of times during the next two days but, despite everything he did, there seemed to be no change at all. “We’ll just have to bide our time,” was all he would say.


  It was three days later, at breakfast time, that the door to the Browns’ dining-room burst open and Mrs Bird rushed in.


  “Oh, do come quickly,” she cried. “It’s Paddington!”


  Everyone jumped up from the table and stared at Mrs Bird.


  “He’s… he’s not worse, is he?” asked Mrs Brown, voicing the thoughts of them all.


  “Mercy me, no,” said Mrs Bird, fanning herself with the morning paper. “That’s what I’m trying to tell you. He’s much better. He’s sitting up in bed asking for a marmalade sandwich!”


  “A marmalade sandwich?” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “Oh, thank goodness!” She wasn’t quite sure whether she wanted to laugh or cry. “I never knew hearing the word marmalade could make me feel so happy.”


  Just as she spoke there was a loud ring from the bell which Mr Brown had installed by the side of Paddington’s bed in case of emergency.


  “Oh dear,” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “I hope I haven’t spoken too soon!” She rushed out of the room and everyone followed her up the stairs to Paddington’s room. When they entered, Paddington was lying on his back with his paws in the air, staring up at the ceiling.


  “Paddington!” called Mrs Brown, hardly daring to breathe. “Paddington, are you all right?”


  Everyone listened anxiously for the reply. “I think I’ve had a bit of a relapse,” said Paddington, in a weak voice. “I think I’d better have two marmalade sandwiches – just to make sure.”


  There was a sigh of relief from the Browns and Mrs Bird as they exchanged glances. Even if he wasn’t quite himself yet, Paddington was definitely on the road to recovery.
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  The few weeks before Christmas were usually busy ones for Mrs Bird. There were so many mince-pies, puddings, and cakes to be made that much of her time was spent in the kitchen. This year matters hadn’t been helped by the fact that Paddington was at home for most of the day ‘convalescing’ after his illness. Paddington was very interested in mince-pies, and if he had opened the oven door once to see how they were getting on, he’d done it a dozen times.


  Paddington’s convalescence had been a difficult time for the Browns. While he had remained in bed it had been bad enough, because he kept getting grape-pips all over the sheets. But if anything, matters had got worse once he was up and about. He wasn’t very good at ‘doing nothing’ and it had become a full-time occupation keeping him amused and out of trouble. He had even had several goes at knitting something – no one ever quite knew what – but he’d got in such a tangle with the wool, and it had become so sticky with the marmalade, that in the end they had to throw it away. Even the dustman had said very nasty things about it when he came to collect the rubbish.


  “He seems very quiet at the moment,” said Mrs Brown. “I think he’s busy with his Christmas list.”


  “You’re not really taking him shopping with you this afternoon, are you?” asked Mrs Bird. “You know what happened last time.”*


  Mrs Brown sighed. She had vivid memories of the last time she had taken Paddington shopping. “I can’t not take him,” she said. “I did promise and he’s been looking forward to it so much.”


  Paddington liked shopping. He always enjoyed looking in the shop windows and since he had read in the paper about all the Christmas decorations, he had thought of very little else. Besides, he had a special reason for wanting to go shopping this time. Although he hadn’t told anyone, Paddington had been saving hard for some while in order to buy the Browns and his other friends some presents.


  He had already bought a frame for his picture and sent it, together with a large jar of honey, to his Aunt Lucy in Peru, because presents for overseas had to be posted early.


  He had several lists marked ‘SEACRET’ which were locked away in his case, and he had been keeping his ears open for some time listening to conversation in the hope of finding something they all needed.


  “Anyway,” said Mrs Brown, “it’s so nice having him around again, and he’s been so good lately, I think he ought to have a treat.


  “Besides,” she added, “I’m not taking him to Barkridges this time – I’m taking him to Crumbold & Ferns.”


  Mrs Bird put down her baking tray. “Are you sure you’re doing the right thing taking him there?” she exclaimed. “You know what they’re like.”


  Crumbold & Ferns was a very old-established shop where everyone spoke in whispers and all the assistants wore frock-coats. Only the best people went to Crumbold & Ferns.


  “It’s Christmas,” said Mrs Brown recklessly. “It’ll be a nice treat for him.”


  And when Paddington set off with Mrs Brown after lunch, even Mrs Bird had to admit he looked smart enough to go anywhere. His duffle coat, which had just come back from the cleaners, was spotlessly clean, and even his old hat – which Paddington always insisted on wearing when he went on shopping expeditions – looked unusually neat.


  All the same, as Paddington waved his paw at the corner, and Mrs Bird turned to go back indoors, she couldn’t help feeling glad she was staying at home.


  Paddington enjoyed the journey to Crumbold & Ferns. They went by bus and he managed to get a front seat downstairs. By standing on the seat he could just see through the little hole in the screen behind the driver’s back. Paddington tapped on the glass several times and waved his paw at the man behind the wheel, but he was much too busy with the traffic to look round – in fact they drove a long way without stopping at all.


  The conductor was cross when he saw what Paddington was doing. “Oi!” he shouted. “Stop that there tapping! It’s bears like you what get buses a bad name. We’ve gone past three queues already.”


  But he was a kindly man and when Paddington said he was sorry, he explained to him all about the signals for making buses stop or go on, and he gave him the end of a roll of tickets as a present. When he had collected all the fares, he came back again and pointed out some buildings of interest to Paddington as they passed them. He even presented him with a large bullseye which he found in his money bag. Paddington liked seeing new places and he was sorry when the journey came to an end and he had to say goodbye to the conductor.


  There was another slight upset when they reached Crumbold & Ferns. Paddington had an accident with the revolving door. It wasn’t really his fault, but he tried to follow Mrs Brown into the store just as a very distinguished-looking gentleman with a beard came out the other side. The man was in a great hurry and when he pushed the revolving door it started going round at great speed, taking Paddington with it. He went round several times until he found to his astonishment that he was outside on the pavement once more.


  He had a brief glimpse of the man with the beard waving to him from the back of a large car as it drove away. The man also appeared to be shouting something, but Paddington never knew what it was, for at that moment he trod on something sharp and fell over backwards again.


  He sat in the middle of the pavement examining his foot and found to his surprise that it had a tie-pin sticking in it. Paddington knew it was a tie-pin because Mr Brown had one very like it – except that his was quite ordinary, whereas this one had something big and shiny fixed to the middle of it. Paddington pinned it to the front of his duffle coat for safety and then suddenly became aware that someone was speaking to him.


  “Are you all right, sir?” It was the doorkeeper – a very dignified man in a smart uniform with lots of medals.


  “I think so, thank you,” said Paddington, as he stood up and dusted himself, “but I’ve lost my bullseye somewhere.”


  “Your bullseye?” said the man. “Dear me!” If he felt surprised he showed no signs of it. Doorkeepers at Crumbold & Ferns were always very well trained. All the same he couldn’t help wondering about Paddington. When he noticed the tie-pin with the enormous diamond in the middle, he realised at once that he was dealing with someone very important. “Probably one of these society bears,” he thought to himself. But when he caught sight of Paddington’s old hat he wasn’t quite so sure. “Perhaps he’s a huntin’, shootin’, and fishin’ bear up from the country for the day,” he decided. “Or even a society bear that’s seen better days.”


  So he held up the passers-by with a stern wave of the hand while they searched the pavement. As he guided Paddington back through the revolving door to Mrs Brown, who was waiting anxiously on the other side, he tried hard to look as if helping a young bear of quality find his bullseye was an everyday event at Crumbold & Ferns.


  Paddington returned his salute with a wave of the paw and then looked around. The inside of the shop was most impressive. Everywhere they went, tall men in frock-coats bowed low and wished them good afternoon. Paddington’s paw was quite tired by the time they reached the Household Department.


  As they both had some secret shopping to do, Mrs Brown left Paddington with the assistant and arranged to meet him outside the entrance to the shop in a quarter of an hour.


  The man assured Mrs Brown that Paddington would be quite safe. “Although I don’t recall any actual bears,” he said, when she explained that Paddington came from Darkest Peru, “we have a number of very distinguished foreign gentlemen among our clients. Many of them do all their Christmas shopping here.”


  He turned and looked down at Paddington as Mrs Brown left, brushing an imaginary speck of dust from his frock-coat.


  Secretly Paddington was feeling rather overawed by Crumbold & Ferns, and not wishing to disgrace Mrs Brown by doing the wrong thing, he gave his own coat a passing tap with his paw. The assistant watched with fascination as a small cloud of dust rose into the air and then slowly settled on his nice, clean counter.


  Paddington followed the man’s gaze. “I expect it came off the pavement,” he said, by way of explanation. “I had an accident in the revolving door.”


  The man coughed. “Oh dear,” he said. “How very unfortunate.” He gave Paddington a sickly smile and decided to ignore the whole matter. “And what can we do for you, sir?” he asked, brightly.


  Paddington looked round carefully to make sure Mrs Brown was nowhere in sight. “I want a clothes-line,” he announced.


  “A what?” exclaimed the assistant.


  Paddington hurriedly moved the bullseye to the other side of his mouth. “A clothes-line,” he repeated, in a muffled voice. “It’s for Mrs Bird. Her old one broke the other day.”


  The assistant swallowed hard. He found it impossible to understand what this extraordinary young bear was saying.


  “Perhaps,” he suggested, for a Crumbold & Ferns assistant rarely bent down, “you wouldn’t mind standing on the counter?”


  Paddington sighed. It really was most difficult trying to explain things sometimes. Climbing up on to the counter he unlocked his suitcase and withdrew an advertisement which he’d cut from Mr Brown’s newspaper several days before.


  “Ah!” The assistant’s face cleared. “You mean one of our special expanding clothes-lines, sir.” He reached up to a shelf and picked out a small green box. “A very suitable choice, if I may say so, sir. As befits a young bear of taste. I can thoroughly recommend it.”


  The man pulled a piece of rope through a hole in the side of the box and handed it to Paddington. “This type of expanding clothes-line is used by some of the best families in the country.”


  Paddington looked suitably impressed as he climbed down, holding on to the rope with his paw.


  “You see,” continued the man, bending over the counter, “it is all quite simple. The clothes-line is all contained inside this box. As you walk away with the rope, it unwinds itself. Then, when you have finished with it, you simply turn this handle…” A puzzled note came into his voice.


  “You simply turn this handle,” he repeated, trying again. Really, it was all most annoying. Instead of the clothes-line going back into the box as it was supposed to, more was actually coming out.


  “I’m extremely sorry, sir,” he began, looking up from the counter. “Something seems to have jammed…” His voice trailed away and a worried look come into his eyes, for Paddington was nowhere in sight.


  “I say,” he called, to another assistant farther along the counter. “Have you seen a young bear gentleman go past – pulling on a clothes-line?”


  “He went that way,” replied the other man, briefly. He pointed towards the china department. “I think he got caught in the crowd.”


  “Oh dear,” said Paddington’s assistant, as he picked up the green box and began pushing his way through the crowd of shoppers, following the trail of the clothes-line. “Oh dear! Oh dear!”


  As it happened, the assistant wasn’t the only one to feel worried. At the other end of the clothes-line Paddington was already in trouble. Crumbold & Ferns was filled with people doing their Christmas shopping, and none of them seemed to have time for a small bear. Several times he’d had to crawl under a table in order to avoid being trodden on.


  It was a very good clothes-line, and Paddington felt sure Mrs Bird would like it. But he couldn’t help wishing he’d chosen something else. There seemed to be no end to it, and he kept getting it tangled round people’s legs.


  He went on and on, round a table laden with cups and saucers, past a pillar, underneath another table, and still the clothes-line trailed after him. All the time the crowd was getting thicker and thicker and Paddington had to push hard to make any headway at all. Once or twice he nearly lost his hat.
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  Just as he had almost given up hope of ever finding his way back to the Household Department again, he caught sight of the assistant. To Paddington’s surprise, the man was sitting on the floor, looking very red in the face. His hair was all ruffled and he appeared to be struggling with a table leg.


  “Ah, there you are!” he gasped, when he caught sight of Paddington. “I suppose you realise, young bear, I’ve been following you all round the China Department. Now you’ve tied everything up in knots.”


  “Oh dear,” said Paddington, looking at the rope. “Did I do that? I’m afraid I got lost. Bears aren’t very good in crowds, you know. I must have gone under the same table twice.”


  “What have you done with the other end?” shouted the assistant.
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  He wasn’t in the best of tempers. It was hot and noisy under the table and people kept kicking him. Apart from that, it was most undignified.


  “It’s here,” said Paddington, trying to find his end of the rope. “At least – it was a moment ago.”


  “Where?” shouted the assistant. He didn’t know whether it was simply the noise of the crowd, but he still couldn’t understand a word this young bear uttered. Whenever he did say anything it seemed to be accompanied by a strong crunching noise and a strong smell of peppermint.


  “Speak up,” he shouted, cupping a hand to his ear. “I can’t hear a word you say.”


  Paddington looked at the man uneasily. He looked rather cross and he was beginning to wish he had left his bullseye on the pavement outside. It was a very nice bullseye but it made talking most difficult.


  It was as he felt in his duffle coat pocket for a handkerchief that it happened.


  The assistant jumped slightly and the expression on his face froze and then gradually changed to one of disbelief.


  “Excuse me,” said Paddington, tapping him on the shoulder, “but I think my bullseye has fallen in your ear!”


  “Your bullseye?” exclaimed the man, in a horrified tone of voice. “Fallen in my ear?”


  “Yes,” said Paddington. “It was given to me by a bus conductor and I’m afraid it’s got a bit slippery where I’ve been sucking it.”


  The assistant crawled out from under the table and drew himself up to his full height. With a look of great distaste, he withdrew the remains of Paddington’s bullseye from his ear. He held it for a moment between thumb and forefinger and then hurriedly placed it on a nearby counter. It was bad enough having to crawl around the floor untangling a clothes-line – but to have a bullseye in his ear – such a thing had never been known before in Crumbold & Ferns.


  He took a deep breath and pointed a trembling finger in Paddington’s direction. But as he opened his mouth to speak he noticed that Paddington was no longer there. Neither, for that matter, was the clothes-line. He was only just in time to grab the table as it rocked on its legs. As it was, several plates and a cup and saucer fell to the floor.


  The assistant raised his eyes to the ceiling and made a mental note to avoid any young bears who came into the shop in future.


  There seemed to be a commotion going on in the direction of the entrance hall. He had his own ideas on the possible cause of it, but wisely he decided to keep his thoughts to himself. He had had quite enough to do with bear customers for one day.

  



  Mrs Brown pushed her way through the crowd which had formed on the pavement outside Crumbold & Ferns.


  “Excuse me,” she said, pulling on the doorkeeper’s sleeve. “Excuse me. You haven’t seen a young bear in a blue duffle coat, have you? We arranged to meet here and there are so many people about I’m really rather worried.”


  The doorkeeper touched his cap. “That wouldn’t be the young gentleman in question, ma’am?” he asked, pointing through a gap in the crowd to where another man in uniform was struggling with the revolving door. “If it is – he’s stuck. Good and proper. Can’t get in and can’t get out. Right in the middle he is, so to speak.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “That certainly sounds as if it might be Paddington.”


  Standing on tip-toe, she peered over the shoulder of a bearded gentleman in front of her. The man was shouting words of encouragement as he tapped on the glass and she just caught a glimpse of a familiar paw as it waved back in acknowledgement.


  “It is Paddington,” she exclaimed. “Now how on earth did he get in there?”


  “Ah,” said the doorkeeper. “That’s just what we’re trying to find out. Something to do with ’is getting a clothes-line wrapped round the ’inges, so they say.”


  There was a ripple of excitement from the crowd as the door started to revolve once more.


  Everyone made a rush for Paddington, but the distinguished man with the beard reached him first. To everyone’s surprise, he took hold of his paw and began pumping it up and down.


  “Thank you, bear,” he kept saying. “Glad to know you, bear!”


  “Glad to know you,” repeated Paddington, looking as surprised as anyone.


  “I say,” exclaimed the doorkeeper respectfully, as he turned to Mrs Brown. “I didn’t know he was a friend of Sir Gresholm Gibbs.”


  “Neither did I,” said Mrs Brown. “And who might Sir Gresholm Gibbs be?”


  “Sir Gresholm,” repeated the doorkeeper, in a hushed voice. “Why, he’s a famous millionaire. He’s one of Crumbold & Ferns’ most important customers.”


  He pushed back the crowd of interested spectators to allow Paddington and the distinguished man a free passage.


  “Dear lady,” said Sir Gresholm, bowing low as he approached. “You must be Mrs Brown. I’ve just been hearing all about you.”


  “Oh?” said Mrs Brown doubtfully.


  “This young bear of yours found a most valuable diamond tie-pin which I lost earlier this afternoon,” said Sir Gresholm. “Not only that, but he’s kept it in safe custody all this time.”


  “A diamond tie-pin?” exclaimed Mrs Brown, looking at Paddington. It was the first she had heard of any diamond tie-pin.


  “I found it when I lost my bullseye,” said Paddington, in a loud stage whisper.


  “An example to us all,” boomed Sir Gresholm, as he turned to the crowd and pointed at Paddington.


  Paddington waved a paw modestly in the air as one or two people applauded.


  “And now, dear lady,” continued Sir Gresholm, turning to Mrs Brown. “I understand you intend showing this young bear some of the Christmas decorations.”


  “Well,” said Mrs Brown. “I was hoping to. He hasn’t seen them before and it’s really his first trip out since he was ill.”


  “In that case,” said Sir Gresholm, waving to a luxurious car which was parked by the side of the pavement, “my car is at your disposal.”


  “Ooh,” said Paddington. “Is it really?” His eye glistened. He’d never seen such an enormous car before, let alone ever dreamt of riding in one.


  “Yes, indeed,” said Sir Gresholm, as he held the door open for them. “That is,” he added, as he noticed a worried expression cross Paddington’s face, “if you would do me the honour.”
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  “Oh yes,” said Paddington, politely. “I would like to do you the honour very much indeed.” He hesitated. “But I’ve left my bullseye on one of the counters in Crumbold & Ferns.”


  “Oh dear,” said the gentleman, as he helped Paddington and Mrs Brown into the car. “Then there’s only one thing we can do.”


  He tapped on the glass window behind the driver with his stick. “Drive on, James,” he said. “And don’t stop until we reach the nearest sweet shop.”


  “One with bullseyes, please, Mr James,” called Paddington.


  “Definitely one with bullseyes,” repeated Sir Gresholm. “That’s most important.” He turned to Mrs Brown with a twinkle in his eye. “You know,” he said, “I’m looking forward to this.”


  “So am I,” said Paddington earnestly, as he gazed out of the window at all the lights.


  As the huge car drew away from the kerb he stood on the seat and gave a final wave of his paw to the crowd of open-mouthed spectators, and then settled back, holding on to a long gold tassel with his other paw.


  It wasn’t every day a bear was able to ride round London in such a magnificent car and Paddington wanted to enjoy it to the full.
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  Paddington found that Christmas took a long time to come. Each morning when he hurried downstairs he crossed the date off the calendar, but the more days he crossed off the farther away it seemed.


  However, there was plenty to occupy his mind. For one thing, the postman started arriving later and later in the morning, and when he did finally reach the Browns’ house there were so many letters to deliver he had a job to push them all through the letterbox. Often there were mysterious-looking parcels as well, which Mrs Bird promptly hid before Paddington had time to squeeze them.


  A surprising number of the envelopes were addressed to Paddington himself, and he carefully made a list of all those who had sent him Christmas cards so that he could be sure of thanking them.


  “You may be only a small bear,” said Mrs Bird, as she helped him arrange the cards on the mantelpiece, “but you certainly leave your mark.”


  Paddington wasn’t sure how to take this, especially as Mrs Bird had just polished the hall floor, but when he examined his paws they were quite clean.


  Paddington had made his own Christmas cards. Some he had drawn himself, decorating the edges with holly and mistletoe; others had been made out of pictures cut from Mrs Brown’s magazines. But each one had the words A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR printed on the front, and they were signed PADINGTUN BROWN on the inside – together with his special paw mark to show that they were genuine.


  Paddington wasn’t sure about the spelling of A MERRY CHRISTMAS. It didn’t look at all right. But Mrs Bird checked all the words in a dictionary for him to make certain.


  “I don’t suppose many people get Christmas cards from a bear,” she explained. “They’ll probably want to keep them, so you ought to make sure they are right.”


  One evening Mr Brown arrived home with a huge Christmas tree tied to the roof of his car. It was placed in a position of honour by the dining-room window and both Paddington and Mr Brown spent a long time decorating it with coloured electric lights and silver tinsel.


  Apart from the Christmas tree, there were paper chains and holly to be put up, and large coloured bells made of crinkly paper. Paddington enjoyed doing the paper chains. He managed to persuade Mr Brown that bears were very good at putting up decorations and together they did most of the house, with Paddington standing on Mr Brown’s shoulders while Mr Brown handed up the drawing pins. It came to an unhappy end one evening when Paddington accidentally put his paw on a drawing pin which he’d left on top of Mr Brown’s head. When Mrs Bird rushed into the dining-room to see what all the fuss was about, and to inquire why all the lights had suddenly gone out, she found Paddington hanging by his paws from the chandelier and Mr Brown dancing around the room rubbing his head.


  But by then the decorations were almost finished and the house had taken on quite a festive air. The sideboard was groaning under the weight of nuts and oranges, dates and figs, none of which Paddington was allowed to touch, and Mr Brown had stopped smoking his pipe and was filling the air instead with the smell of cigars.


  The excitement in the Browns’ house mounted, until it reached fever pitch a few days before Christmas, when Jonathan and Judy arrived home for the holidays.


  But if the days leading up to Christmas were busy and exciting, they were nothing compared with Christmas Day itself.


  The Browns were up early on Christmas morning – much earlier than they had intended. It all started when Paddington woke to find a large pillow-case at the bottom of his bed. His eyes nearly popped out with astonishment when he switched his torch on, for it was bulging with parcels, and it certainly hadn’t been there when he’d gone to bed on Christmas Eve.


  Paddington’s eyes grew larger and larger as he unwrapped the brightly coloured paper round each present. A few days before, on Mrs Bird’s instructions, he had made a list of all the things he hoped to have given him and had hidden it up one of the chimneys. It was a strange thing, but everything on that list seemed to be in the pillow-case.


  There was a large chemistry outfit from Mr Brown, full of jars and bottles and test tubes, which looked very interesting. And there was a miniature xylophone from Mrs Brown, which pleased him no end. Paddington was fond of music – especially the loud sort, which was good for conducting – and he had always wanted something he could actually play.


  Mrs Bird’s parcel was even more exciting, for it contained a checked cap which he’d specially asked for and had underlined on his list. Paddington stood on the end of his bed, admiring the effect in the mirror for quite a while.


  Jonathan and Judy had each given him a travel book. Paddington was very interested in geography, being a much-travelled bear, and he was pleased to see there were plenty of maps and coloured pictures inside.


  The noise from Paddington’s room was soon sufficient to wake both Jonathan and Judy, and in no time at all the whole house was in an uproar, with wrapping paper and bits of string everywhere.


  “I’m as patriotic as the next man,” grumbled Mr Brown. “But I draw the line when bears start playing the National Anthem at six o’clock in the morning – especially on a xylophone.”


  As always, it was left to Mrs Bird to restore order. “No more presents until after lunch,” she said firmly. She had just tripped over Paddington on the upstairs landing, where he was investigating his new chemical outfit, and something nasty had gone in one of her slippers.


  “It’s all right, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington, consulting his instruction book, “it’s only some iron filings. I don’t think they’re dangerous.”


  “Dangerous or not,” said Mrs Bird, “I’ve a big dinner to cook – not to mention your birthday cake to finish decorating.”


  Being a bear, Paddington had two birthdays each year – one in the summer and one at Christmas – and the Browns were holding a party in his honour to which Mr Gruber had been invited.


  After they’d had breakfast and been to church, the morning passed quickly and Paddington spent most of his time trying to decide what to do next. With so many things from which to choose it was most difficult. He read some chapters from his books and made several interesting smells and a small explosion with his chemical outfit.


  Mr Brown was already in trouble for having given it to him, especially when Paddington found a chapter in the instruction book headed ‘Indoor Fireworks’. He made himself a ‘never ending’ snake which wouldn’t stop growing and frightened Mrs Bird to death when she met it coming down the stairs.


  “If we don’t watch out,” she confided to Mrs Brown, “we shan’t last over Christmas. We shall either be blown to smithereens or poisoned. He was testing my gravy with some litmus paper just now.”


  Mrs Brown sighed. “It’s a good job Christmas only comes once a year,” she said as she helped Mrs Bird with the potatoes.


  “It isn’t over yet,” warned Mrs Bird.


  Fortunately, Mr Gruber arrived at that moment and some measure of order was established before they all sat down to dinner.


  Paddington’s eyes glistened as he surveyed the table. He didn’t agree with Mr Brown when he said it all looked too good to eat. All the same, even Paddington got noticeably slower towards the end when Mrs Bird brought in the Christmas pudding.


  “Well,” said Mr Gruber, a few minutes later, as he sat back and surveyed his empty plate, “I must say that’s the best Christmas dinner I’ve had for many a day. Thank you very much indeed!”


  “Hear! Hear!” agreed Mr Brown. “What do you say, Paddington?”


  “It was very nice,” said Paddington, licking some cream from his whiskers. “Except I had a bone in my Christmas pudding.”


  “You what?” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “Don’t be silly – there are no bones in Christmas pudding.”


  “I had one,” said Paddington, firmly. “It was all hard – and it stuck in my throat.”


  “Good gracious!” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “The five pence! I always put a piece of silver in the Christmas pudding.”


  “What!” said Paddington, nearly falling off his chair. “A five pence? I’ve never heard of a five pence pudding before.”


  “Quick,” shouted Mr Brown, rising to the emergency. “Turn him upside down.”


  Before Paddington could reply, he found himself hanging head downwards while Mr Brown and Mr Gruber took it in turns to shake him. The rest of the family stood round watching the floor.


  “It’s no good,” said Mr Brown, after a while. “It must have gone too far.” He helped Mr Gruber lift Paddington into an armchair, where he lay gasping for breath.


  “I’ve got a magnet upstairs,” said Jonathan. “We could try lowering it down his throat on a piece of string.”


  “I don’t think so, dear,” said Mrs Brown, in a worried tone of voice. “He might swallow that and then we should be even worse off.” She bent over the chair. “How do you feel, Paddington?”


  “Sick,” said Paddington, in an aggrieved tone of voice.


  “Of course you do, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “It’s only to be expected. There’s only one thing to do – we shall have to send for the doctor.”


  “Thank goodness I scrubbed it first,” said Mrs Bird. “It might have been covered with germs.”


  “But I didn’t swallow it,” gasped Paddington. “I only nearly did. Then I put it on the side of my plate. I didn’t know it was five pence because it was all covered with Christmas pudding.”


  Paddington felt very fed up. He’d just eaten one of the best dinners he could ever remember and now he’d been turned upside down and shaken without even being given time to explain.


  Everyone exchanged glances and then crept quietly away, leaving Paddington to recover by himself. There didn’t seem to be much they could say.


  But after the dinner things had been cleared away, and by the time Mrs Bird had made some strong coffee, Paddington was almost himself again. He was sitting up in the chair helping himself to some dates when they trooped back into the room. It took a lot to make Paddington ill for very long.


  When they had finished their coffee, and were sitting round the blazing fire feeling warm and comfortable, Mr Brown rubbed his hands. “Now, Paddington,” he said, “it’s not only Christmas, it’s your birthday as well. What would you like to do?”


  A mysterious expression came over Paddington’s face. “If you all go in the other room,” he announced, “I’ve a special surprise for you.”


  “Oh dear, must we, Paddington?” said Mrs Brown. “There isn’t a fire.”


  “I shan’t be long,” said Paddington, firmly. “But it’s a special surprise and it has to be prepared.” He held the door open and the Browns, Mrs Bird, and Mr Gruber filed obediently into the other room.


  “Now close your eyes,” said Paddington, when they were all settled, “and I’ll let you know when I’m ready.”


  Mrs Brown shivered. “I hope you won’t be too long,” she called. But the only reply was the sound of the door clicking shut.


  They waited for several minutes without speaking, and then Mr Gruber cleared his throat. “Do you think young Mr Brown’s forgotten about us?” he asked.


  “I don’t know,” said Mrs Brown. “But I’m not waiting much longer.”


  “Henry!” she exclaimed, as she opened her eyes.


  “Have you gone to sleep?”


  “Er, wassat?” snorted Mr Brown. He had eaten such a large dinner he was finding it difficult to keep awake. “What’s happening? Have I missed anything?”


  “Nothing’s happening,” said Mrs Brown. “Henry, you’d better go and see what Paddington’s up to.”


  Several more minutes went by before Mr Brown returned to announce that he couldn’t find Paddington anywhere.


  “Well, he must be somewhere.” said Mrs Brown. “Bears don’t disappear into thin air.”


  “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan, as a thought suddenly struck him. “You don’t think he’s playing at Father Christmas, do you? He was asking all about it the other day when he put his list up the chimney. I bet that’s why he wanted us to come in here – because this chimney connects with the one upstairs – and there isn’t a fire.”


  “Father Christmas?” said Mr Brown. “I’ll give him Father Christmas!” He stuck his head up the chimney and called Paddington’s name several times. “I can’t see anything,” he said, striking a match. As if in answer a large lump of soot descended and burst on top of his head.


  “Now look what you’ve done, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “Shouting so – you’ve disturbed the soot. All over your clean shirt!”


  “If it is young Mr Brown, perhaps he’s stuck somewhere,” suggested Mr Gruber. “He did have rather a large dinner. I remember wondering at the time where he put it all.”


  Mr Gruber’s suggestion had an immediate effect on the party and everyone began to look serious.


  “Why, he might suffocate with the fumes,” exclaimed Mrs Bird, as she hurried out to the broom cupboard.


  When she returned, armed with a mop, everyone took it in turns to poke it up the chimney but even though they strained their ears they couldn’t hear a sound.


  It was while the excitement was at its height that Paddington came into the room. He looked most surprised when he saw Mr Brown with his head up the chimney.


  “You can come into the dining-room now,” he announced, looking round the room. “I’ve finished wrapping my presents and they’re all on the Christmas tree.”


  “You don’t mean to say,” spluttered Mr Brown, as he sat in the fireplace rubbing his face with a handkerchief, “you’ve been in the other room all the time?”


  “Yes,” said Paddington, innocently, “I hope I didn’t keep you waiting too long.”
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  Mrs Brown looked at her husband. “I thought you said you’d looked everywhere,” she exclaimed.


  “Well – we’d just come from the dining-room,” said Mr Brown, looking very sheepish. “I didn’t think he’d be there.”


  “It only goes to show,” said Mrs Bird hastily, as she caught sight of the expression on Mr Brown’s face, “how easy it is to give a bear a bad name.”


  Paddington looked most interested when they explained to him what all the fuss was about.


  “I never thought of coming down the chimney,” he said, staring at the fireplace.


  “Well, you’re not thinking about it now either,” replied Mr Brown sternly.


  But even Mr Brown’s expression changed as he followed Paddington into the dining-room and saw the surprise that had been prepared for them.


  In addition to the presents that had already been placed on the tree, there were now six newly wrapped ones tied to the lower branches. If the Browns recognised the wrapping paper they had used for Paddington’s presents earlier in the day, they were much too polite to say anything.


  “I’m afraid I had to use old paper,” said Paddington apologetically, as he waved a paw at the tree. “I hadn’t any money left. That’s why you had to go in the other room while I wrapped them.”


  “Really, Paddington,” said Mrs Brown. “I’m very cross with you – spending all your money on presents for us.”


  “I’m afraid they’re rather ordinary,” said Paddington, as he settled back in a chair to watch the others. “But I hope you like them. They’re all labelled so that you know which is which.”


  “Ordinary?” exclaimed Mr Brown as he opened his parcel. “I don’t call a pipe rack ordinary. And there’s an ounce of my favourite tobacco tied to the back as well!”


  “Gosh! A new stamp album!” cried Jonathan. “Whizzo! And it’s got some stamps inside already.”


  “They’re Peruvian ones from Aunt Lucy’s postcards,” said Paddington. “I’ve been saving them for you.”


  “And I’ve got a box of paints,” exclaimed Judy. “Thank you very much, Paddington. It’s just what I wanted.”


  “We all seem to be lucky,” said Mrs Brown, as she unwrapped a parcel containing a bottle of her favourite lavender water. “How did you guess? I finished my last bottle only a week ago.”


  “I’m sorry about your parcel, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington, looking across the room. “I had a bit of a job with the knots.”


  “It must be something special,” said Mr Brown. “It seems all string and no parcel.”


  “That’s because it’s really clothes-line,” explained Paddington, “not string. I rescued it when I got stuck in the revolving doors at Crumbold & Ferns.”


  “That makes two presents in one,” said Mrs Bird, as she freed the last of the knots and began unwinding yards and yards of paper. “How exciting. I can’t think what it can be.


  “Why,” she exclaimed. “I do believe it’s a brooch! And it’s shaped like a bear – how lovely!” Mrs Bird looked most touched as she handed the present round for everyone to see. “I shall keep it in a safe place,” she added, “and only wear it on special occasions – when I want to impress people.”


  “I don’t know what mine is,” said Mr Gruber, as they all turned to him. He squeezed the parcel. “It’s such a funny shape.


  “It’s a drinking mug!” he exclaimed, his face lighting up with pleasure. “And it even has my name painted on the side!”


  “It’s for your elevenses, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington. “I noticed your old one was getting rather chipped.”


  “I’m sure it will make my cocoa taste better than it ever has before,” said Mr Gruber.


  He stood up and cleared his throat. “I think I would like to offer a vote of thanks to young Mr Brown,” he said, “for all his nice presents. I’m sure he must have given them a great deal of thought.”


  “Hear! Hear!” echoed Mr Brown, as he filled his pipe.


  Mr Gruber felt under his chair. “And while I think of it, Mr Brown, I have a small present for you.”


  Everyone stood round and watched while Paddington struggled with his parcel, eager to see what Mr Gruber had bought him. A gasp of surprise went up as he tore the paper to one side, for it was a beautifully bound leather scrapbook, with ‘Paddington Brown’ printed in gold leaf on the cover.


  Paddington didn’t know what to say, but Mr Gruber waved his thanks to one side. “I know how you enjoy writing about your adventures, Mr Brown,” he said. “And you have so many I’m sure your present scrapbook must be almost full.”


  “It is,” said Paddington, earnestly. “And I’m sure I shall have lots more. Things happen to me, you know. But I shall only put my best ones in here!”


  When he made his way up to bed later that evening, his mind was in such a whirl, and he was so full of good things, he could hardly climb the stairs – let alone think about anything. He wasn’t quite sure which he had enjoyed most. The presents, the Christmas dinner, the games, or the tea – with the special marmalade-layer birthday cake Mrs Bird had made in his honour. Pausing on the corner half way up, he decided he had enjoyed giving his own presents best of all.


  “Paddington! Whatever have you got there?” He jumped and hastily hid his paw behind his back as he heard Mrs Bird calling from the bottom of the stairs.


  “It’s only some five pence pudding, Mrs Bird,” he called, looking over the banisters guiltily. “I thought I might get hungry during the night and I didn’t want to take any chances.”


  “Honestly!” Mrs Bird exclaimed, as she was joined by the others. “What does that bear look like? A paper hat about ten sizes too big on his head – Mr Gruber’s scrapbook in one paw – and a plate of Christmas pudding in the other!”


  “I don’t care what he looks like,” said Mrs Brown, “so long as he stays that way. The place wouldn’t be the same without him.”


  But Paddington was too far away to hear what was being said. He was already sitting up in bed, busily writing in his scrapbook.


  First of all, there was a very important notice to go on the front page. It said:


  


  PADINGTUN BROWN,

  32 WINDSOR GARDENS,

  LUNDUN,

  ENGLAND,

  YUROPE,

  THE WORLD.


  


  Then, on the next page he added, in large capital letters: MY ADDVENTURES. CHAPTER WUN.


  Paddington sucked his pen thoughtfully for a moment and then carefully replaced the top on the bottle of ink before it had a chance to fall over on the sheets. He felt much too sleepy to write any more. But he didn’t really mind. Tomorrow was another day – and he felt quite sure he would have some more adventures – even if he didn’t know what they were going to be as yet.


  Paddington lay back and pulled the blankets up round his whiskers. It was warm and comfortable and he sighed contentedly as he closed his eyes. It was nice being a bear. Especially a bear called Paddington.


  
    * See A Bear Called Paddington
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  Paddington sat up in bed with a puzzled expression on his face. Happenings at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens, particularly breakfast, always followed a strict timetable and it was most unusual for anything to waken him quite so early.


  He took a careful look around his room, but everything seemed to be in its place.


  The photograph of his Aunt Lucy, taken shortly before she entered the home for retired bears in Lima, was on the table beside the bed, along with his jar of special marmalade and several other items.


  His old hat and duffle coat were both hanging on the door peg, and his Peruvian centavos were under the pillow.


  Most important of all, when he lifted the bedclothes and peered underneath, his small leather suitcase with its secret compartment containing his scrapbook and a number of important papers was still at the bottom of the bed.


  Paddington heaved a sigh of relief. Although he had lived with the Browns for over a year he had never quite got used to having a room of his own and he wasn’t the sort of bear who believed in taking chances.


  It was at that point, just as he was absentmindedly dipping his paw into the marmalade jar before going back to sleep, that Paddington pricked up his ears and listened.


  There were voices – quite a number of voices – coming from the garden. Several times he heard a door bang, and then, in the distance, he heard a noise remarkably like that of clinking plates followed by the sound of Mr Brown shouting orders.


  Paddington scrambled out of bed and hurried across the room to the window. It sounded most interesting and he didn’t like to think he might be missing anything. As he peered through the glass he nearly fell over backwards with astonishment at the sight which met his eyes. He breathed heavily on the window-pane and rubbed it with his paw to make sure he wasn’t dreaming the whole thing.


  For there, on the lawn outside, all the Brown family – Mr and Mrs Brown and Jonathan and Judy – were gathered round a large wicker basket. Not only that, but as he watched, Mrs Bird, their housekeeper, came out of the kitchen carrying a huge plate piled high with sandwiches.


  Paddington climbed off the window-sill and hurried downstairs. It was all very mysterious and it definitely needed investigating.


  “Trust Paddington!” said everyone as he came through the kitchen door just as they were shutting the lid of the hamper.


  “That bear can smell out a marmalade sandwich a mile away,” grumbled Mrs Bird.


  “Honestly,” said Judy, waving her finger at him. “It was meant to be a surprise. We got up specially early.”


  Paddington looked from one to the other with growing surprise.


  “It’s all right, Paddington,” laughed Mrs Brown. “There’s no need to be alarmed. We’re only going for a picnic on the river.”


  “And we’re having a competition,” cried Jonathan, waving a fishing net in the air. “Dad’s promised a prize to whoever makes the first catch.”


  Paddington’s eyes grew rounder and rounder. “A picnic?” he exclaimed. “I don’t think I’ve ever been for a picnic on the river before.”


  “That’s good,” said Mr Brown, twirling his moustache briskly. “Because you’re going on one now. So hurry up and eat your breakfast. It’s a lovely day and we may as well make the most of it.”


  Paddington needed no second bidding, and while the Browns were busy packing the rest of the picnic gear into the car he hurried back indoors where his breakfast was waiting. He liked doing new things and he was looking forward to the day’s outing. One of the nicest things about living with the Browns was the number of surprises he had.


  “I hope I’ve never ever done everything, Mrs Bird,” he said as she came into the dining-room to see if he’d finished his toast and marmalade. “I shouldn’t have any surprises left then!”


  “Hmm,” replied Mrs Bird sternly, as she bundled him out of the room. “You’ll be getting a surprise if you don’t wash those bacon-and-egg stains off your whiskers before we go out. I’ve never known such a bear for getting in a mess.”


  Paddington put on his injured expression as he disappeared into the hall. “I was only trying to be quick, Mrs Bird,” he explained.


  Nevertheless, he hurried upstairs to the bathroom. There were several important things to be done before he went out for the day. First of all there was his suitcase to be packed, and then he had to consult his atlas. Paddington was very keen on geography and he was interested in the thought of having a picnic on the river. It sounded most unusual.


  


  “I don’t know why it is,” said Mrs Bird, as she adjusted her hat for what seemed like the fortieth time, “but whenever this family goes anywhere it always takes enough to keep a regiment for a month.”


  The Browns were packed into the car, jogging along the road towards the river. Besides the Browns, Mrs Bird and Paddington, there was the hamper, a gramophone, a pile of records, a number of parcels and some fishing nets – not to mention several sunshades, a tent and a pile of cushions.


  Mrs Brown shifted uncomfortably as she agreed with Mrs Bird. Paddington’s leather suitcase was sticking in her back and his old hat, which he insisted on wearing in case of sunstroke, kept tickling the side of her face.


  “Is it much farther?” she asked.


  Paddington, who was sitting beside her on the front seat, consulted his map. “I think it’s the next turning on the right,” he announced, following the route with his paw.


  “I do hope so,” said Mrs Brown. They had already taken one wrong turning that morning when Paddington had followed a piece of dried marmalade peel on his map by mistake.


  “Fancy turning right at a piece of dried marmalade peel,” grumbled Mr Brown. “That policeman didn’t like it at all.”


  Anxious to make amends, Paddington stuck his head out of the window and sniffed.


  “I think we must be getting near, Mr Brown,” he called. “I can smell something unusual.”


  “That’s the gas works,” said Mr Brown, following the direction of Paddington’s paw. “The river’s on this side.”


  Just as he spoke they swept round a corner and there, straight in front of them, was a broad expanse of water.


  Paddington’s eyes lit up as they all clambered out of the car and while the others were unloading the supplies he stood on the water’s edge and surveyed the scene. He was most impressed.


  The towpath was crowded with people and there were boats everywhere. Rowing boats, canoes, punts and sailing boats with their white sails billowing in the wind. As he watched, a steamer packed with more people swept by, sending a large wave shooting across the water and causing all the smaller boats to rock. Everyone on board seemed very cheerful and happy and several of them pointed towards Paddington and waved.


  Paddington raised his hat in reply and then turned to the others. “I think I’m going to like the river,” he announced.


  “I do hope so, dear,” said Mrs Brown uneasily. “It is your treat.”


  She looked at the row of boats moored by the landing stage. The day before it had seemed a very good idea of Mr Brown’s to have a picnic on the river. But now they were actually here she had a nasty feeling in the back of her mind and she knew Mrs Bird was feeling the same way. Close to, the boats looked awfully small.


  “Are you sure they’re safe, Henry?” she asked, looking at them nervously.


  “Safe?” echoed Mr Brown, as he led the way on to the landing stage. “Of course they’re safe, Mary. You just leave everything to me.


  “I’ll put you in charge of all the ropes and things, Paddington,” he called. “That means you can steer.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Brown,” said Paddington, feeling most important. His eyes gleamed with excitement as he climbed into the boat and carefully examined everything with his paws.


  “The boatman’s rather busy,” said Mr Brown, as he helped the others in. “So I said we would shove off by ourselves.”


  “Paddington!” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as she picked Mrs Bird’s best sun hat off the floor of the boat. “Do mind what you’re doing with that fishing net. You’ll have someone’s head off.”


  “I’m sorry, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington. “I was only testing it.”


  “All right,” said Mr Brown, as he settled himself on his seat and took a firm grip on the oars. “Here we go. Stand by at the helm, Paddington.”


  “Do what, Mr Brown?” cried Paddington.


  “Pull on the ropes,” shouted Mr Brown. “Come on – left paw down.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Bird nervously, as she clutched the side of the boat with one hand and gripped her sunshade with the other. Out of the corner of her eye she could already see a number of people staring in their direction.


  In the back of the boat Paddington pulled hard on the two ropes tied to the rudder. He wasn’t quite sure whether Mr Brown had meant his, Mr Brown’s, left, or his own left, so he pulled both just to make certain. Everyone waited expectantly while Mr Brown strained on the oars.


  “I should have thought, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, after a few moments had gone by, “it would have been much easier if you’d untied the boat from the landing stage first.”


  “What!” exclaimed Mr Brown. He mopped his brow and looked crossly over his shoulder. “Hasn’t anyone done that yet?”


  “I’ll do it, Mr Brown,” called Paddington importantly, as he clambered along the side of the boat. “I’m in charge of ropes.”


  The Browns waited patiently while Paddington examined the rope. He wasn’t very good at knots because they were rather difficult with paws, but eventually he announced that all was ready.


  “Right!” shouted Mr Brown, as he braced himself once more. “Here we go. Cast off, Paddington. Hold on, everyone!”


  “Do what, Mr Brown?” cried Paddington, above the splashing of the water. Having a picnic on the river was much more complicated than he had expected. There were so many ropes to pull he was getting a bit confused. First of all Mr Brown told him to untie the rope. Now he had shouted to everyone to hold on.


  Paddington closed his eyes and held on to the rope with both paws as tightly as he could.


  He wasn’t quite sure what happened next. One moment he was standing on the boat -the next moment it wasn’t there any more.


  “Henry!” shouted Mrs Brown, as there was a loud splash. “For goodness’ sake! Paddington’s fallen in the water!”


  “Bear overboard!” cried Jonathan, as the boat shot away from the bank.


  “Hold on, Paddington!” called Judy. We’re coming.


  “But I did hold on,” cried Paddington, as he came up spluttering for air. “That’s how I fell in.”
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  Mrs Brown lunged into the water with her sunshade. “Do hurry, Henry,” she cried.


  “I’m sure Paddington can’t swim,” said Judy.


  “What did you say?” called Paddington.


  “She said ‘you can’t swim’,” yelled Mr Brown.


  When he heard what Mr Brown said Paddington began waving his paws wildly in the air and there was a gurgle as he promptly sank.


  “There now, Henry,” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “Now look what you’ve done. He was all right until you spoke.”


  “I like that!” said Mr Brown, giving his wife an expressive look.


  “It’s all right,” shouted Jonathan. “Someone’s thrown him a lifebelt!”


  By the time the Browns reached the landing stage Paddington had already been rescued and he was lying on his back surrounded by a large crowd. Everyone was staring down at him making suggestions while the man in charge of the boats pulled his paws back and forth, giving him artificial respiration.
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  “Thank goodness he’s safe,” exclaimed Mrs Brown thankfully.


  “Don’t see why ’e shouldn’t be,” said the man. “If ’e’d layed ’isself down it’d only ’ve come up to ’is whiskers. The water’s only about nine inches deep just ’ere. Probably a lot less now – judging by the amount ’e’s swallowed. Kept ’is mouth open when ’e went under, I dare say.”


  Judy bent down and looked at Paddington. “I think he’s trying to say something,” she said.


  “Grrr,” said Paddington as he sat up.


  “Now just you lay still for a moment, young feller-me-bear,” said the boatman, pushing Paddington back down again.


  “Grrr,” said Paddington. “ITHINKI’VELOSTMYHAT.”


  “ITHINKI’VELOSTMYHAT,” repeated the man, looking at Paddington with renewed interest. “Are you one of them foreign bears? We get a rare lot of overseas visitors at this time of year,” he said, turning to the Browns.


  “I come from Peru,” spluttered Paddington, as he got his breath back. “But I live at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens in London, and I think I’ve lost my hat.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown, clutching her husband’s arm. “Did you hear that, Henry? Paddington’s lost his hat!”


  The Brown family stared at each other in dismay. They often grumbled about Paddington’s hat – usually when he wasn’t listening – because it was so old. People had a habit of pointing at it when they were out and it made them feel embarrassed. But all the same, they couldn’t even begin to picture Paddington without it.


  “I had it on when I fell in the water,” cried Paddington, feeling on top of his head. “And now it isn’t there any more.”


  “Gosh,” said Jonathan. “It had so many holes in it too! Perhaps it’s sunk.”


  “Sunk!” cried Paddington in dismay. He ran to the edge of the landing stage and peered at the muddy water. “But it can’t have sunk!”


  “He’s always worn it,” explained Mrs Brown to the boatman. “Ever since we’ve known him. It was given to him by his uncle in Peru.”


  “Darkest Peru,” said Paddington.


  “Darkest Peru,” repeated the boatman, looking most impressed. He turned to Paddington and touched his forelock. “You’ll be wanting the Thames Conservancy, sir.”


  “No, I don’t,” said Paddington firmly. “I want my hat.”


  “He means they look after the river, dear,” explained Mrs Brown. “They may have found it for you.”


  “It’s the current, sir,” explained the boatman. “Once you get away from the bank it’s very strong and it may have got swep’ over the weir.” He pointed along the river towards a row of buildings in the distance.


  “Got swep’ over the weir?” repeated Paddington slowly.


  The boatman nodded. “If it ain’t already been sucked into a whirlpool.”


  Paddington gave the man a hard stare. “My hat!” he exclaimed, hardly able to believe his ears. “Got sucked into a whirlpool?”
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  “Come along,” said Mr Brown hastily. “If we hurry we may be just in time to see it go over.”


  Closely followed by Mr and Mrs Brown, Mrs Bird, Jonathan and Judy, the boatman and a crowd of interested sightseers, Paddington hurried along the towpath with a grim expression on his face, leaving a trail of water behind him.


  By the time they reached the weir the news had already spread and several men in peaked caps were peering anxiously into the water.


  “I hear you’ve lost a very valuable Persian cat,” said the lock-keeper to Mr Brown.


  “Not a cat,” said Mr Brown. “A hat. And it’s from Peru.”


  “It belongs to this young bear gentleman, Fred,” explained the boatman as he joined them. “It’s a family heirloom.”


  “A family heirloom?” repeated the lock-keeper, scratching his head as he looked at Paddington. “I’ve never heard of a hat being a family heirloom before. Especially a bear’s heirloom.”


  “Mine is,” said Paddington firmly. “It’s a very rare sort of hat and it’s got a marmalade sandwich inside. I put it in there in case of an emergency.”


  “A marmalade sandwich?” said the lock-keeper, looking more and more surprised. “Wait a minute – it wouldn’t be that thing we fished out just now would it? All sort of shapeless… like a… like a…” He tried hard to think of words to describe it.


  “That sounds like it,” said Mrs Bird.


  “Herbert!” called the man to a boy who was standing nearby watching the proceedings with an open mouth. “See if we’ve still got that wassname in the shed.


  “It might well be an heirloom,” he continued, turning to the Browns. “It looks as if it’s been handed down a lot.”


  Everyone waited anxiously while Herbert disappeared into a small hut by the side of the lock. He returned after a few moments carrying a bucket.


  “We put it in here,” said the lock-keeper apologetically, “because we’d never seen anything like it before. We were going to send it to the museum.”


  Paddington peered into the bucket. “That’s not a wassname,” he exclaimed thankfully. “That’s my hat.”


  Everyone breathed a sigh of relief. “Thank goodness,” said Mrs Bird, echoing all their thoughts.


  “There’s a fish inside it as well,” said the lock-keeper.


  “What!” exclaimed Paddington. “A fish? Inside my hat?”


  “That’s right,” said the man. “It must have been after your marmalade sandwich. Probably got in through one of the holes.”


  “Crikey,” exclaimed Jonathan admiringly, as the Browns gathered round the bucket. “So there is!”


  “That means Paddington’s won the prize for catching the first fish,” said Judy. “Congratulations!”


  “Well, if it’s some kind of competition,” said the lock-keeper, “I’d better get you a jam-jar to put it in, sir.


  “I suppose,” he said, looking rather doubtfully at the hat, “you’ll be wanting to wear it again?”


  As Paddington gave him a hard stare he backed away and hurried off in search of a jam-jar. “There you are,” he said when he returned. “With the compliments of the Thames Conservancy.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully, offering the man his paw.


  “Not at all,” said the man, as he stood on the side of the lock to wave them goodbye. “It’s a pleasure. After all, it’s not every day we have the opportunity of saving a bear’s heirloom from going over the weir. I shall remember today for a long time to come.”
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  “And so shall I remember it,” said Mr Brown as he stopped rowing somewhile later and let the boat drift lazily downstream in the current. “It may not have been the quietest day we’ve ever spent on the river, but it’s certainly the nicest.”


  And the Brown family, as they lay back in the boat watching the shimmering water and listening to the music from the gramophone, had to agree.


  Paddington, as he held on tightly to his hat with one paw while he dipped the other into a jar of his favourite marmalade, agreed most of all. Now that he had got his hat back and everything had been restored to normal he felt it was quite the nicest day he’d had for a long time.
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  Paddington’s friend, Mr Gruber, laughed no end when he heard all about the trip on the river.


  “Oh dear, Mr Brown,” he said, wiping the tears from his eyes, “things do happen to you. I wish I could have been there to see it all.”


  It was the morning after the picnic and Paddington had hurried round as soon as possible to tell Mr Gruber about it.


  Mr Gruber kept an antique shop in the Portobello Road. It was near the Browns’ house and Paddington usually called in when he was doing the morning shopping so that they could share a bun and a cup of cocoa for their ‘elevenses’. In his younger days Mr Gruber had been to South America and so they were able to have long chats together about Darkest Peru while sitting in their deck-chairs on the pavement. Paddington always looked forward to seeing Mr Gruber and he often lent a paw around the shop.


  Most of the shops in the Portobello Road were interesting, but Mr Gruber’s was the best of all. It was like going into Aladdin’s cave. There were swords and old suits of armour hanging on the walls, gleaming copper and brass pots and pans stacked on the floor, pictures, china ornaments, pieces of furniture and pottery piled up to the ceiling; in fact, there was very little one way and another that Mr Gruber didn’t sell, and people came from far and wide to seek his advice.


  Mr Gruber also kept a huge library of second-hand books in the back of his shop which he let Paddington consult whenever any problems cropped up. Paddington found this most useful as the Public Library didn’t have a bear’s department and the assistants usually looked at him suspiciously when he peered through the window at them.


  After Paddington had explained to Mr Gruber all about his trip on the river they fell silent for a moment while they ate their buns and drank their cocoa.


  It was while he was sitting back in his deck-chair admiring the view and watching the passers-by that Paddington noticed Mr Gruber’s shop window for the first time that morning. To his surprise it looked unusually empty.


  “Ah,” said Mr Gruber, following his glance. “I had a very busy day yesterday, Mr Brown. While you were having high jinks on the river a big party of American visitors came round and they bought all kinds of things.


  “As a matter of fact,” he continued, “I did so well I have to go to an auction sale this afternoon to pick up some more antiques.”


  “An auction sale?” said Paddington, looking most interested, “What does it look like, Mr Gruber?”


  Mr Gruber thought for a moment. “Well,” he began, “it’s a place where they sell things to the highest bidder, Mr Brown. All kinds of things. But it’s very difficult to explain without actually showing you.”


  Mr Gruber rubbed his glasses and coughed. “Er… I suppose, Mr Brown, it wouldn’t be possible for you to come along with me this afternoon, would it? Then you could see for yourself.”


  “Oooh, yes, please, Mr Gruber,” exclaimed Paddington, his eyes gleaming with excitement at the thought. “I should like that very much indeed.”


  Although they met most days, Mr Gruber was usually busy in his shop and they seldom had the opportunity of actually going out together.


  At that moment a customer entered the shop and so, having arranged to meet Mr Gruber after lunch, Paddington raised his hat and hurried back home to tell the others.


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird, when she heard all about it over lunch. “I pity the poor auctioneer who tries to sell anything when Paddington’s there. That bear’ll knock anyone down to half-price.”


  “Oh, I’m not buying anything, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington, as he reached out a paw for a second helping of treacle tart. “I’m only going to watch.”


  All the same, when he left the house after lunch, Mrs Bird noticed he was carrying his old leather suitcase in which he kept all his money.


  “It’s all right, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington, as he waved goodbye with his paw. “It’s only in case of an emergency.”


  “Just so long as he doesn’t come home with a suite of furniture,” said Mrs Bird as she closed the door. “If he does it’ll have to go in the garden.”


  Paddington felt very excited as he entered the auction rooms. Mr Gruber had put on his best suit for the occasion and a number of people turned to stare at them as they came through the door.


  Having bought two catalogues, Mr Gruber pushed his way to the front so that Paddington would have a good view. On the way he introduced him to several of the other dealers as “Mr Brown – a young bear friend of mine from Darkest Peru who’s interested in antiques.”


  They all shook Paddington’s paw and whispered that they were very pleased to meet him.


  It was all much different to what Paddington had expected. It was really like a very big antique shop, with boxes and tables loaded with china and silver round the walls. There was a large crowd of people standing in the middle of the room facing a man on a platform who appeared to be waving a hammer in the air.


  “That’s the auctioneer,” whispered Mr Gruber. “He’s the man you want to watch. He’s most important.”


  Paddington raised his hat politely to the auctioneer and then settled down on his suitcase and carefully looked around.


  After a moment he decided he liked auction sales. Everyone seemed so friendly. In fact, he had hardly made himself comfortable before a man on the other side of the room waved his hand in their direction. Paddington stood up, raised his hat and waved a friendly paw back.
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  No sooner had he sat down than the man waved again. Being a polite bear, Paddington stood up and once more waved his paw.


  To his surprise the man stopped waving almost immediately and glared at him instead. Paddington gave him a hard stare and then settled down to watch the man on the platform who appeared to be doing something with his hammer again.


  “Going…” the man shouted, hitting the table. “Going… gone! Sold to the young bear gentleman in the hat for three pounds fifty!”


  “Oh dear,” said Mr Gruber, looking most upset. “I’m afraid you’ve just bought a set of carpentry tools, Mr Brown.”


  “What!” repeated Paddington, nearly falling off his suitcase with surprise. “I’ve bought a set of carpentry tools?”


  “Come along,” said the auctioneer sternly. “You’re holding up the proceedings. Pay at the desk, please.”


  “A set of carpentry tools,” exclaimed Paddington, jumping up and waving his paws in the air. “But I didn’t even say anything!”


  Mr Gruber looked most embarrassed. “I’m afraid it’s all my fault, Mr Brown,” he said. “I should have explained auction sales to you before we came in. I think perhaps I’d better pay for them as it wasn’t really your fault.


  “You see,” he continued, when he returned from the desk, “you have to be very careful at a sale, Mr Brown.”


  Mr Gruber went on to explain how the auctioneer offered each item for sale, and how, after one person had made a bid for something, it was up to anyone else who wanted it to make a better offer.


  “If you nod your head, Mr Brown,” he said, “or even scratch your nose, they think it’s a sign you want to buy something. I expect the auctioneer saw you raise your hat just now and thought you were bidding.”


  Paddington wasn’t at all sure what Mr Gruber meant, but having carefully made sure the auctioneer wasn’t looking, he quickly nodded and then sat very still while he watched the proceedings.


  Although he didn’t say anything to Mr Gruber, he was beginning to wish he hadn’t come to the auction. The room was hot and crowded and he wanted to take his hat off. Apart from that he was sitting on the handle of his suitcase, which was most uncomfortable.


  He closed his eyes and was just about to try and go to sleep when Mr Gruber nudged his paw and pointed to the catalogue.


  “I say, Mr Brown,” he said. “The next item is very interesting. It’s an old pistol – the sort highwaymen used. They’re quite popular just now. I think I shall try bidding for it.”


  Paddington sat up and watched excitedly as the auctioneer held the pistol in the air for everyone to see. “Lot thirty-four,” he shouted. “What am I bid for this genuine antique pistol?”


  “Twenty pounds,” came a voice from the back of the room.


  “Twenty pounds fifty,” called Mr Gruber, waving his catalogue.


  “Twenty-two pounds,” came another voice.


  “Oh dear,” said Mr Gruber, making some calculations on the side of his catalogue. “Twenty-two pounds fifty pence.”


  “Twenty-three pounds,” came the same voice again.


  Paddington stood on his case and stared across the room. “That’s the man who made me buy the carpentry tools by mistake,” he whispered, tapping Mr Gruber excitedly.


  “Well, we mustn’t let him have it whatever we do,” exclaimed Mr Gruber. “Twenty-three pounds fifty!”


  “Twenty-four pounds,” cried Paddington wildly.


  “Ahem,” said Mr Gruber tactfully, not wishing to offend Paddington. “I think we’re bidding against each other, Mr Brown.”


  “Any advance on twenty-four pounds?” shouted the auctioneer, looking most pleased.


  As there was no reply he raised his hammer. “Going… going…” he called. “Gone!” He brought the hammer down with a loud crash. “Sold to the young bear gentleman in the front row for twenty-four pounds.”


  Mr Gruber felt in his wallet for the money. Taking Paddington to an auction sale was becoming rather expensive.


  “I’m sorry about that, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington guiltily, when he returned. “I’m afraid I got rather excited.”


  “That’s all right,” said Mr Gruber. “It was still a very good bargain, Mr Brown – and I did want it. I shall put it in my window tomorrow.”


  “I think perhaps I’d better not do any more bidding,” said Paddington, looking very crestfallen. “I don’t think bears are very good at it.”


  “Nonsense,” said Mr Gruber. “You’ve been doing very well for a first time.”


  All the same, Paddington decided to keep quiet for a while and watch Mr Gruber. It was all very complicated and not a bit like shopping in the market, where he was allowed to test everything with his paws first before arguing over the price.
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  Mr Gruber pointed out several items in the catalogue to Paddington and gave him a pencil so that he could mark off the ones he had bought and how much had been paid for them.


  The list of items Mr Gruber bought grew and grew until Paddington felt quite dizzy with writing down all the figures and he was pleased when at last he announced that he had finished buying for the day.


  “A very good day’s work indeed, Mr Brown,” he said, as he checked Paddington’s figures. “And thank you very much for all your help. I don’t know what I would have done without you.”


  Paddington looked up from his own catalogue which he had been studying earnestly. “That’s all right, Mr Gruber,” he said vaguely. “Excuse me, but what is a preserves stand?”


  “A preserves stand?” said Mr Gruber. “Well, it’s a thing for holding jam or marmalade.”


  Paddington’s eyes gleamed as he started to unlock his suitcase. “I think I shall bid for that, Mr Gruber,” he said excitedly, as he peered inside the secret compartment to see how much money he had. “It’s the next item in the catalogue. I think I should like a preserves stand for my marmalade.”


  Mr Gruber looked at him rather nervously. “I should be careful if I were you, Mr Brown,” he said. “It may be an antique one. If it is it’s probably worth a lot of money.”


  But before he had time to explain to Paddington just how much it might cost him the auctioneer rapped on his table for silence.


  “Lot 99,” he shouted, as he held up a piece of shining silver to the light. “A very unusual kind of preserves stand. What am I bid for this valuable piece of antique silver?”


  “Ten pence!” cried Paddington.


  A hush fell over the room. “Ten pence?” echoed the auctioneer, hardly able to believe his ears. “Did I hear someone say ten pence?”


  “I did,” called Paddington, waving his catalogue in the air. “I want it to keep my marmalade in. Mrs Bird’s always grumbling because my jars get sticky.”


  [image: ]


  “Your jars get sticky?” repeated the auctioneer, passing a hand over his forehead. It really was a most unusual day. Things hadn’t gone at all according to plan. Some items had been sold for far more than he had ever expected. Others – like the preserves stand -were fetching nothing at all. He had a nasty feeling it had something to do with the young bear in the front row. He seemed to have a very powerful stare and he’d done his best up to now to avoid catching Paddington’s eye.


  “Come, come,” he said, giving a high-pitched laugh. “I’m sure we all enjoy a little joke. Let’s start again. Now – what am I bid for this valuable item?”


  “Nine pence,” said a voice at the back of the hall amid laughter.


  “Ten pence,” said Paddington firmly.


  The laughter died down and there was silence. “If you ask me,” whispered a voice behind Paddington, “that young bear knows something.”


  “It’s probably a fake,” whispered another voice. “After all – it’s not the first thing he’s bought this afternoon.”


  “He’s with old Mr Gruber, too,” whispered the first voice. “And he said he was interested in antiques when he came in. I wouldn’t touch it if I were you.”


  The auctioneer shuddered as he gazed at the preserves stand in his hand. “Any advance on ten pence?” he cried.


  There was another long silence. “Going…” he shouted, raising his hammer and looking around hopefully. “Going…” Still no one spoke. “Gone!”


  He brought his hammer down on the desk with a crash. “Sold to the young bear gentleman in the front row for tenpence.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington, as he hurried up to the table. “I hope you don’t mind if I pay you in pennies but I’ve been saving up in case of an emergency.”


  “Pennies?” said the man. He mopped his brow with a spotted handkerchief. “I don’t know,” he said, turning to his assistant. “I must be getting old. Letting young bears get the better of me at my time of life.”


  “A very good bargain indeed,” said Mr Gruber admiringly, when they were outside the saleroom. He turned Paddington’s preserves stand over in his hands. “I should say it’s worth every penny of fifty pounds.”


  “Fifty pounds?” exclaimed Paddington, staring at Mr Gruber. “Fifty pounds for a marmalade stand?”


  “At least that,” said Mr Gruber. “I’ll put it in my window for you if you like, Mr Brown.”


  Paddington thought hard for a moment. “I think I would like you to have it as a present, Mr Gruber,” he said at last. “I don’t expect you’d have bought the carpentry tools if I hadn’t been at the auction sale.”


  Mr Gruber looked most affected by Paddington’s offer. “That’s very kind of you, Mr Brown,” he said. “Very kind of you indeed. But I know how fond you are of marmalade and I’d much rather you had it. Besides,” he added, “I’ve had a very good day and I think it was worth the price of the carpentry tools just to see the expression on the auctioneer’s face when you offered him ten pence for the preserves stand.”


  Mr Gruber chuckled at the thought. “I don’t think he’s had many dealings with young bears before,” he said.


  


  “I’ve said it before,” remarked Mrs Bird, later that evening, “and I’ll say it again. That bear’s got an eye for a bargain.”


  The Browns were having a late supper before going to bed. Paddington’s ‘antique’ stood in the centre of the table in a place of honour. He had spent most of the evening polishing it until he could see his whiskers in the side and Mrs Bird had opened a new jar of his favourite marmalade especially for the occasion.


  There was a blissful expression on Paddington’s face – that part of it which could be seen behind bread and butter crumbs and smears of marmalade.


  “I think,” he announced, amid general agreement, “preserves taste even nicer when they come out of an antique.


  “Especially,” he added, as he dipped his paw into the marmalade, “a ten-penny one!”
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  Paddington sat up in bed late that night writing his memories. He had a large leather-bound scrapbook given to him by Mr Gruber in which he kept a record of all his adventures, together with any interesting pictures, and he carefully pasted in the receipt for his ten pence which the auctioneer had given him.


  “When he did eventually fall asleep it was only to dream he was at the auction sale again. He was standing in the middle of the auction rooms waving his paws and bidding for everything that was offered for sale. The pile of things he’d bought got bigger and bigger as they were placed around him until he could hardly see out. Several of the larger items were sticking in his side.


  When he woke he was very relieved to find he was still in his own room and that the banging of the auctioneer’s hammer was really only someone knocking at his door.


  As he sat up in bed rubbing his eyes Paddington also found to his surprise that the marmalade dish was in bed with him and he had, in fact, been lying on it.


  “Paddington!” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as she entered carrying the breakfast things. “What on earth’s the matter? I kept hearing a lot of banging and shouting coming from your room in the night.”


  “I expect it was the noise of the furniture, Mrs Brown,” explained Paddington, hastily drawing the sheets up round his ears so that she wouldn’t see the marmalade stains.


  “The furniture?” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as she put the tray down on the bed. “What furniture?”


  “The furniture I bought in my dream,” said Paddington patiently.


  Mrs Brown sighed. Sometimes she couldn’t make head or tail of what Paddington was talking about. “I’ve brought you your breakfast in bed,” she said, “because Mrs Bird and I have to go out this morning. We’re taking Jonathan and Judy to the dentist and we thought perhaps you wouldn’t mind being left on your own. Unless,” she added, “you’d like to come too?”


  “Oh, no,” said Paddington hastily. “I don’t think I should like to go the dentist, thank you very much. I’d much rather stay at home.”


  “There’s a big box arrived from Mr Gruber,” continued Mrs Brown. “I think it’s the carpentry tools you bought in the sale yesterday. I’ve had them put in the shed.”


  “Thank you, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington, hoping she would soon go as it was getting very hot under the blankets and the marmalade dish was sticking in his side again.


  Mrs Brown paused in the doorway. “We shan’t be any longer than we can help. You’re sure you’ll be all right?”


  “I expect I shall find something to do,” said Paddington vaguely.


  Mrs Brown hesitated before shutting the door. She would have liked to ask Paddington a few more questions. He had a far-away look in his eyes which she didn’t like the look of at all. But she was already late for the appointment, and conversation with Paddington, particularly in the early morning, was liable to become complicated.


  When Mrs Bird heard all about Paddington’s strange behaviour she hurried upstairs to see what was going on, but she arrived back a few moments later with the news that he was sitting up in bed eating his breakfast and reading a catalogue.


  “Oh, well,” said Mrs Brown, looking most relieved. “He can’t come to much harm doing that.”


  In recent weeks Paddington had begun to collect catalogues and whenever he saw an interesting one advertised in the newspapers he usually sent away for it. In fact, hardly a day went by without the postman calling at least once with a letter addressed to “P. Brown, Esq.”


  Some of the catalogues were very good value indeed, full of pictures and drawings, and with quite a lot to read considering they were free and that Mrs Bird usually paid for the stamp.


  Paddington kept them all in a cupboard beside his bed. There were a number on foreign travel – with pictures of far-away places in several colours; two or three on food; and one or two from some big London stores.


  But the one which interested Paddington at the moment, and which was his favourite, showed a work-bench on the front cover and was headed DO IT YOURSELF. He became so absorbed in the booklet, which was a thick one full of diagrams, that he suddenly found to his surprise that he had put the pepper and salt into his cup of tea and the sugar into his boiled egg. But it made quite an interesting taste so he didn’t really mind and he concentrated on reading the catalogue over his toast and marmalade.
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  There was a particularly interesting section which caught his eye. It was headed DELIGHT YOUR FAMILY AND SURPRISE YOUR FRIENDS, and it was all about making a newspaper and magazine rack.


  “All you need,” it said, “is a sheet of plywood, some nails and a kitchen table.”


  Paddington wasn’t at all sure about using Mrs Bird’s kitchen table, but the night before, Mr Brown had rashly promised him a sheet of plywood that was standing in the shed, as well as some old nails in a jam-jar. And Mr Brown was always grumbling about not being able to find his newspapers; Paddington felt sure he would be very pleased if he had a rack for them.


  He examined the drawings and pictures carefully and consulted the instructions several times. It didn’t say anything about bears in particular doing it themselves, but it did say it was suitable for anyone with a set of carpentry tools.
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  Paddington came to a decision. He hastily wrapped the remains of his breakfast in a handkerchief in case the sawing made him hungry. Then, having marked the chapter on magazine racks in his catalogue with a piece of marmalade peel, he hurried along to the bathroom for a quick wash.
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  Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear who believed in doing things unnecessarily and it wasn’t worth having a proper wash if he was going to get dirty again. After passing the face flannel over his whiskers a couple of times he made his way downstairs and went out into the garden.


  The box of carpentry tools was standing in the middle of Mr Brown’s shed and Paddington spent several minutes investigating it. Although all the tools seemed rather large for a bear he soon decided he was very pleased with them. There was a hammer, a plane, three chisels, a large saw and a number of other things which he didn’t immediately recognise but which looked very interesting. The box was heavy and it took him some while to drag it outside into the garden. He had even more trouble with Mr Brown’s plywood, for it was a large sheet and there was a wind blowing. Each time he picked it up a gust of wind caught it and carried him farther and farther down the garden.
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  It was while he was trying to drag it back up again with the aid of a piece of rope that he heard a familiar voice calling his name. He looked round and saw Mr Curry, the Brown’s next-door neighbour, watching him over the fence. Mr Curry didn’t approve of bears and he usually viewed Paddington’s ‘goings on’ with suspicion.


  “What are you doing, bear?” he growled.


  “Do it yourself, Mr Curry,” said Paddington, peering out from behind the sheet of wood.


  “What?” bellowed Mr Curry. “Don’t be impertinent, bear!”


  “Oh, no,” said Paddington hastily, nearly dropping the sheet of plywood in his fright at the expression on Mr Curry’s face. “I didn’t mean you were to do it yourself, Mr Curry. I meant I’m going to do it myself. I’m making a magazine rack for Mr Brown.”


  “A magazine rack?” repeated Mr Curry.


  “Yes,” said Paddington importantly, and he began explaining to Mr Curry all about his new carpentry set.


  As he listened to Paddington the expression on Mr Curry’s face gradually changed. Mr Curry had a reputation in the neighbourhood for meanness and he was always on the look-out in the hope of getting something for nothing. He was very keen on doing things himself, too, in order to save money, and he cast several envious glances at Paddington’s tool set.


  “Hmm,” he said, when Paddington had finished. “And where are you going to make this magazine rack, bear? On the lawn?”


  “Well,” said Paddington doubtfully, “It’s a bit difficult. It says in the instructions I’m supposed to have a kitchen table and Mrs Bird’s is full up.”


  “Hmm,” said Mr Curry once again. “If I let you make me a magazine rack, bear, you can use my kitchen table.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Curry,” said Paddington. But he wasn’t sure whether it was a good idea or not and he looked at Mr Curry rather doubtfully. “That’s most kind of you.”


  “I have to go out this morning,” said Mr Curry. “So you can have it ready for me when I get back.


  “Mind you,” he added, as he reached over the fence to give Paddington a hand with the plywood, “I’m not having any sawdust over the kitchen floor. And mind you don’t scratch anything.”


  The more he listened to Mr Curry talking the longer Paddington’s face grew and he was glad when at last he left to do his shopping.


  But as Paddington set to work he soon forgot all about Mr Curry’s list of ‘don’t’s, for there were a number of important things to be done. First of all he took a pencil and ruler and carefully marked out the shape of the magazine rack on the sheet of plywood. Then he placed this on top of the kitchen table, ready to be sawn in two.


  Paddington had never actually sawn anything before, but he’d often watched Mr Brown cutting up logs for the fire. From a safe distance it had always looked easy – but Paddington soon found it wasn’t easy at all. To start with, the plywood was bigger than the top of Mr Curry’s table. Being small, Paddington had to climb on top of it and several times it nearly tipped over when he stood too near the edge. Then he found that the saw, although it was nice and sharp, was so large he had to use both paws, which made things even more difficult. For the first few strokes it went through the wood like a knife through butter, but for some reason or other it gradually became harder and harder to use.


  After sitting down for a short rest Paddington decided to try starting from the other end. But once again, for some strange reason, he found it much easier at the beginning. However, as he gave the last saw cut and scrambled clear he was pleased to see the two saw cuts met in the middle, dividing the sheet of plywood neatly in half.


  It was then, as he reached up to take the newly sawn pieces of plywood down, that Paddington had his first shock of the morning.


  There was a loud splintering noise and he dodged back just in time to avoid being hit by Mr Curry’s table as it suddenly parted in the middle and fell with a crash to the floor.
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  Paddington sat in the middle of the kitchen floor with a mournful expression on his face for quite some time, surveying the wreckage and trying to think of a good reason why Mr Curry would like two small tables with only two legs each instead of one big one with four legs.


  He consulted the instructions in his catalogue hopefully several times, but there didn’t seem to be anything about mending tables which had accidentally been sawn in half. In all the pictures the people seemed to be happy and smiling and their kitchens were as shiny as a new pin. Whereas, looking unhappily around Mr Curry’s kitchen, even Paddington had to admit it was in a bit of a mess.


  He tried propping the two pieces of table up on some old cardboard boxes, but there was still a nasty sag in the middle, and even with the curtains drawn and the light out it was obvious something was wrong.


  Paddington was a hopeful bear in many ways and he suddenly remembered seeing a large tube of glue in his carpentry set. If he spread some of the glue along the two edges and nailed them together for good measure, perhaps even Mr Curry might not notice anything was wrong. He worked hard for some minutes and by the time he had finished he felt quite pleased with himself. Admittedly the table had a funny tilt to one side and seemed a trifle wobbly, but it was definitely in one piece again. He spread some flour over the join and then stood back to admire his handiwork.


  Having carefully examined it from all angles, he decided he might be able to improve matters still further by sawing a piece off one of the legs. But when he had done that the table seemed to lean the opposite way – which meant he had to saw a piece off one of the other legs as well. Then, when he had done that, he discovered the table was leaning the other way again.


  Paddington gave a deep sigh. Carpentry was much more difficult than it looked. He was sure the man in the catalogue didn’t have so much trouble.


  It was after he had been at work for some time that he stood up and received his second shock of the morning.


  When he had first started sawing the legs, Mr Curry’s table had been as tall as he was. Now he found he was looking down at it. In fact, he didn’t remember ever having seen such a short table before and his eyes nearly popped out with astonishment.


  He sat down on the pile of sawn-off table legs and consulted his catalogue once again.


  “Delight your family and surprise your friends!” he said bitterly, to the world in general. He was quite sure Mr Curry would be surprised when he saw his kitchen table, but as for anyone being delighted by their magazine racks – he hadn’t even started work on those yet.
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  Mrs Brown looked anxiously at the dining-room clock. “I wonder where on earth Paddington can have got to,” she said. “It’s almost lunch time and it’s most unlike him to be late for a meal.”


  “Perhaps he’s doing a job somewhere,” said Jonathan. “I looked in the shed just now and that new tool box of his has disappeared.”


  “And that sheet of plywood Daddy gave him,” said Judy.


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I do hope he hasn’t built himself in anywhere and can’t get out. You know what he’s like.”


  “I don’t know about Paddington building himself in,” exclaimed Mrs Bird, as she entered carrying a trayload of plates. “I think Mr Curry must be having his house pulled down. I’ve never heard so much noise. Banging and sawing coming from the kitchen. It’s been going on ever since we got back and it’s only just this minute stopped.”


  Jonathan and Judy exchanged glances. Now that Mrs Bird mentioned it, there had been a lot of noise coming from Mr Curry’s house.


  “I wonder…” said Judy.


  Jonathan opened his mouth, but before he had time to say anything the door burst open and Paddington entered dragging something large and heavy behind him.


  “Well,” said Mrs Bird, voicing all their thoughts. “And what have you been up to now?”


  “What have I been up to, Mrs Bird?” exclaimed Paddington, looking most offended. “I’ve been making Mr Brown a magazine rack.”


  “A magazine rack?” said Mrs Brown, as Paddington stepped to one side. “What a lovely idea.”


  “It was meant to be a surprise,” said Paddington modestly. “I made it all with my own paws.”


  “Gosh! It’s super,” said Jonathan, as the Browns all crowded round to admire Paddington’s handiwork. “Fancy you doing it all by yourself.”


  “I should be careful,” warned Paddington. “I’ve only just varnished it and it’s still a bit sticky. I think some of it has come off on my paws already.”


  “Most sensible,” said Mrs Bird approvingly. “Mentioning no names – it’s about time some people in this house had a place for their newspapers. Now perhaps they won’t keep losing them.”


  “But you’ve made two,” said Judy. “Whose is the other one?”


  A guilty expression came over Paddington’s face. “It’s really for Mr Curry,” he said. “But I thought perhaps I’d better leave it on his doorstep after dark – just in case.”


  Mrs Bird looked at Paddington suspiciously. Her ears had caught the sound of violent banging coming from the house next door and she had a nasty feeling in the back of her mind that it had something to do with Paddington.


  “Just in case?” she repeated. “What do you mean?”


  But before Paddington had time to explain exactly what he did mean, Mrs Brown pointed to the window in astonishment.


  “Good gracious,” she cried. “There is Mr Curry. Whatever’s the matter with him? He’s running around the garden waving a kitchen table in the air.” She peered through the glass. “And it doesn’t seem to have any legs, either. How very odd!”
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  “Gosh!” cried Jonathan excitedly. “Now it’s broken in two!”


  The Browns stared through the window at the strange sight of Mr Curry dancing round his pond waving the two halves of a table. “Bear!” he shouted. “Where are you, bear?”


  “Oh dear,” said Paddington, as everyone turned away from the window and looked at him accusingly. “I’m in trouble again.”


  “Well, if you ask me,” said Mrs Bird, after he had explained everything to them, “the best thing you can do is offer Mr Curry your carpentry set as a present. Then, perhaps, he’ll forget all about his kitchen table. And if he doesn’t, just you tell him to come and see me.


  Mrs Bird held very strong views about people who tried to take advantage of others and she usually took Paddington’s side in anything to do with Mr Curry.


  “Anyway,” she concluded, in a voice which left no room for argument, “I’m certainly not having the lunch spoiled by Mr Curry or anyone else, so just you all sit down while I fetch it.”


  With that argument the Browns had to agree and they meekly arranged themselves round the table.


  Paddington in particular thought it was a very good idea. He was a bit fed up with carpentry. Sawing was hard work – especially for a small bear – and even more so when it was sawing through a kitchen table. Besides, he was hungry after his morning’s work and he didn’t want to offend Mrs Bird by not eating her lunch down to the very last mouthful.
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  “I’m afraid,” said the lady in the cash desk at the Podium Super Cinema, “you can’t come in. It’s an ‘A’ film.”


  “I beg your pardon?” said Paddington, looking puzzled.


  “‘A’,” said the lady.


  “Eh?” repeated Paddington, looking even more puzzled. “But that’s what I said.”


  “Not ‘eh’,” said the lady impatiently. “‘A’. That means bears under sixteen aren’t allowed in unaccompanied.”


  “Sixteen!” exclaimed Paddington, hardly able to believe his ears. “Sixteen! But I’m only two. That’s another fourteen years. I might not even want to come then.”


  “Well, that’s the law,” said the lady sternly. She looked down with some distaste at the top of Paddington’s hat. It still had one or two pieces of river weed sticking to it and the warmth of the cinema was bringing out the smell. “Now, come along, please,” she said hastily. “You’re holding up the queue.


  “And no coming back later on wearing long trousers,” she called as Paddington turned to go. “I know all the tricks.”


  Paddington felt most disappointed as he made his way slowly across the foyer. There was a nice warm feeling about the cinema and he particularly liked the way his feet sank into the thick pile of the carpet. After staring hungrily at the sweet counter for a few moments he made his way towards the entrance, giving the attendant a hard stare as the man held the door open for him.


  Paddington had never been to the pictures before. In fact he wasn’t at all sure what they were. But he enjoyed anything new and for some weeks he had been saving hard out of the one pound a week bun money Mr Brown gave him, in case an interesting programme came along.


  Paddington was a bear who liked getting his money’s worth and he’d carefully studied the advertisements outside the Podium until this week, when there was a ‘Super Double Feature’ programme showing—with two long films, a cartoon and a newsreel. Not only that, but a notice outside said there was a special added attraction that evening when Reginald Clove would be playing the theatre organ during the intervals.
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  Paddington hung about outside the cinema for several minutes breathing heavily on the glass until he caught sight of a policeman watching him suspiciously and then he hurried home. It was all most disappointing and his carefully saved coins were burning a hole in his duffle coat pocket.


  “Do you mean to say you’ve never been to the pictures, Paddington?” said Mr Brown over tea that afternoon.


  “Never,” said Paddington firmly, as he helped himself to a crumpet. “And now I can’t go for another fourteen years unless I’m accompanied.”


  Mr Brown looked at his wife. “It’s a long time since we all went to the pictures, Mary,” he said. “And it’s still quite early. Shall we go?”


  “Gosh, Dad – let’s!” exclaimed Jonathan and Judy together.


  “Do you think it’s a good programme, Paddington?” asked Mrs Brown.


  “Very good, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington knowledgeably. “There’s a cowboy film and a cartoon and an ‘I beg your pardon film’ as well.”


  “A what film?” exclaimed Mr Brown.


  “An ‘I beg your pardon film’,” repeated Paddington. “That means bears under sixteen aren’t allowed in by themselves.”


  “Oh, you mean an ‘A’ film,” said Jonathan.


  “That’s right,” agreed Paddington. “That’s what I said.”


  The Browns looked at one another. Sometimes it was a bit difficult explaining things to Paddington.


  “And there’s a man playing the organ,” continued Paddington. “It’s a special attraction – so I think it’s a good bargain, Mr Brown.”


  “That settles it,” said Mr Brown, looking at his watch. “It all sounds much too good to miss.”


  Immediately the whole house was in an uproar. Paddington was sent upstairs by Mrs Bird to wash the crumpet stains off his whiskers while the rest of the family hurried off to their respective rooms to change.


  Paddington felt very superior some half an hour later when they all trooped into the Podium Cinema. He raised his hat to the doorkeeper and then led Mr Brown in the direction of the cash desk.


  “I’m accompanied now,” he called out to the lady in charge.


  The lady stared at Mr Brown. “I beg your pardon?” she exclaimed. She sniffed and gave him a very strange look. It was most odd but she could distinctly smell fish again.


  “What did you say?” she repeated.


  “Nothing,” said Mr Brown hastily. “Er… I’d like three and three halves for the front row of the circle, please.”


  “Hurry up, Dad,” called Jonathan. “I think the other programme’s nearly finished.”


  Leaving the lady in the cash desk looking most upset, Mr Brown gathered up a long string of tickets and joined the rest of the family as they hurried up the stairs leading to the circle.


  They went up and up and Paddington soon lost count of the number of steps. In fact there were so many he almost wished they had gone downstairs instead. Not only that, but as he followed the Browns through the entrance to the circle he discovered it was all dark inside.


  “This way, please,” said the usherette, as she led the way down some stairs and shone her torch along a row of seats in the front row. “You’re lucky. There are just six left together.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Mrs Brown, as she made her way along the row. “Excuse me, please. Excuse me. Thank you very much.”


  She sat down and arranged herself comfortably as the others joined her.


  “That’s a bit of luck,” whispered Mr Brown. “Finding six together.”


  “Seven,” said Mrs Brown. “There’s still another one between us.”


  “So there is!” whispered Mr Brown, groping in the dark. “That’s odd. The girl said there were only six.” He looked along the row. “Where’s Paddington?”


  “Paddington?” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “Isn’t he with you, Henry?”


  “No,” replied Mr Brown. “I thought you had him.”


  “Oh, crumbs,” groaned Judy. “Trust Paddington to get lost.”


  “Where on earth can he have got to?” grumbled Mr Brown as he struck a match and began looking under the seats.


  “Here I am, Mr Brown,” called Paddington from the end of the row. “I went all the way along by mistake.”


  “Sssh!” said a nasty-sounding voice from the row behind.


  “It’s all dark and I can’t see,” exclaimed Paddington as he was passed back along the row.


  “Are you all right now, dear?” whispered Mrs Brown, as Paddington sat down beside her.


  “I think so,” said Paddington, peering at the screen.


  “Oi!” said the nasty voice from behind again. “’Ow about taking yer titfer off?”


  Paddington turned and stared in the direction of the speaker. “My titfer?” he exclaimed. “Take my titfer off?”


  “That’s right,” said the voice. “Your tit for tat.”


  “I think he means your hat, dear,” explained Mrs Brown. “It’s probably getting in the way of the screen.”


  Paddington thought for a moment. He wasn’t at all keen on taking his hat off in case it got lost in the dark. “I’ll turn it round if you like,” he said generously. “Then you can look through one of the holes.”


  Having solved the problem of the man behind, Paddington gave his attention to the screen. It was all very interesting, with people dashing about all over the place and with music that got louder and louder, but Paddington found it difficult to understand what it was all about. To his surprise, after only a few minutes the music suddenly ended and all the lights in the cinema came on.


  “Well,” he exclaimed, looking most disappointed. “I didn’t think much of that!”


  “It’s all right, Paddington,” explained Judy. “That’s what’s showing next week. That was only the trailer.”


  But her words fell on empty ears for Paddington was staring at the screen again and licking his whiskers.


  “Oh dear,” groaned Mr Brown, as he followed Paddington’s gaze. “They would have to advertise ice-cream. They must have known he was coming.” He felt in his pocket. “You’d better get six tubs, and some nougat or something for the big picture, Jonathan.”


  “I think I’m going to enjoy myself,” announced Paddington a few minutes later as Mr Brown handed him the refreshments.


  He dipped his spoon into the ice-cream tub and stared excitedly at the screen as the lights went down again to herald the start of the cowboy film.


  Paddington enjoyed the cowboy film much more than the trailer, and he soon became quite lost in the story. He stood up on his seat with his paws on the balcony and his eyes glued to the screen. Every now and then he automatically dipped his spoon into the ice-cream tub and several times a lump fell off the spoon before it had even reached his mouth, which was most unusual.


  It was all very complicated at first. Everyone seemed to be shooting at everyone else and Paddington got very worried in case there was no one left and they had to stop the film.


  Each time the villain, who wore a black mask and a black hat, came on to the screen he booed, and when the hero appeared, riding a white horse, he cheered and waved his hat in the air until Mrs Brown became quite embarrassed. She wasn’t at all sorry when at long last the hero rode off into the setting sun and the film came to an end.


  “Most enjoyable,” said Mrs Bird, rather surprisingly. The Browns had somehow never thought of Mrs Bird liking cowboy films. “Did you like it, Paddington?”


  Paddington nodded his head vigorously. “I enjoyed it very much, thank you, Mrs Bird,” he said. “Except I can’t find my nougat anywhere.”


  “Never mind, Paddington,” said Mr Brown, after they had all searched in vain for it. “I’ll buy you some more in a minute. After we’ve heard the organ.”


  He sat back heavily in his seat and then turned to see Paddington. “If you watch,” he explained, “you’ll see it come up through the floor in a moment.”


  “Come up through the floor, Mr Brown?” exclaimed Paddington. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen an organ come up through the floor before.”
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  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Bird. “And it doesn’t look as if you’re going to now. Look!”


  She pointed to the screen where an announcement had just been flashed on to say that Mr Reginald Clove was indisposed.


  “What!” cried Paddington hotly as the words sank in. “Reginald Clove indisposed!”


  “That means he’s ill, dear,” explained Mrs Brown. “So he won’t be playing after all.”


  “How very disappointing,” said Mr Brown. “It’s a long time since I heard an organ. I was really looking forward to it.”


  While the rest of the Browns watched the advertisements on the screen Paddington sank back into his seat and listened to Mr Brown explaining what the organ would have looked like had it come up through the floor. Mr Brown liked organs and he went on for a long time about it.


  “Henry,” said Mrs Brown when he had finished. “Where’s Paddington?”


  “Paddington?” exclaimed Mr Brown. “Don’t tell me he’s disappeared again. He was here a moment ago.”


  “I do hope he isn’t long wherever he’s got to,” said Mrs Brown. “We shall never hear the last of it if he misses the start of the big picture.”
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  But Paddington was already almost out of sight. He was hurrying up the aisle and out through the door marked EXIT. There was a purposeful expression on his face, one which the Browns would have recognised at once had they been able to see him.


  


  Paddington wasn’t the only one with a purposeful expression on his face at that moment. As he hurried down the stairs on one side of the cinema the manager of the Podium strode up the stairs leading to the projection box on the other.


  There was something unusual going on in his theatre and he intended finding out what it was. He prided himself that the Podium was normally a very well run cinema but on this particular evening things had gone wrong from the beginning.


  First of all the lady in the cash desk -usually a most reliable person – had complained of a fishy smell and mysterious voices saying they were accompanied coming from underneath her counter. Then Reginald Clove had caught his hand in a swing door and had announced the fact that he couldn’t play the organ. Something to do with his not being able to work the stops and turn the music with only one hand.


  As if that wasn’t enough there had come news of ‘goings on’ in the circle. It was most unusual to have ‘goings on’ in the circle. Occasionally he had a spot of bother in the cheaper seats downstairs – but never in the circle.


  There had been complaints of bear’s boos coming from the front row during the cowboy film, and as he’d passed through the stalls he’d also noticed several people immediately underneath the balcony with ice-cream stains on their hats. It was all very disturbing and he wasn’t in the best of moods as he burst into the projection room waving a piece of paper.


  “I want this notice flashed on the screen,” he said crossly. “At once!”


  “Good heavens!” exclaimed Mrs Brown a few moments later. “What on earth can that mean?”


  Mr Brown adjusted his glasses and stared at the screen, “WILL THE OWNER OF THE YOUNG BEAR IN THE CIRCLE KINDLY REPORT TO THE MANAGER’S OFFICE IMMEDIATELY,” he read.


  “I don’t know, Mary,” he said, as he made to get to his feet, “but I’m certainly going to find out.”


  “Owner indeed!” snorted Mrs Bird. “As if anyone owned Paddington.”


  “The boot’s on the other paw, if you ask me,” began Mr Brown. “Paddington owns us.” As he was speaking, a strange expression came over his face.


  “Well, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, staring at her husband, “aren’t you going to do something about it?”


  “I… I… can’t get up,” exclaimed Mr Brown, feeling his seat. “I seem to be stuck to something… Nougat!” he said bitterly. “Paddington’s nougat! No wonder the manager wants to see me in his office.”


  


  Unaware of all the excitement that was going on, Paddington pushed open a door and made his way down the aisle of the stalls until he came across a girl selling ice-cream.


  “Excuse me,” he said, climbing up on to a seat and tapping her on the shoulder, “can you tell me where the indisposed man is?”


  “The indisposed man?” repeated the girl.


  “That’s right,” said Paddington patiently. “The one who’s supposed to come up through the floor.”


  “Oh, you mean the organist,” said the girl. “Mr Reginald Clove. He’s through that little door there. The one under the stage.”


  Before she could explain that no one was allowed through it without permission Paddington had disappeared again.


  Mr Reginald Clove looked quite startled when Paddington came through the door. He had been expecting someone to come, but he certainly hadn’t expected it to be a bear.


  “Are you from the first aid?” he asked, looking at Paddington rather doubtfully.


  “Oh, no,” said Paddington, politely raising his hat. “I’m from number thirty-two Windsor Gardens and I’ve come about the organ.”


  Mr Clove stepped back a pace. “You’ve come about the organ?” he repeated, trying to humour Paddington.


  “Yes,” said Paddington. “I wanted to see it come up through the floor.”


  “Oh!” Mr Clove’s face cleared. “Is that all?”


  “All!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “It’s very important. Mr Brown was looking forward to it.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mr Clove, idly sorting through a pile of music with his good hand. “I’m so sorry. I wish I could oblige. But I’ve hurt my hand, you see, and I’ve no one to turn the music for me, and…” He looked thoughtfully at Paddington. “Do you like music, bear?” he asked suddenly.


  “Oh, yes,” replied Paddington. “But I don’t really play anything except the comb and paper and I’m not very good at that because I get my whiskers caught in the comb.”


  “Do you think you could turn the music for me?” asked Mr Clove.


  “Well,” said Paddington doubtfully, “it’s a bit difficult for bears because of their paws, but if you could tell me when to do it I could try.


  Mr Clove came to a decision. “You’ll do,” he said briskly. “Come with me.”


  


  “Goings on!” exclaimed Mrs Bird, waving her handbag at the manager. “They weren’t ‘goings on’. He was only enjoying himself.”


  “Bear’s boos,” said the manager sternly. “In the Podium circle. And nougat on one of my best seats.”


  “Then you shouldn’t sell it,” replied Mrs Bird. “It’s asking for trouble.”


  “Well, where is he now?” demanded the manager. “Tell me that. I want to start the big picture. We’re five minutes late already.”


  The Browns exchanged anxious glances. Knowing Paddington, he might be anywhere, but before they had time to reply they were all startled into silence by a loud rumbling from the front of the cinema which grew and grew in volume until the whole place began to shake.


  “Good heavens!” exclaimed the manager as a burst of applause swept through the audience. “It’s Reginald Clove playing ‘Rule Britannia!’ And with one hand, too!”


  They all stared over the balcony as the lights dimmed and the organ rose into view bathed in a pink spotlight.


  “Mercy me,” cried Mrs Bird, clutching her seat. “And there’s that bear—what on earth is he doing now?”


  


  Paddington felt most important as he rode up on the organ and he wished he could turn and wave to the Browns to let them know where he was, but he was much too busy carrying out Mr Clove’s instructions.


  Even so, there was one nasty moment when, in his excitement, he turned over two pages of music at once by mistake. Mr Clove looked most surprised when he suddenly found himself playing a selection from The Gondoliers instead of ‘Rule Britannia’ but he quickly recovered and in the general excitement no one seemed to notice.


  The audience applauded all the items and Paddington felt quite sorry when Mr Clove at last pressed a button by his side and the organ began to sink back through the floor. But as it finally disappeared from view and the last notes of the music died away a loud cheer went up from the audience and several voices were heard shouting for more.


  Afterwards everyone agreed that good though the big picture was, the organ had been the high spot of the evening. Even the manager of the Podium seemed very pleased and he took the Browns on a tour behind the scenes before they left.


  “I don’t suppose,” said Paddington thoughtfully, as they made their way home, “there are many bears who’ve been for a ride on an organ. Especially one that comes up through the floor.”


  “And I don’t suppose,” said Mr Brown, as he turned and looked hard at Paddington, “that there are many people who’ve been stuck to their seat by a piece of bear’s nougat.”


  But Paddington had his eyes closed. He wasn’t exactly asleep, but he had a lot of things to write in his scrapbook that night when he went to bed. He’d enjoyed his visit to the pictures and it needed a lot of careful thought to put it all into words.
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  “Two days!” exclaimed Mrs Brown, staring at Doctor MacAndrew in horror. “Do you mean to say we’ve to stay in bed for two whole days?”


  “Aye,” said Doctor MacAndrew, “there’s a nasty wee bug going the rounds and if ye don’t I’ll no’ be responsible for the consequences.”


  “But Mrs Bird’s away until tomorrow,” said Mrs Brown. “And so are Jonathan and Judy… and… and that only leaves Paddington.”


  “Two days,” repeated Doctor MacAndrew as he snapped his bag shut. “And not a moment less. The house’ll no’ fall down in that time.


  “There’s one thing,” he added, as he paused at the door and stared at Mr and Mrs Brown with a twinkle in his eye. “Whatever else happens you’ll no’ die of starvation. Yon wee bear’s verra fond of his inside!”


  With that he went downstairs to tell Paddington the news.


  “Oh dear,” groaned Mr Brown, as the door closed behind the doctor. “I think I feel worse already.”


  Paddington felt most important as he listened to what Doctor MacAndrew had to say and he carefully wrote down all the instructions. After he had shown him to the door and waved goodbye he hurried back into the kitchen to collect his shopping basket on wheels.


  Usually with Paddington, shopping in the market was a very leisurely affair. He liked to stop and have a chat with the various traders in the Portobello Road where he was a well-known figure. To have Paddington’s custom was considered to be something of an honour as he had a very good eye for a bargain. But on this particular morning he hardly had time even to call in at the baker’s for his morning supply of buns.


  It was early and Mr Gruber hadn’t yet opened his shutters, so Paddington wrapped one of the hot buns in a piece of paper, wrote a message on the outside saying who it was from and explaining that he wouldn’t be along for ‘elevenses’ that morning, and then pushed it through the letterbox.


  Having finished the shopping and been to the chemist with Doctor MacAndrew’s prescription, Paddington made his way quickly back to number thirty-two Windsor Gardens.


  It wasn’t often Paddington had a chance to lend a paw around the house, let alone cook the dinner, and he was looking forward to it. In particular, there was a new feather duster of Mrs Bird’s he’d had his eye on for several days and which he was anxious to test.


  “I must say Paddington looks very professional in that old apron of Mrs Bird’s,” said Mrs Brown later that morning. She sat up in bed holding a cup and saucer. “And it was kind of him to bring us up a cup of coffee.”


  “Very kind,” agreed Mr Brown. “But I rather wish he hadn’t brought all these sandwiches as well.”


  “They are rather thick,” agreed Mrs Brown, looking at one doubtfully. “He said they were emergency ones. I’m not quite sure what he meant by that. I do hope nothing’s wrong.”


  “I don’t like the sound of it,” said Mr Brown. “There’ve been several nasty silences this morning – as if something was going on.” He sniffed. “And there seems to be a strong smell of burnt feathers coming from somewhere.”


  “Well, you’d better eat them, Henry,” warned Mrs Brown. “He’s used some of his special marmalade from the cut-price grocer and I’m sure they’re meant to be a treat. You’ll never hear the last of it if you leave any.”


  “Yes, but six!” grumbled Mr Brown. “I’m not even very keen on marmalade. And at twelve o’clock in the morning! I shan’t want any lunch.” He looked thoughtfully at the window and then at the plate of sandwiches again.


  “No, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, reading his thoughts. “You’re not giving any to the birds. I don’t suppose they like marmalade.


  “Anyway,” she added, “Paddington did say something about lunch being late, so you may be glad of them.”


  She looked wistfully at the door. “All the same, I wish I could see what’s going on. It’s not knowing that’s the worst part. He had flour all over his whiskers when he came up just now.”


  “If you ask me,” said Mr Brown, “you’re probably much better off being in the dark.” He took a long drink from his cup and then jumped up in bed, spluttering.


  “Henry, dear,” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “Do be careful. You’ll have coffee all over the sheets.”


  “Coffee!” yelled Mr Brown. “Did you say this was coffee?”


  “I didn’t, dear,” said Mrs Brown mildly. “Paddington did.” She took a sip from her own cup and then made a wry face. “It has got rather an unusual taste.”


  “Unusual!” exclaimed Mr Brown. “It tastes like nothing on earth.” He glared at his cup and then poked at it gingerly with a spoon. “It’s got some funny green things floating in it too!” he exclaimed.


  “Have a marmalade sandwich,” said Mrs Brown. “It’ll help take the taste away.”


  Mr Brown gave his wife an expressive look. “Two days!” he said, sinking back into the bed. “Two whole days!”


  


  Downstairs, Paddington was in a bit of a mess. So, for that matter was the kitchen, the hall, the dining-room and the stairs.


  Things hadn’t really gone right since he’d lifted up a corner of the dining-room carpet in order to sweep some dust underneath and had discovered a number of very interesting old newspapers. Paddington sighed. Perhaps if he hadn’t spent so much time reading the newspapers he might not have hurried quite so much over the rest of the dusting. Then he might have been more careful when he shook Mrs Bird’s feather duster over the boiler.
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  And if he hadn’t set fire to Mrs Bird’s feather duster he might have been able to take more time over the coffee.


  Paddington felt very guilty about the coffee and he rather wished he had tested it before taking it upstairs to Mr and Mrs Brown. He was very glad he’d decided to make cocoa for himself instead.


  Quite early in the morning Paddington had run out of saucepans. It was the first big meal he had ever cooked and he wanted it to be something special. Having carefully consulted Mrs Bird’s cookery book he’d drawn out a special menu in red ink with a bit of everything on it.


  But by the time he had put the stew to boil in one big saucepan, the potatoes in another saucepan, the peas in a third, the Brussels sprouts in yet another, and used at least four more for mixing operations, there was really only the electric kettle left in which to put the cabbage. Unfortunately, in his haste to make the coffee, Paddington had completely forgotten to take the cabbage out again.


  Now he was having trouble with the dumplings!


  Paddington was very keen on stew, especially when it was served with dumplings, but he was beginning to wish he had decided to cook something else for lunch.


  Even now he wasn’t quite sure what had gone wrong. He’d looked up the chapter on dumplings in Mrs Bird’s cookery book and followed the instructions most carefully; putting two parts of flour to one of suet and then adding milk before stirring the whole lot together. But somehow, instead of the mixture turning into neat balls as it showed in the coloured picture, it had all gone runny. Then, when he’d added more flour and suet, it had gone lumpy instead and stuck to his fur, so that he’d had to add more milk and then more flour and suet, until he had a huge mountain of dumpling mixture in the middle of the kitchen table.
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  All in all, he decided, it just wasn’t his day. He wiped his paws carefully on Mrs Bird’s apron and, after looking around in vain for a large enough bowl, scraped the dumpling mixture into his hat.


  It was a lot heavier than he had expected and he had a job lifting it up on to the stove. It was even more difficult putting the mixture into the stew as it kept sticking to his paws and as fast as he got it off one paw it stuck to the other. In the end he had to sit on the draining board and use the broom handle.


  Paddington wasn’t very impressed with Mrs Bird’s cookery book. The instructions seemed all wrong. Not only had the dumplings been difficult to make, but the ones they showed in the picture were much too small. They weren’t a bit like the ones Mrs Bird usually served. Even Paddington rarely managed more than two of Mrs Bird’s dumplings.


  Having scraped the last of the mixture off his paws Paddington pushed the saucepan lid hard down and scrambled clear. The steam from the saucepan had made his fur go soggy and he sat in the middle of the floor for several minutes getting his breath back and mopping his brow with an old dish-cloth.


  It was while he was sitting there, scraping the remains of the dumplings out of his hat and licking the spoon, that he felt something move behind him. Not only that, but out of the corner of his eye he could see a shadow on the floor which definitely hadn’t been there a moment before.
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  Paddington sat very still, holding his breath and listening. It wasn’t so much a noise as a feeling, and it seemed to be creeping nearer and nearer, making a soft swishing noise as it came. Paddington felt his fur begin to stand on end as there came the sound of a slow plop… plop… plop across the kitchen floor. And then, just as he was summoning up enough courage to look over his shoulder, there was a loud crash from the direction of the stove. Without waiting to see what it was Paddington pulled his hat down over his head and ran, slamming the door behind him.
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  He arrived in the hall just as there was a loud knock on the front door. To his relief he heard a familiar voice call his name through the letterbox.


  “I got your message, Mr Brown—about not being able to come for elevenses this morning,” began Mr Gruber, as Padddington opened the door, “and I just thought I would call round to see if there was anything I could do…” His voice trailed away as he stared at Paddington.


  “Why, Mr Brown,” he exclaimed. “You’re all white! Is anything the matter?”


  “Don’t worry, Mr Gruber,” cried Paddington, waving his paws in the air. “It’s only some of Mrs Bird’s flour. I’m afraid I can’t raise my hat because it’s stuck down with dumpling mixture – but I’m very glad you’ve come because there’s something nasty in the kitchen!”
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  “Something nasty in the kitchen?” echoed Mr Gruber. “What sort of thing?”


  “I don’t know,” said Paddington, struggling with his hat. “But it’s got a shadow and it’s making a funny noise.”


  Mr Gruber looked around nervously for something to defend himself with. “We’ll soon see about that,” he said, taking a warming pan off the wall.


  Paddington led the way back to the kitchen and then stood to one side by the door. “After you, Mr Gruber,” he said politely.


  “Er… thank you, Mr Brown,” said Mr Gruber doubtfully.


  He grasped the warming pan firmly in both hands and then kicked open the door. “Come out!” he cried. “Whoever you are!”


  “I don’t think it’s a who, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington, peering round the door. “It’s a what!”


  “Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr Gruber, staring at the sight which met his eyes. “What has been going on?”


  Over most of the kitchen there was a thin film of flour. There was flour on the table, in the sink, on the floor; in fact, over practically everything. But it wasn’t the general state of the room which made Mr Gruber cry out with surprise – it was the sight of something large and white hanging over the side of the stove.


  He stared at it for a moment and then advanced cautiously across the kitchen and poked it with the handle of the warming pan. There was a loud squelching noise and Mr Gruber jumped back as part of it broke away and fell with a plop to the floor.


  “Good heavens!” he exclaimed again. “I do believe it’s some kind of dumpling, Mr Brown. I’ve never seen quite such a big one before,” he went on as Paddington joined him. “It’s grown right out of the saucepan and pushed the lid on to the floor. No wonder it made you jump.”


  Mr Gruber mopped his brow and opened the window. It was very warm in the kitchen. “How ever did it get to be that size?”


  “I don’t really know, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington, looking puzzled. “It’s one of mine and it didn’t start off that way. I think something must have gone wrong in the saucepan.”


  “I should think it has,” said Mr Gruber. “If I were you, Mr Brown, I think I’d turn the cooker off before it catches fire and does any more damage. There’s no knowing what might happen once it gets out of control.


  “Perhaps, if you’ll allow me,” he continued tactfully, “I can give you a hand. It must be very difficult cooking for so many people.”


  “It is when you only have paws, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington gratefully.


  Mr Gruber sniffed. “I must say it all smells very nice. If we make some more dumplings quickly everything else should be just about ready.”


  As he handed Paddington the flour and suet Mr Gruber explained how dumplings became very much larger when they were cooked and that it really needed only a small amount of mixture to make quite large ones.


  “No wonder yours were so big, Mr Brown,” he said, as he lifted Paddington’s old dumpling into the washing-up bowl. “You must have used almost a bag of flour.”


  “Two bags,” said Paddington, looking over his shoulder. “I don’t know what Mrs Bird will say when she hears about it.”


  “Perhaps, if we buy her some more,” said Mr Gruber, as he staggered into the garden with the bowl, “she won’t mind quite so much.”


  


  “That’s odd,” said Mr Brown, as he stared out of the bedroom window. “There’s a big white thing suddenly appeared in the garden. Just behind the nasturtiums.”


  “Nonsense, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “You must be seeing things.”


  “I’m not,” said Mr Brown, rubbing his glasses and taking another look. “It’s all white and shapeless and it looks horrible. Mr Curry’s seen it too – he’s peering over the fence at it now. Do you know what it is, Paddington?”


  “A big white thing, Mr Brown?” repeated Paddington vaguely, joining him at the window. “Perhaps it’s a snowball.”


  “In summer?” said Mr Brown suspiciously.


  “Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “Do come away from there and decide what you’re having for lunch. Paddington’s gone to a lot of trouble writing out a menu for us.”


  Mr Brown took a large sheet of drawing paper from his wife and his face brightened as he studied it. It said:


  


  MENUE

  —

  SOOP

  —

  FISH

  OMMLETS

  ROWST BEEF

  Stew with Dumplings – Potatows

  Brussle Sprowts Pees

  Cabbidge – Greyvy

  —

  MARMALADE AND CUSTERD

  —

  COFFEY


  


  “How nice!” exclaimed Mr Brown, when he had finished reading it. “And what a good idea putting pieces of vegetable on the side as illustrations. I’ve never seen that done before.”


  “They’re not really meant to be there, Mr Brown,” said Paddington. “I’m afraid they came off my paws.”


  “Oh,” said Mr Brown, brushing his moustache thoughtfully. “Hmm. Well, you know, I rather fancy some soup and fish myself.”


  “I’m afraid they’re off,” said Paddington hastily, remembering a time when he’d once been taken out to lunch and they had arrived late.


  “Off?” said Mr Brown. “But they can’t be. No one’s ordered anything yet.”


  Mrs Brown drew him to one side. “I think we’re meant to have the stew and dumplings, Henry,” she whispered. “They’re underlined.”


  “What’s that, Mary?” asked Mr Brown, who was a bit slow to grasp things at times. “Oh! Oh, I see… er… on second thoughts, Paddington, I think perhaps I’ll have the stew.”


  “That’s good,” said Paddington, “because I’ve got it on a tray outside all ready”


  “By Jove,” said Mr Brown, as Paddington staggered in breathing heavily and carrying first one plate and then another piled high with stew. “I must say I didn’t expect anything like this.”


  “Did you cook it all by yourself, Paddington?” asked Mrs Brown.


  “Well… almost all,” replied Paddington truthfully. “I had a bit of an accident with the dumplings and so Mr Gruber helped me make some more.”


  “You’re sure you have enough for your own lunch?” said Mrs Brown anxiously.


  “Oh, yes,” said Paddington, trying hard not to picture the kitchen, “there’s enough to last for days and days.”


  “Well, I think you should be congratulated,” said Mr Brown. “I’m enjoying it no end. I bet there aren’t many bears who can say they’ve cooked a meal like this. It’s fit for a queen.”


  Paddington’s eyes lit up with pleasure as he listened to Mr and Mrs Brown. It had been a lot of hard work but he was glad it had all been worth while—even if there was a lot of mess to clear up.


  “You know, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, as Paddington hurried off downstairs to see Mr Gruber, “we ought to think ourselves very lucky having a bear like Paddington about the house in an emergency.”
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  Mr Brown lay back on his pillow and surveyed the mountain of food on his plate. “Doctor MacAndrew was right about one thing,” he said. “While Paddington’s looking after us, whatever else happens we certainly shan’t starve.”
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  The green front door of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens slowly opened and some whiskers and two black ears poked out through the gap. They turned first to the right, then to the left, and then suddenly disappeared from view again.


  A few seconds later the quiet of the morning was broken by a strange trundling noise followed by a series of loud bumps as Paddington lowered Mr Brown’s wheelbarrow down the steps and on to the pavement. He peered up and down the street once more and then hurried back indoors.


  Paddington made a number of journeys back and forth between the house and the wheelbarrow and each time he came through the front door he was carrying a large pile of things in his paws.


  There were clothes, sheets, pillow-cases, towels, several tablecloths, not to mention a number of old jerseys belonging to Mr Curry, all of which he carefully placed in the barrow.
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  Paddington was pleased there was no one about. He felt sure that neither the Browns nor Mr Curry would approve if they knew he was taking their washing to the launderette in a wheelbarrow. But an emergency had arisen and Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear who allowed himself to be beaten by trifles.


  Paddington had had a busy time what with one thing and another. Mrs Bird was due back shortly before lunch and there had been a lot of clearing up to do. He had spent most of the early part of the morning going round the house with what was left of her feather duster, getting rid of flour stains from the previous day’s cooking and generally making everything neat and tidy.


  It was while he had been dusting the mantelpiece in the dining-room that he’d suddenly come across a small pile of money and one of Mrs Bird’s notes. Mrs Bird often left notes about the house reminding people to do certain things. This one was headed LAUNDRY and it was heavily underlined.


  Not only did it say that the Browns’ laundry was due to be collected that very day, but it also had a postscript on the end saying that Mr Curry had arranged to send some things as well and would they please be collected.


  Paddington hurried around as fast as he could but it still took him some while to gather together all the Browns’ washing, and having to fetch Mr Curry’s had delayed things even more. He’d been so busy making out a list of all the things that he’d quite failed to hear the knock at the front door and had arrived there just in time to see the laundry van disappearing down the road. Paddington had run after it shouting and waving his paws but either the driver hadn’t seen him, or he hadn’t wanted to, for the van had turned a corner before he was even halfway down Windsor Gardens.
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  It was while he was sitting on the pile of washing in the hall, trying to decide what to do next and how to explain it all to Mrs Bird, that the idea of the launderette had entered Paddington’s mind.


  In the past Mr Gruber had often spoken to him on the subject of launderettes. Mr Gruber took his own washing along to one every Wednesday evening when they stayed open late.


  “And very good it is, too, Mr Brown,” he was fond of saying. “You simply put the clothes into a big machine and then sit back while it does all the work for you. You meet some interesting people as well. I’ve had many a nice chat. And if you don’t want to chat you can always watch the washing going round and round inside the machine.”


  Mr Gruber always made it sound most interesting and Paddington had often wanted to investigate the matter. The only difficulty as far as he could see was getting all the laundry there in the first place. The Browns always had a lot of washing, far too much to go into his shopping basket on wheels, and the launderette was some way away at the top of a hill.


  In the end Mr Brown’s wheelbarrow had seemed the only answer to the problem. But now that he had finished loading it and was about to set off Paddington looked at it rather doubtfully. He could only just reach the handles with his paws and when he tried to lift the barrow it was much heavier than he had expected. Added to that, there was such a pile of washing on board he couldn’t see round the sides let alone over the top, which made pushing most difficult.


  To be on the safe side he tied a handkerchief to the end of an old broomstick which he stuck in the front of the barrow to let people know he was coming. Paddington had often seen the same thing done on lorries when they had a heavy load, and he didn’t believe in taking any chances.


  Quite a number of people turned to watch Paddington’s progress as he made his way slowly up the long hill. Several times he got the wheel caught in a drain and had to be helped out by a kindly passer-by, and at one point, when he had to cross a busy street, a policeman held up all the traffic for him.


  Paddington thanked him very much and raised his hat to all the waiting cars and buses, which tooted their horns in reply.


  It was a hot day and more than once he had to stop and mop his brow with a pillowcase, so that he wasn’t at all sorry when he rounded a corner and found himself outside the launderette.


  He sat down on the edge of the pavement for a few minutes in order to get his breath back and when he got up again he was surprised to find a rusty old bicycle wheel lying on top of the washing.


  “I expect someone thought you were a rag-and-bone bear,” said the stout, motherly lady in charge of the launderette, who came outside to see what was going on.


  “A rag-and-bone bear?” exclaimed Paddington hotly. He looked most offended. “I’m not a rag-and-bone bear. I’m a laundry bear.”


  The lady listened while Paddington explained what he had come for and at once called out for one of the other assistants to give him a hand up the steps with his barrow.


  “I suppose you’re doing it for the whole street?” she asked, as she viewed the mountain of washing.


  “Oh, no,” said Paddington, waving his paw vaguely in the direction of Windsor Gardens. “It’s for Mrs Bird.”


  “Mrs Bird?” repeated the stout lady, looking at Mr Curry’s jerseys and some old gardening socks of Mr Brown’s which were lying on top of the pile. She opened her mouth as if she were about to say something but closed it again hurriedly when she saw Paddington staring at her.


  “I’m afraid you’ll need four machines for all this lot,” she said briskly, as she went behind the counter. “It’s a good job it’s not one of our busy mornings. I’ll put you in the ones at the end – eleven, twelve, thirteen and fourteen – then you’ll be out of the way.” She looked at Paddington. “You do know how to work them?”


  “I think so,” said Paddington, trying hard to remember all that Mr Gruber had told him.


  “Well, if you get into any trouble the instructions are on the wall.” The lady handed Paddington eight little plastic tubs full of powder. “Here’s the soap powder,” she continued. “That’s two tubs for each machine. You tip one tubful in a hole in the top each time a red light comes on. That’ll be four pounds, please.”


  Paddington counted out Mrs Bird’s money and after thanking the lady, began trundling his barrow along to the other end of the room.


  As he steered his barrow in and out of people’s feet he looked around the launderette with interest. It was exactly as Mr Gruber had described it to him. The washing machines, all white and gleaming, were in a line round the walls and in the middle of the room were two long rows of chairs. The machines had glass portholes in their doors and Paddington peered through several of them as he went past and watched the washing going round and round in a flurry of soapy water.


  By the time he reached the end of the room he felt quite excited and he was looking forward to having a go with the Browns’ washing.
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  Having climbed up on one of the chairs and examined the instructions on the wall, Paddington tipped his laundry out on to the floor and began sorting it into four piles putting all Mr Curry’s jerseys into one machine and all the Browns’ washing into the other three.


  But although he had read the instructions most carefully Paddington soon began to wish Mr Gruber was there to advise him. First of all there was the matter of a knob on the front of each machine. It was marked ‘Hot Wash’ and ‘Warm Wash,’ and Paddington wasn’t at all sure about it. But being a bear who believed in getting his money’s worth he decided to turn them all to ‘Hot’.
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  And then there was the question of the soap. Having four machines to look after made things very difficult, especially as he had to climb up on a chair each time in order to put it in. No sooner had a red light gone out on one machine than another lit up and Paddington spent the first ten minutes rushing between the four machines pouring soap through the holes in the top as fast as he could. There was a nasty moment when he accidentally poured some soap into number ten by mistake and all the water bubbled over the side, but the lady whose machine it was was very nice about it and explained that she’d already put two lots in. Paddington was glad when at long last all the red lights went out and he was able to sit back on one of the seats and rest his paws.


  He sat there for some while watching the washing being gently tossed round and round, but it was such a nice soothing motion and he felt so tired after his labours that in no time at all he dropped off to sleep. Suddenly he was brought back to life by the sound of a commotion and by someone poking him.


  It was the stout lady in charge and she was staring at one of Paddington’s machines. “What have you got in number fourteen?” she demanded.


  “Number fourteen?” Paddington thought for a moment and then consulted his laundry list. “I think I put some jerseys in there,” he said.


  The stout lady raised her hands in horror. “Oh, Else,” she cried, calling to one of her assistants. “There’s a young bear here put ’is jerseys in number fourteen by mistake!”


  “What!” cried Paddington. “I didn’t put them in by mistake – I did it on purpose. Besides,” he added, looking most worried at the expression on the lady’s face, “they’re not my jerseys – they’re Mr Curry’s.”


  “Well, whoever they belong to,” said the lady, as she hurriedly switched off the machine, “I hope he’s long and thin.”


  “Oh dear,” said Paddington, getting more and more worried. “I’m afraid Mr Curry’s rather short.”


  “That’s a pity,” said the lady sympathetically, “because he’s got some long, thin jerseys now. You had the machine switched to ‘Hot Wash’ and you should never do that with woollens. There’s a special notice about that.”


  Paddington gazed in horror as the lady withdrew a dripping mass of wool from the machine and placed it in his barrow.


  “Mr Curry’s jerseys!” he said bitterly to the world in general as he sank back in his chair.


  Paddington had been a bit worried about Mr Curry’s jerseys right from the start. After the episode of the kitchen table he hadn’t been very keen on meeting Mr Curry and he’d had to lie in wait until the coast was clear before slipping into his kitchen. He’d found the jerseys in a pile by the sink but there had been nothing to say whether they were meant to be washed or not. Paddington had a nasty feeling in the back of his mind that the answer was ‘not’, and now he was sure of it.


  Paddington often found that shocks came in twos and as he sat back in his chair he received his second shock of the morning.


  His eyes nearly popped out of his head as one of the other machines containing the Browns’ washing began making a very strange whirring noise. The whirring was followed by several loud clicks and Paddington stared at the machine in amazement as the washing inside began to spin round faster and faster until it suddenly disappeared leaving a gaping hole in the middle.


  He jumped up and peered through the porthole at the empty space where, only a few moments before, his washing had been. Then he hurriedly began to undo the knob on the side of the machine. It was all very strange and it definitely needed investigating.


  Paddington wasn’t quite sure what happened next, but as he opened the door a stream of hot, soapy water shot out, nearly knocking his hat off, and as he fell over backwards on the floor most of Mrs Bird’s washing seemed to land on top of his head.
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  Paddington lay on his back in a pool of water and listened to the shrieks and cries going on all around him. Then he closed his eyes, put his paws in his ears and waited for the worst to happen.


  


  “I think they’ve been having trouble up at the launderette,” said Mrs Bird. “When I came past in the bus just now there was quite a crowd outside and water running out of the door – not to mention bubbles everywhere.”


  “The launderette?” said Mrs Brown, looking rather worried.


  “That’s right,” said Mrs Bird. “And Mr Curry’s had a burglary. Someone broke into his kitchen in broad daylight and took some jerseys he’d put out for mending.”


  Mrs Bird had just arrived back from her holiday and she was exchanging all the news with Mrs Brown. “If I’d known what was going on,” she continued, “I wouldn’t have had a minute’s peace. Jonathan and Judy away and you and Mr Brown ill in bed!” She raised her hands in horror at the thought of it all.


  “We’ve been doing very well,” said Mr Brown, as he sat up in bed. “Paddington’s been looking after us.”


  “Hmmm,” said Mrs Bird. “That’s as may be.” Mrs Bird had made her way upstairs and she had also found the remains of her feather duster hidden in the hall-stand.


  “Have you seen Paddington anywhere?” asked Mrs Brown. “He went out just now but he said he wouldn’t be very long.”


  “No,” said Mrs Bird. “And that’s another thing. There are wheelbarrow trails right through the house. All the way up from the shed, through the kitchen and out through the front door.”


  “Wheelbarrow trails?” repeated Mr Brown. “But we’ve been in bed for two days.”


  “That,” said Mrs Bird sternly, “is exactly what I mean!”


  


  While the Browns were trying to solve the mystery of the wheelbarrow trails Paddington was having an even more difficult time in the launderette.


  “But I only opened the door to see where the washing had gone,” he explained. He was sitting on the counter wrapped in a blanket while the mess was being cleared up.


  “But it hadn’t gone anywhere,” said the stout lady. “The things only looked as if they had disappeared because they were going round so fast. They always do that.” She sought for words to explain what she meant. “It’s a… it’s a sort of phenomenon.”


  “A phen-omen-on?” repeated Paddington. “But it didn’t say anything about a phenomenon in the instructions.”


  The lady sighed. Washing machines were rather difficult things to explain and she’d not had many dealings with bears before.


  “Bubbles all over my machines!” she exclaimed. “Water all over the floor. I’ve never seen such a mess!”


  “Oh dear,” said Paddington sadly. “I’m in trouble again.” He looked at the pile of half-washed clothes next to him. He didn’t know what Mrs Bird would say when she heard all about it, and as for Mr Curry…


  “I tell you what,” said the stout lady as she caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s face. “Seeing it’s your first time here and we’re not so very busy, suppose we do it all again. It would never do to have a dissatisfied customer in a launderette.” She gave Paddington a wink. “Then we can put it all in the spin dryer and if I’ve got time I might even be able to iron it for you in the back room. After all, it’s not every day we have a bear’s washing to do.”


  


  Mrs Bird surveyed the neat pile of newly ironed laundry and then turned to Mr and Mrs Brown who had just come downstairs for the first time. “Well,” she said approvingly, “I never expected to see this. I couldn’t have done it better myself.”


  “I do hope it’s all right, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington anxiously. “I had a bit of a phenomenon in the launderette.”


  “A phenomenon?” repeated Mrs Brown. “But you can’t have a phenomenon in a washing machine.”


  “I did,” said Paddington firmly. “And all the water came out.”


  “I think you must be mistaken, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “A phenomenon means something strange.”


  “And talking of strange things,” said Mrs Bird, looking hard at Paddington, “Mr Curry knocked on the door a moment ago and left you a toffee. He says he’s very pleased with his jerseys. He doesn’t know what you’ve done to them but they fit him for the first time in years. They’ve always been too large up till now.”


  “Perhaps,” said Mr Brown, “there was a phenomenon in the washing machine after all.”


  Paddington felt very pleased with himself as he made his way upstairs to his room. He was glad it had turned out all right in the end. As he closed the dining-room door he just caught a remark of Mrs Bird’s.


  “I think we’re very lucky indeed,” she said. “Looking after a big house like this for two days and doing all the washing into the bargain. That young bear’s one of the old school.”


  Paddington puzzled over the remark for some time and in the end he went to consult his friend Mr Gruber on the subject.


  When Mr Gruber explained to him that it meant he was very reliable, Paddington felt even more pleased. Compliments from Mrs Bird were very rare.


  “But all the better for having when they come, Mr Brown,” said Mr Gruber. “All the better for having when they come.”
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  “I vote,” said Mr Brown, “that we celebrate the occasion by visiting a restaurant. All those in favour say ‘aye’.”


  Mr Brown’s suggestion had a mixed reception. Jonathan and Judy called out “aye” at once. Mrs Brown looked rather doubtful and Mrs Bird kept her eyes firmly on her knitting.


  “Do you think it wise, Henry?” said Mrs Brown. “You know what Paddington’s like when we take him out. Things happen.”


  “It is his birthday,” replied Mr Brown.


  “And his anniversary,” said Judy. “Sort of.”


  The Browns were holding a council of war. It was Paddington’s summer birthday. Being a bear, Paddington had two birthdays every year – one at Christmas and the other in mid-summer. That apart, he had now been with the Browns for a little over a year and it had been decided to celebrate the two occasions at the same time.


  “After all, we ought to do something,” said Mr Brown, playing his trump card. “If we hadn’t seen him that day on Paddington station we might never have met him and goodness knows where he would have ended up.”


  The Browns were silent for a moment as they considered the awful possibility of never having met Paddington.


  “I must say,” remarked Mrs Bird, in a voice which really decided the matter, “the house wouldn’t be the same without him.”


  “That settles it,” said Mr Brown. “I’ll ring the Porchester right away and reserve a table for tonight.”


  “Oh, Henry,” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “Not the Porchester. That’s such an expensive place.”


  Mr Brown waved his hand in the air. “Nothing but the best is good enough for Paddington,” he said generously. “We’ll invite Mr Gruber as well and make a real party of it.


  “By the way,” he continued, “where is Paddington? I haven’t seen him for ages.”


  “He was peering through the letterbox just now,” said Mrs Bird. “I think he was looking for the postman.”
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  Paddington liked birthdays. He didn’t get many letters – only his catalogues and an occasional postcard from his Aunt Lucy in Peru – but today the mantelpiece in the dining-room was already filled to overflowing with cards and he was looking forward to some more arriving. There had been a card from each of the Browns, one from Mr Gruber, and quite a surprising number from various people who lived in the neighbourhood. There was even an old one from Mr Curry, which Mrs Bird recognised as one Paddington had sent him the year before, but she had wisely decided not to point this out.


  Then there were all the parcels. Paddington was very keen on parcels – especially when they were well wrapped up with plenty of paper and string. In fact he had done extremely well for himself, and the news that they were all going out that evening as well came as a great surprise.


  “Mind you,” said Mrs Brown, “you’ll have to have a bath first.”


  “A bath!” exclaimed Paddington. “On my birthday?”


  Paddington looked most upset at the thought of having a bath on his birthday.


  “The Porchester is a very famous restaurant,” explained Mrs Brown. “Only the best people go there.”


  And, despite his protests, he was sent upstairs that afternoon with a bath cube and some soap and strict instructions not to come down again until he was clean.


  Excitement in the Browns’ house mounted during the afternoon and by the time Mr Gruber arrived, looking self-conscious in an evening-dress suit which he hadn’t worn for many years, it had reached fever pitch.


  “I don’t think I’ve ever been to the Porchester before, Mr Brown,” he whispered to Paddington in the hall. “So that makes two of us. It’ll be a nice change from cocoa and buns.”


  Paddington became more and more excited on the journey to the restaurant. He always enjoyed seeing the lights of London and even though it was summer quite a few of them had already come on by the time they got there.
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  He followed Mr Brown up the steps of the restaurant and in through some large doors, giving the man who held them open a friendly wave of his paw.


  In the distance there was the sound of music and as they all gathered inside the entrance in order to leave their coats at the cloakroom, Paddington looked around with interest at the chandeliers hanging from the ceiling and at the dozens of waiters gliding to and fro.


  Here comes the head waiter,” said Mr Brown, as a tall, superior-looking man approached. “We’ve booked a table near the orchestra,” he called. “In the name of Brown.”


  The head waiter stared at Paddington. “Is the young… er… bear gentleman with you?” he asked, looking down his nose.


  “With us?” said Mr Brown. “We’re with him. It’s his party.”


  “Oh,” said the man disapprovingly. “Then I’m afraid you can’t come in.”


  “What!” exclaimed Paddington amid a chorus of dismay. “But I went without a second helping at lunch specially.”


  “I’m afraid the young gentleman isn’t wearing evening dress,” explained the man. “Everyone at the Porchester has to wear evening dress.”


  Paddington could hardly believe his ears and he gave the man a hard stare.


  “Bears don’t have evening dress,” said Judy, squeezing his paw. “They have evening fur – and Paddington’s has been washed specially.”


  The head waiter looked at Paddington doubtfully. Paddington had a very persistent stare when he liked, and some of the special ones his Aunt Lucy had taught him were very powerful indeed. He coughed. “I daresay,” he said, “we might make an exception – just this once.”


  He turned and led the way through the crowded restaurant, past tables covered with snowy white cloths and gleaming silver, towards a big round table near the orchestra. Paddington followed on close behind and by the time they reached it the man’s neck had gone a funny shade of red.


  When they were all seated the head waiter gave them each a huge card on which was printed a list of all the dishes. Paddington had to hold his with both paws and he stared at it in amazement.


  “Well, Paddington,” said Mr Brown. “What would you like to start with? Soup? Hors d’æuvre?”


  Paddington looked at his menu in disgust. He didn’t think much of it at all. “I don’t know what I would like, Mr Brown,” he said. “My programme’s full of mistakes and I can’t read it.”


  “Mistakes!” The head waiter raised one eyebrow to its full height and looked at Paddington severely. “There is never a mistake on a Porchester menu.”


  “Those aren’t mistakes, Paddington,” whispered Judy, as she looked over his shoulder. “It’s French.”


  “French!” exclaimed Paddington. “Fancy printing a menu in French!”


  Mr Brown hastily scanned his own card. “Er… have you anything suitable for a young bear’s treat?” he asked.


  “A young bear’s treat?” repeated the head waiter haughtily. “We pride ourselves that there is nothing one cannot obtain at the Porchester.”


  “In that case,” said Paddington, looking most relieved, “I think I’ll have a marmalade sandwich.”


  Looking around, Paddington decided a place as important as the Porchester must serve very good marmalade sandwiches, and he was anxious to test one.


  “I beg your pardon, sir?” exclaimed the waiter. “Did you say a marmalade sandwich?”


  “Yes, please,” said Paddington. “With custard.”


  “For dinner?” said the man.


  “Yes,” said Paddington firmly. “I’m very fond of marmalade and you said there was nothing you don’t have.”


  The man swallowed hard. In all his years at the Porchester he’d never been asked for a marmalade sandwich before, particularly by a bear. He beckoned to another waiter standing nearby. “A marmalade sandwich for the young bear gentleman,” he said. “With custard.”


  “A marmalade sandwich for the young bear gentleman – with custard,” repeated the second waiter. He disappeared through a door leading to the kitchens as if in a dream and the Browns heard the order repeated several more times before it closed. They looked around uneasily while they gave another waiter their own orders.


  There seemed to be some sort of commotion going on in the kitchen. Several times they heard raised voices and once the door opened and a man in a chef’s hat appeared round the corner and stared in their direction.


  “Perhaps, sir,” said yet another waiter, as he wheeled a huge trolley laden with dishes towards the table, “you would care for some hors d’æuvre while you wait?”


  “That’s a sort of salad,” Mr Brown explained to Paddington.


  Paddington licked his whiskers. “It looks a very good bargain,” he said, staring at all the dishes. “I think perhaps I will.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown, as Paddington began helping himself. “You’re not supposed to eat it from the trolley, Paddington.”


  Paddington looked most disappointed as he watched the waiter serve the hors d’æuvre. It wasn’t really quite such good value as he’d thought. But by the time the man had finished piling his plate with vegetables and pickles, salad, and a pile of interesting-looking little silver onions he began to change his mind again. Perhaps, he decided, he couldn’t have managed the whole trolleyful after all.


  While Mr Brown gave the rest of the orders – soup for the others followed by fish and a special omelette for Mr Gruber – Paddington sat back and prepared to enjoy himself.


  “Would you like anything to drink, Paddington?” asked Mr Brown.


  “No, thank you, Mr Brown,” said Paddington. “I have a bowl of water.”


  “I don’t think that’s drinking water, Mr Brown,” said Mr Gruber tactfully. “That’s to dip your paws in when they get sticky. That’s what’s known as a paw bowl.”


  “A paw bowl?” exclaimed Paddington. “But I had a bath this afternoon.”


  “Never mind,” said Mr Brown hastily. “I’ll send for the lemonade waiter – then you can have an orange squash or something.”


  Paddington was getting more and more confused. It was all most complicated and he’d never seen so many waiters before. He decided to concentrate on eating for a bit.


  [image: ]


  “Most enjoyable,” said Mr Gruber a few minutes later when he had finished his soup. “I shall look forward to my omelette now.” He looked across the table at Paddington. “Are you enjoying your hors d’æuvre, Mr Brown?”


  “It’s very nice, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington, staring down at his plate with a puzzled expression on his face. “But I think I’ve lost one of my onions.”


  “You’ve what?” asked Mr Brown. It was difficult to hear what Paddington was saying for the noise the orchestra was making. It had been playing quite sweetly up until a moment ago but suddenly it had started making a dreadful row. It was something to do with one of the saxophone players in the front row. He kept shaking his instrument and then trying to blow it, and all the while the conductor was glaring at him.


  “My onion!” exclaimed Paddington. “I had six just now and when I put my fork on one of them it suddenly disappeared. Now I’ve only got five.”


  Mrs Brown began to look more and more embarrassed as Paddington got down off his seat and began peering under the tables. “I do hope he finds it soon,” she said. Everyone in the restaurant seemed to be looking in their direction and if they weren’t actually pointing she knew they were talking about them.


  “Gosh!” exclaimed Jonathan suddenly. He pointed towards the orchestra. “There’s Paddington’s onion!”


  The Browns turned and looked at the orchestra. The saxophone player seemed to be having an argument with the conductor.


  “How can I be expected to play properly,” he said bitterly, “when I’ve got an onion in my instrument? And I’ve a good idea where it came from too!”


  The conductor followed his gaze towards the Browns, who hurriedly looked the other way.


  “For heaven’s sake don’t tell Paddington,” said Mrs Brown. “He’ll only want it back.”


  “Never mind,” said Mr Gruber, as the door leading to the kitchen opened. “I think my omelette’s just coming.”


  The Browns watched as a waiter entered bearing a silver dish which he placed on a small spirit stove near their table. Mr Gruber had ordered an omelette flambée, which meant it was set on fire just before it was served. “I don’t know when I had one of those last,” he said. “I’m looking forward to it.”


  “I must say it looks very nice,” said Mr Brown, twirling his moustache thoughtfully. “I rather wish I’d ordered one myself now.


  “Come along, Paddington,” he called, as the waiter set light to the pan. “Come and see Mr Gruber’s omelette. It’s on fire.”


  “What!” cried Paddington, poking his head out from beneath the table. “Mr Gruber’s omelette’s on fire?”


  He stared in astonishment at the waiter as he bore the silver tray with its flaming omelette towards the table.


  “It’s all right, Mr Gruber,” he called, waving his paws in the air. “I’m coming!”


  Before the Browns could stop him, Paddington had grabbed his paw bowl and had thrown the contents over the tray. There was a loud hissing noise and before the astonished gaze of the waiter Mr Gruber’s omelette slowly collapsed into a soggy mess in the bottom of the dish.


  Several people near the Browns applauded. “What an unusual idea,” said one of them. “Having the cabaret act sit at one of the tables just like anyone else.”


  One old gentleman in particular who was sitting by himself at the next table laughed no end. He had been watching Paddington intently for some time and now he began slapping his knee at each new happening.


  “Crikey!” said Jonathan. “We’re for it now.” He pointed towards a party of very important-looking people, led by the head waiter, who were approaching the Browns’ table.


  They stopped a few feet away and the head waiter pointed at Paddington. “That’s the one,” he said. “The one with the whiskers!”


  The most important-looking man stepped forward. “I’m the manager,” he announced. “And I’m afraid I must ask you to leave. Throwing water over a waiter. Putting onions in a saxophone. Ordering marmalade sandwiches. You’ll get the Porchester a bad name.”


  Mr and Mrs Brown exchanged glances. “I’ve never heard of such a thing,” said Mrs Bird. “If that bear goes we all go.”


  “Hear! Hear!” echoed Mr Gruber.


  “And if you go I shall go too,” came a loud voice from the next table.


  Everyone looked round as the old gentleman who had been watching the proceedings rose and waved a finger at the manager. “May I ask why this young bear’s being asked to leave?” he boomed.


  The manager began to look even more worried, for the old gentleman was one of his best customers and he didn’t want to offend him. “It annoys the other diners,” he said.


  “Nonsense!” boomed the old gentleman. “I’m one of the other diners and I’m not annoyed. Best thing that’s happened in years. Don’t know when I’ve enjoyed myself so much.” He looked down at Paddington. “I should like to shake you by the paw, bear. It’s about time this place was livened up a bit.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington, holding out his paw. He was a bit overawed by the old gentleman and he wasn’t at all sure what it was all about anyway.


  The old gentleman waved the waiters and the manager to one side and then turned to Mr Brown. “I’d better introduce myself,” he said. “I’m Sir Huntley Martin, the marmalade king.


  “I’ve been in marmalade for fifty years,” he boomed, “and been comin’ here for thirty. Never heard anyone ask for a marmalade sandwich before. Does me old heart good.”


  Paddington looked most impressed. “Fancy being in marmalade for fifty years!” he exclaimed.


  “I hope you’ll allow me to join you,” said Sir Huntley. “I’ve done a good many things in my life but I don’t think I’ve ever been to a bear’s birthday party before.”


  The old gentleman’s presence seemed to have a magical effect on the manager of the Porchester, for he had a hurried conference with the head waiter and in no time at all a procession started from the kitchen headed by a waiter bearing a silver tray on which was another omelette for Mr Gruber.


  Even the head waiter allowed himself a smile and he gave Paddington a special autographed menu to take away as a souvenir and promised that in future there would always be a special section for marmalade sandwiches.


  It was a hilarious party of Browns who finally got up to go. Paddington was so full of good things he had a job to get up at all. He had a last lingering look at the remains of an ice-cream on his plate but decided that enough was as good as a feast. He’d enjoyed himself no end and after a great deal of thought he left a penny under his plate for the waiter.


  Sir Huntley Martin seemed very sad that it had all come to an end. “Most enjoyable,” he kept booming as they left the table. “Most enjoyable. Perhaps,” he added hopefully to Paddington, “you’ll do me the honour of visiting my factory one of these days.”


  “Oh, yes, please,” said Paddington. “I should like that very much.”


  As they left the restaurant he waved goodbye with his paw to all the other diners, several of whom applauded when the orchestra struck up ‘Happy Birthday to You’.
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  Only Mrs Bird seemed less surprised than the others, for she had seen Sir Huntley slip something in the conductor’s hand.


  It had become really dark outside while they had been eating their dinner and all the lights in the street were on. After they had said goodbye to Sir Huntley, and because it was a special occasion, Mr Brown drove round Piccadilly Circus so that Paddington could see all the coloured signs working.
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  Paddington peered out of the car window and his eyes grew larger and larger at the sight of all the red, green and blue lights flashing on and off and making patterns in the sky.


  “Have you enjoyed yourself, Paddington?” asked Mr Brown as they went round for the second time.


  “Yes, thank you very much, Mr Brown,” exclaimed Paddington.


  Altogether Paddington thought it had been a wonderful day and he was looking forward to writing a letter to his Aunt Lucy telling her everything about it.


  After giving a final wave of his paw to some passers-by, he raised his hat to a policeman who signalled them on, and then settled back in his seat to enjoy the journey home with Mr Gruber and the Browns.


  “I think,” he announced sleepily, as he gave one final stare at the fast-disappearing lights, “I would like to have an anniversary every year!”


  “And so say all of us, Mr Brown,” echoed Mr Gruber from the back of the car. “And so say all of us!”
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    Paddington was in a mess. As he was the sort of bear who often got himself into trouble he wasn’t really surprised – but as he stood up and looked round his bedroom even he had to admit that it was worse than usual.


    There were maps and pieces of paper everywhere, not to mention several nasty-looking marmalade stains and a long trail of paw prints. The paw prints started on a map which was spread across the eiderdown on his bed. It was a large map of London and in the middle, by the first paw mark, there was a circle which marked the position of the Browns’ house at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens.


    The trail led from the Browns’ house across the map in a southerly direction, over the end of the bed and on to another map which lay on the floor at the foot. From there it carried on, still going south, until it reached the English Channel, and yet a third map by the window which showed the north coast of France. There the trail ended in a soggy mess made up of old cake crumbs, a small pile of marmalade and a blob of red ink.


    Paddington gave a deep sigh as he dipped his paw absentmindedly into the concoction. He tried kneeling on the floor and peering at his room through half-closed eyes, but if anything, the mess looked even worse because from so low down all he could see were the bumps and ridges.


    Just as he was about to lie back and consider the matter he was suddenly brought back to life by the sound of clinking plates and footsteps on the stairs.


    Jumping up with a guilty expression on his face, Paddington hurriedly began sweeping everything under the bed. Although he had some very good explanations for the mess he was in he felt sure neither Mrs Brown nor Mrs Bird would be very keen on hearing them – especially at breakfast time when everyone was usually in a great hurry.


    “Are you awake, Paddington?” called Mrs Brown as she knocked on the door.


    “No – not yet, Mrs Brown,” cried Paddington in a muffled voice, as he tried to push his marmalade jar under the wardrobe. “I think my lids are stuck.”


    Being a truthful bear at heart, Paddington closed his eyelids and snored several times while he gathered up the rest of his belongings. Feeling around for the pen and ink, he hastily put them into his old hat which he pulled down over his head, and then, gathering up the last of the maps, he groped his way across the room.


    “Whatever’s going on, Paddington?” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as the door suddenly opened and Paddington appeared.


    Paddington nearly fell over backwards with surprise when he saw Mrs Brown standing there with his breakfast tray.


    “I thought you were a cupboard, Mrs Brown,” he exclaimed, as he hurriedly put a pawful of maps behind him and backed towards the bed. “I must have gone the wrong way by mistake.”


    “I should think you did,” said Mrs Brown as she followed him into the room. “I’ve never heard so much banging and crashing.”


    Mrs Brown looked suspiciously round the room but everything appeared to be in its place so she turned her attention back to Paddington who was now sitting up in bed with a very odd expression on his face.


    “Are you sure you’re all right?” she asked anxiously, as she placed the tray in front of him. For one nasty moment Mrs Brown thought she saw a trickle of red running down Paddington’s left ear, but before she could look into the matter he had pulled his old hat even further down over his head. All the same she didn’t like the look of it at all, and she hesitated at the door in case something was wrong.


    Paddington, in his turn, rather wished Mrs Brown would hurry up and go. In his haste to clear up the mess he had forgotten to put the stopper back on the bottle of ink and the top of his head was beginning to feel quite soggy.


    Mrs Brown sighed as she closed the door. She knew from past experience that it was hopeless trying to get an explanation out of Paddington when he was in one of his difficult moods.


    “If you ask me,” said Mrs Bird, when Mrs Brown joined her in the kitchen and told her all about Paddington’s strange behaviour, “that young bear isn’t the only one in this house who’s acting in a funny manner. It’s all to do with you know what!”


    With that Mrs Brown had to agree. Things had been very much upside down in the Brown household ever since the previous evening.


    It had all started when Mr Brown arrived home carrying a large pile of maps and brightly coloured pamphlets and announced that he was taking them to France for their summer holiday.


    In a matter of moments the normal peace and quiet of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens had disappeared completely, never to return.


    The holiday had been the one topic of conversation from dinner time until last thing at night. Old beach balls and bathing-costumes had been searched for in disused cupboards, plans had been discussed, and Mrs Bird had already begun washing and ironing a small mountain of clothes ready for the big day.


    Paddington in particular had been most excited at the news. Since he had been a member of the Brown family they had taken him on a number of day trips which he had enjoyed no end, but he had never before been away for a real holiday and he was looking forward to it. To add to his excitement Mr Brown, in a generous moment, had put him in charge of all the maps and a thing called an itinerary.


    At first Paddington hadn’t been at all sure about being in charge of anything which sounded so important as an itinerary, but after Judy had explained to him that it was simply a list of all the places they would visit and the things they would do he had quickly changed his mind. Paddington was keen on lists and a ‘doings list’ sounded most interesting.


    “Mind you,” said Mrs Bird darkly, as she discussed the matter with Mrs Brown over the washing-up, “if that young bear’s going to be in charge of the maps we shall need all of a fortnight. It’s asking for trouble. There’s no knowing where we might end up.”


    Mrs Brown sighed again. “Oh, well,” she said, turning her attention to other things, “at least it keeps him happy. You know how keen he is on writing things.”


    “H’mm!” said Mrs Bird. “It’ll be all over the sheets if I know anything. Itineraries indeed!”


    She snorted and cast a dark glance up at the ceiling in the direction of Paddington’s room on the second floor.


    Mrs Bird knew from past experience and much washing of sheets that ink and Paddington were two things best kept apart. But as it happened for once she needn’t have worried for Paddington had just that moment stopped writing. In fact he was sitting up in bed carefully studying a large sheet of drawing-paper which he held in his paws.


    At the top of the paper in big, red capital letters was the heading:


    
      EYETINNERY BY PADINGTUN

    


    followed by his special paw mark to show that it was genuine.


    Paddington wasn’t quite sure about the spelling of itinerary, but though he had looked through all the ‘E’s in Mr Brown’s dictionary the night before he hadn’t been able to find it anywhere. On the whole, Paddington wasn’t surprised. He didn’t think much of dictionaries and he often found that when he wanted to look up a particularly difficult word it was nowhere to be found.


    The first item on the list was:


    
      7 oh clock – Large Breckfast

    


    and then came


    
      8 oh clock – Leave Home (32 Windsor Gardens)


      9 oh clock – Snak


      11 oh clock – Elevenses

    


    Paddington read through the list several more times and then, after adding the words 12 oh clock – arrive at Airplane – Lunch, he folded the paper and packed it away in the secret compartment of his suitcase. Planning a holiday – especially a holiday abroad – was much more complicated than he had imagined, and he decided the only thing to do was to consult his friend Mr Gruber on the subject.


    A few minutes later, after a quick wash, he hurried downstairs, collected the shopping list from Mrs Bird and his basket on wheels, and disappeared out of the house with a purposeful gleam in his eyes.


    Pausing only to call in at the baker’s, where he had a standing order for freshly baked buns, Paddington soon rounded the corner into the Portobello Road and made his way in the direction of Mr Gruber’s shop with its familiar windows bursting at the seams with antiques of every shape and size.


    Mr Gruber shared Paddington’s liking for cocoa and buns, and they often had long chats together over their elevenses. He had travelled a great deal in his younger days and Paddington felt sure he would know all there was to know about holidays abroad.
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    Mr Gruber was as excited as Paddington when he heard the news and he quickly led the way to the horsehair sofa at the back of the shop which he reserved for all their important discussions.


    “What a nice surprise, Mr Brown,” he said, as he busied himself at the stove with a saucepan of milk. “I don’t suppose there are many bears able to take their holidays abroad, so you must make the most of it. If there’s anything I can do to help, you must let me know.”


    Mr Gruber listened carefully to all Paddington’s explanations while he made the cocoa and his face took on a serious expression.


    “I must say being in charge of an itinerary sounds a heavy responsibility for a young bear’s shoulders, Mr Brown,” he exclaimed as he handed Paddington a steaming mug of cocoa in exchange for a bun. “I shall have to see what I can do.”


    And without further ado he got down on his hands and knees and began sorting through a pile of old books in a box behind the sofa.


    “Everyone seems to be taking their holidays abroad at the moment, Mr Brown,” he said, as he began handing some of the books up to Paddington. “I’ve had rather a run on books about France, but I hope you’ll find these useful.”


    Paddington’s eyes got larger and larger as the pile by his side got higher, and he nearly fell off his seat with surprise when Mr Gruber suddenly stood up holding an old black beret in his hands.


    “It’s rather large,” said Mr Gruber apologetically, as he held it up to the light, “and there seem to be one or two moth holes. But it’s a real French one and you’re very welcome to use it.”


    “Thank you very much, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington gratefully. “I expect the moth holes will do for my ears. Bears’ ears don’t fold very easily.”


    “Well, I hope you find everything useful,” said Mr Gruber, looking very pleased at the expression on Paddington’s face. “You’ll need a lot of books if you’re going to plan an itinerary and it’s as well to be on the safe side. You never know what might happen when you’re abroad, Mr Brown.”


    Mr Gruber went on to explain about some of the things Paddington would see while he was away, and it was some while before Paddington wiped the last of the cocoa stains from his whiskers and stood up to go. Time passed very quickly when he was with Mr Gruber because he always made things sound so much more interesting than other people did.


    “I expect you’ll find lots to write in your scrapbook, Mr Brown,” said Mr Gruber as he helped Paddington load his shopping basket. “I shall look forward to reading all about it.”


    Paddington felt more and more excited as he waved goodbye and staggered along the Portobello Road under the weight of all his belongings. The shopping basket was so heavy it was quite difficult to steer, and several times he nearly ran into one or other of the barrows which lined the street.


    Apart from that there were so many things on his mind he didn’t know which to think about first. He was particularly anxious to try out his new beret, and some of Mr Gruber’s books looked most interesting. In the end he decided to sit down for a rest and investigate both.


    He put his old hat on the ground, carefully adjusted the beret, and then began taking the books out of his shopping basket one by one.


    First there was a dictionary. Then there was a French cookery book – full of recipes and coloured pictures of food which made his mouth water. After that came one packed with maps and instructions about things to see and do, and this was followed by several more books full of pictures.


    Last of all Paddington came to a very important-looking leather-bound volume which had the words ‘Useful Phrases for the Traveller Abroad’ written in gold letters on its cover.


    Before he took it out of the basket Paddington hurried across the road and dipped his paws in a nearby horse-trough. Mr Gruber had explained that the book was very old and he’d asked him to take especial care of it.


    When he returned Paddington sat down again and began to examine the book. It was most unusual and he didn’t remember ever having seen one quite like it before. Just inside the front cover there was a drawing which showed what looked like a very old-fashioned car being drawn by four white horses, and it was full of sentences showing how to ask for things in French, with pictures explaining matters as it went along.


    In no time at all he became so lost in the book he quite forgot where he was. There was one particularly interesting phrase in a section marked ‘Travel’ which caught his eye at once. It said ‘My Grandmother has fallen out of the stage-coach and needs attention.’


    Paddington felt sure it would come in very useful if Mrs Bird happened to fall out of Mr Brown’s car while they were going along and he tested it several times, waving his paws in the air as the man in the picture seemed to be doing.


    To his surprise, when he looked up, Paddington discovered he was surrounded by a small crowd of people who were watching him with interest.


    “If you arsks me,” said one man, who was leaning on a bicycle studying Paddington intently, “I reckon he’s one of them onion bears. They come over every year from Brittany,” he added knowledgeably as he turned to the crowd. “They ’as their onions on a piece of string. You must ’ave seen ’em. That’s why ’e was spouting French.”


    “Garn,” said another man. “That wasn’t French. He was ’aving some sort of spasm. Waving ’is paws about something shocking ’e was. Besides,” he added triumphantly, “if he’s an onion bear where’s his onions?”


    “Perhaps he’s lost them,” said someone else. “That’s why he’s upset. I expect his string broke if the truth be known.”


    “It’s enough to give anyone a spasm,” said a lady, “coming all this way and then losing your onions.”


    “That’s what I said,” exclaimed the first man. “I expect he was ’aving a French spasm. They’re the worst of the lot. Very excitable, them foreigners.”


    “I shouldn’t touch him, dear,” said another lady, turning to her small boy who had his eye on Paddington’s beret. “You don’t know where he’s been.”


    Paddington’s eyes had been getting larger and larger as he listened to the crowd and he looked most offended at the last remark.
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    “An onion bear!” he exclaimed at last. “I’m not an onion bear. I’m a going abroad bear and I’ve just been to see Mr Gruber!”


    With that he gathered up his belongings and hurried off up the road, leaving behind him a buzz of conversation.


    Rounding the corner into Windsor Gardens, Paddington gave the crowd several hard stares over his shoulder, but as he got nearer to the familiar green front door of number thirty-two a thoughtful expression came over his face.


    As he stood on the doorstep and heard the footsteps of Mrs Bird coming along the hall Paddington decided that perhaps it had been a very good morning’s work after all.


    Thinking things over he felt rather pleased at having been mistaken for a French bear – even if it had only been one who sold onions. In fact the more he thought about the matter the better pleased he became, and he felt sure that with the help of all the maps and pamphlets and Mr Gruber s books he would be able to plan some very good holiday ‘doings’ indeed for the Browns.
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    “Paddington looks unusually smart this morning,” said Mrs Bird.


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “Does he? I hope he’s not up to anything.”


    She joined Mrs Bird at the window and followed the direction of her gaze up the road to where a small figure in a blue duffle coat was hurrying along the pavement.


    Now that Mrs Bird mentioned it Paddington did seem to have an air about him. Even from a distance his fur looked remarkably neat and freshly combed, and his old hat, instead of being pulled down over his ears, was set at a very rakish angle with the brim turned up, which was most unusual. Even his old suitcase looked as if it had had some kind of polish on it.


    “He’s not even going in his usual direction,” said Mrs Brown as Paddington, having reached the end of the road, looked carefully over his shoulder and then turned right and quickly disappeared from view. “He always turns left.”


    “If you ask me,” said Mrs Bird, “that young bear’s got something on his mind. He was acting strangely at breakfast this morning. He didn’t even have a second helping and he kept peering over Mr Brown’s shoulder at the paper with a very odd look on his face.”


    “I’m not surprised he had an odd look if it was Henry’s paper,” said Mrs Brown. “I can never make head or tail of it myself.”


    Mr Brown worked in the City of London and he always read a very important newspaper at breakfast time, full of news about stocks and shares and other money matters, which the rest of the Browns found very dull.


    “All the same,” she continued, as she led the way into the kitchen, “it’s very strange. I do hope he hasn’t got one of his ideas coming on. He spent most of yesterday evening doing his accounts and that’s often a bad sign.”


    Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird were hard at work preparing for the coming holiday, and with only a few days left there were a thousand and one things to be done. If they hadn’t been quite so busy they might well have put two and two together, but as it was, the matter of Paddington’s strange behaviour was soon forgotten in the rush to get everything ready.


    Unaware of the interest he had caused, Paddington made his way along a road not far from the Portobello market until he reached an imposing building which stood slightly apart from the rest. It had tall, bronze doors which were tightly shut, and over the entrance, in large gold letters, were the words FLOYDS BANK LIMITED.


    After carefully making sure that no one was watching, Paddington withdrew a small cardboard-covered book from under his hat and then sat down on his suitcase outside the bank while he waited for the doors to open.


    Like the building the book had the words FLOYDS BANK printed on the outside, and just inside the front cover it had P. BROWN ESQ., written in ink.


    With the exception of the Browns and Mr Gruber, not many people knew about Paddington’s banking account as it was a closely kept secret. It had all started some months before when Paddington came across an advertisement in one of Mr Brown’s old newspapers which he cut out and saved. In it a very fatherly-looking man smoking a pipe, who said he was a Mr Floyd, explained how any money left with him would earn what he called ‘interest’, and that the longer he kept it the more it would be worth.


    Paddington had an eye for a bargain and having his money increase simply by leaving it somewhere had sounded like a very good bargain indeed.


    The Browns had been so pleased at the idea that Mr Brown had given him fifty pence to add to his Christmas and birthday money, and after a great deal of thought Paddington had himself added another ten pence which he’d carefully saved from his weekly bun allowance. When all these sums were added together they made a grand total of five pounds and twenty-five pence, and one day Mrs Bird had taken him along to the bank in order to open an account.


    For several days afterwards Paddington had hung about in a shop doorway opposite casting suspicious glances at anyone who went in or out. But after having been moved on by a passing policeman he’d had to let matters rest.


    Since then, although he had carefully checked the amount in his book several times, Paddington had never actually been inside the bank. Secretly he was rather overawed by all the marble and thick polished wood, so he was pleased when at long last ten o’clock began to strike on a nearby church clock and he was still the only one outside.


    As the last of the chimes died away there came the sound of bolts being withdrawn on the other side of the door, and Paddington hurried forward to peer eagerly through the letterbox.


    “’Ere, ’ere,” exclaimed the porter, as he caught sight of Paddington’s hat through the slit. “No hawkers ’ere, young feller-me-lad. This is a bank – not a workhouse. We don’t want no hobbledehoys hanging around here.”


    “Hobbledehoys?” repeated Paddington, letting go of the letterbox in his surprise.


    “That’s what I said,” grumbled the porter as he opened the door. “Breathing all over me knockers. I ’as to polish that brass, yer know.”


    “I’m not a hobbledehoy,” exclaimed Paddington, looking most offended as he waved his bank book in the air. “I’m a bear and I’ve come to see Mr Floyd about my savings.”


    “Ho, dear,” said the porter, taking a closer look at Paddington. “Beggin’ yer pardon, sir. When I saw your whiskers poking through me letterbox I mistook you for one of them bearded gentlemen of the road.”


    “That’s all right,” said Paddington sadly. “I often get mistaken.” And as the man held the door open for him he raised his hat politely and hurried into the bank.


    On several occasions in the past Mrs Bird had impressed on Paddington how wise it was to have money in the bank in case of a rainy day and how he might be glad of it one day for a special occasion. Thinking things over in bed the night before, Paddington had decided that going abroad for a holiday was very much a special occasion, and after studying the advertisement once again he had thought up a very good idea for having the best of both worlds. Like many ideas he had at night under the bedclothes though it didn’t seem quite such a good one in the cold light of day.


    Now that he was actually inside the bank, Paddington began to feel rather guilty and he wished he’d consulted Mr Gruber on the matter, for he wasn’t at all sure that Mrs Bird would approve of his taking any money out without first asking her.
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    Hurrying across to one of the cubbyholes in the counter, Paddington climbed up on his suitcase and peered over the edge. The man on the other side looked rather startled when Paddington’s hat appeared over the top and he reached nervously for a nearby alarm bell.


    “I’d like to take out all my savings for a special occasion, please,” said Paddington importantly, as he handed the man his book.


    Looking rather relieved, the man took Paddington’s book from him and then raised one eyebrow as he held it up to the light. There were a number of calculations in red ink all over the cover, not to mention blots and one or two rather messy-looking marmalade stains.


    “I’m afraid I had an accident with one of my jars under the bedclothes last night,” explained Paddington hastily as he caught the man’s eye.


    “One of your jars?” repeated the man. “Under the bedclothes?”


    “That’s right,” said Paddington. “I was working out my interest and I stepped back into it by mistake. It’s a bit difficult under the bedclothes.”


    “It must be,” said the man distastefully. “Marmalade stains indeed! And on a Floyds bank book!”


    He hadn’t been with the branch for very long, and although the manager had told him they sometimes had some very odd customers to deal with nothing had been mentioned about bears’ banking accounts.


    “What would you like me to do with it?” he asked doubtfully.


    “I’d like to leave all my interest in, please,” explained Paddington. “In case it rains.”


    “Well,” said the man in a superior tone of voice as he made some calculations on a piece of paper. “I’m afraid you won’t keep very dry on this. It only comes to ten pence.”


    “What!” exclaimed Paddington, hardly able to believe his ears. “Ten pence! I don’t think that’s very interesting.”


    “Interest isn’t the same thing as interesting,” said the man. “Not the same thing at all.”


    He tried hard to think of some way of explaining matters for he wasn’t used to dealing with bears and he had a feeling that Paddington was going to be one of his more difficult customers.


    “It’s… it’s something we give you for letting us borrow your money,” he said. “The longer you leave it in the more you get.”


    “Well, my money’s been in since just after Christmas,” exclaimed Paddington. “That’s nearly six months.”


    “Ten pence,” said the man firmly.


    Paddington watched in a daze as the man made an entry in his book and then pushed a five-pound note and some silver across the counter. “There you are,” he said briskly. “Five pounds and twenty-five pence.”


    Paddington looked suspiciously at the note and then consulted a piece of paper he held in his paw. His eyes grew larger and larger as he compared the two.


    “I think you must have made a mistake,” he exclaimed. “This isn’t my note.”


    “A mistake?” said the man stiffly. “We of Floyds never make mistakes.”


    “But it’s got a different number,” said Paddington hotly.


    “A different number?” repeated the man.


    “Yes,” said Paddington. “And it said on mine that you promised to pay bear five pounds on demand.”


    “Not bear,” said the assistant. “Bearer. It says that on all notes. Besides,” he continued, “you don’t get the same note back that you put in. I expect yours is miles away by now if it’s anywhere at all. It might even have been burnt if it was an old one. They often burn old notes when they’re worn out.”


    “Burnt?” repeated Paddington in a dazed voice. “You’ve burnt my note?”


    “I didn’t say it had been,” said the man, looking more and more confused. “I only said it might have been.”


    Paddington took a deep breath and gave the assistant a hard stare. It was one of the extra special hard ones which his Aunt Lucy had taught him and which he kept for emergencies.


    “I think I should like to see Mr Floyd,” he exclaimed.


    “Mr Floyd?” repeated the assistant. He mopped his brow nervously as he looked anxiously over Paddington’s shoulder at the queue which was already beginning to form. There were some nasty murmurings going on at the back which he didn’t like the sound of at all. “I’m afraid there isn’t a Mr Floyd,” he said.


    “We have a Mr Trimble,” he added hastily, as Paddington gave him an even harder stare. “He’s the manager. I think perhaps I’d better fetch him – he’ll know what to do.”


    Paddington stared indignantly after the retreating figure of the clerk as he made his way towards a door marked MANAGER. The more he saw of things the less he liked the look of them. Not only did his note have a different number but he had just caught sight of the dates on the coins and they were quite different to those on the ones he had left. Apart from that his own coins had been highly polished, whereas these were old and very dull.


    Paddington climbed down off his suitcase and pushed his way through the crowd with a determined expression on his face. Although he was only small, Paddington was a bear with a strong sense of right and wrong, especially when it came to money matters, and he felt it was high time he took matters into his own paws.


    After he had made his way out of the bank Paddington hurried down the road in the direction of a red kiosk. Locked away in the secret compartment of his suitcase there was a note with some special instructions Mrs Bird had written out for him in case of an emergency, together with ten pence. Thinking things over as he went along, Paddington decided it was very much a matter of an emergency – in fact he had a job to remember when he’d had a bigger one – and was glad when at long last the telephone kiosk came into view and he saw it was empty.


    “I don’t know what’s going on at the bank this morning,” said Mrs Brown as she closed the front door. “There was an enormous crowd outside when I came past.”


    “Perhaps there’s been a robbery,” said Mrs Bird. “You read of such nasty goings-on these days.”


    “I don’t think it was a robbery,” said Mrs Brown vaguely. “It was more like an emergency of some kind. The police were there and an ambulance and the fire-brigade.”
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    “H’mm!” said Mrs Bird. “Well, I hope for all our sakes it isn’t anything serious. Paddington’s got all his money there and if there has been a raid we shall never hear the last of it.”


    Mrs Bird paused as she was speaking and a thoughtful expression came over her face. “Talking of Paddington, have you seen him since he went out?” she asked.


    “No,” said Mrs Brown. “Good heavens!” she exclaimed. “You don’t think…”


    “I’ll get my hat,” said Mrs Bird. “And if Paddington’s not somewhere at the bottom of it all I’ll eat it on the way home!”
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    It took Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird some while to force their way through the crowd into the bank, and when they at last got inside their worst suspicions were realised, for there, sitting on his suitcase in the middle of a large crowd of officials was the small figure of Paddington.


    “What on earth’s going on?” cried Mrs Brown, as they pushed their way through to the front.


    Paddington looked very thankful to see the others. Things had been going from bad to worse since he’d got back to the bank.


    “I think my numbers have got mixed up by mistake, Mrs Brown,” he explained.


    “Trying to do a young bear out of his life’s savings, that’s what’s going on,” cried someone at the back.


    “Set fire to his notes, they did,” cried someone else.


    “’Undreds of pounds gone up in smoke, so they say,” called out a street trader who knew Paddington by sight and had come into the bank to see what all the fuss was about.


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “I’m sure there must be some mistake. I don’t think Floyds would ever do a thing like that on purpose.”


    “Indeed not, madam,” exclaimed the manager as he stepped forward.


    “My name’s Trimble,” he continued. “Can you vouch for this young bear?”


    “Vouch for him?” said Mrs Bird. “Why, I brought him here myself in the first place. He’s a most respectable member of the family and very law-abiding.”


    “Respectable he may be,” said a large policeman, as he licked his pencil, “but I don’t know so much about being law-abiding. Dialling 999 he was without proper cause. Calling out the police, not to mention the fire-brigade and an ambulance. It’ll all have to be gone into in the proper manner.”


    Everyone stopped talking and looked down at Paddington.


    “I was only trying to ring Mrs Bird,” said Paddington.


    “Trying to ring Mrs Bird?” repeated the policeman slowly, as he wrote it down in his notebook.


    “That’s right,” explained Paddington. “I’m afraid I got my paw stuck in number nine, and every time I tried to get it out someone asked me what I wanted so I shouted for help.”


    Mr Trimble coughed. “I think perhaps we had better go into my office,” he said. “It all sounds most complicated and it’s much quieter in there.”


    With that everyone agreed wholeheartedly. And Paddington, as he picked up his suitcase and followed the others into the manager’s office, agreed most of all. Having a banking account was quite the most complicated thing he had ever come across.


    It was some while before Paddington finally got through his explanations, but when he had finished everyone looked most relieved that the matter wasn’t more serious. Even the policeman seemed quite pleased.


    “It’s a pity there aren’t more public-spirited bears about,” he said, shaking Paddington by the paw. “If everyone called for help when they saw anything suspicious we’d have a lot less work to do in the long run.”


    After everyone else had left, Mr Trimble took Mrs Brown, Mrs Bird and Paddington on a tour of the strong-room to show them where all the money was kept, and he even gave Paddington a book of instructions so that he would know exactly what to do the next time he paid the bank a visit.


    “I do hope you won’t close your account, Mr Brown,” he said. “We of Floyds never like to feel we’re losing a valued customer. If you would like to leave your twenty-five pence with us for safe keeping, I’ll let you have a brand-new five-pound note to take away for your holidays.”


    Paddington thanked Mr Trimble very much for all his trouble and then considered the matter. “If you don’t mind,” he said at last, “I think I’d like a used one instead.”


    Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear who believed in taking any chances, and although the crisp new note in the manager’s hand looked very tempting he decided he would much prefer to have one that had been properly tested.
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    Excitement mounted in the Browns’ house during the few days that were left before the holiday. Paddington in particular was kept very busy, and he made a large number of trips between Windsor Gardens and the Portobello Road in order to consult Mr Gruber on the various problems which came up.


    They had quite a number of chats sitting together in their deck-chairs on the pavement in front of the shop and Mr Gruber had to get in an extra supply of cocoa to help out.


    The Browns began saying ‘excuse me’ to one another in French whenever they met, and Mrs Bird spent several evenings making a special label for Paddington to tie round his neck. It was a large label bound with best quality leather and it had the Browns’ address printed on it together with the words ‘Finder will be rewarded’ in several languages. Mrs Bird viewed the idea of going abroad with great suspicion and she didn’t want to run any risks.


    But at long last the great day arrived and number thirty-two Windsor Gardens was ablaze with light from a very early hour.


    Paddington was the first up for he had a lot of last-minute packing to do. He had collected a great many things during his travels and he didn’t want to leave any of them behind in case of burglars.


    Apart from his old hat – which he was wearing, and his suitcase – which he would be carrying, there was his duffle coat, a bucket and spade – which he had kept clean and highly polished ever since his last visit to the seaside, a disguise outfit, a magic set, a large jar of marmalade in case of emergencies – Mr Gruber had explained that it might be difficult to get the kind of marmalade he liked in France – the itinerary and other important papers, not to mention his leather-bound scrapbook, some ink and glue, and all the books Mr Gruber had given him, together with a Union Jack on a stick and an old tea towel of Mrs Bird’s which had a map of France printed on it and which he had rescued from the dustbin some days before.
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    Soon the rest of the household was wakened by the noise as Paddington hurried about his room doing up parcels, and shortly afterwards the sound of frying bacon and the tinkle of breakfast plates added itself to the general hubbub.


    “Goodness gracious!” exclaimed Mrs Bird, as she went upstairs to call the others for breakfast and met a large assortment of parcels coming the other way. “Whatever’s going on?”


    “It’s all right, Mrs Bird,” gasped Paddington, from behind a particularly large carrier bag. “It’s only me. I think I’ve got my magic wand stuck in the banisters.”


    “Your magic wand?” echoed Mr Brown, as he started to come down the stairs. “Good heavens! We’re only going on holiday – we’re not going to live in France!”


    Paddington looked crestfallenly at the pile of parcels as the others disentangled his wand from the banisters and helped him down the stairs. Now that Mr Brown mentioned it there did seem to be rather a lot of things.


    “Perhaps I could lock some of them in the cupboard under the stairs,” he said, amid general agreement.


    But even with several of Paddington’s parcels gone, by the time Mr Brown had finished loading the car with suitcases and beach balls, a tent, fishing-rods, and a thousand and one other things it didn’t seem possible they would get to the end of Windsor Gardens let alone reach France.


    “I thought the idea of a holiday was to have a good rest,” gasped Mrs Bird as she was wedged into the back seat alongside Jonathan and Judy. “I’m worn out already.”


    “It’s all right, Mrs Bird,” exclaimed Paddington importantly from the front seat as he consulted his ‘doings list.’ “We stop for a snack soon.”


    “We stop for a snack?” echoed Mr Brown. “But we haven’t even started yet!”


    Mrs Brown sighed as she removed Paddington’s Union Jack from her left ear. She was quite sure other families didn’t have so much bother when they went on holiday.


    But for all the grumbling it was a happy party of Browns who shortly afterwards sailed through the streets of London on their way to the coast.


    Soon they were speeding through the hop-fields and orchards of Kent, and it seemed no time at all before Mr Brown turned off the main road and drove into the airport.


    It was the first time Paddington had ever visited an airport, and although he had often seen and heard aeroplanes in the sky he had never given them much thought before. As Mr Brown brought the car to a stop and they all climbed out he looked around excitedly at all the planes standing on the runways waiting to take off.


    From where he was standing they looked much smaller than he had expected. Even through his opera-glasses they weren’t a great deal bigger, and when he heard that not only were they all about to go up in one but that Mr Brown’s car was going as well, a thoughtful expression came over his face.


    “Come along everyone,” called Mr Brown briskly, as he led the way towards the airport buildings. “We haven’t much time.”


    The Browns trooped in through the entrance door and followed Mr Brown across the hall to a desk marked RECEPTION.


    “A party of Browns for the Continent,” said Mr Brown, as he handed the girl behind the desk a pile of tickets.


    “This way, please,” said the girl, leading the way down a corridor and through yet another door marked IMMIGRATION, to where a man in a dark suit was standing.


    “Have your passports ready, please.”


    As the girl spoke, Mrs Bird stopped suddenly in her tracks and clutched Mrs Brown’s arm. “Mercy me!” she exclaimed.


    “Whatever’s the matter, Mrs Bird?” asked Mrs Brown, looking most concerned. “You’ve gone quite pale.”


    “Passports!” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “What about Paddington’s passport?”


    “Paddington’s?” echoed Mrs Brown, turning pale herself.


    The Browns looked at each other in alarm. In the general excitement of planning the holiday and filling in all the forms no one had even given a thought to the idea of Paddington needing a passport.


    “Do bears have them?” asked Mr Brown vaguely. “After all, he’s got a label.”


    “I don’t know about their having them,” replied Mrs Bird ominously. “The question is, knowing Paddington, will they give him one? After all, think of his circumstances!”


    The others fell silent as the full meaning of Mrs Bird’s remarks sank in, for Paddington’s circumstances were a trifle unusual to say the least. He had travelled by himself to England all the way from Peru as a stowaway in a lifeboat, and although he hadn’t taken up much room and had used his own marmalade, the Browns were quite sure that the owners of the boat, not to mention the customs men and all kinds of other officials, would be most upset if they ever found out.


    As if in answer to their thoughts, the man in the dark blue suit grew very stern as he listened to their conversation. “What’s all this?” he exclaimed. “Did I hear you say there’s someone here without a passport? I’m afraid we can’t have that sort of thing, you know. You can’t go abroad without a passport – it’s against the regulations. Ask him to step forward.”


    “Oh dear,” groaned Judy as the Browns looked round, only to discover that Paddington was nowhere in sight. “Wherever has he got to now?”


    “Crikey!” said Jonathan. “Trust old Paddington to disappear when he’s most wanted.”


    “What’s his name?” asked the official, taking a piece of paper and a pen.


    “Well,” said Mr Brown, “it’s Brown – Paddington Brown – in a way…”


    “In a way?” repeated the man suspiciously. “In what way?”


    “We called him that when we found him on Paddington Station,” began Mrs Brown. “He’s a bear and he comes from Darkest Peru and…” Her voice trailed away as she caught sight of the expression on the immigration man’s face.


    “A bear without a passport,” clucked the man. “And travelling under a false name. This is a serious matter.”


    But before he had time to go on and tell the Browns just how serious a matter it was the door at the far end of the corridor burst open and Paddington hurried through with an anxious expression on his face and a red-faced commissionaire hard on his paws.


    “I found ’im,” said the commissionaire, breathing heavily, “looking at some aeroplanes through these ’ere h’opera-glasses. And what’s more,” he added sternly, handing Paddington’s notebook to the immigration man,” ’e was writing down notes in this ’ere book.”


    “That’s my scrapbook,” exclaimed Paddington, looking most upset.


    “H’mm!” said the commissionaire. “I don’t know about that. There’s some funny-looking scraps if you ask me. Don’t know as I like the look of some of them at all.


    “Carrying a disguise outfit wrapped up in brown paper he was too!” he continued, placing a parcel on the counter.


    “Oh dear,” groaned Mrs Brown. “I knew he should have left it at home.”


    “If you asks me,” said the commissionaire,“’e was up to no good. ’Ighly suspicious it was.


    “Well, bear,” said the immigration man. “What have you to say?”


    Paddington took a deep breath and raised his hat. “I was only making notes for Mr Gruber,” he began.


    There was a nasty silence as something white and sticky landed with a plop on the floor. The commissionaire picked it up between thumb and forefinger and stared at it.


    “It seems to be some kind of marmalade sandwich,” said the immigration man doubtfully, as he looked up at the ceiling.


    “It is a marmalade sandwich,” explained Paddington. “I expect it fell out of my hat. I usually keep one under there when I go out in case of an emergency.”


    “I’ve never heard of anyone smuggling marmalade sandwiches before,” said the man. “I think this is a matter for the customs.”


    “And that’s not all,” said the commissionaire, as he placed Paddington’s suitcase on the counter and gave it a smart rap with his knuckles. “There’s something funny about this ’ere. It’s a lot thicker on the outside for what there is inside – if you see what I mean.”


    “Looking at aeroplanes through opera-glasses,” said the immigration man sternly, as he reached down and picked up a telephone. “Carrying a disguise outfit. Smuggling marmalade sandwiches… all this will have to be gone into.”
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    “Perhaps he’s one of them international bears,” said the commissionaire hopefully. “Probably got stuff hidden in his fur. I don’t suppose that’s real marmalade in them sandwiches if the truth be known.”


    “We shall have to examine the shreds very carefully,” said the immigration man as he replaced the telephone.


    Paddington looked at the man as if he could hardly believe his ears. “Examine my shreds!” he exclaimed hotly. “That’s some of my special marmalade from the cut-price grocer!”


    Paddington gave the man a number of hard stares from under his hat. The immigration man began fingering his collar nervously and he looked very relieved when a door opened behind him and an even more important-looking official came into the room.


    “That’s him,” said the immigration man, pointing at Paddington. “The short, furry one with the hat.”


    “There’s something funny with his circs,” said the commissionaire.


    “My circs!” exclaimed Paddington, looking more and more alarmed. “But I felt all right at breakfast this morning.”


    “He means your circumstances, dear,” said Mrs Brown, glaring at the commissionaire.


    “Now, look here…” began Mr Brown.


    “I’m sorry, sir,” said the second official firmly. “I’m afraid I must ask you to wait here while we question the young, er… gentleman.” He motioned the Browns to one side as he lifted up a flap in the counter and led the way towards his office.


    Paddington looked most upset as he picked up his suitcase and parcel and followed the man. “Oh dear,” he said, as he looked forlornly over his shoulder at the others, “I hope my circumstances are all right!”


    “Poor old Paddington,” said Jonathan as the door closed behind him.


    “He does look a bit suspicious sometimes,” said Judy. “Especially if you don’t know him.”


    Mrs Bird gripped her umbrella firmly. “If that bear is in trouble,” she exclaimed, “they’ll have me to deal with – and I don’t care who I have to go and see about it.”


    “I hope they don’t find the secret compartment in his suitcase,” said Judy. “It won’t look too good if they do.”


    “I bet they don’t,” said Jonathan. “No one’s ever seen inside Paddington’s secret compartment. It’s a jolly good one.”


    “It’s all your fault, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, turning to her husband. “It was your idea to go abroad for a holiday.”


    “I like that!” said Mr Brown indignantly. “Everyone else was keen enough at the time.”


    But even Mr Brown began to look more and more serious as the minutes ticked by and there was still no sign of Paddington.


    “You don’t think,” said Mrs Brown, voicing the thoughts of them all, “you don’t think they’d send him back to Peru, do you?”


    “Just let them try,” said Mrs Bird, glaring at the closed door. “Just let them try!”


    But by the time the door did finally open and the head official beckoned them in, the Browns, as they trooped into the office, were prepared for the worst.


    “Well,” said Mr Brown, as he settled back in his aeroplane seat and fastened the safety belt, “all’s well that ends well. But I didn’t think half an hour ago we should all be sitting here. Fancy Paddington having a passport all the time.”


    “It was in the secret compartment in my suitcase, Mr Brown,” said Paddington. “With all my other important papers.”


    “Well,” said Mrs Bird, “I must say I didn’t really think Paddington’s Aunt Lucy would have let him come all this way without one. From all I’ve heard, she sounds a very wise old bear and it would have been most unlike her.


    “Anyway,” she added, “it’s a great load off my mind to know that young bear’s circumstances are all right.”


    “But what I can’t understand, Paddington,” said Mr Brown, “is why you didn’t say you had it in the first place. It would have saved an awful lot of bother.”


    Paddington put on one of his injured expressions. “No one asked me, Mr Brown,” he said. “I thought it was my circumstances.”


    Mr Brown coughed and the others exchanged glances. Fortunately at that moment there was a loud roar from the engines and as the plane started to move along the runway the subject was hurriedly forgotten in the general excitement.


    “Now we can all look forward to a nice holiday abroad with no worries,” said Mrs Bird a few minutes later, as the plane levelled out and she began to undo her safety belt.


    And to that, the Browns, as they looked out of the cabin windows at the blue sea glinting in the sunlight far below, echoed a heartfelt, “Hear! Hear!”


    Paddington was the only one who didn’t join in for he was much too busy consulting his ‘doings list’. He had just discovered that in the excitement at the airport they had forgotten to have lunch. But he was pleased to see that on the very next page there was an entry which said:


    
      ARRIVE IN FRANCE – SNAK

    


    “And a very good idea, too,” said Mr Brown approvingly, when Paddington showed it to him. “There’s nothing like a spot of excitement over a young bear’s circumstances to make you hungry.”
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    “You wouldn’t think,” said Mrs Brown, looking hard at her husband, “that it would be possible to get lost in such a short space of time. We’ve only been in France half a day.”


    “Are you sure you don’t know where we are, Paddington?” asked Mr Brown for the umpteenth time.


    Paddington shook his head sadly. “I think we must have taken the wrong turning by mistake, Mr Brown,” he admitted.


    The Browns looked gloomily at one another. Until that moment their first day in France had been very jolly and exciting. With so many new things to see, the time had passed very quickly and Paddington in particular had been kept busy following the route with his paw and making notes as they went along.


    On the journey along the coast they had passed through a number of towns and he’d been most impressed by the sight of all the bustling traffic on the wrong side of the road and the people sitting at tables on the pavement outside cafes.


    Between the towns they had driven along miles of straight country roads lined on either side by tall poplar trees and past tiny villages full of men in blue overalls and women hurrying to and fro carrying long loaves of bread.


    Nicest of all, every now and then as they turned a corner, they’d had a glimpse of the blue sea and heard the distant roar of waves breaking on the shore.


    And then, as they crossed into Brittany, not only had the countryside gradually become much wilder, but things had started to go wrong as well.


    First the wide black road had suddenly changed into a narrow lane covered in stones. Then the lane had become a cart-track. Finally the cart-track had come to an end on a piece of common land, and as a final blow the car had punctured one of its back tyres.


    Being in charge of the itinerary, Paddington felt very upset at what had happened and he peered hard at the maps while the Browns gathered anxiously round him.


    “What was the name of the last place we went through, Paddington?” asked Mr Brown. “Perhaps that’s where we went wrong.”


    “I think it was called Gravillons, Mr Brown,” said Paddington. “But I can’t see it on any of the maps.”


    “Gravillons,” repeated Mr Brown. “That’s funny. I seem to remember seeing that written up somewhere too. Are you sure you can’t find it?” He bent over and looked at the map while Paddington examined Mrs Bird’s old tea towel hopefully.


    “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan suddenly, as he looked up from his dictionary. “No wonder you can’t find it on the map. Gravillons isn’t a place – it’s a road sign – it means ‘loose chippings’!”


    “What!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “Loose chippings!”


    “That’s where all those stones were,” said Judy. “They must have been repairing the road.”


    Mrs Bird snorted. “Gravillons indeed!” she exclaimed. “No wonder that poor bear went wrong. It’s a mercy we didn’t all end up in the sea.” Mrs Bird firmly believed that everything abroad should be written in good, plain English.


    “Oh, well,” said Mr Brown, as he folded the map. “At least we know where we’re not, even if we don’t know where we are.”


    He looked down at the pile of luggage which hid the spare wheel in the boot of the car. “Everything will have to come out so I vote we make the best of it and have a picnic while I change the wheel.”


    Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird, who had been looking forward to having a rest and a nice meal in a comfortable hotel, didn’t look very pleased at the idea, but Jonathan, Judy and Paddington were most excited. Paddington in particular thought it was a very good idea of Mr Brown’s. He liked picnics and it was a long time since he’d had one.


    “It’s a good thing I brought some food along,” said Mrs Bird, as she opened her travelling bag and began to take out an assortment of tins and packets together with a loaf of bread and some knives and forks. “I had a feeling we might need it.”


    “I tell you what,” said Mr Brown. “We’ll have a competition. You can each cook one of the courses and I’ll give a prize for the best one.


    Mr Brown was very keen on competitions. He had a vague idea that it kept people out of mischief.


    “Wizzo!” exclaimed Jonathan. “Bags we have a camp fire.”


    “I’ll collect some firewood if you like, Mr Brown,” said Paddington, waving his paw in the direction of a wood at the top of a nearby hill. “Bears are good at collecting firewood.”


    “Don’t go too far,” called Mrs Brown anxiously, as Paddington picked up his suitcase and hurried off. “We don’t want you getting lost as well.”


    But Paddington was already out of earshot. He was still feeling guilty that the Browns had lost their way and he was anxious to make amends by gathering as much firewood as possible, so he hurried up the hill as fast as his legs would carry him.


    But looking around and sniffing the air as he made his way across the springy turf, Paddington decided that perhaps being lost wasn’t quite such a bad thing after all.


    To start with there was a nice, warm smell about everything which he liked very much indeed. It was an interesting smell – not at all like the one in England, or even in Peru for that matter. It seemed to be made up of coffee and newly baked bread as well as several other things he couldn’t quite place, and for some strange reason it was getting stronger every minute.


    It wasn’t until Paddington reached the top of the hill and looked down over the other side that he discovered the reason for it, and when he did so he had to rub his eyes several times in order to make sure he wasn’t dreaming.


    For there, only a short distance away at the bottom of the hill and looking exactly like one of the pictures in Mr Brown’s pamphlets, was a cluster of houses, and beyond the houses he could see a beach and a small harbour full of boats.


    Running up from the harbour there was a narrow street which led into a square where there were a number of gaily coloured stalls laden with fruit and vegetables.


    Paddington waved his paws wildly in the Browns’ direction and called out several times but they were much too far away for him to make them hear, and so he took out his opera-glasses and sat down for a moment to consider the matter.


    As he peered through his glasses at the village a thoughtful expression gradually came over his face, and when he stood up again a few minutes later there was an excited gleam in his eyes as well. Apart from the fact that it was all very strange and definitely needed investigating, Paddington had an idea starting in the back of his mind and the more he thought about it the more anxious he became to test it out.


    As he hurried down the hill into the village and made his way towards the square which he’d seen from the top of the hill, Paddington looked around with interest. He liked new places and this one seemed particularly nice.


    On his right there was a large building with a veranda and a sign outside which said Hôtel du Centre, and on the other side of the square there was a Post Office and a butcher’s shop as well as several cafes and a grocery store.


    Best of all, next door to the hotel he spied a baker’s shop. Paddington liked bakers’ shops and this one was most interesting, for it had loaves of every shape and size in its window – long ones, short ones, fat ones, round ones – in fact, he grew quite dizzy trying to count them all.
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    After consulting Mr Gruber’s phrase-book, Paddington made his way across the square in the direction of the shop. In the past he had often found bakers were most understanding as far as bears’ problems were concerned – Mr Gruber always said it was something to do with their sharing an interest in buns – but whatever the reason, Paddington decided he couldn’t do better than pay the owner a visit and seek his advice about the surprise he had in mind for the Browns.


    “Paddington’s being very mysterious all of a sudden,” said Mr Brown, some while later.


    “If you ask me,” said Mrs Bird, “that bear’s got something up his paw. He was gone a very long time when he went for the firewood and he’s had a funny look on his face ever since.”


    The Browns were in the middle of their meal and there was a slight hold-up while Paddington prepared his contribution.


    Jonathan and Judy had already made some soup in Mr Brown’s billy-can, and Mrs Bird had followed that with a special salad which everyone had enjoyed enormously.


    There had been rather a long pause when it came to Paddington’s turn and the Browns were beginning to get impatient. Paddington had explained that it was a very secret dish and so they’d had to turn their backs on the camp-fire and promise not to look while he cooked it.


    There seemed to be a lot of stirring and clanking going on behind them, not to mention some very heavy breathing, but the smell which waited on the breeze was certainly making their mouths water and they were all looking forward to discovering what was his secret dish.


    Mrs Brown cheated and stole an anxious glance over her shoulder to where Paddington was bending over his saucepan. He had a large recipe book in one paw and he appeared to be poking something cautiously with a stick while he sniffed it.


    “I hope he doesn’t set light to his whiskers,” she said. “He’s awfully near the flames.”


    “It doesn’t smell like burning whiskers,” said Mr Brown. “In fact I must say it smells rather good. I wonder what it is?”


    “Perhaps it’s something he found in his suitcase,” replied Mrs Bird.


    Mr Brown looked slightly less enthusiastic at Mrs Bird’s remark. “Something he found in his suitcase,” he repeated.


    “Well, I can’t think what else it can be,” said Mrs Bird. “I haven’t given him anything to cook and we haven’t stopped near a shop.”


    “I bet it’s got marmalade in it,” said Jonathan. “Paddington’s things always have marmalade.”
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    Fortunately for everyone’s peace of mind, before they had time to think too much about it Paddington stood up and announced that everything was ready and they could all turn round.


    Mrs Brown looked suspiciously at Paddington as they gathered round the saucepan. There were one or two gravy splashes sticking to his whiskers and something which looked remarkably like flour, but otherwise everything seemed quite normal.


    Paddington looked most important as the Browns queued up with their plates. “It’s a special French recipe,” he explained as he served them all with generous helpings. “I found it in Mr Gruber’s cookery book.”


    He listened with pleasure to the gasps of delight from the others as they tasted his dish. Although he’d had several goes on Mrs Bird’s stove at one time and another it was the first time he had ever cooked anything over a camp-fire – especially anything quite so complicated as a French recipe – and although he had followed the instructions most carefully he was anxious in case he’d done something wrong. But first one and then another of the Browns congratulated him, and even Mrs Bird was full of praise.


    “I don’t know what it is,” she said, “but I couldn’t have done better myself!” Which, from Mrs Bird, was high praise indeed.


    “Delicious,” said Mr Brown. “Very meaty and done to a turn.”


    “In fact,” he continued, as he held out his plate for a second helping, “I don’t know when I’ve tasted anything quite so nice before.


    “Most unusual,” he went on, as he wiped his plate clean with a piece of bread and looked hopefully at the saucepan once again. “What was it called, Paddington?”


    “They’re called esca… esca… something, Mr Brown,” said Paddington, consulting his cookery book. “Escargots.”


    “Escargots?” repeated Mr Brown, dabbing at his moustache. “Very nice too. We must get some of those when we’re back in England, Mary…” His voice trailed away as he looked at his wife. Mrs Brown’s face seemed to have gone a rather odd shade of green.


    “Is anything the matter?” he asked, looking most concerned. “You look quite ill.”


    “Henry!” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “Don’t you know what escargots are?”


    “Er… no,” said Mr Brown. “Sounds familiar but I can’t say that I do. Why?”


    “They’re snails,” said Mrs Brown.


    “What!” exclaimed Mr Brown. “Snails? Did you say snails?”


    “Crikey!” groaned Jonathan. “Snails.”


    “But where on earth did you get them, Paddington?” asked Mr Brown, voicing all their thoughts.


    “Oh, they didn’t cost very much, Mr Brown,” said Paddington hurriedly, misunderstanding the look of alarm on everyone’s face. “The man in the shop let me have them cheap because the shells were cracked. I think they were a very good bargain.”


    Much to Paddington’s surprise his remark was greeted by renewed groans from the Browns, and he looked most upset at the sight of them all rolling on the grass holding their stomachs.


    “To think I had a second helping,” said Mr Brown. “I’m sure I’ve been poisoned. There’s a funny thumping noise in my head.”


    “Did you say the man in the shop?” asked Mrs Bird suddenly.


    “That’s a point,” said Mr Brown as he sat up. “What shop?”


    Paddington thought for a moment. He had been hoping to save his news of the village until after the meal as a special surprise for the Browns and he was most disappointed at the thought of having to tell them straight away, but before he had time to answer, Mrs Bird suddenly began waving her sunshade in the air and pointing in the direction of the hill.


    “Gracious me!” she exclaimed. “What on earth’s going on over there?”


    “Good heavens! No wonder I had a thumping noise in my head,” said Mr Brown, as he followed the direction of Mrs Bird’s sunshade to where an enormous tractor was coming over the brow of the hill, followed by a long line of people. “It looks like a procession of some kind.”


    The Browns watched in fascination as the crowd drew nearer and nearer and finally came to a halt in front of them. The leader, a fat, jolly-looking man in white overalls and a tall chef’s hat, bowed low in Paddington’s direction.


    “Ah, Monsieur le Bear,” he exclaimed, beaming all over his face as he held out his hand. “We meet again!”


    “Hallo, Mr Dupont,” cried Paddington, hurriedly wiping the gravy stains off his paw before offering it.


    “Would someone mind pinching me?” said Mr Brown, as he looked at the others. “I think I must be dreaming.”


    “Welcome to St Castille,” said Monsieur Dupont, as he advanced on Mr Brown. “Please, we have come to see the stage-coach which has lost its wheel. Monsieur le Bear has already explained to us all about the matter and we are most anxious to help.”


    “The stage-coach?” repeated Mr Brown, looking more and more mystified. “What stage-coach?”


    Paddington took a deep breath. “I think perhaps I must have got my phrases mixed up by mistake, Mr Brown,” he said. “There wasn’t a chapter on motor cars having a puncture so I used the one on stage-coaches instead.”


    It was all a bit difficult to explain, and Paddington wasn’t quite sure where to start first.


    “I think,” said Mr Brown, turning to Monsieur Dupont, the baker, “we had better sit down. I have a feeling this may take rather a long time.”


    “You know,” said Mr Brown much later that evening as they sat outside the hotel in Paddington’s village taking a nightcap before going to bed, “I’ll say this for Paddington, things may get complicated now and then but they have a habit of turning out right in the end.”


    “Bears always fall on their feet,” said Mrs Bird darkly. “I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again.”


    “I vote we stay here,” said Mr Brown. “It wasn’t on the itinerary, but I don’t think we could find anything nicer.”


    “Hear, hear!” said Mrs Bird.


    After all the excitement of the afternoon everything seemed particularly quiet and peaceful. The stars were shining in a cloudless sky, the sound of jolly music from a nearby cafe filled the air, and at the end of the street leading down to the harbour they could see the lights from the fishing boats as they bobbed up and down in the water.
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    In fact, apart from the music, the only sound to disturb the night air was the steady scratching of the old nib on Paddington’s pen and the occasional sigh as he dipped a paw into his marmalade jar.


    When the Browns had discovered where Paddington bought his snails they had suddenly felt much better. It was a most respectable-looking shop and Monsieur Dupont assured them it was noted for its snails, so by popular vote Paddington had been given the prize for the best dish of the day.


    After a great deal of thought and peering in shop windows he had used the money in order to buy some stamps and two picture postcards, one for his aunt Lucy in Peru and one for Mr Gruber.


    They were big postcards – two of the biggest he had ever seen. Apart from having a space on which to write, they each had eleven different pictures on the front which showed scenes of the village and the surrounding countryside. One of the pictures showed Monsieur Dupont’s bakery and by looking at it very hard Paddington could see some buns in the window which he thought Mr Gruber would find very interesting.


    There was even a picture of the hotel, and he carefully drew a large cross against one of the windows and wrote the words MY ROOM at the side.


    Looking at the cards, Paddington decided they were very good value indeed and he felt sure his Aunt Lucy would be most surprised to get one all the way from France.


    All the same, there had been so many happenings that day, and some of them were so difficult to explain, he felt it was going to be a job getting them all in – even on a bargain-size postcard.
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    The Browns, soon settled down in the village and in no time at all it seemed as if they had always lived there. The news that a young English bear gentleman was staying at the hotel quickly spread, and Paddington was soon a popular figure in the streets, especially before going down to the beach.


    He paid a visit to his new friend, Monsieur Dupont, most days. Monsieur Dupont spoke very good English and they had several chats together on the subject of buns. Monsieur Dupont not only showed Paddington round his ovens but he also promised to bake some special English buns for his elevenses into the bargain.


    “After all,” he explained, “it is not every day we have a bear staying in St Castille.” And he put a notice in his shop window saying that in future special buns made to the recipe of a young English bear of quality would be on sale.


    There were so many new and interesting things to see and do that Paddington had to sit up late in bed several nights running in order to write everything in his scrapbook while it was still fresh in his mind.


    One morning he was wakened early by the sound of shouting and banging outside the hotel, and when he looked out of the window he discovered to his astonishment that a great change had come over the village.


    It was always busy, with people hurrying to and fro about their daily tasks, but on this particular morning it seemed to be twice as busy as usual. Even the people were dressed in quite a different way. Instead of their blue overalls and red jerseys the fishermen all had on their best suits, and the women and girls were wearing dresses covered in stiff white lace with tall lace hats to match.
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    Nearly all the fruit and vegetable stalls had gone and their place had been taken by other stalls decorated with coloured flags and striped awnings, and laden with boxes of sweets and row upon row of wax candles.


    It was all most unusual, and after a quick wash Paddington hurried downstairs to investigate the matter.


    Madame Penet, the owner of the hotel, was at her desk in the entrance hall when Paddington entered and she looked at him rather doubtfully when he consulted his phrase-book. Madame Penet’s English was no better than Paddington’s French and things always seemed to go wrong when they tried to talk to each other.


    “It is,” she began, in reply to his question, “’ow do you say?… a pardon.”


    “That’s all right,” said Paddington politely. “I only wondered what was happening. It looks very interesting.”


    Madame Penet nodded. “That is right,” she said. “It is, ’ow do you say?… a pardon.”


    Paddington gave Madame Penet a hard stare as he backed away. Although he was a polite bear he was beginning to get a bit fed up with raising his hat and saying ‘pardon’ in return, and so he hurried outside and across the square in order to consult Monsieur Dupont on the subject.


    To his surprise when he entered the shop he made an even more startling discovery, for in place of the white smock and hat which he usually wore, Monsieur Dupont had on a very smart dark blue uniform covered in gold braid.


    Monsieur Dupont laughed when he saw the expression on Paddington’s face. “It is all to do with the pardon, Monsieur le Bear,” he said.


    And he went on to explain that in France pardon was the name given to a very special festival, and that in Brittany in particular there were pardons for many different reasons. There were pardons for fishermen and farmers, and there was even a pardon for the birds, not to mention horses and cattle.


    “In the morning,” said Monsieur Dupont, “there is always a procession, when everyone goes to church, and afterwards there is much celebration.


    “This year,” he went on, “we have a Fair and a firework display. Why, there is even a parade of the village band!”


    Monsieur Dupont drew himself up to his full height. “That is why I am in uniform, Monsieur le Bear,” he exclaimed proudly. “For I am the leader of the band!”


    Paddington looked most impressed as he listened to Monsieur Dupont, and after thanking him for all his trouble he hurried back to the hotel in order to tell the others.


    Most days the Browns went down to the beach, but when they heard Paddington’s news they quickly changed their plans. After a hurried breakfast they joined the rest of the villagers in going to church, and that afternoon, by popular vote, they made their way towards a field just outside the village where the Fair was taking place.


    Paddington stood in a trance as he gazed at the sight which met his eyes. It was the first time he had been to a Fair and he didn’t remember ever having seen or heard anything quite like it before.


    There were huge wheels soaring up into the sky. There were gaily-painted swings and slides. There were roundabouts carrying dozens of shrieking, laughing people round and round as they clung to wooden horses painted all the colours of the rainbow. There were coconut-shies and side-shows. Everywhere there were coloured lights flashing on and off, and in the centre of it all there was a huge organ playing jolly music as it let out clouds of steam. In fact there were so many things crammed into such a small space it was difficult to decide what to do first.


    In the end, after testing the slides and swings a number of times, Paddington turned his attention to one of the roundabouts, and when he discovered that bears under sixteen were allowed on for half-price on pardon days he had several more goes for good measure.
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    It was when he came off the roundabout for the last time and stood watching Mr Brown, Jonathan and Judy while they had a go, that he suddenly spied for the first time a most interesting-looking small striped tent which stood slightly apart from the rest of the Fair. There were several notices pinned to the outside, most of them printed in foreign languages, but there was one written in English which caught his eye at once and he read it carefully. It said:


    
      MADAME ZAZA


      


      International Fortune Teller


      


      PALMS READ


      


      CRYSTAL-GAZING


      


      SATISFACTION GUARANTEED

    


    Pasted across the bottom was a smaller notice which had the words ENGLISH SPOKEN printed in red.


    Mrs Brown followed Paddington’s gaze as he lifted up the tent flap and peered inside. “It says she reads palms,” she remarked doubtfully, “but I should be careful – paws might be more expensive.”


    Mrs Brown wasn’t at all sure it would be a good thing for Paddington to have his fortune told – he got into enough trouble as it was without looking into the future. But before she had time to make him change his mind the tent flap had closed behind him. Paddington had never before heard of anyone having their paw read and he was anxious to investigate the matter.


    After the strong sunlight it was dark inside the tent, and as he groped his way forward he had to blink several times before he could make out a shadowy figure sitting behind a small, velvet-covered table.


    Madame Zaza had her eyes closed and she was breathing heavily. After waiting impatiently for a few moments Paddington gave her a poke with his paw and then raised his hat.


    “Please,” he announced, “I’ve come to have my paw read.”


    Madame Zaza jumped. “Comment!” she exclaimed hoarsely.


    “Come on?” said Paddington, looking puzzled. There was hardly space inside the tent for the two of them, let alone room to go anywhere, so he tried climbing on the table as he explained once again what he had come for.


    “Mind my crystal ball,” cried Madame Zaza, breaking into English as the table rocked. “They’re very expensive.


    “I didn’t realise you were a foreigner,” she continued. “Otherwise I would have spoken to you in your own language.”


    “A foreigner!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “I’m not a foreigner. I’ve come from England.”


    “You’re a foreigner when you’re in another country,” said Madame Zaza sternly. “And ‘comment’ doesn’t mean you’re supposed to climb all over my table!”


    Paddington sighed as he climbed down off the table. He didn’t think much of French as a language. Everything seemed to have the opposite meaning to the one he was used to.


    “Anyway, I don’t usually do bears,” said Madame Zaza cautiously. “But as you’re on holiday, if you would like to cross my palm with silver I’ll see what I can do to oblige.”


    Paddington undid his suitcase and, taking out ten pence, passed it over Madame Zaza’s outstretched hand before quickly putting it away again. Having his paw read was much cheaper than he had expected.


    Madame Zaza gave Paddington a startled look. “You’re supposed to stop half-way and drop it in,” she exclaimed.


    Paddington gave Madame Zaza one of his special hard stares in return before he undid his suitcase once again and handed back the ten pence.


    “I don’t usually take foreign coins either,” said Madame Zaza, biting the ten pence to make sure it was good, “but it seems to be all right. Let me see your paw. I’ll read the lines on that first.”


    As Paddington held out his paw, Madame Zaza took it in her hand. After staring at it disbelievingly for a moment she rubbed her eyes and then took a magnifying glass out of her pocket.


    “You seem to have a very long life-line,” she said, “even for a bear. I’ve never seen such a thick one before, and it runs the whole length of your paw.”


    Paddington followed her gaze with interest. “I don’t think it is a life-line,” he said. “I think it’s an old marmalade chunk.”


    “An old marmalade chunk?” repeated Madame Zaza in a dazed voice.


    “That’s right,” said Paddington. “It got stuck on at breakfast and I must have forgotten to wash it off.”


    Madame Zaza passed a trembling hand across her brow. It seemed to be getting very hot inside the tent. “Well,” she said, “I certainly can’t read your paw if it’s covered in old marmalade peel. I’m afraid you’ll have to pay extra and have the crystal ball.”


    Paddington looked at her suspiciously as he withdrew another ten pence from his case. He was beginning to wish he hadn’t thought of having his fortune told.


    Madame Zaza snatched the money from him and then drew the crystal ball towards her. “First you must tell me when your birthday is,” she said.


    “June and December,” replied Paddington.


    “June and December?” repeated Madame Zaza. “But you can’t have two birthdays. Nobody has more than one.”


    “Bears do,” said Paddington firmly. “Bears always have two birthdays.”


    “Then that makes it more difficult,” said Madame Zaza. “And I certainly can’t guarantee results.”


    She waved her hands through the air several times and then stared hard at the ball. “It says you are going on a journey,” she began, in a strange, distant voice, “quite soon!” She looked up at Paddington and added hopefully, “I think you ought to start right away.”


    “I’m going on a journey?” exclaimed Paddington, looking most surprised. “But I’ve only just been on one. I’ve come all the way from Windsor Gardens! Does it say where I’m going?”


    Madame Zaza consulted her glass once more, and as she did so, a crafty look came over her face. “No,” she said, “but wherever it is things will certainly go off with a bang!”


    Madame Zaza had remembered the firework display that was due to take place that evening, and it seemed a very good answer to Paddington’s question. But as she gazed at her crystal ball a puzzled look gradually came over her face. After breathing on the glass she gave it a polish with the end of her shawl. “I don’t remember this ever happening before,” she exclaimed excitedly. “I can see another bear!”


    “I don’t think it’s another one,” said Paddington, as he stood on his suitcase and peered over Madame Zaza’s shoulder. “I think it’s me. But I can’t see anything else.”


    Madame Zaza hastily covered the crystal ball with her shawl. “It’s fading,” she said crossly. “I think my palm needs crossing again.”


    “Again?” said Paddington suspiciously. “But it’s only just been crossed!”


    “Again,” said Madame Zaza firmly. “Ten pence doesn’t last very long.”


    Paddington looked very disappointed as he backed away from Madame Zaza, and he hurriedly dropped the tent flap before she could ask for any more money.


    The Browns were standing by the roundabout chatting with Monsieur Dupont when Paddington came out of the tent, and they looked up inquiringly as he hurried across to join them.


    “Well, dear?” asked Mrs Brown. “How did you get on?”


    “Not very well, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington sadly. “It wasn’t very good value. I think my lines must have been crossed.”


    Monsieur Dupont raised his hands in sympathy. “Ah, Monsieur le Bear,” he exclaimed. “If only our troubles could be solved by looking into a crystal ball life would be very simple. I, too, would like to see into the future!”


    Monsieur Dupont had a very worried look on his face and he had just been explaining to the Browns all about a problem which had to do with the celebrations that evening.


    “Once a year,” he said, as he repeated the story for Paddington’s benefit, “we have a parade of the village band and tonight, of all nights, the man who plays the big drum has been taken ill!”


    “What a shame,” said Mrs Brown. “It must be very disappointing.”


    “Can’t you find anyone else?” asked Mr Brown.


    Monsieur Dupont shook his head sadly. “They are all much too busy enjoying themselves at the Fair,” he said. “And already we are late for rehearsals.”


    As he listened to the others talking Paddingtons eyes got larger and larger, and several times he looked over his shoulder at Madame Zaza’s tent as if he could hardly believe his ears.


    “Perhaps I could help, Mr Dupont,” he said excitedly when the baker had finished talking.


    “You, Monsieur le Bear?” said Monsieur Dupont, looking most surprised. “But what could you do?”


    Everyone listened with growing astonishment as Paddington explained about his ‘fortune’ and how Madame Zaza had said he would be going on a journey and that everything would go off with a bang.


    When he had finished, Monsieur Dupont stroked his chin thoughtfully. “It is certainly most strange,” he said. “It is extraordinaire!”


    Monsieur Dupont grew more and more enthusiastic as he considered the matter. “I have never before heard of a bear playing in a band,” he said. “It would be a great attraction.”


    The Browns exchanged glances. “I’m sure it’s a very great honour,” said Mrs Brown doubtfully. “But is it wise?”


    “What is a band,” cried Monsieur Dupont, waving his arms dramatically in the air, “without someone at the back who can go boum, boum, boum?” The Browns were silent. There didn’t seem to be any answers to Monsieur Dupont’s question.


    “Oh, well,” said Mr Brown. “It’s your band!”


    “In that case,” said Monsieur Dupont briskly, “the matter is settled.”


    The Browns watched anxiously as Monsieur Dupont and Paddington hurried off to start their rehearsals. The idea of Paddington becoming a member of the village band gave rise to thoughts of all sorts of awful possibilities.


    But as the afternoon wore on, despite their first misgivings, they became quite excited at the idea and by the time night fell and they settled themselves on the hotel balcony in readiness for the grand march past, even Mr Brown kept repeating how much he was looking forward to it all.


    In the distance they could hear the musicians tuning up their instruments, and several times there was a loud bang as Paddington tested his drum for the last time.


    “I only hope he doesn’t make a mistake and ruin everything,” said Mrs Brown. “He’s not really very musical.”


    “If some of the banging that goes on at home is anything to go by,” said Mrs Bird, looking up from her knitting, “there’s nothing to worry about!”


    Suddenly, after a short pause, there was a great flurry of sound and a cheer went up from the waiting villagers as the band, led by Monsieur Dupont, entered the square to the tune of a rousing march.


    Monsieur Dupont himself looked very impressive as he threw his stick in the air with a flourish and caught it with one hand as it came down, but the biggest cheer of all was reserved for Paddington as he came into view behind a very large drum. The news that the young English bear gentleman had stepped in at the last moment to save the day had quickly gone the rounds and a large crowd had turned out to witness the event.
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    Paddington felt most important when he heard the applause, and he waved his paws several times in acknowledgement in between hitting the drum, reserving a special wave for the Browns as he passed the hotel.


    “Well,” said Mrs Bird proudly, as the band disappeared from view up the street, “that bear may only be bringing up the rear, but I thought he was better than all the rest put together!”


    “I’ve managed to get some pictures,” said Mr Brown, lowering his camera, “but I’m afraid they’re only back views.”


    “You’ll be able to get some front ones in a minute, Dad,” said Jonathan. “I think they’re on their way back.”


    Mr Brown hurriedly reloaded his camera as the sound of the music got louder again. Having finished off the first tune with a series of loud crashes, the band had broken into another march and was heading back towards the square.


    “Paddington doesn’t seem quite so loud now,” said Mrs Brown as they settled back in their seats. “I hope he isn’t having trouble with his sticks.”


    “Perhaps his paws are getting tired,” said Judy.


    “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan, jumping up as the band came into view again. “He isn’t with them any more.”


    “What’s that?” exclaimed Mr Brown, lowering his camera. “Not there! But he must be.”


    The Browns peered anxiously over the edge of the balcony, and even Monsieur Dupont glanced over his shoulder several times before he brought the band to a halt in the middle of the square, but Paddington was nowhere to be seen.


    “That’s funny,” said Mr Brown, cupping a hand to his ear as the music stopped. “I can still hear something.”


    The others listened intently. The sound Mr Brown had heard seemed to be coming from the far side of the village. It was getting fainter and fainter all the time, but it was definitely that of a drum.
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    “Crumbs! I bet that’s Paddington,” said Judy. “He must have carried straight on by mistake when the others turned back.”


    “We’d better go after him, then,” said Mr Brown urgently. “There’s no knowing where he might end up.”


    The Browns began to look worried as the full meaning of the situation sank in. Even Paddington himself, had he been in a position to see what was going on, would have agreed that things looked rather bleak, but as it was he plodded on his way blissfully unaware of the turn of events.


    All in all, what with the Fair and the band rehearsal he had spent a most enjoyable day, but now that the first excitement of the march past was over he was beginning to wish it would soon come to an end.


    To start with, the drum was much too large and heavy for his liking, and having short legs made it difficult to keep in step.
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    The drum was strapped to his front, and during rehearsals he had been able to rest it on his suitcase, but now he was on the march it was much higher and he couldn’t even begin to see over the top. Apart from having no idea where he was, it was getting very hot inside his duffle coat and the jogging had made the hood fall over his ears so that he couldn’t hear the other musicians.


    Monsieur Dupont had taken great pains to explain how important an instrument the drum was and that even when the band stopped playing it still had to be banged so that the others could keep in step, but as far as Paddington could make out, for the past five minutes it had been all drum and no band and he was beginning to get a bit fed up.


    The farther along the road he went the heavier it became and, to add to his troubles, as his knees began to sag under the weight, the duffle coat hood fell completely over his head and stayed there.


    Just as he was trying to make up his mind whether or not to call out for help, matters were suddenly decided for him. One moment he was plodding along the road, the next moment his foot met nothing but air. In fact, he hardly had time to let out a gasp of surprise before everything seemed to turn upside down, and before he knew where he was he found himself lying on his back with what seemed like a ton weight on top of him.


    Paddington lay where he was for some moments gasping for breath before he cautiously pulled back his duffle coat hood and peered out. To his surprise, neither Monsieur Dupont nor the rest of the band were anywhere in sight. In fact, the only things he could see at all were the moon and the stars in the sky above him. Worse still, when he tried to get up again he found he couldn’t, for the drum was resting on his stomach and try as he might he couldn’t move it.


    Paddington let out a deep sigh as he lay back in the road. “Oh dear!” he said, addressing the world in general. “I’m in trouble again!”


    “What a good thing you kept on banging the drum,” said Mrs Brown thankfully. “You might have stayed there all night.”


    It was some while later and everyone had gathered in the hotel lounge in order to hear Paddington’s explanations of the evening’s events and how he had come to be rescued. Monsieur Dupont in particular was very relieved to see Paddington again for he felt responsible for the whole affair.


    “I think I must have put my paw in a pothole by mistake, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington. “Then I couldn’t get up again because the drum was on top of me.”


    Mrs Brown wanted to ask Paddington why he hadn’t tried undoing the straps, but she tactfully kept silent. As it was, far too many people were talking at once and quite a crowd had collected in order to congratulate Paddington and Monsieur Dupont on their march past.


    In any case Paddington was much too busy with his own problems and from a distance he looked as if he was trying to turn himself inside out.


    “It’s all right, Mrs Brown,” he said hurriedly, when he saw her look of concern. “I was only testing the lines on my paw.”


    “Well, I hope you found something interesting after all that,” said Mrs Bird. “It looked most uncomfortable.”


    “I’m not sure,” said Paddington hopefully, “but it looked like a firework!”


    “H’mm!” said Mrs Bird darkly as a sudden ‘woosh’ came from outside and the first rocket of the evening lit up the sky. “It sounds suspiciously like a bear’s wishful thinking to me!”


    But her words fell on deaf ears for Paddington had already disappeared outside, closely followed by Jonathan and Judy, with Mr Brown and Monsieur Dupont bringing up the rear.
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    Paddington liked fireworks and now that he had recovered from his adventure with the drum he was looking forward to the evening display. Judging by the noise going on in the square outside the hotel, he had a feeling French fireworks might be very good value indeed and he didn’t want to miss a single moment of the fun.
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    “How about a spot of fishing today?” asked Mr Brown at breakfast one morning.


    Mr Brown’s query was greeted in various ways by the other members of the family. Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged anxious glances, Jonathan and Judy let out whoops of delight, while Paddington nearly fell off his seat with excitement.


    “What are we going to fish for?” asked Mrs Brown, hoping her husband might suggest something safe near the seashore.


    “Mackerel,” said Mr Brown vaguely. “Or we might even try for some sardines. Anyway, all those in favour raise their right hand.”


    Mr Brown looked pleased at the response to his idea. “That’s four to two in favour,” he said.


    “It’s two all,” said Mrs Bird sternly. “Bears who raise both their paws at the same time are disqualified.”


    “Well, I haven’t voted yet,” said Mr Brown, putting up his own hand, “so that’s still three to two.


    “There’s a nice little island just outside the bay,” he continued. “We can sail out there and make it our base.”


    “Did you say sail out there, Henry?” asked Mrs Brown nervously.


    “That’s right,” said Mr Brown. “I met Admiral Grundy just before breakfast and he’s invited us out for the day.”


    Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird began to look even less enthusiastic at Mr Brown’s last remark, and even Paddington’s whiskers drooped noticeably into his roll and marmalade.


    Admiral Grundy was a retired English naval officer who lived in a house called the Crow’s Nest on the cliffs just outside the village. The Browns had met him on one or two occasions and he had a voice like a rusty fog-horn which always made them rather nervous.


    The first time he had bellowed at them so loudly from the top of the cliff that Mrs Brown had been quite worried in case there was a fall of rock, and Paddington had dropped an ice-cream cone into the sea in his fright.


    “Been watchin’ you for the last three days through me telescope,” he’d roared at Mr Brown. “Knew by your shorts you must be English. Though I saw a bear gallivantin’ about on the beach. Couldn’t believe me eyes!


    “I think his bark’s worse than his bite,” said Mr Brown. “And he seems very keen on our going out with him. I don’t suppose he sees many English people now he’s retired.”


    “H’mm!” said Mrs Bird mysteriously. “I can see we’ve got some preparations to make.” And with that she left the table and disappeared upstairs only to return a few minutes later armed with a small parcel which she handed to Paddington.


    “Something told me we might be going sailing,” she said. “Sea-water makes bears’ fur sticky, so I made a sea-going outfit before we left out of one of Jonathan’s old cycling capes.”


    Paddington gasped with astonishment when he untied the parcel and saw what was inside, and everyone stood round admiring while he donned a pair of oilskin leggings, a jacket and a sou’wester.


    “Thank you very much, Mrs Bird,” he said gratefully, as he made some final adjustments to his braces.


    “That settles it,” said Mr Brown. “We shall simply have to go sailing now!”


    After they had collected their belongings the Browns made their way down the winding cobbled street leading to the harbour and Paddington followed them in a daze. To have one surprise was a nice way to start any day, but to be told he was going sailing and to have a new outfit at the same time was doubly exciting.


    Paddington was very keen on boats and harbours, and he liked the one at St Castille in particular for it was quite different to anything he had ever seen before in his travels. For one thing the fishermen used most unusual light blue nets which looked very jolly when they were hung out to dry. And even the men themselves were different, for instead of wearing dark blue jerseys and rubber boots like most fishermen, they had red jackets and wooden clogs called ‘sabots’.


    Paddington had spent a lot of his time sitting on the quayside with the Browns watching the activities in the harbour as the sardine boats came and went, and he was looking forward to the day’s outing.


    Admiral Grundy was already on board his yacht when the Browns arrived, and as they rounded the corner he gave a start and then fixed Paddington with a steely look from beneath his bushy eyebrows.


    “Shiver me timbers!” he exploded. “What’s this? Expectin’ a gale?”


    “Shiver your timbers, Mr Grundy?” exclaimed Paddington with interest. He peered hard at the Admiral’s boat but it appeared to be all in one piece and the planks seemed well stuck together.


    “I think he’s surprised at your oilskins,” whispered Judy, as the Admiral looked up at the sun and then back at Paddington.


    “My oilskins?” said Paddington hotly, giving the Admiral a hard stare back. “They’re some of Mrs Bird’s specials!”


    Recovering himself, the Admiral held out his hand gallantly to Mrs Bird. “Welcome aboard, ma’am,” he exclaimed. “Hope I haven’t offended you. Come along now. Women and bears first.”


    “You can go up for’ard, bear,” he said as Paddington clambered aboard. “Keep a sharp look-out – and listen for me instructions.”


    After touching the brim of his sou’wester with his paw, Paddington hurried along the deck until he reached the front of the boat. He wasn’t quite sure what he was supposed to look out for but he felt very pleased he’d brought his opera-glasses along and he spent several moments peering through them at the horizon.


    Although he didn’t want to offend Mrs Bird after all the trouble she had taken, he was beginning to wish he’d taken Admiral Grundy’s advice and kept his sailing outfit until a storm blew up. Apart from the fact that it was a hot day, his braces kept slipping off his shoulders and he had to hold his trousers up with one paw, which made keeping a lookout very difficult.


    He was suddenly startled out of his daydreams by a roar from the back of the yacht.


    “Stand by for’ard!” bellowed the admiral as he inspected his ship.


    “Watch the burgee,” he shouted, pointing to a small triangular flag which flew at the mast-head. “Tells you which way the wind’s blowin’,” he explained to Mrs Bird, who was sheltering in the stern beneath her sunshade. “Most important!


    “Get ready to splice the mainbrace down below,” he called to Mr Brown, who was somewhere in the cabin. “Stand by to cast off up for’ard, bear!”


    From his position in the front of the Admiral’s yacht, Paddington was getting more and more confused by all the shouting. Setting sail was much more complicated than he had imagined.


    First of all he thought the Admiral had said something about watching a birdy, but the only birds he could see were sea-gulls and most of those seemed to be asleep.


    Then the Admiral had bellowed something about splicing his braces.


    Paddington was most surprised by the last order for although his trousers were getting lower and lower, he hadn’t realised anyone else had noticed and he hastily picked up a coil of rope and began tying it round his middle to be on the safe side.


    “Stand by!” bellowed the Admiral. “I’m goin’ to haul up me mainsail.


    “Nothin’ like a good sailin’ craft,” he continued with satisfaction as he pulled away at the rope. “Can’t stand engines meself.”


    “I must say it’s a lovely sight,” began Mrs Brown as the large white sail billowed out in the breeze. She broke off and stared at the Admiral. “Is anything the matter?” she asked.


    “Where’s that young bear feller of yours got to?” exploded the Admiral. “Don’t tell me he’s fallen overboard!”


    “Good gracious!” exclaimed Mrs Bird anxiously. “Where on earth can he have got to?”


    The Browns looked over the side into the water but there was neither sight nor sound of Paddington.


    “Can’t see any bubbles,” said the Admiral. “And as for hearin’ anything – couldn’t hear a ship’s siren with all that jabberin’ goin’ on ashore – let alone a bear’s cries!”


    The Browns looked up. Now that the Admiral mentioned it, there did seem to be a lot of noise going on. Quite a number of the fishermen on the quay were waving their arms and several were pointing up at the sky.


    “Good grief!” exploded the Admiral as he stood up and shaded his eyes against the sun. “He’s up aloft. Got himself hoisted to me mainmast!”


    “I was only splicing my braces,” gasped Paddington, looking most offended as he was lowered back down on to the deck. “I was having trouble with my oilskins and I think I must have picked up the wrong rope by mistake.”


    “I think,” said Mrs Bird, quickly pouring oil on troubled waters before the Admiral had time to speak, “you’d better sit in the back with me out of harm’s way.”


    Already quite a large crowd had collected on the quayside and she didn’t like the look on the Admiral’s face. It seemed to have gone a rather nasty shade of purple.


    Paddington dusted himself down and then settled thankfully in the seat alongside Mrs Bird while order was restored and the Admiral once more made ready to sail.


    Within a matter of moments everything was ship-shape and before long they found themselves skimming through the open water outside the harbour.


    While Jonathan and Judy sat on the deck watching the wash of the wave breaking over the bow of the yacht, Mr Brown set up his rod and line, and even Paddington had a go over the stern with a piece of string and a bent pin which Mrs Bird found in her handbag.


    It was all so new and interesting that it seemed no time at all before they found themselves on the island.


    Apart from all the Admiral’s things, Mr Brown had brought along a tent and a large hamper of food which Mrs Bird had bought in the village store, and while Jonathan, Judy and Paddington made ready to explore the island, the Admiral and Mr Brown began unloading the yacht.


    It was as they turned to go back for their second trip that the Admiral suddenly let out an extra loud bellow and began pointing out to sea as he danced up and down the beach.


    “It’s adrift!” he cried. “Me yacht’s adrift!”


    The Browns followed the direction of the Admiral’s gaze with alarm only to see the yacht dancing on the waves some distance away as it headed out to sea.


    “Shiver me timbers!” roared the Admiral. “Didn’t anyone tie it up?”


    The Browns looked at each other. In the excitement of landing on the island they had left it to the Admiral.


    “We thought you’d done it,” said Mr Brown.


    “Fifty years at sea,” growled the Admiral, stomping up and down the beach. “Never lost a ship yet, let alone been marooned. What a crew!


    “Can’t you send up a distress signal or something?” asked Mrs Brown unhappily.


    “Can’t,” growled the Admiral. “Me flares are on board!”


    “So are my matches,” said Mr Brown. “So we can’t even light a bonfire.”


    Admiral Grundy stomped up and down the beach several more times growling to himself before he stopped and pointed to Mr Brown’s tent. “I’ll set up me headquarters on the grass at the top of the beach,” he exclaimed. “Must have a bit of peace and quiet while I think up some way of letting the johnnies on the mainland know what’s happened.”


    “I’ll help if you like, Mr Grundy,” said Paddington, anxious to lend a paw.


    “Thank you, bear,” said the Admiral gruffly. “But you’ll have to be careful with your knots. Don’t want it blowin’ over as soon as I get inside.”


    Leaving the Browns in a forlorn group on the beach as they discussed the prospect of spending a night on the island, the Admiral picked up the tent and headed towards the top of the beach closely followed by Paddington.


    Paddington was very interested in the subject of Mr Brown’s tent. He had come across it once or twice when he’d been exploring the attic at Windsor Gardens, but he’d never seen it in use before. When they reached the grass he sat down on a nearby rock and watched carefully while the Admiral undid the carrying case and spread a large sheet of white canvas over the ground, together with several lengths of wooden pole and a number of ropes.


    After joining the wooden poles together into two lengths, the Admiral fitted the canvas sheet over them and then lifted the whole lot into the air.


    “I’ll hold the poles, bear,” he roared as he disappeared inside, “if you’ll fix the guy-ropes. You’ll find some stakes in the bag.”


    Paddington jumped up from the rock. He wasn’t at all sure what guy-ropes were, let alone stakes, but he was glad to be able to do something useful at last, and as he hurried forward and peered in the bag he was even more pleased to see that as well as a mallet and some pieces of wood there was a book of instructions.


    Paddington liked instruction books – especially when there were plenty of pictures – and Mr Brown’s seemed to have a great many. On the cover there was one which showed a man hammering the pieces of wood into the ground, and although the man in the picture wore shorts and was fat and jolly – not a bit like the Admiral, who was very gruff – he felt sure it would be a great help.


    “What’s goin’ on, bear?” called the Admiral in a muffled voice. “Shake a leg there. I can’t hold on much longer.”


    Paddington looked up and saw to his surprise that the Admiral and his tent were no longer where they had started off. There was a strong breeze blowing now that they were away from the beach and the Admiral seemed to be having some difficulty in staying upright as the canvas billowed out like a sail.


    “Hold on, Mr Grundy,” cried Paddington, waving his mallet in the air. “I’m coming.”


    After consulting the instructions several more times he picked up a pawful of stakes and hurried across to where the Admiral was struggling.


    Paddington was keen on hammering and he spent an enjoyable few minutes banging all the stakes into the ground and making fast the various ropes before pulling them tight as the Admiral had told him.


    There were a great many ropes, in fact there seemed to be far more than there were in the picture, and Paddington had to make several trips back to the bag for more stakes so that it all took much longer than he had expected.


    Apart from that the Admiral kept shouting for him to make haste so that he became more and more confused, and the knots – far from being neat and tidy like the ones in the instructions – began to look more and more like a piece of very old knitting that had gone wrong.


    “Is that a new tent?” asked Mrs Bird, as she viewed the goings-on from the beach.


    “No,” replied Mr Brown. “It’s the same old one. Why do you ask?”


    “It looks different to me,” said Mrs Bird. “It’s a very odd shape. Sort of tall and baggy.”


    “Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr Brown. “You’re right.”


    “I think,” said Mrs Bird, “we’d better go and see what’s happening. I don’t like the look of things at all.”


    In saying she didn’t like the look of things, Mrs Bird was echoing Paddington’s thoughts as well as her own for, having at long last finished banging in all the stakes and tying all the knots, he stood up to admire his handiwork only to find to his surprise that the Admiral was nowhere in sight.
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    Even the tent looked quite different to the one shown on the last page of the instructions. The one there was not unlike a small house, with the man in shorts looking as fresh as a daisy and smiling all over his face as he stepped out through a door in the side and waved to a crowd of admiring onlookers. As he mopped his brow and looked at Mr Brown’s tent, even Paddington had to admit to himself that it was more like a bundle of old washing with several lumps sticking out of the side.


    He hurried all the way round peering at it closely, but there was nowhere anyone could possibly crawl through let alone any sign of a door. Worse still, far from there being any sign of a smiling Admiral, he seemed to have disappeared altogether.


    Paddington anxiously tapped one of the lumps in the side with his hammer. “Are you there, Mr Grundy?” he called.


    “Grr,” came an explosion from within. “THAT WAS MY HEAD!”


    Paddington jumped back as if he had been shot and nearly fell over one of the guy-ropes in his haste to escape.


    “Let me out, bear!” roared the Admiral. “I’ll have you in irons for this!”


    Paddington didn’t like the sound of being put in irons at all and he hurriedly consulted the instruction book again in case he had turned over two pages at once by mistake, but there wasn’t even a section on how to take the tent down again once it was up, let alone anything about missing campers.
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    He tried pulling hard on the guy-ropes, but it only seemed to make matters worse, and the harder he pulled the more the Admiral bellowed.


    “Paddington!” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as they reached him just in time to be greeted by a particularly loud yell from the Admiral. “What on earth’s going on?”


    “I don’t know, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington. “I think I must have got my guys crossed. It’s a bit difficult with paws.”


    “Crikey!” said Jonathan admiringly, as he bent down to examine the tent. “I’ll say you have. I’ve never seen knots like these before. Not even in the Scouts.”


    “Good gracious!” said Mrs Bird. “We’d better do something quickly. He’ll suffocate.”


    One by one the Browns bent down and looked at the ropes, but the more they pulled and tugged the tighter became the knots and the fainter became the Admiral’s gurgles.


    It was just as they were giving up all hope of ever setting him free that a most unexpected interruption took place. The Browns had been so intent on the problem of untying Paddington’s knots that they had quite failed to notice a lot of activity going on on the beach. The first they knew of it was when they heard voices close at hand and they looked up to find a group of fishermen from the village making their way towards them.


    “We saw your signal for help, monsieur,” said the leader in broken English.


    “Our signal for help?” repeated Mr Brown.


    “That is right, monsieur,” said the fisherman. “We saw it from many miles away. The young English bear from the hotel waving his white sheet in distress. And then we found Monsieur le Admiral’s boat adrift so we came to the rescue.”


    Mr Brown stood back while the fishermen gathered round the tent to inspect the knots. “I wonder whether it’s just Paddington,” he said. “Or whether all bears are born under a lucky star!”


    “Grrmph!” growled the Admiral for the umpteenth time as the story of his rescue was repeated to him.


    It had taken even the fishermen some while to undo Paddington’s knots, and by the time he was set free the Admiral’s face had been the colour of a freshly boiled lobster. But when he heard the news that his yacht had been found and was safely at anchor in the bay he soon grew calm again. As the day wore on he became quite jolly and even joined in a number of games on the beach.


    “I suppose I ought to thank you, bear,” he growled on the way back, as he held out his hand. “Could have done with a few more of your sort on board me ship in the old days. Enjoyed meself no end.”


    “That’s all right, Mr Grundy,” said Paddington, offering his paw in return. He still wasn’t quite sure why everyone was thanking him – especially as he had expected to be in trouble – but he wasn’t the sort of bear to query his good fortune.


    “Suppose you like cocoa?” growled the Admiral suddenly.


    Paddington’s eyes grew large. “Yes, please,” he exclaimed. And even the Browns looked most surprised that the Admiral should know such a thing.


    “Haven’t travelled the seven seas without learnin’ somethin’ about bears’ habits,” said the Admiral.


    He shaded his eyes as they entered the harbour mouth and the setting sun flickered for a moment behind the houses. “Don’t suppose you’ve ever tasted real ship’s cocoa,” he said. “Make it meself in a bucket. How about comin’ up to me cabin for a cup before you go to bed?”
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    To that the Browns gave an enthusiastic “Aye! Aye!” and even Paddington was allowed to raise both his paws in agreement. It had been a most exciting and enjoyable day, and although they had none of them so much as seen a glimpse of a sardine, let alone caught one, they all agreed there was nothing like a cup of real ship’s cocoa to round things off in a proper seamanlike fashion.
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    Monsieur Dupont looked at Paddington in amazement. “You mean to say, Monsieur le Bear,” he exclaimed, “that you have never before heard of le cyclisme?”


    “Never, Mr Dupont,” said Paddington earnestly.


    “Poof!” cried Monsieur Dupont, raising his hands in the air. “Everyone should see a real bicycle race – it is most exciting. And you are indeed fortunate, for the one which is passing through our village tomorrow is the greatest of them all.”


    Monsieur Dupont paused to let his words sink in. “It is called the ‘Tour de France’,” he continued impressively. “It lasts for twenty days and people come from all over the world to see it.”


    Paddington listened carefully as Monsieur Dupont went on to explain what an honour it was to take part in the race and how it would be going through the village not once, but several times. “Up the hill,” said Monsieur Dupont, “round the houses and down the hill again. In that way everyone will have a chance to see it.


    “Why,” he went on, “there is even a prize for the champion rider down the hill into the village. Think of that, Monsieur le Bear!”


    At that moment Monsieur Dupont had to serve a customer and so, after thanking him very much for all his trouble, Paddington left the baker’s shop and hurried across the square to have another look at the poster which had aroused his interest.


    It was a large poster pasted on the side of a shop and it showed a long, winding road crowded with men on bicycles. All the men wore brightly coloured singlets and they had very earnest expressions on their faces as they bent low over their handle-bars. They seemed to have travelled a long way for they all looked hot and tired, and one man was even eating a sandwich as he rode along.


    Seeing the sandwich reminded Paddington that it was nearly time for his elevenses, but before he went back into the hotel for his marmalade jar he spent some minutes with Mr Gruber’s phrase-book working out the words in small print at the bottom of the poster.


    Paddington was most interested in the idea of anyone being able to win a prize simply by being the fastest person to ride down a hill on a bicycle. Not for the first time since he’d been holiday he began to wish Mr Gruber was on hand to explain matters to him.


    There was a thoughtful expression on his face as he made his way to where the Browns were sitting outside the hotel, and several times during the next quarter of an hour he absentmindedly dipped his paw into the cocoa by mistake instead of into his jar of marmalade.


    Paddington was late arriving down at the beach that morning and the others had already been there some time when he came hurrying across the sand brandishing his bucket and spade and with a look on his face of a job well done.


    “What on earth have you been doing, Paddington?” asked Mrs Brown. “We were getting quite worried.”


    “Oh,” said Paddington, waving his paws vaguely in the direction of the village. “Things in general, Mrs Brown.”


    Mrs Bird looked at him suspiciously. Now that he was close to, she could see several dark patches on his fur which looked remarkably like old oil stains, but before she had time to examine them closely Paddington had made off again in the direction of the sea.


    “You’d better not be late tomorrow, Paddington,” called Mr Brown. “It’s the big cycle race. You mustn’t miss that.”


    To everyone’s astonishment, Mr Brown’s words had a very strange effect on Paddington, for he nearly fell over backwards with surprise and his face took on a most guilty expression as he collected himself and hurried into the water as fast as he could go, casting some anxious glances over his shoulder.


    Mrs Brown sighed. “There are times,” she said, “when I would give anything to be able to read Paddington’s mind. I’m sure it would be most interesting.”


    “H’mm!” said Mrs Bird darkly. “There are times when I’m sure it’s much better not to! We should never have a moment’s peace. He looked much too pleased with himself just now for my liking.”


    With that the Browns settled down to enjoy themselves in the sun. With their holiday fast drawing to an end they wanted to make the most of it, and soon Paddington’s odd behaviour was forgotten for the time being.


    But Mrs Brown was still worrying about the matter when they went to bed that evening. Paddington had disappeared upstairs unusually early and now there were some strange bumps coming from his room which she didn’t like the sound of at all.


    After spending some moments with her ear to the wall she beckoned her husband over. “I think he must be making some marmalade sandwiches, Henry,” she said, “Listen.”


    “Making marmalade sandwiches?” repeated Mr Brown. “I don’t see how you can hear anyone make marmalade sandwiches.”


    “You can with Paddington,” said Mrs Brown. “You can hear the jars going. When he’s eating it he just dips his paws in and you can hear the breathing, but when it’s sandwiches he uses a spoon and you can hear the clinks as well.”


    “They must be big ones then,” said Mr Brown vaguely, as he stood up. “He’s puffing away like anything. It sounds just like someone blowing up a bicycle tyre.”


    Mr Brown had a problem of his own at that moment without worrying about Paddington making marmalade sandwiches. He had just made the surprising discovery that his face flannel, which he’d left on the balcony outside the room to dry, had completely disappeared and in its place someone had left a very black and oily piece of rag. It was most strange and he couldn’t for the life of him think how it could have come about.


    Unaware of all the interest he had been causing in the next room, Paddington sat down in the middle of his bedroom floor with a marmalade sandwich in one paw and a large spanner in the other.


    On either side of him there were a number of cardboard boxes full of bits and pieces, not to mention a large oilcan, a bicycle pump, and several important-looking tools.


    In front of him, looking as clean as a new pin and shiny enough for him to see the reflection of his whiskers on the polished surface, stood a small three-wheeled cycle, and there was a blissful expression on Paddington’s face as he took several large bites out of the sandwich and surveyed the result of his evening’s work.


    Paddington had first seen the tricycle some days before, standing in a yard outside a garage at the other end of the village, but until Monsieur Dupont explained about the cycle race that morning he hadn’t thought any more about the matter.


    The man in the garage had been most surprised when Paddington paid him a visit and at first he had been rather doubtful about hiring the machine to a bear, especially as Paddington had no references apart from some old postcards from his Aunt Lucy.


    But Paddington was good at bargaining, and after promising to clean the machine he had at last won the day. The garage man had even lent him the oilcan, which had proved most useful as the tricycle had been standing outside for a number of years and was rather rusty.


    Luckily he had found a piece of cloth on the balcony outside Mr Brown’s room and so he’d been able to clean off the worst of the dirt before getting down to the important job of taking it to pieces and polishing it.


    All the same, taking the tricycle to pieces had been a lot easier than assembling it again, and as Paddington finished off his sandwich he noticed to his surprise that he had one or two very odd-looking parts left over in the cardboard boxes.


    After tying his Union Jack on the handle-bars in preparation for the next day, Paddington put the remains of the marmalade sandwiches into the basket on the handle-bars and then climbed on to the saddle with an excited gleam in his eyes.


    He had been looking forward to testing the tricycle but as he moved off he soon decided that riding it was much more difficult than it looked, and he began to wish he had longer legs with knees for it was very hard to pedal and sit on the saddle at the same time.


    Apart from that, for some reason which he couldn’t quite make out, the machine was most difficult to stop no matter what he pulled. Several times he ran into the wardrobe by mistake, and by the time he had finished there were a number of nasty tyre marks on the wallpaper as well. Once, when he rounded a corner at the foot of the bed, the chain came off, nearly throwing him over the handle-bars.


    After several more turns round the bedroom Paddington fell off the machine and lay where he was for a few moments mopping his brow with an old handkerchief. Riding tricycles was hot work, especially in such a small space as a hotel bedroom, and after peering at his reflection in the handle-bars once or twice he reluctantly decided to call it a day.


    All the same, tired though he was, Paddington found it difficult to get to sleep that night. Apart from the fact that he had to lie on his back with his paws in the air in case any oil came off on the sheets, he had a great many things to think about as well.


    But there was a contented expression on his face when he did finally nod off. It had been a good evening’s work and he was looking forward to the next day. Paddington felt sure that with such a bright and shiny tricycle he would stand a very good chance indeed of winning a prize in the ‘Tour de France’ cycle race.


    


    The Browns were wakened earlier than usual the next morning by the comings and goings in the square outside the hotel. As if by magic, all the decorations from the pardon had suddenly reappeared and the village was full of important-looking men wearing armbands.


    There was an air of great excitement, and every few minutes a loud-speaker van passed by and addressed the crowd which had collected on the pavement round the square and at the side of the hill leading out of the village.


    The Browns had arranged to meet on the balcony outside Paddington’s room from where there was a fine view of the hill, but to their surprise when they gathered there, Paddington himself was nowhere to be seen.


    “I do hope he won’t be long,” said Mrs Brown. “He’ll be most upset if he misses any of it.”


    “I wonder where on earth he can have got to?” said Mr Brown. “I haven’t seen him since breakfast.”


    “H’mm!” said Mrs Bird, as she looked around the room. “I have my suspicions.”


    Mrs Bird’s sharp eyes had already noticed the remains of some hastily removed tyre tracks on the floor. They went round the room several times and then out through the door before finally disappearing in the direction of some stairs which led to the back door of the hotel.


    Fortunately for Paddington, before Mrs Bird had time to say any more there was a burst of clapping from the crowd on the pavement below, and so the subject was forgotten as the Browns looked over the balcony to see what was happening.


    “How very odd,” said Mrs Brown, as the clapping grew louder and several people cheered. “They seem to be pointing at us.”


    The Browns became more and more mystified as they waved back at the crowd.


    “I wonder what they mean by Vive le Bear?” said Mr Brown. “It can’t be anything to do with Paddington – he isn’t here.”


    “Goodness only knows,” said Mrs Brown. “I suppose we shall just have to wait and see.”


    Had they but known, the Browns weren’t the only ones to wonder what was going on at that moment, but fortunately for their peace of mind there were several streets and a large number of houses between them and the cause of all the excitement.


    At the other end of the village, Paddington was even more puzzled at the way things were going. In fact, the more he tried to think about the matter the more confused he became. One moment he had been sitting quietly on his tricycle in a side street, peering round the corner every now and then and checking the marmalade sandwiches in the basket on his handle-bars as he waited for the race to appear.


    The next moment, as the first of the riders came in sight and he pedalled out to join them, everything seemed to go wrong at once.


    Before he knew where he was, Paddington found himself caught up in a whirlpool of bicycles and shouting people and policemen and bells.


    He pedalled as hard as he could and raised his hat to several of the other cyclists, but the harder he pedalled and the more he raised his hat the louder they shouted and waved back at him, and by then it was much too late to change his mind and turn back even if he’d tried.
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    Everywhere he looked there were bicycles and men in shorts and striped shirts. There were bicycles in front of him. There were bicycles to the left and bicycles to the right of him. Paddington was much too busy pedalling for dear life to look back, but he was sure there were bicycles behind him as well because he could hear heavy breathing and the sound of bells ringing.


    In the excitement someone handed him a bottle of milk as he went past, and in trying to take the bottle with one paw and raise his hat with the other, Paddington had to let go of the handle-bars. He went twice round a statue in the middle of the street before joining the stream of cyclists once more as they swept round a corner on to a road leading out of the village.


    Luckily the road was uphill and most of the other cyclists were tired after their long ride, so that by standing on the pedals and jumping up and down as fast as he could he was able to keep up with them.


    It was as they reached the top of the hill and rounded another corner leading back down into the village that things suddenly took a decided turn for the worst. Just as he was about to sit back on the saddle and have a rest while he got his second wind, Paddington found to his surprise that without even having to turn the pedals he was beginning to gather speed.
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    In fact he hardly had time to wave to the crowd before he found himself starting to overtake the riders in front. He passed one, then another, and then a whole bunch. The cyclists looked quite startled as Paddington flashed by, and all the time the cheering from the spectators on the side of the road grew louder. Quite a number recognised him and they called out words of encouragement, but by then Paddington was much too worried to notice.


    He tried pulling as hard as he could on the brake lever but nothing happened, in fact if anything he seemed to go faster than ever and he began to wish he hadn’t used quite so much oil on the moving parts when he’d cleaned them.


    By then the pedals were going round so fast that he sat back on the saddle and hurriedly lifted up his feet in case his legs fell off.


    It was as he gave the brake lever an extra hard pull that he had his second big shock of the day, for it suddenly came away in his paw. Paddington rang his bell frantically and waved the lever as he overtook the last of the riders in front.


    “Apply your brakes, Monsieur le Bear!” yelled a man in English as he recognised the Union Jack on Paddington’s handle-bars.


    “I don’t think I can,” cried Paddington, looking most upset as he shot past. “My lever’s come off in my paw by mistake and I think I’ve left some of the bits in my box at the hotel!”


    Paddington clung to the handle-bars of his tricycle as he hurtled on down the hill towards the village square. All the villagers were most excited when they saw who was in the lead and a great cheer went up as he came into view, but as he lifted the brim of his hat and peered out anxiously, all Paddington could make out was a sea of white faces and a blurred picture of some buildings looming up ahead which he didn’t like the look of at all.


    But if Paddington was worried, the Browns were even more alarmed.


    “Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr Brown. “It’s Paddington!”


    “He’s heading straight for Monsieur Dupont’s shop,” cried Mrs Brown.


    “I can’t watch,” said Mrs Bird, closing her eyes.


    “Why on earth doesn’t he put his brakes on?” exclaimed Mr Brown.


    “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan. “He can’t! His brake lever’s come off!”


    [image: ]


    It was Monsieur Dupont himself who saved Paddington. Right at the very last moment his voice rose above the roar of the crowd.


    “This way, Monsieur le Bear,” he cried, as he flung open the big double gates at the side of his shop. “This way!”


    And before the astonished gaze of the onlookers Paddington shot through them and disappeared from view.


    As the rest of the cyclists sped past unheeded, the crowd surged forward and gathered round Monsieur Dupont’s shop. The Browns only just managed to force their way through to the front before a gasp went up from everyone as a small white figure came into view through the doors.


    Even Paddington looked very worried when he saw his reflection in Monsieur Dupont’s window and he pinched himself several times to make sure he was all right before raising his hat to the crowd, revealing a small round patch of brown fur.


    “I’m not a ghost,” he explained, when all the cheering had died down. “I think I must have landed on one of Mr Dupont’s sacks of flour!”


    And as the crowd gathered round Paddington to shake him by the paw, Monsieur Dupont echoed the feelings of them all.


    “We of St Castille,” he cried, “shall remember for many years to come the day the ‘Tour de France’ passed through our village.”


    There was a great deal of celebrating in the village that evening and everyone applauded when the mayor announced that he was giving Paddington a special prize, with as many buns as he could manage into the bargain.


    “Not for the fastest rider through the village,” he said, amid cheers and laughter, “but certainly for the fastest down the hill! We are very proud that someone from our village should have won the prize.”


    Even Admiral Grundy called in at the hotel especially to congratulate him. “Glad to see you’re keepin’ the old flag flyin’, bear,” he said approvingly.


    Paddington felt very pleased with himself as he sat up in bed that night surrounded by buns. Apart from having one paw in a sling he was beginning to feel stiff after all his pedalling, and there were still traces of flour left on his fur despite several baths.


    But as the mayor had explained, it was the first time he could remember a bear winning a prize in the ‘Tour de France’ cycle race and it was something to be proud of.


    The next morning the Browns were up early again for it was time to start their journey back to England. To their surprise everyone else in the village seemed to be up as well in order to send them on their way.


    Monsieur Dupont was the last to say goodbye and he looked very sad as the Browns made their leave. “It will seem quiet without you, Monsieur le Bear,” he said, shaking Paddington by the paw. “But I hope we shall meet again one day.”


    “I hope so too, Mr Dupont,” said Paddington earnestly, as he waved goodbye and climbed into the car.


    Although he was looking forward to being back home again and to telling Mr Gruber all about his adventures abroad, Paddington felt very sorry at having to say goodbye to everyone, especially Monsieur Dupont.


    [image: ]


    “All good things come to an end sooner or later,” said Mrs Brown, as they drove away. “And the nicer it is the sooner it seems to end.”


    “But if they didn’t end,” said Mrs Bird wisely, “we shouldn’t have other things to look forward to.”


    Paddington nodded thoughtfully as he peered out of the car window. He had enjoyed his holiday in France no end, but it was nice knowing that each day brought something new.


    “That’s the best of being a bear,” said Mrs Bird. “Things happen to bears.”
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  “I know I keep on saying it,” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as she placed an extremely large vegetable marrow on the kitchen scales, “but I’m sure Paddington must have been born with green paws. Have you seen this one? He’s beaten his best by over half a pound.”


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird. “Well, I’ll grant you one thing, green paws are better than idle ones and at least gardening keeps him busy. We haven’t had an upset for weeks now.”


  The Browns’ housekeeper hastily touched wood as her eyes followed the progress of a small brown figure clad in a shapeless hat and an equally disreputable-looking duffle coat as it made its way down the garden path before disappearing into a potting shed behind the raspberry canes.


  Mrs Bird was never very happy about any of Paddington’s activities which took him out of her sight for too long a time, and Paddington’s interest in gardening had lasted much too long for her peace of mind.


  All the same, even Mrs Bird had to admit that for some time past things had been remarkably peaceful at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens.


  It had all started when Paddington arrived home from the market one day carrying a giant packet of assorted seeds which he’d bought for the bargain price of five pence. At the time it had seemed such good value for money that Mr Brown had been only too pleased to let him have a corner of the garden, and for several evenings afterwards Paddington had been kept very busy counting the seeds, making sure none of them were stuck to his paws as he sorted them into separate piles in order of size before he planted them.


  Only Mrs Bird had been full of forebodings. “Woe betide the man in the shop if they don’t all come up,” she remarked when she noticed the seed packet had been marked down from fifteen pence. “I can see there’ll be some nasty scenes.”


  But despite Mrs Bird’s misgivings, within a week or two the first of the seeds began to sprout and in no time at all ‘Paddington’s Patch’ was such a blaze of colour it soon put the rest of the garden to shame.
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  From that moment on Paddington spent most of his spare time out of doors, and when he began supplying the household with vegetables as well as flowers everyone had to agree with Mrs Brown that he must have been born with green paws.


  “I must say the garden is a picture at the moment,” she continued, as she turned to help Mrs Bird with the washing-up. “Even Mr Curry called out this morning and said how nice it looks.”


  “If I know Mr Curry,” said Mrs Bird darkly, “he was probably after something. He doesn’t say things like that without a very good reason.”


  “Perhaps he wants some cheap vegetables,” said Mrs Brown. “You know how mean he is.”


  “He’ll be lucky with that bear,” replied Mrs Bird. “And quite right too, seeing the state his own garden’s in. It’s a disgrace.”


  Mr Curry’s lawn was very overgrown with weeds and Mrs Bird held strong views about the way the seeds blew over the fence whenever there was a strong wind.


  “Funnily enough,” said Mrs Brown, “I think he was just getting his lawnmower out when he spoke to me. Perhaps he’s going to make a start.”


  “Not before time,” snorted Mrs Bird. “And I shall believe it when I see it. He’s much more likely to give the job to some poor bob-a-job-week scout than do it himself.”


  Mrs Bird gave the washing-up several nasty jabs with her mop, but if she had been able to see Mr Curry as she spoke she would probably have snorted even louder, for at that moment the Browns’ neighbour was peering over the fence at Paddington with a very cunning expression on his face.


  Unaware of the danger he was in, Paddington was sitting on a patch of ground behind the raspberry canes busy with his accounts. Mrs Bird paid him strict market rates for all his vegetables and although she kept a careful note of all his sales Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear to take chances and he liked to make doubly sure by keeping his own record. He had just finished entering the words ‘MARROWS – VERRY LARGE – ONE’ in his notebook when Mr Curry’s voice shattered the morning air.
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  “Bear!” he roared. “What are you doing, bear? Resting on your laurels?”


  Paddington jumped up in alarm at the sound of Mr Curry’s voice. “Oh no, Mr Curry,” he exclaimed, when he had recovered from the shock. “I was only sitting on my begonias.”


  Mr Curry looked at him suspiciously but Paddington returned his gaze very earnestly.


  The cunning expression returned to Mr Curry’s face as he looked round Paddington’s garden. “I’m glad to see you’re all up to date, bear,” he said. “I was wondering if you would like to earn yourself five pence if you’ve a few moments to spare.”


  “Er … yes, please, Mr Curry,” said Paddington doubtfully. From past experience he felt sure that any job for which Mr Curry was willing to pay five pence would take far longer than a few minutes, but he was much too polite to say so.


  “Are you any good at climbing trees?” asked Mr Curry.


  “Oh yes,” said Paddington importantly. “Bears are good at climbing things.”


  “That’s good,” said Mr Curry, waving a hand in the direction of a large tree near his house. “In that case perhaps you’d like to pick a few apples for me.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Curry,” said Paddington, looking most surprised at the thought of being paid five pence just for picking a few apples.


  “Oh, and while you’re up there,” said Mr Curry casually, “there’s a dangerous branch that needs cutting down. I’m afraid I have to go out but it’s very kind of you to offer, bear. Very kind indeed.”


  Before Paddington had time to open his mouth Mr Curry produced a saw and a length of rope from behind his back and pointed to the branch in question.


  “Now don’t forget,” he said, as he handed the bits and pieces over the fence, “you tie one end of this rope to the branch, then you loop the other end over the top of the tree and tie it back down to something heavy on the ground. That’s most important, otherwise the branch might fall down too quickly and cause a nasty accident. I don’t want to come back and find any broken windows.


  “And if you finish before I get back,” continued Mr Curry, “perhaps you’d like to cut my grass. I’ve put the mower all ready and if you make a good job of it there might even be another five pence.”


  With that Mr Curry turned on his heels and disappeared in the direction of the house leaving Paddington anxiously holding the rope between his paws. He felt sure he hadn’t said anything to Mr Curry about cutting down his branches, let alone uttered a word about mowing the grass. But the Browns’ neighbour had a way of twisting things so that other people were never quite sure what they had said.


  If it had simply been a matter of cutting the grass Paddington might have pretended that he’d got something stuck in his ear by mistake and hadn’t heard properly, but as he studied Mr Curry’s tree he began to look more and more thoughtful.


  A few moments later he jumped up and began hurrying around as he made his preparations. Paddington like climbing trees and he was also very keen on sawing. To be able to do both at the same time seemed a very good idea indeed, especially when it was in someone else’s garden.


  All the same, as he looked around for something heavy to tie the rope to he soon decided that it was easier said than done. The nearest object was Mr Curry’s fence and that was so rickety a piece of it came away in his paw when he tested it with one of his special knots.


  In the end Paddington settled on Mr Curry’s lawnmower, which looked much more solid, and after making a double knot round the handle to be on the safe side he began to climb the apple tree armed with the saw and a jar of his favourite marmalade.


  Mr Curry’s tree was rather old and Paddington didn’t like the way it creaked, but at long last he settled himself near the branch that had to be cut down and after making sure the other end of the rope was properly tied he dipped his paw in the marmalade jar and got ready for the big moment.


  Paddington was a great believer in marmalade. He’d often used it for all sorts of things besides eating, and now that he took a closer look at Mr Curry’s saw he felt sure it might come in very useful for greasing the blade in an emergency. There weren’t many teeth left, but of those that were still intact most were rusty and the rest stuck out at some very odd angles.


  Taking a final look round to make sure everything was as it should be Paddington gripped the saw with both paws, closed his eyes, and began jumping up and down as he pushed it back and forth across the branch.


  In the past he’d usually found any kind of sawing hard work, but for once everything seemed to go smoothly. If anything, Mr Curry’s tree was in an even worse state than his saw and within a few minutes of starting work there came a loud crack followed almost immediately afterwards by a splintering noise as the branch broke away from the tree.


  When the shaking stopped Paddington opened his eyes and peered down at the ground. To his delight the branch was lying almost exactly where he had planned it to be and he felt very relieved as he scrambled back down the tree to view the result of his labours. It wasn’t often that any jobs he did for Mr Curry went right first time and he spent some moments sitting on the sawn-off branch with a pleased expression on his face while he got his breath back.


  Turning his attention to the lawn, Paddington began to wish more than ever that he hadn’t heard Mr Curry’s remark about cutting it. Apart from the fact that there seemed to be an awful lot, the grass itself was so long it came almost up to his knees and even when he stood up it was a job to see where the lawn finished and the rest of the garden began.


  It was as he looked round for the mower in order to make some kind of a start that Paddington received his first big shock of the day. For although there was a long trail leading down through the grass from the shed, and although there were two deep wheel marks to show where it had been left standing, Mr Curry’s lawnmower was no longer anywhere in sight.


  Paddington’s shocks never came singly, and as he nearly fell over backwards with surprise at the first one he promptly received his second.


  Rubbing his eyes, he peered upwards again in the hope that it had all been part of a bad dream, but everything was exactly as it had been a few seconds before. If anything it was worse, for having rubbed his eyes he was able to make out even more clearly the awful fact that far from having disappeared into thin air Mr Curry’s lawnmower was hanging as large as life from a branch high above his head.


  Paddington tried pulling on the rope several times but it was much too tight to budge and after a few more half-hearted tugs he sat down again with his chin between his paws and a very disconsolate look on his face as he considered the matter.


  Thinking it over he couldn’t for the life of him see a way out of the problem. In fact the more he thought about it the worse it seemed, because now Mr Curry’s lawnmower was up the tree he couldn’t even make amends by cutting the grass for him. Mr Curry wasn’t very understanding at the best of times and from whatever angle Paddington looked at the tree even he had to admit that it was one of the worst times he could remember.

  



  “Paddington’s very quiet this morning,” said Mrs Brown. “I hope he’s all right.”


  “He was poking around in Mr Brown’s garage about an hour ago,” said Mrs Bird. “Looking for some shears. But I haven’t seen him since. If you ask me there’s something going on. I met him coming up the garden path just now with a spanner in his paw and he gave me a very guilty look.”


  “A spanner?” said Mrs Brown. “What on earth does he want with a spanner in the garden?”


  “I don’t know,” said Mrs Bird grimly. “But I’ve a nasty feeling he’s got one of his ideas coming on. I know the signs.”


  Almost before the words were out of Mrs Bird’s mouth there came a series of loud explosions from somewhere outside. “Gracious me!” she cried, as she rushed to the french windows. “There’s a lot of smoke behind the raspberry canes.”


  “And that looks like Paddington’s hat,” exclaimed Mrs Brown as a shapeless looking object suddenly began bobbing up and down like a jack-in-the-box. “Perhaps he’s having a bonfire. He looks as if he’s trodden on something hot.”


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird. “If that’s a bonfire I’m a Dutchman.”


  Mrs Bird had had a great deal of practice at putting two and two together as far as Paddington was concerned, but before she could put her thoughts into words the banging became a roar and Paddington’s hat, which had disappeared for a few seconds, suddenly shot up in the air only to hurtle along behind the top of the canes at great speed.


  Any doubts in Mrs Bird’s mind as to what was going on were quickly settled as Mr Brown’s motor mower suddenly came into view at the end of the raspberry canes, carrying with it the familiar figure of Paddington as he held on to the handle with one paw and clutched at his hat with the other.


  The mower hit Mr Curry’s fence with a loud crash and then disappeared again as quickly as it had come, leaving behind it a large hole and a cloud of blue smoke.


  If Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird were astonished at the strange turn of events in the garden Paddington was even more surprised. In fact so many things had happened in such a short space of time he would have been hard put to explain matters even to himself.


  Mr Brown’s motor mower was old and rather large and although Paddington had often watched from a safe distance when Mr Brown started it up he had never actually tried his paw at it himself.


  It had all been much more difficult than he had expected and after several false starts he had almost given up hope of ever getting it to go when suddenly the engine had burst into life. One moment he’d been bending over it pulling levers and striking matches as he peered hopefully at the works, the next moment there had been a loud explosion and with no warning at all the mower had moved away of its own accord.


  The next few minutes seemed like a particularly nasty nightmare. Paddington remembered going through Mr Curry’s fence, and he remembered going round the lawn several times as the mower gathered speed. He also remembered feeling very pleased that Mr Curry had left his side gate open as he shot through the opening and out into the road, but after that things became so confused he just shut his eyes and hoped for the best.
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  There seemed to be a lot of shouting coming from all sides together with the sound of running feet. Once or twice Paddington thought he recognized the voices of Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird in the distance, but when he opened his eyes it was only to see a large policeman looming up ahead.


  The policeman’s eyes were bulging and he had his hand up to stop the traffic.


  Paddington just had time to raise his hat as he shot past and then he found himself being whisked round a corner in the direction of the Portobello market, with the sound of a heavy pair of boots adding itself to the general hubbub.
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  He tried pulling on several of the levers but the more he pulled the faster he seemed to go and in no time at all the noise of his pursuers became fainter and fainter.


  It felt as if he had been running for hours when suddenly, for no apparent reason, the engine began to splutter and slow down. As the motor mower came to a stop Paddington opened one eye cautiously and found to his surprise that he was standing in the middle of the Portobello Road, only a few yards away from the antique shop belonging to his friend Mr Gruber.


  “Whatever’s going on, Mr Brown?” cried Mr Gruber as he came running out of his shop and joined the group of street traders surrounding Paddington.


  “I think I must have pulled the wrong lever by mistake, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington sadly.


  “Good job for you your hat fell over the carburetter,” said one of the traders who knew Paddington by sight. “Otherwise there’s no knowing where you’d have ended up. It must have stopped the air getting in.”


  “What!” exclaimed Paddington anxiously. “My hat’s fallen over the carburetter?” Paddington’s hat was an old and very rare one which had been given to him by his uncle shortly before he left Peru and he felt very relieved when he saw that apart from a few extra oil stains there was no sign of damage.


  “If I were you,” said someone in the crowd, nodding in the direction of a group of people who had just entered the market, “I should make yourself scarce. The law’s on its way.”


  With great presence of mind Mr Gruber pushed the motor mower on to the pavement by his shop. “Quick, Mr Brown,” he cried, pointing to the grass box. “Jump in here!”


  Mr Gruber barely had time to cover Paddington with a sack and chalk ‘Today’s Bargain’ on the outside of the box before there was a commotion in the crowd and the policeman elbowed his way through.


  “Well,” he demanded, as he withdrew a notebook from his tunic pocket and surveyed Mr Gruber. “Where is he?”


  “Where is he?” repeated Mr Gruber innocently.


  “The young bear that was seen driving a motor mower down the Queen’s Highway a moment ago,” said the policeman ponderously. “Out of control he was and heading this way.”


  “A young bear?” said Mr Gruber, carefully placing himself between the policeman and Mr Brown’s mower. “Driving a motor mower. What sort of bear?”


  “Dressed in a duffle coat that’s seen better days,” replied the policeman. “And wearing a funny kind of hat. I’ve seen him around before.”


  Mr Gruber looked about him. “I can’t see anyone answering to that description,” he said gravely.


  The policeman stared long and hard at Mr Gruber and then at the other traders, all of whom carefully avoided catching his eye.


  “I’m going for a short walk,” he said at last, with the suspicion of a twinkle in his eye. “And when I get back, if I see a certain ‘bargain’ still outside a certain person’s shop I shall make it my duty to look into the matter a bit further.”


  As the crowd parted to let the policeman through Mr Gruber mopped his brow. “That was a narrow squeak, Mr Brown,” he whispered. “I hope I did the right thing. Not knowing the facts I didn’t know quite what to say.”


  “That’s all right, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington as he peered out from under the sacking. “I’m not very sure of them myself.”


  Mr Gruber and the other traders listened carefully while Paddington went through the morning’s events for their benefit. It took him some time to relate all that had taken place and when he’d finished Mr Gruber rubbed his chin thoughtfully.


  “First things first, Mr Brown,” he said briskly, as he locked the door to his shop. “It sounds as though you’ll need a hand getting Mr Curry’s lawnmower down from his tree before he gets home so I think I’d better push you back to Windsor Gardens as quickly as possible. Unless, of course, you’d rather walk?”


  Paddington sat up in the grass box for a moment while he considered the matter. “I think if you don’t mind, Mr Gruber,” he announced gratefully, as he pulled the sack back over his head, “I’d much rather ride.”


  Apart from not wishing to see Mr Curry or the policeman again that morning, Paddington had a nasty feeling Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird must be somewhere around and he didn’t want to delay matters any further by going all through his explanations once again before he’d had time to think them out properly.


  In fact, all in all, Paddington was only too pleased to have the chance of a comfortable ride home in the dark and safety of a boxful of grass clippings, especially as he’d just discovered the remains of a marmalade sandwich which he’d fastened to the inside of his hat with a piece of sticky tape for just such an emergency.
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  Most mornings when he wasn’t busy in the garden Paddington visited his friend Mr Gruber, and the day after his adventure with the motor mower he made his way in the direction of the Portobello Road even earlier than usual.


  He was particularly anxious not to see Mr Curry for a few days and he agreed with Mrs Bird when she said at breakfast that it was better to let sleeping dogs lie.


  Not that Mr Curry showed much sign of sleeping. From quite an early hour he’d been on the prowl, peering at the hole in his fence in the intervals between glaring across at the Browns’ house, and Paddington cast several anxious glances over his shoulder as he hurried down Windsor Gardens pushing his shopping basket on wheels. He heaved a sigh of relief when he at last found himself safely inside Mr Gruber’s shop among all the familiar antiques and copper pots and pans.


  Apart from a few grass cuttings stuck to his fur Paddington was none the worse for his adventure, and while Mr Gruber made the cocoa for their elevenses he sat on the horsehair sofa at the back of the shop and sorted through the morning supply of buns.


  Mr Gruber chuckled as they went over the previous day’s happenings together while they sipped their cocoa. “Hearing about other people’s adventures always makes me restless, Mr Brown,” he said, as he looked out of his window at the bright morning sun. “Particularly when it’s a nice day. I’ve a good mind to shut up shop after lunch and take the afternoon off.”


  Mr Gruber coughed. “I wonder if you would care to accompany me, Mr Brown,” he said. “We could go for a stroll in the park and look at some of the sights.”


  “Ooh, yes, please, Mr Gruber,” exclaimed Paddington. “I should like that very much.” Paddington enjoyed going out with Mr Gruber for he knew a great deal about London and he always made things seem interesting.


  “We could take Jonathan and Judy,” said Mr Gruber, “and make a picnic of it.”


  Mr Gruber became more and more enthusiastic as he thought the matter over. “All work and no play never did anyone any good, Mr Brown,” he said. “And it’s a long time since I had an outing.”


  With that he began to bustle round his shop tidying things up and he even announced that he wouldn’t be putting his ‘knick-knacks’ table outside that day, which was most unusual, for Mr Gruber always had a table on the pavement outside his shop laden with curios and knick-knacks of all kinds at bargain prices.


  While Mr Gruber busied himself at the back of the shop Paddington spent the time drawing out a special notice in red ink to hang on the shop door while they were away.


  It said:


  
    IMMPORTANT AN – OUNCEMENT

    THIS SHOP WILL BE CLOSED FOR THE ANNULE

    STAFF OUTING THIS AFTERNOON!!!!

  


  After underlining the words with the remains of the cocoa lumps Paddington carefully wiped his paws and then waved goodbye to Mr Gruber before hurrying off to finish the morning shopping.


  When she heard the news of the forthcoming outing Mrs Bird quickly entered into the spirit of things and she made a great pile of sandwiches – ham and two kinds of jam for Mr Gruber, Jonathan, and Judy, and some special marmalade ones for Paddington.


  These, together with a tin of freshly made fairy cakes and some bottles of lemonade soon filled Jonathan’s rucksack to the brim.


  “Sooner Mr Gruber than me,” said Mrs Bird after lunch as she watched the heavily laden party set off up the road led by Mr Gruber carrying a large guidebook and Paddington with his suitcase, opera glasses, and a pile of maps.


  “Paddington did say they’re going to the park, didn’t he?” asked Mrs Brown. “It looks rather as if they’re off to the North Pole.”


  “Knowing Paddington,” said Mrs Bird darkly, “perhaps it’s as well they’re prepared for any emergency!”


  In Mrs Bird’s experience an outing with Paddington was more likely than not to end up in some kind of disaster and she wasn’t sorry to be out of the way for a change.


  All the same Mrs Bird would have been hard put to find fault with the orderly procession which neared the park some while later, and even the policeman on point duty nodded approvingly when Mr Gruber signalled that they wanted to cross the road. He at once held up the traffic with one hand and touched his helmet with the other when Paddington raised his hat as they went by.


  It had taken them quite a long time to reach the park for there had been a great many shop windows to look in on the way, and Mr Gruber had stopped several times in order to point out some interesting sights he didn’t want them to miss.


  Although Paddington had been in a number of parks before, it was the first time in his life he had ever seen a really big one and as Mr Gruber led the way through the big iron gates he decided he was going to enjoy himself. Apart from the grass and trees there were fountains, swings, deck chairs, and in the distance he could even see a lake shimmering in the afternoon sun. In fact there was so much to see he had to blink several times in order to make sure he was still in London.
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  Mr Gruber beamed with pleasure at the look on Paddington’s face. “It might be an idea to go and sit by the lake first of all, Mr Brown,” he said. “Then you can dip your paws in the water to cool off while we have our sandwiches.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington gratefully. The hot pavements always made his feet tired and the thought of being able to cool them and have a marmalade sandwich at the same time seemed a very good idea.


  For the next few minutes Mr Gruber’s party was very quiet indeed and the only sound apart from the distant roar of the traffic was an occasional splash as Paddington dipped his paws in the water and the clink of a marmalade jar as he made some extra sandwiches to be on the safe side.


  When they had finished their picnic Mr Gruber led the way towards a small enclosure where the swings and slides were kept and he stood back while Paddington, Jonathan, and Judy hurried inside to see what they could find. Paddington in particular was very keen on slides and he was anxious to test a large one which he had seen from a distance.


  It was when the excitement was at its height that Mr Gruber suddenly cupped one hand to his ear and called for quiet.


  “I do believe there’s a band playing somewhere,” he said.


  Sure enough, as the others listened they could definitely hear strains of music floating across the park. It seemed to be coming from behind a clump of trees and as Mr Gruber led the way across the park it gradually got louder and louder.


  Then, as they rounded a corner, another large enclosure came into view. At one end of it there was a bandstand and in front of that there were rows and rows of seats filled with people listening to the music.


  Mr Gruber pointed excitedly at the bandstand. “We’re in luck, Mr Brown,” he exclaimed. “It’s the Guards!”


  While Mr Gruber went on to explain that the Guards were a very famous regiment of soldiers who kept watch over Buckingham Palace and other important places, Paddington peered through the fence at the men on the platform. They all wore brightly coloured uniforms with very tall black hats made of fur and their instruments were so highly polished they sparkled in the sun like balls of fire.


  “It’s a good many years since I went to a band concert in the park, Mr Brown,” said Mr Gruber.


  “I’ve never been to one, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington.


  “That settles it then,” replied Mr Gruber. And as the item came to an end and the audience applauded he led the way to the entrance and asked for four five pence tickets. They just managed to squeeze themselves into four seats near the back before the conductor, a very imposing man with a large moustache, raised his baton for the next item.
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  Paddington settled himself comfortably in his seat. They had done so much walking that day he wasn’t at all sorry to be able to sit down and rest his paws for a while and he applauded dutifully and cheered several times when, with a flourish, the conductor at last brought the music to an end and turned to salute the audience.


  Judy nudged Paddington. “You can see what they’re going to play next,” she whispered, pointing towards the bandstand. “It’s written on that board up there.”


  Paddington took out his opera glasses and leaned out into the aisle as he peered at the board with interest. There were several items called ‘Selections’ which he didn’t immediately recognize. These were followed by a number of regimental marches, one of which had just been played. After that came another selection from something called a ‘Surprise Symphony’, which sounded very good value.


  But it was as he peered at the last item that a strange expression suddenly came over Paddington’s face. He breathed heavily on his glasses several times, polished them with a piece of rag which he got from his suitcase, and then looked through them again at the board.


  “That’s called a selection from Schubert’s Unfinished Symphony,” explained Judy in a whisper as the music started up again.


  “What!” exclaimed Paddington hotly as his worst suspicions were confirmed. “Mr Gruber’s paid five pence each for our tickets and they haven’t even finished it!”


  “He died a long time ago,” whispered Judy, “and they never found the rest of it.”


  “Five pence each!” exclaimed Paddington bitterly, not listening to Judy’s words. “That’s twenty pence!”


  “Ssh!” said someone in the row behind.


  Paddington sank back into his seat and spent the next few minutes giving the conductor some hard stares through his opera glasses.


  Gradually, as the music reached a quiet passage, everyone closed their eyes and began to sink lower and lower in their seats until within a matter of moments the only movement came from somewhere near the back of the audience as a small brown figure got up from its seat by the gangway and crept towards the exit.


  Paddington felt very upset about the matter of the Unfinished Symphony, particularly as it was Mr Gruber’s treat, and he was determined to investigate the matter.


  “’Ere,” said the man at the entrance. “If you goes out you won’t be allowed in again. It’s against the rules and regulations.”


  Paddington raised his hat. “I’d like to see Mr Schubert, please,” he explained.


  “Sherbet?” repeated the man. He cupped one hand to his ear. The band had reached a loud passage and it was difficult to hear what Paddington was saying. “You’d better try over there,” he exclaimed, pointing to a small kiosk. “I believe they ’as some dabs.”


  “Dabs?” exclaimed Paddington, looking most surprised.


  “That’s right,” said the man. “But you’ll ’ave to look slippy,” he called as Paddington hurried across the grass with an anxious expression on his face. “Otherwise I shall have to charge you another five pence.”


  The lady in the kiosk looked rather startled when Paddington tapped on the side. “Oh dear,” she said, as she peered over the counter. “One of them soldiers has dropped his busby.”


  “I’m not a busby!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “I’m a bear and I’ve come to see Mr Schubert.”


  “Mr Schubert?” repeated the lady, recovering from her shock. “I don’t know anyone of that name, dear. There’s a Bert what sees to the deck chairs but it’s his day off today.”


  She turned to another lady at the back. “Do you know a Mr Schubert, Glad?” she queried. “There’s a young bear gentleman asking after him.”


  “Sounds like one of them musicians,” said the second lady doubtfully. “They usually ’as fancy names.”


  “He wrote a symphony,” explained Paddington. “And he forgot to finish it.”


  “Oh dear,” said the first lady. “Well, if I were you I’d go and wait under that bandstand. You’re bound to catch them when they come off then.”


  “There’s a door at the back,” she added helpfully. “If you wait in there it’ll save disturbing all the people in the audience.”


  After thanking the ladies for all their help Paddington hurried back across the grass towards some steps which led down to a small door marked STRICTLY PRIVATE at the rear of the bandstand.


  Paddington liked anything new and he’d never been inside a bandstand before. It sounded most interesting and he was looking forward to investigating the matter.


  The door opened easily when he put his paw against it but it was when he closed it behind him that he made the first of several nasty discoveries, for it shut with an ominous click and try as he might he couldn’t pull it open again.


  After poking at it for several minutes with an old broom handle which he found on the floor Paddington groped around until he found an upturned box and then he sat down in order to consider the matter.


  Apart from the fact that it was dark inside the bandstand it was also very dusty and every time the band played a loud passage a shower of dust floated down and landed on his whiskers making him sneeze. In fact the more Paddington thought about things the less he liked the look of them, and the less he liked the look of things the more he thought something would have to be done.


  “Oh dear,” groaned Judy. “I’ve never known such a bear for disappearing.”


  Mr Gruber, Jonathan, and Judy had opened their eyes at the end of the piece of music only to discover that Paddington’s chair was empty and he was nowhere in sight.


  “He’s left his fairy cakes behind,” said Jonathan, “so he can’t have gone far.”


  Mr Gruber looked worried. “They’re just about to play the ‘Surprise Symphony’,” he said. “I do hope he’s back in time for that.” Mr Gruber knew how keen Paddington was on surprises and he felt sure he would enjoy the item.


  But before they had time to discuss the matter any further the conductor brought the band to attention with a wave of his baton and quiet descended on the audience once again.


  It was when the band had been playing for about five minutes that a puzzled look gradually came over Mr Gruber’s face. “It seems a very unusual version,” he whispered to Jonathan and Judy. “I’ve never heard it played like this before.”
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  Now that Mr Gruber mentioned it there did seem to be something odd about the music. Other people in the audience were beginning to notice it as well and even the conductor was twirling his moustache with a worried expression on his face. It wasn’t so much the way the music was being played as a strange thumping noise which seemed to be coming from the bandstand itself and which seemed to be getting louder every minute.


  Several times the conductor glared at the man who was playing the drums until at last, looking most upset, the man raised his sticks in the air to show that he had nothing to do with the matter.


  It was at that moment that an even stranger thing happened. One moment the conductor was standing in front of the band glaring at the musicians, the next moment there was a splintering noise and before everyone’s astonished gaze he appeared to rise several inches into the air before he toppled over clutching at the rail behind him.


  “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan as a loud sneeze broke the silence that followed. “I’d know that sneeze anywhere!”


  Mr Gruber, Jonathan, and Judy watched with growing alarm as a board in the floor of the bandstand gradually rose higher and higher and after some more splintering noises a broom handle came into view and waved about in the air. A few seconds later the broom handle was followed by a familiar-looking hat and some even more familiar-looking whiskers.


  “Excuse me,” said Paddington, raising his hat politely to the conductor. “I’m looking for Mr Schubert.”


  “Bears in my bandstand!” spluttered the conductor. “Thirty years I’ve been conducting and never once fallen off my podium, let alone been knocked off by a bear!”


  Whatever else the conductor had been about to say was drowned in a burst of applause. First one person started to clap, then another, until finally the whole audience was on its feet applauding. Several people shouted “Bravo!” and a number of others echoed it with cries of “Encore!”


  “They call it the ‘Surprise Symphony’,” said a man sitting next to Mr Gruber, “but I don’t think I’ve ever been more surprised in my life as when that young bear came up through the floor.”


  “Very good value for five pence,” said someone else. “What will they think of next?”


  It was some while before the applause died down and by that time the conductor had recovered himself and he even began to look quite pleased at the way the audience was clapping.


  “Very good timing, bear,” he said gruffly as he returned Paddington to his seat and gave him a smart military salute. “It would have done credit to a Guardsman.”


  “All the same,” said Jonathan some while later as they were strolling home through the park, “it’s a jolly good thing someone started the clapping off or there’s no knowing what might have happened. I wonder who it was?”


  Judy looked at Mr Gruber but he appeared to be examining one of the nearby trees and if there was a twinkle in his eye it was hard to see. In any case, before they had time to discuss the matter any further the quiet of the afternoon was broken by the sound of music and marching feet.


  “It must be the band on their way back to the barracks,” said Mr Gruber. “If we hurry we may be in time to see them.” So saying he quickly led the way in the direction of the music until they reached the side of the road just as a long line of soldiers came swinging into view led by the officer in charge.


  “I’m glad you’ve seen the Guards marching, Mr Brown,” said Mr Gruber some moments later as the music died away and the last of the soldiers disappeared from view. “It’s a lovely sight.”


  Paddington nodded his agreement as he replaced his hat. He’d been most impressed by the sight and although when they’d passed by the soldiers had all been staring very smartly straight ahead he was almost sure the man in charge had turned his eyes in their direction for a fraction of a second.
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  “I had a feeling he did too, Mr Brown,” said Mr Gruber when Paddington mentioned it. “And I should certainly make a note of it in your scrap book. I don’t suppose it’ll ever happen again and it’s a very good way to round off a most enjoyable day.”
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  Paddington woke with a start and then sat up in bed rubbing his eyes. For a moment or two he wasn’t quite sure where he was but gradually, as a number of familiar objects swam into view, he realized with surprise that he was in his own room.


  The afternoon sun was streaming in through the window and after blinking several times he lay back again with his paws behind his head and a thoughtful expression on his face.


  Although he wasn’t quite sure what had disturbed him he felt very glad he’d woken when he did for he had been in the middle of a particularly nasty dream about a large jar of his special marmalade from the cut-price grocer in the market.


  In the dream something had gone wrong with the lid and no matter how much he’d tried nothing would budge it. Mrs Bird’s best tin opener had broken off at the handle, and when he’d tried squeezing it in a door jamb the door had fallen off. Even Mr Brown’s hammer and cold chisel had made no impression at all and after several bangs the head had flown off the hammer and broken the dining-room window. In fact, if he hadn’t woken at that moment there was no knowing what other awful things might have happened.


  Paddington heaved a sigh of relief and, after dipping a paw into an open jar of marmalade by his bed in order to make sure everything really was all right, he closed his eyes again.


  The Brown household was unusually quiet and peaceful that afternoon for Paddington had the house to himself. In the morning the postman had brought Jonathan and Judy a surprise invitation to a tea party and by the same delivery a letter had arrived asking Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird to visit an old Aunt who lived on the other side of London.


  Even Paddington should have been out, for Mr Brown had given him several books to take back to the Public Library together with a long list of things he wanted looking up in the Reference department.


  It was Mr Brown’s list which had proved to be Paddington’s undoing for he had taken it upstairs to his room after lunch in order to study it and before he knew where he was he had nodded off.


  Thinking the matter over Paddington wasn’t quite sure whether it was the result of an extra large lunch, with two helpings of suet pudding, or the hot afternoon sun, or even a mixture of both; but whatever the reason he must have been asleep for over an hour for in the distance he could hear a clock striking three.


  It was as the last of the chimes died away that Paddington suddenly sat bolt upright in his bed and stared with wide open eyes at the ceiling. Unless he was dreaming again there was a strange scraping noise coming from somewhere directly overhead. It began by the door, then passed across the room in the direction of the window and paused for a moment before coming all the way back again.


  Paddington’s eyes got larger and larger as he listened to the sound, and they nearly popped out altogether a few moments later when a noise remarkably like that of a hammer and chisel broke the silence which followed the scraping.


  After pinching himself several times to make sure it had nothing to do with his dream Paddington jumped out of bed and hurried across the room in order to investigate the matter.


  As he flung open the window an even stranger thing happened and he jumped back into the room as if he had been shot, for just as he peered outside a long black snake-like object came into view and hung there twisting and turning for several seconds before it finally disappeared from view below the ledge.


  Paddington backed across the room and after making a grab for his hat and suitcase, rushed out on to the landing, banging the door behind him.


  Although after the dream and the strange events that had followed he was prepared for almost anything Paddington certainly wasn’t expecting the sight which met his eyes on the landing and he almost wished he’d stayed in his room.


  Only a few yards away, between his door and the top of the stairs, there was a ladder which definitely hadn’t been there after lunch. It was leaning against the trap door in the ceiling and worse still the trap door itself was wide open.


  Paddington was a brave bear at heart but even so it took him several moments to pluck up his courage again. After pulling his hat well down over his head and carefully placing his suitcase at the top of the stairs in case of an emergency, he began climbing slowly up the ladder.


  It was when he reached the top rung and peered over the edge into the loft that Paddington’s worst suspicions were realized. For there, tip-toeing across the rafters with a torch in one hand and what looked like a long knife in the other, was a man in a trilby hat and blue overalls.


  Holding his breath Paddington considered the matter for several seconds before coming to a decision. As quietly as possible, he stretched his paw into the darkness until he felt the edge of the trap door and then he flung it back into place and pushed the bolt home as hard as he could before scrambling down the ladder on to the landing and safety.


  All at once there was a commotion in the roof as someone started to shout, then several bumps, followed by the sound of banging on the other side of the trap door. But by that time Paddington was much too far away to hear what was going on. The sound of the Browns’ front door slamming had added itself to the general hubbub and he was halfway down Windsor Gardens, hurrying along the pavement with a very determined expression on his face indeed. All in all, he decided that bad though his dream had been, things had been even worse since he’d woken up and it was definitely time to call for help.


  After rounding several corners Paddington at last reached the place he had been looking for. It was a large, old-fashioned stone building which stood slightly apart from the rest on a corner site. Most of the windows had bars across them and at the top of some steps leading up to the entrance there was a blue lamp with the word POLICE written across it in white letters.


  Paddington hurried up the steps and then paused at the entrance. Leading from the hall there were a number of doors and it was difficult to decide which was the best one. In the end he picked on a large brown door on his right. It looked more important than any of the others and Paddington was a firm believer in going to the top whenever he had an emergency.


  After knocking several times he waited with his ear against the keyhole until he heard a gruff voice call out “Come in” and then he pushed the door open with his paw.


  The only person in the room was a man sitting behind a desk near the window and he looked rather cross when he saw Paddington. “You’ve come to the wrong place,” he said. “Undesirables are supposed to report round the back.”


  “Undesirables!” exclaimed Paddington hotly, giving the man a hard stare. “I’m not an undesirable. I’m a bear!”


  The man jumped up from behind his desk. “I beg your pardon,” he said. “The light’s none too good and I thought for a moment you were Hairy Harry.”


  “Hairy Harry?” repeated Paddington, hardly able to believe his ears.


  “He’s what we call the ‘Portobello Prowler’,” the man added confidentially, “and he’s been giving us a lot of trouble lately. He’s only small and he slips in through pantry windows when no one’s looking.”


  His voice trailed away as Paddington’s stare got harder and harder. “Er … what can we do for you?” he asked.


  “I’d like to see Sid, please,” said Paddington, putting down his suitcase.


  “Sid?” repeated the man looking most surprised. “I don’t think we have any Sids here. We’ve several Alfs and a Bert, but I don’t recall any Sids off hand.”


  “It says on the notice outside you’ve got one,” said Paddington firmly. “It’s written on the door.”


  The man looked puzzled for a moment and then his face cleared. “You don’t mean Sid – you mean C.I.D.


  “That’s quite a different matter,” he explained. “C.I.D. stands for Criminal Investigation Department.”


  “Well, there’s a criminal in Mr Brown’s roof,” said Paddington, not to be outdone. “And I think he needs investigating.”


  “A criminal in Mr Brown’s roof?” repeated the man, taking a notepad and pencil as he listened while Paddington went on to explain all that had taken place.


  “Good work, bear,” he exclaimed when Paddington had finished talking. “We don’t often catch anyone red-handed. I’ll send out an alert at once.”


  With that he pressed a button on the side of his desk and in a matter of seconds the Police Station became a hive of activity. In fact Paddington hardly had time to adjust his hat and pick up his suitcase before he found himself being led by several policemen into a yard at the back of the building where he was bundled into the back seat of a large black car.


  Paddington felt most important as the car shot down the road in the direction of Windsor Gardens. He had never been inside a police car before and it was all very interesting. He didn’t remember ever having travelled quite as fast either, and he was most impressed when a policeman on point duty held up all the other traffic and waved them across some lights which were at red.
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  “Right, bear,” said the C.I.D. man as the car screeched to a halt outside the Browns’ house, “lead the way. Only watch out – if he’s got a knife he may be dangerous.”


  Paddington thought for a moment and then raised his hat. “After you,” he said politely. Taking things all round Paddington felt he’d had his share of adventures for one day and apart from that he was anxious to make sure his store of marmalade was safe before anything else happened.
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  “Do you mean to say,” exclaimed the policeman as he looked down at the man in the blue overalls, “you were putting up a television aerial all the time?”


  “That’s right, officer,” said the man. “And I’ve got a letter from Mr Brown to prove it. Gave me the key of the house he did. Said there would be no one else here as he was getting rid of them for the day and I was to let myself in on account of it being a special surprise for the rest of the family and he didn’t want them to know about it.”


  The man in the overalls paused for breath and then handed a card to the policeman. “Higgins is the name. Tip Top Tellys. If you ever want a job done just give me a ring.”


  “Tip Top Tellys?” repeated the C.I.D. man, looking distastefully at the card. He turned to Paddington. “I thought you said he had a knife, bear?”


  “That wasn’t a knife,” said Mr Higgins. “That was my tweeker.”


  “Your tweeker!” exclaimed Paddington, looking most upset.


  “That’s right,” said Mr Higgins cheerfully, as he held up a long screwdriver. “Always carry one of these on account of having to give the old tellies a tweek when they want adjusting.


  “Tell you what,” he added, as he waved his hand in the direction of a large cabinet which stood in one corner of the dining-room, “I’m nearly ready to switch on. Just got to connect the aerial. With this young bear’s permission, I vote we take five minutes off and brew up a cup of tea. There’s nothing like a nice cup of tea for cooling things down.”


  Mr Higgins gave Paddington a broad wink. “If there’s a detective play on we might even pick up a few hints!”


  As a spluttering noise came from one of the policemen Paddington disappeared hurriedly in the direction of the kitchen. The C.I.D. man’s face seemed to have gone a rather nasty shade of red, and he didn’t like the look of it at all.


  All the same, when he returned a few minutes later staggering under the weight of a tray full of cups and saucers and a large plate of buns even the policemen began to look more cheerful, and in no time at all the dining-room began to echo with the sound of laughter as everyone recounted their part in the afternoon’s adventure.


  In between explaining all about the various knobs on the television and making some last minute adjustments Mr Higgins kept them all amused with tales of other adventures he’d had in the trade. In fact the time passed so quickly everyone seemed sorry when at last it was time to leave.


  “I’ve just sold two more television sets,” whispered Mr Higgins, nodding towards the policemen as he paused at the door. “So if I can ever do you a favour just let me know. One good turn deserves another.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Higgins,” said Paddington gratefully.


  Having waved goodbye to everyone Paddington shut the front door and hurried back into the dining-room. Although he was pleased that the mystery of the bumps in the roof had been solved he was anxious to test Mr Brown’s new television set before the others arrived home and he quickly drew the curtains before settling himself comfortably in one of the armchairs.


  In the past he had often watched television in a shop window in the Portobello Road, but the manager had several times come out to complain about his breathing heavily on the windows during the cowboy films and Paddington was sure it would be much nicer to be able to sit at home and watch in comfort.


  But when he had seen a cartoon, some cricket, two musical items, and a programme on bird watching, Paddington’s interest began to flag and after helping himself to another bun he turned his attention to a small booklet which Mr Higgins had left behind.


  The book was called ‘How to Get the Best Out of Your Television’ and it was full of pictures and diagrams – rather like maps of the Underground – showing the inside of the set. There was even a chapter showing how to adjust the various knobs in order to get the best pictures and Paddington spent some time sitting in front of the set turning the brightness up and down and making unusual patterns on the screen.


  There were so many different knobs to turn and so many different things it was possible to do with the picture that he soon lost all account of the time and he was most surprised when the dining-room clock suddenly struck six.


  It was while he was hurriedly turning all the knobs back to where they’d been to start with that something very unexpected and alarming happened.


  One moment a cowboy on a white horse was dashing across the screen in hot pursuit of a man with a black moustache and side-whiskers, the next moment there was a click and before Paddington’s astonished gaze the picture shrank in size until there was nothing left but a small white dot.


  He spent some moments peering hopefully at the screen through his opera glasses, but the longer he looked the smaller the dot became and even striking a match didn’t help matters for by the time he had been in the kitchen to fetch the box the spot had disappeared completely.


  Paddington stood in front of the silent receiver with a mournful expression on his face. Although Mr Brown had gone to a lot of trouble in order to surprise the family it was quite certain he wouldn’t be at all pleased if they received that much of a surprise and arrived home to find it wasn’t even working.


  Paddington heaved a deep sigh. “Oh dear,” he said, as he addressed the world in general. “I’m in trouble again.”

  



  “I can’t understand it,” said Mr Brown as he came out of the dining-room. “Mr Higgins promised faithfully it would be all ready by the time we got home.”


  “Never mind, Henry,” said Mrs Brown as the rest of the family crowded round the doorway. “It was a surprise and I’m sure he’ll be able to get it working soon.”


  “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan. “He must have been having a lot of trouble. Look at all the pieces.”


  “Don’t bother to draw the curtains. We’ll eat in the kitchen,” said Mrs Brown as she took in the scene. There were bits and pieces everywhere, not to mention a large number of valves and a cathode ray tube on the settee.


  Mrs Bird looked puzzled. “I thought you said it wasn’t working,” she remarked.


  “I don’t see how it could be,” replied Mr Brown.


  “Well, there’s something there,” said Mrs Bird, pointing to the screen. “I saw it move.”


  The Brown family peered through the gloom at the television set. Although it didn’t seem possible Mrs Bird could be right, now they looked there was definitely some kind of movement on the glass.


  “It looks rather furry,” said Mrs Brown. “Perhaps it’s one of those animal programmes. They do have a lot on television.”


  Jonathan was nearest to the screen and he suddenly clutched Judy’s arm. “Crumbs!” he whispered, as his eyes grew accustomed to the dark and he caught sight of a familiar-looking nose pressed against the glass. “It isn’t a programme. It’s Paddington. He must be stuck inside the cabinet!”


  “This is most interesting,” said Mr Brown, taking out his glasses. “Switch on the light someone. I’d like a closer look.”


  As a muffled exclamation came from somewhere inside the television Jonathan and Judy hurriedly placed themselves between Mr Brown and the screen.


  “Don’t you think you ought to ring Mr Higgins, Dad?” asked Judy. “He’ll know what to do.”
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  “We’ll go down and fetch him if you like,” said Jonathan eagerly. “It won’t take a minute.”


  “Yes, come along, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “I should leave things just as they are.


  There’s no knowing what might happen if you touch them.”


  Rather reluctantly Mr Brown allowed himself to be shepherded out of the room closely followed by Jonathan and Judy.


  Mrs Bird was the last one to leave and before she closed the door she took one last look round the room. “There are some rather nasty marmalade stains on that cabinet,” she said in a loud voice. “If I were a young bear I’d make sure they’re wiped off by the time Mr Higgins gets here … otherwise certain people may put two and two together.”


  Although Mrs Bird kept a firm hand on ‘goings on’ in the Brown household she was a great believer in the proverb ‘least said – soonest mended,’ especially when it had to do with anything as complicated as a television set.


  If Mr Higgins was surprised at having to repay Paddington’s good turn so soon he didn’t show it by so much as the flicker of an eyelid. All the same, after Mrs Bird had spoken to him he took Paddington on one side and they had a long chat together while he explained how dangerous it was to take the back off a television receiver if you didn’t know what you were doing.


  “It’s a good job bears’ paws are well insulated, Mr Brown,” he said as he bade goodbye to Paddington. “Otherwise you might not be here to tell the tale.”


  “That’s all right,” he added cheerfully, as Paddington thanked him for all his trouble. “Got a bit of marmalade on my tweeker, but otherwise there’s no harm done. And I daresay it’ll wash off.”


  “It usually does,” said Mrs Bird with the voice of experience, as she showed him to the door.


  As the Browns trooped into the dining-room for their first evening’s viewing it was noticeable that one member of the family settled himself as far away from the screen as possible. Although Mr Higgins had screwed the back on the television as tightly as his tweeker would allow, Paddington wasn’t taking any more chances than he could help.


  “Mind you,” said Mr Brown, later that evening when Mrs Bird came in with the bedtime snack, “I still can’t understand what it was we saw on the screen. It was very strange.”


  “It was probably some kind of interference,” said Mrs Bird gravely. “I don’t suppose it’ll happen again, do you Paddington?”


  As she spoke several pairs of eyes turned in Paddington’s direction but most of his face was carefully hidden behind a large mug and very wisely he only nodded his agreement. Not that he was having to pretend he felt tired for in fact it was only the cocoa steam that was keeping his eyelids open at all. Nevertheless, there was something about the way his whiskers were poking out on either side of the mug that suggested Mrs Bird had hit the nail on the head and that as far as the Brown family were concerned there was one kind of interference they weren’t likely to get on their television again in a hurry.
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  “‘Lucky For Some’?” exclaimed Mr Brown. “Don’t tell me we’ve got to sit and watch that awful thing. Isn’t there anything better on the other channel?”


  The rest of the family exchanged uneasy glances. “Paddington did ask if we could have it on,” said Mrs Brown. “It’s his favourite programme and he seemed particularly anxious we shouldn’t miss it tonight.”


  “In that case,” said Mr Brown, “why isn’t he here?”


  “I expect he’s popped out somewhere,” said Mrs Brown soothingly. “He’ll probably be back in a minute.”


  Mr Brown sank back into his seat with a grunt and stared distastefully at the television screen as a fanfare of trumpets heralded the start of ‘Lucky For Some’ and the Master of Ceremonies, Ronnie Playfair, came bounding on to the stage rubbing his hands with glee.


  “I wouldn’t mind,” said Mr Brown, “if he asked sensible questions. But to give all that money away for the sort of things he asks is ridiculous.”


  The dining-room curtains were drawn and the Brown family, with the exception of Paddington, who had been unaccountably missing since shortly after tea, were settled in a small half-circle facing the television set in preparation for their evening’s viewing.


  Over the past few weeks a change had come over the routine at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens. Normally the Browns were the sort of family who entertained themselves quite happily, but since the arrival of the television set practically every evening had been spent in semi-darkness as they sat with their eyes glued to the screen.


  All the same, although Mr Brown was the first to admit it out loud, the nine days’ wonder of having pictures in their own home was beginning to wear thin and there were several signs of restlessness as yet another fanfare of trumpets burst from the loudspeaker.


  “I do hope nothing’s happened to Paddington,” whispered Mrs Brown. “It’s not like him to miss any of the programmes, especially a quiz. He’s very keen on them.”


  “That bear’s been acting strangely all week,” said Mrs Bird. “Ever since he got that letter. I’ve a nasty feeling it may have something to do with it.”


  “Well, it can’t be anything bad,” said Mrs Brown. “He seems to have spent all his time with his whiskers buried in those encyclopaedias of Mr Gruber’s. He even missed his second helping at lunch today.”


  “That’s just it,” said Mrs Bird ominously. “It’s much too good to be true.”


  While Ronnie Playfair’s face grew larger and larger on the screen as he explained the programme to the studio audience and the viewers at home, the Browns began to discuss Paddington’s strange behaviour over the past week.


  As Mr Bird said it had all begun when he’d received an important-looking letter by the first post one morning. At the time no one had paid it a great deal of attention for he often sent away for catalogues or any free samples which he saw being advertised in the newspapers.


  But a little later that same morning he had arrived home pushing Mr Gruber’s encyclopaedias in his basket on wheels and the next day, after borrowing Mr Brown’s library tickets, another pile of books had added themselves to the already large one at his bedside.


  “He’s been asking the oddest questions too,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t know where he gets them from.”


  “Well, wherever it is,” said Mr Brown, as he looked up from his evening paper, “I hope he gets back soon.”


  Mr Brown liked plays and had just discovered there was a particularly good one about to start on the other channel.


  “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan suddenly, as he jumped up from his seat and pointed at the television screen. “No wonder he isn’t here! Look!”


  “Gracious me!” exclaimed Mrs Bird as she followed his gaze. “It can’t be!”
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  Mr Brown adjusted his glasses. “It jolly well is,” he said. “It’s Paddington and Mr Gruber.”


  While the Browns had been talking Ronnie Playfair had finished describing the workings of the programme. Waving his hand cheerily to the studio audience he stepped down off the stage in the beam of a large spotlight and announced that the first contestant of the evening was a Mr Brown of London.


  As he made his way up the aisle the camera followed him and eventually came to rest on two familiar faces at the end of one of the rows of seats. Mr Gruber’s look of embarrassment was tinged with a faint air of guilt as he caught sight of his own face on a nearby screen. Although Paddington had assured him that the Browns liked surprises he wasn’t at all sure they would be keen on this particular one.


  But Mr Gruber was soon lost from view as a small brown figure sitting next to him raised a battered hat to the camera and hurried up the aisle after the Master of Ceremonies.


  If the Browns were overcome at the sight of Paddington climbing on to the stage Ronnie Playfair was equally at a loss for words, which was most unusual.


  “Are you sure you’re the right Mr Brown?” he asked nervously, as Paddington dumped his suitcase on the stage and raised his hat to the audience.


  “Yes, Mr Playfair,” said Paddington, waving a piece of paper importantly in the air. “I’ve got your letter asking me to come.”


  “I … er … I didn’t know there were any bears in Notting Hill Gate,” said Ronnie Playfair.


  “I come from Peru,” said Paddington. “But I live in Windsor Gardens.”


  “Oh well,” said Ronnie Playfair, recovering himself slightly, “we won’t ask you to peruve that, but I suppose we must expect the bear facts tonight.


  “Peruve that,” he repeated, laughing at his own joke in a rather high voice. “Bear facts.” His voice died away as he caught Paddington’s eye. Paddington didn’t think much of Ronnie Playfair’s jokes and he was giving him a particularly hard stare.


  “Er … perhaps you’d like to step forward and send a message home,” said the Master of Ceremonies hurriedly. “We always ask our contestants to send a message home – it makes them feel at ease.”


  Paddington bent down and took a piece of paper out of his suitcase. “Thank you very much, Mr Playfair,” he exclaimed, as he began advancing on the camera.


  The Browns watched in dumb fascination as Paddington loomed larger on their screen. “Hullo all at number thirty-two,” said a familiar voice. “I hope I shan’t be late, Mrs Bird. Mr Gruber promised to bring me straight home and…”


  [image: ]


  Whatever else Paddington had been about to say was lost as there came a loud crash and the picture disappeared from the screen.


  “Oh no,” cried Judy. “Don’t say it’s broken down. Not tonight of all nights.”


  “It’s all right,” said Jonathan. “Look – they’ve got another camera on.”


  As he spoke another picture flashed on to the screen. It wasn’t quite such a nice one as the close-up of Paddington had been. Until just before the end, when it had suddenly gone soft and muzzy, that one had shown almost every whisker, whereas the new picture was looking towards the audience and there appeared to be some confusion. One of the cameramen was sitting on the floor surrounded by wires and cables, rubbing his head; and Ronnie Playfair seemed to be having some kind of an argument with a man wearing headphones.


  “He wasn’t on his marks,” cried the cameraman. “He kept following me. You can’t take proper close-ups if people don’t stay on their marks.”


  Paddington peered at the floor. “My marks?” he repeated hotly. “But I had a bath before I came out.”


  “He doesn’t mean dirt marks,” said Ronnie Playfair, pointing to a yellow chalk line. “He means that sort. You’re supposed to stay where I put you otherwise the cameras can’t get their shots.”


  “You did ask me to step forward,” said Paddington, looking most upset.


  “I said step forward,” said Ronnie Playfair crossly, “Not go for a walk.”


  Ronnie Playfair had been Master of Ceremonies on ‘Lucky For Some’ for several years with never a word out of place, let alone an upset like the one that had just occurred, and there was a strained look on his face as he picked his way back across the cables closely followed by Paddington who was peering anxiously at the floor in case he lost sight of his chalk mark again.


  “Now,” he said, as they reached the centre of the stage and stood facing the other cameras, “what would you like to be questioned on?” He waved his hand in the direction of four barrels which stood in a row on a nearby table. “You can have History, Geography, Mathematics, or General Knowledge.”


  Paddington thought for a moment. “I think I’d like to try my paw at mathematics, please,” he announced amid applause from the audience.


  “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan. “Fancy choosing maths!”


  “Knowing the way Paddington does the shopping,” said Mrs Bird, “I think it’s a very wise choice.”


  Paddington had a reputation among the street traders in the Portobello market for striking a hard bargain and it was generally acknowledged that you had to get up very early in the morning indeed in order to get the better of him.


  “I must say he always keeps his accounts very neatly,” said Mrs Brown. “I’m sure it’s the right choice.”


  “Mathematics?” repeated Ronnie Playfair. “Well, we’d better look for the first question.” He put his hand into one of the barrels and withdrew a piece of paper. “A nice easy one to start with,” he announced approvingly, “and a very good question for a bear. If you get it right there’s a prize of five pounds.”


  After a short roll of drums Ronnie Playfair raised his hand for silence. “For a prize of five pounds,” he announced. “How many buns make five?”


  “I must warn you,” he added, winking at the audience, “think carefully. It may be a trick question. How many buns make five?”


  Paddington thought for a moment. “Two and a half,” he replied.


  Ronnie Playfair’s jaw dropped slightly. “Two and a half?” he repeated. “Are you sure you won’t change your mind?”


  “Two and a half,” said Paddington firmly.


  


  “Poor old Paddington,” said Jonathan. “Fancy getting the first one wrong.”


  “I am surprised,” said Mrs Bird. “It’s not like him at all. Unless he’s got something up his paw.”


  “Oh dear,” said the Master of Ceremonies as he picked up a hammer and struck a large gong by his side. “I’m afraid you’re out of the contest. The answer is five.”


  “I don’t think it is, Mr Playfair,” said Paddington. “It’s two and a half. I always share my buns with Mr Gruber when we have our elevenses and I break them in half.”


  Ronnie Playfair’s jaw dropped even farther and the smile froze on his face. “You share your buns with Mr Gruber?” he repeated.


  “Give him the money!” cried someone in the audience as the applause died down.


  “You said it might be a trick question,” cried someone else amid laughter. “Now you’ve got a trick answer.”


  Ronnie Playfair fingered his collar nervously and a strange look came over his face as he received a signal from the man wearing headphones to give Paddington the money.


  “Are you going to stop now, bear?” he asked hopefully, as he handed Paddington a crisp five-pound note, “or do you want to go on for the next prize of fifty pounds?”


  “I’d like to go on please, Mr Playfair,” said Paddington eagerly, as he hurriedly locked the money away in his suitcase.


  “I shouldn’t do that,” said Ronnie Playfair as he dipped his hand into the barrel and withdrew another piece of paper. “If you get this question wrong I shall want the five pounds back.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I feel all turned over inside. I hope Paddington doesn’t do anything silly and lose his five pounds. He’ll be so upset we shall never hear the last of it.”


  “Right!” said Ronnie Playfair, holding up his hand once again for silence. “For fifty pounds here is question number two, and it’s a two-part question. Listen carefully.”


  “If,” he said, “you had a piece of wood eight feet long and you cut it in half, and if you cut the two pieces you then have into half, and if you then cut all the pieces into half again how many pieces would you have?” “Eight,” said Paddington promptly. “Very good, bear,” said Ronnie Playfair approvingly. “Now,” he continued, pointing to a large clock by his side, “here is the second part of the question. How long will each of the pieces be? You have ten seconds to answer starting from. now!”


  “Eight feet,” said Paddington, almost before the Master of Ceremonies had time to start the clock.


  “Eight feet?” repeated Ronnie Playfair. “You’re sure you won’t change your mind?”


  “No, thank you, Mr Playfair,” said Paddington firmly.


  “In that case,” said Ronnie Playfair as he triumphantly banged the gong, “I must ask for the five pounds back. The answer is one foot. If I had a piece of wood eight feet long and I cut it in half I would have two pieces four feet long. And if I cut those in half I would have four pieces two feet long. And if I cut each of those in half I would have eight pieces one foot long.”


  Having finished his speech Ronnie Playfair turned and beamed a self-satisfied smile on the audience. “You can’t argue with that, bear,” he exclaimed.


  “Oh no, Mr Playfair,” said Paddington politely. “I’m sure that’s right for your piece of wood, but I cut mine the other way.”


  Once again the smile froze on Ronnie Playfair’s face. “You did what?” he exclaimed.


  “I cut mine down the middle,” said Paddington. “So I had eight pieces eight feet long.”


  “But if you’re asked to cut a plank of wood in half,” stuttered Ronnie Playfair, “you cut it across the middle not down the middle. It stands to reason.”


  “Not if you’re a bear,” said Paddington, remembering his efforts at carpentry in the past. “If you’re a bear it’s safer to cut it down the middle.”


  Ronnie Playfair took a deep breath and forced a sickly smile to his face as he handed Paddington a large bundle of notes.


  “I think you’ll find they’re all there, bear,” he said stiffly as Paddington sat down on the stage and began counting them. “We’re not in the habit of diddling people.”


  Ronnie Playfair looked anxiously at his watch. The programme seemed to be taking a lot longer than usual. Normally he would have got through at least five contestants by now.


  “There are only five minutes left,” he said. “Do you want to go for the final prize of five hundred pounds?”


  “Five hundred pounds!” exclaimed Judy in a tone of awe.


  “If I were Paddington,” said Mrs Brown, “I’d stop now and make sure of what I’ve got.” The Browns grouped themselves even closer round their television screen as one of the cameras showed a close-up picture of Paddington considering the matter.


  “I think I would like to carry on, Mr Playfair,” he announced at last amid a burst of applause.
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  Although Paddington was not the sort of bear who normally believed in taking too many chances as far as money was concerned he was much too excited by all that had taken place that evening to think clearly about the matter.


  “Well,” said Ronnie Playfair in his most solemn voice, “Here, for a prize of five hundred pounds is the last question of the evening, and this time it’s a much harder one.”


  “It would be,” said Mrs Brown, holding her breath.


  “If,” continued Ronnie Playfair, “it takes two men twenty minutes to fill a fifty-gallon bath full of water using one tap, how long will it take one man to fill the same bath using both taps. This time you’ve got twenty seconds starting from. now!”


  Ronnie Playfair pressed a button on the clock by his side and then stood back to await Paddington’s answer.


  “No time at all, Mr Playfair,” said Paddington promptly.


  “Wrong!” exclaimed Ronnie Playfair, as a groan came up from the audience. “I’m afraid this time you really have got it wrong. It will take exactly half the time.


  “I’m very sorry, bear,” he continued, looking most relieved as he gave the gong a bang with his hammer. “Better luck next time.”


  “I think you must be wrong, Mr Playfair,” said Paddington politely.


  “Nonsense,” said the Master of Ceremonies, giving Paddington a nasty look. “The answer’s on the card. In any case it’s bound to take some time. You can’t fill a bath in no time at all.”


  “But you said it was the same bath,” explained Paddington. “The first two men had already filled it once, and you didn’t say anything about pulling the plug out.”


  Ronnie Playfair’s face seemed to go a strange purple colour in the studio, and even on the Browns’ receiver it went several shades darker as he stared at Paddington. “I didn’t say anything about them pulling the plug out?” he repeated. “But of course they pulled it out.”


  “You didn’t say so,” cried a voice in the audience as several boos broke out. “That bear’s quite right.”


  “Give him the money!” cried someone else as several more voices added to the general uproar.


  Ronnie Playfair seemed to shudder slightly as he withdrew a silk handkerchief from his jacket pocket and patted his brow. “Congratulations, bear,” he said grudgingly, after a long pause. “You’ve won the jackpot!”


  “What!” exclaimed Paddington hotly, as he gave Ronnie Playfair one of his hardest ever stares. “I’ve won a jackpot? I thought you said it was five hundred pounds.”


  “That is five hundred pounds,” said Ronnie Playfair hastily. “It’s the top prize of all. That’s why it’s called a jackpot.”


  As the applause rang through the theatre Paddington sat down on his suitcase hardly able to believe his ears. Although he knew there must be five hundred pounds in the world he had never in his wildest dreams thought he might one day see it in one big pile, let alone be told it was his.


  Ronnie Playfair held up his hand for silence. “One final question before we end the programme,” he exclaimed. “And there’s no prize for this one. What are you going to do with all the money?”


  Paddington considered the matter for a long time as the audience went very quiet. When you usually counted your money in terms of how many buns it would buy it was very difficult to even begin to think about a sum like five hundred pounds let alone decide what to do with it, and when he tried to think of five hundred pounds worth of buns he grew quite dizzy.


  “I think,” he said at last, as the camera came closer and closer, “I would like to keep a little bit as a souvenir and to buy some Christmas presents. Then I would like to give the rest to the Home for Retired Bears in Lima.”


  “The Home for Retired Bears in Lima?” repeated Ronnie Playfair, looking most surprised.


  “That’s right,” said Paddington. “That’s where my Aunt Lucy lives. She’s very happy there but I don’t think they’ve got very much money. They only have marmalade on Sundays so I expect they would find it very useful.”


  Everyone applauded Paddington’s announcement and the applause grew louder still a few moment later when Ronnie Playfair announced on behalf of the television company that they would see to it the Home for Retired Bears in Lima was well supplied with marmalade for at least a year to come.


  “After all,” he said, “it isn’t every week a bear wins the jackpot in one of our quiz programmes.”


  “Well I’m blowed,” said Mr Brown, mopping his brow as the programme came to an end and the captions began rolling past on the screen over a picture of Paddington as he stood in the middle of the stage receiving everyone’s congratulations. “I never thought when we bought a television set it would come to this.”


  “Fancy Paddington giving it away,” said Jonathan. “He’s usually so careful with his money.”


  “Careful isn’t the same as being mean,” said Mrs Bird wisely. “And I must say I’m very glad. I never did like the thought of all those bears only having marmalade on Sundays.”


  “After all,” she added amid general agreement, “if it hadn’t been for Aunt Lucy we shouldn’t have met Paddington. And if that doesn’t deserve a bit of extra marmalade I don’t know what does.”
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  Mrs Bird paused for a moment and sniffed the air as she and Mrs Brown turned the corner into Windsor Gardens. “Can you smell something?” she asked.


  Mrs Brown stopped by her side. Now that Mrs Bird mentioned it there was a very peculiar odour coming from somewhere near at hand. It wasn’t exactly unpleasant but it was rather sweet and sickly and it seemed to be made up of a number of things she couldn’t quite place.


  “Perhaps there’s been a bonfire somewhere,” she remarked as they picked up their shopping and continued along the road.


  “Whatever it is,” said Mrs Bird darkly, “it seems to be getting worse. In fact,” she added, as they neared number thirty-two, “it’s much too close to home for my liking.”


  “I knew it!” she exclaimed, as they made their way along the drive at the side of the house. “Just look at my kitchen windows!”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown as she followed the direction of Mrs Bird’s gaze. “What on earth has that bear been up to now?”


  Looking at Mrs Bird’s kitchen windows it seemed just as if, in some strange way, someone had changed them for frosted glass while they had been out. Worse still, not only did the glass have a frosted appearance, but there were several tiny rivers of a rather nasty-looking brown liquid trickling down them as well, and from a small, partly open window at the top there came a steady cloud of escaping steam.


  While Mrs Bird examined the outside of her kitchen windows Mrs Brown hurried round to the back of the house. “I do hope Paddington’s all right,” she exclaimed when she returned. “I can’t get in through the back door. It seems to be stuck.”


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird grimly. “If the windows look like this from the outside heaven alone knows what we shall find when we get indoors.”


  Normally the windows at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens were kept spotlessly clean, with never a trace of a smear, but even Mrs Bird began to look worried as she peered in vain for a gap in the mist through which she could see what was going on.


  Had she but known, the chances of seeing anything at all through the haze were more unlikely than she imagined, for on the other side of the glass even Paddington was having to admit to himself that things were getting a bit out of hand.


  In fact, as he groped his way across the kitchen in the direction of the stove, where several large saucepans stood bubbling and giving forth clouds of steam, he decided he didn’t much like the look of the few things he could see.
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  Climbing up on a kitchen chair he lifted the lid off one of the saucepans and peered hopefully inside as he poked at the contents with one of Mrs Bird’s tablespoons. The mixture was much stiffer than he had expected and it was as much as he could manage to push the spoon in let alone stir with it.


  Paddington’s whiskers began to droop in the steam as he worked the spoon back and forth, but it wasn’t until he tried to take it out in order to test the result of his labours that a really worried expression came over his face, for to his surprise however much he pulled and tugged it wouldn’t even budge.


  The more he struggled the hotter the spoon became and after a moment or two he gave it up as a bad job and hurriedly let go of the handle as he climbed back down off the chair in order to consult a large magazine which was lying open on the floor.


  Making toffee wasn’t at all the easy thing the article in the magazine made it out to be and it was all most disappointing, particularly as it was the first time he’d tried his paw at making sweets.


  The magazine in question was an old one of Mrs Brown’s and he had first come across it earlier in the day when he’d been at a bit of a loose end. Normally Paddington didn’t think much of Mrs Brown’s magazines. They were much too full of advertisements and items about how to keep clean and look smart for his liking, but this one had caught his eye because it was a special cookery number.


  On the cover there was a picture showing a golden brown roast chicken resting on a plate laden with bright green peas, bread sauce, and roast potatoes. Alongside the chicken there was a huge sundae oozing with layer upon layer of fruit and ice-cream, while beyond that was a large wooden board laden with so many different kinds of cheese that Paddington had soon lost count of the number as he lay on his bed licking his whiskers.


  The inside of the magazine had been even more interesting and it had taken him some while to get through the coloured photographs alone.


  But it was the last article of all which had really made him sit up and take notice. It was called TEN EASY WAYS WITH TOFFEE, and it was written by a lady called Granny Green who lived in the country and seemed to spend all her time making sweets.


  Granny Green appeared in quite a number of the pictures and whenever she did it was always alongside a pile of freshly made Old Fashioned Humbugs, a dish of coconut ice or a mound of some other sweet-meat.


  Paddington had read the article several times with a great deal of interest for although in the past he’d tried his paw at cooking various kinds of dinner he’d never before heard of anyone making sweets at home and it seemed a very good idea indeed.


  All Granny Green’s recipes looked nice but it was the last one of all, for Olde Fashioned Butter Toffee, that had really made Paddington’s mouth water. Even Granny Green herself seemed to like it best for in one picture she was actually caught helping herself to a piece behind her kitchen door when she thought no one was watching.


  It not only looked very tempting but Paddington decided it was very good value for money as well, for apart from using condensed milk and sugar, all that was needed was butter, treacle, and some stuff called vanilla essence, all of which Mrs Bird kept in her store cupboard.


  After checking carefully through the recipe once more Paddington took another look at the magazine in the hope of seeing where he’d gone wrong but none of the photographs were any help at all. All Granny Green’s saucepans were as bright as a new pin with not a trace of anything sticky running down the sides, and even her spoons were laid out neat and shining on the kitchen table. There was certainly no mention of any of them getting stuck in the toffee.


  In any case her toffee was a light golden brown colour and it was cut into neat squares and laid out on a plate, whereas, from what he’d been able to make out of his own through the steam, it was more the colour of dark brown boot polish, and even if he had been able to get it out of the saucepans he couldn’t for the life of him think what he could cut it with.


  Paddington rather wished he’d tried one of the other nine recipes instead and after heaving a deep sigh he groped his way across the kitchen and stretching up a paw rubbed a hole in the steam on one of the window panes. As he did so he jumped back into the middle of the room with a gasp of alarm, for there, on the other side of the glass, was the familiar face of Mrs Bird.


  Mrs Bird appeared to be saying something and although he couldn’t make out the actual words he didn’t like the look of some of them at all. Fortunately, before she was able to say very much the glass clouded over again and Paddington sat down in the middle of the kitchen floor with a forlorn expression on his face as he awaited developments.
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  He hadn’t long to wait for a few moments later there came the sound of footsteps in the hall. “What on earth’s been going on?” cried Mrs Bird, as she burst through the door.


  “I’ve been trying my paw at toffee making, Mrs Bird,” explained Paddington sadly.


  “Toffee making!” exclaimed Mrs Brown, as she flung open the window. “Why, you could cut the air with a knife.”


  “That’s more than you can say for the toffee,” said Mrs Bird, as she pulled at the end of the spoon Paddington had left in the saucepan. “It looks more like glue.”


  “I’m afraid it is a bit thick, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington. “I think I must have got my Granny Greens mixed up by mistake.”


  “I don’t know about your Granny Greens,” said Mrs Bird grimly, as she surveyed the scene. “It looks as if you’ve got the whole pantry mixed up. I only cleaned the kitchen this morning and now look at it!”


  Paddington half stood up and gazed around the room. Now that most of the steam had cleared it looked in rather more of a mess than he had expected. There were several large pools of treacle on the floor and a long trail of sugar leading from the table to the stove, not to mention two or three half-open tins of condensed milk lying on their side where they had fallen off the draining board.


  “It’s a job to know where to start,” said Mrs Brown, as she stepped gingerly over one of the treacle pools. “I’ve never seen such a mess.”


  “Well, we shan’t get it cleared up if we stand looking at it, that’s a certainty,” said Mrs Bird briskly as she bustled around sweeping everything in sight into the sink. “I suggest a certain young bear had better get down on his paws and knees with a scrubbing brush and a bowl of water before he’s very much older, otherwise we shall all get stuck to the floor.”


  Mrs Bird paused. While she’d been talking a strange expression had come over Paddington’s face, one which she didn’t like the look of at all. “Is anything the matter?” she asked.


  “I’m not sure, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington, as he made several attempts to stand up and then hurriedly sat down again holding his stomach with both paws. “I’ve got a bit of a pain.”


  “You haven’t been eating this stuff have you?” exclaimed Mrs Brown, pointing to the saucepans.


  “Well, I did test it once or twice, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington.


  “Gracious me!” cried Mrs Bird. “No wonder you’ve got a pain. It’s probably set in a hard lump in your inside.”


  “Try standing up again,” said Mrs Brown anxiously.


  “I don’t think I can,” gasped Paddington, as he lay back on the floor. “I think it’s getting worse.”


  “That poor bear,” cried Mrs Bird, all thoughts of the mess in the kitchen banished from her mind as she hurried into the hall. “We must ring for Doctor MacAndrew at once.”


  Mrs Bird was only gone a moment or so before the door burst open again. “The doctor’s out on his rounds,” she said. “They don’t know when he’ll be back and they can’t even find his locum.”


  “They can’t find his locum!” repeated Paddington, looking more worried than ever.


  “That’s his assistant,” explained Mrs Brown. “There’s nothing to get upset about.”


  “We could try a strong dose of castor oil, I suppose,” she continued, turning to Mrs Bird.


  “I’ve a feeling it’ll need more than castor oil,” said Mrs Bird ominously, as Paddington jumped up hurriedly with a ‘feeling better’ expression on his face and then gave a loud groan as he promptly sat down again. “I’ve sent for the ambulance.”


  “The ambulance!” cried Mrs Brown, going quite pale. “Oh dear.”


  “We should never forgive ourselves,” said Mrs Bird wisely, “if anything happened to that bear.”


  So saying she put her arms underneath Paddington and lifting him gently, carried him into the dining-room and placed him on the sofa where he lay with his legs sticking up in the air.


  Leaving Paddington where he was, Mrs Bird disappeared upstairs and when she returned she was carrying a small leather suitcase. “I’ve packed all his washing things,” she explained to Mrs Brown. “And I’ve put in a jar of his special marmalade in case he needs it.”


  Mrs Bird mentioned the last item in a loud voice in the hope that it would cheer Paddington up but at the mention of the word marmalade a loud groan came from the direction of the sofa.


  Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged glances. If the thought of marmalade made Paddington feel worse then things must be very bad indeed.


  “I’d better ring Henry at the office,” said Mrs Brown as she hurried out into the hall. “I’ll get him to come home straight away.”


  Fortunately, as Mrs Brown replaced the telephone receiver, and before they had time to worry about the matter any more, there came the sound of a loud bell ringing outside followed by a squeal of brakes and a bang on the front door.


  “Ho dear,” said the ambulance man as he entered the dining-room and saw Paddington lying on the sofa. “What’s this? I was told it was an emergency. Nobody said anything about it being a bear.”


  “Bears have emergencies the same as anyone else,” said Mrs Bird sternly. “Now just you bring your stretcher and hurry up about it.”


  The ambulance man scratched his head. “I don’t know what they’re going to say back at the hospital,” he said doubtfully. “They’ve got an ‘out-patients’ and an ‘in-patients’ department, but I’ve never come across a ‘bear-patients’ department before.”


  “Well, they’re going to have one now,” said Mrs Bird. “And if that bear isn’t in it by the time five minutes is up I shall want to know the reason why.”


  The ambulance man looked nervously at Mrs Bird and then back at the sofa as Paddington gave another loud groan. “I must say he doesn’t look too good,” he remarked.


  “He’s all right when he’s got his legs in the air,” explained Mrs Brown. “It’s when he tries to put them down it hurts.”


  The ambulance man came to a decision. The combination of Mrs Bird’s glares and Paddington’s groans was too much for him. “Bert,” he called through the open door. “Fetch the number one stretcher. And look slippy. We’ve a young bear emergency in here and I don’t much like the look of him.”


  Nobody spoke in the ambulance on the way to the hospital. Mrs Bird, Mrs Brown, and the man in charge travelled in the back with Paddington, and all the while his legs got higher and higher until by the time the ambulance turned in through the hospital gates they were almost doubled back on themselves.
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  Even the ambulance man looked worried. “Never seen anything like it before,” he said.


  “I’ll cover him over with a blanket, Ma’am,” he continued to Mrs Bird as they came to a stop. “It’ll save any explanations at the door. We don’t want too many delays filling in forms.”


  Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird hurried in after the stretcher but the ambulance man was as good as his word and in no time at all Paddington was being whisked away from them down a long white corridor. In fact he only had time to poke a paw out from under the blanket in order to wave goodbye before the doors at the end of the corridor closed behind him and all was quiet again.


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown, as she sank down on a wooden bench. “I suppose we’ve done all we can now.”


  “We can only sit and wait,” said Mrs Bird gravely as she sat down beside her. “Wait and hope.”


  The Browns and Mr Gruber sat in a miserable group in the corridor as they watched the comings and goings of the nurses. Mr Brown had arrived soon after the ambulance, bringing with him Jonathan and Judy, and shortly after that Mr Gruber had turned up carrying a bunch of flowers and a huge bag of grapes.
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  “They’re from the traders in the market,” he explained. “They all send their best wishes and hope he soon gets well.”


  “It won’t be long now,” said Mr Brown as several nurses entered the room at the end of the corridor. “I think things are beginning to happen.”


  As Mr Brown spoke a tall, distinguished-looking man dressed from head to foot in green came hurrying down the corridor and with a nod in their direction disappeared through the same door.


  “That must be Sir Mortimer Carroway,” said Judy knowledgeably. “That ambulance man said he’s the best surgeon they have.”


  “Crikey!” said Jonathan in a tone of awe. “Fancy Paddington having him!”


  “Quite right too,” said Mrs Bird decidedly. “There’s nothing like going to the top. People at the top are always more understanding.”


  “I feel so helpless,” said Mrs Brown, voicing the thoughts of them all as they sat on the bench and prepared themselves for a long wait. They were each of them busy with their own thoughts and although not one of them would have admitted it to the others, even the knowledge that such a famous person as Sir Mortimer Carroway was in charge didn’t help matters.


  “Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr Brown a few minutes later as the door at the end of the corridor opened once again and the figure of Sir Mortimer appeared. “That was quick.”


  Mrs Brown clutched her husband’s arm. “You don’t think anything’s gone wrong do you, Henry?” she asked.


  “We shall soon know,” said Mr Brown, as Sir Mortimer caught sight of them and came hurrying along the corridor holding a piece of fur in his hand.


  “Are you that young bear’s … er … next of kin?” he asked.


  “Well, he lives with us,” said Mrs Brown.


  “He is going to be all right?” exclaimed Judy, looking anxiously at the piece of fur.
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  “I should think,” said Sir Mortimer in a grave voice, but with the suspicion of a twinkle in his eyes, “there’s every chance he’ll pull through.”


  “Gracious me!” exclaimed Mrs Bird as there was a sudden commotion at the end of the corridor. “There is Paddington. Don’t tell me he’s up already.”


  “A bad case of galloping toffee drips,” said Sir Mortimer. “Most unusual. On the stomach too. Worst possible place.”


  “Galloping toffee drips?” repeated Mr Brown.


  “I think I must have spilt some on my fur when I was testing it, Mr Brown,” explained Paddington as he joined them.


  “They probably set when he was sitting down,” said Sir Mortimer. “No wonder he couldn’t get up again.”


  Sir Mortimer chuckled at the look on everyone’s face. “I’m afraid he’ll have a bare patch for a week or so but I don’t doubt if you keep him on a diet of marmalade for a while it’ll start to grow again. It should be all right by Christmas.”


  “If you don’t mind, bear,” he said as he made to leave, “I’d like to keep this piece of fur as a souvenir. I’ve done a good few operations in my time but I’ve never had a bear’s emergency before.”


  “What a good job Sir Mortimer had a sense of humour,” said Mrs Brown as they all drove home in Mr Brown’s car. “I can’t imagine what some surgeons would have said.”


  “Fancy keeping Paddington’s fur as a souvenir,” said Judy. “I wonder if he’ll have it framed.”


  Looking out from behind Mr Gruber’s bunch of grapes Paddington gave the rest of the carload one of his injured expressions. He felt very upset that everyone was taking his operation so lightly now that it had turned out all right, especially as he had a cold spot in the middle of his stomach where Sir Mortimer had removed the fur.


  “Perhaps,” said Mr Gruber, as they turned into Windsor Gardens, “he just likes bears.


  “After all, Mr Brown,” he added, turning to Paddington, “joking aside, it might have been serious and it’s nice to know there are people like that in the world you can turn to in times of trouble.”
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  And to that remark even Paddington had to nod his wholehearted agreement.
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  Soon after the toffee-making episode a change came over the weather. The air suddenly became crisper and often in the mornings a thin film of ice covered the windows with a pattern of tiny ferns so that Paddington had to breathe quite heavily on his panes before he could see into the garden. Even when he did manage to make a hole large enough to see through his effort was usually only rewarded by the sight of an even larger expanse of white outside.


  Almost overnight great piles of fir trees arrived in the market and on the barrows brightly coloured boxes of figs and dates put in an appearance alongside branches of holly and sprigs of mistletoe.


  Inside the house there were changes too, as bowls of fruit and nuts began to appear on the sideboard and mysterious-looking lists were hastily tucked into jugs whenever he came into a room.


  “Christmas comes but once a year,” said Mrs Bird, when she met Paddington in the hall one morning on his return from the market, “and when it does it’s time for certain young bears to have a bath, otherwise they may find themselves left behind when we go on our shopping expedition this afternoon.”


  As Mrs Bird disappeared into the kitchen Paddington stared with wide-open eyes at the closed door for a moment or two and then hurried upstairs as fast as his legs would carry him.


  The year before, Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird had taken him to a big London store in order to do the Christmas shopping, and although for some weeks past he had been keeping his paws firmly crossed in the hope that they would take him again, the news still came as a great surprise.


  Paddington spent the rest of the morning hurrying round busily making his preparations for the big event. Apart from having a bath, there was so much to do in the way of making out lists and sorting through the various things he wanted to take with him, not to mention finding space for a hurried lunch, that it seemed no time at all before he found himself being helped off a bus as it stopped outside a large and familiar-looking building in one of the big London streets.


  “I thought we would try and do most of our shopping at Barkridges,” explained Mrs Brown, when she saw Paddington’s look of surprise. “It’s so much easier if you can get everything in the one shop.”


  Paddington peered up at the building with renewed interest for he hadn’t visited Barkridge’s store since his very first shopping expedition and it looked quite different now all the Christmas decorations were up. Apart from gaily coloured displays in all the windows the outside of the building was a mass of fairy lights which hung from some of the biggest Christmas trees he had ever seen in his life and altogether it looked most inviting.


  “I think I’d like to do some shopping by myself, Mrs Brown,” he exclaimed eagerly. “I’ve got one or two special things to buy.”


  Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged glances. “I suppose we could let him go down to the bargain basement,” said Mrs Bird as they entered the shop. “If we wait at the top of the stairs he can’t come to any great harm.”


  Paddington pricked up his ears at Mrs Bird’s words. He had never been down to a bargain basement before and it sounded most interesting.


  Mrs Brown looked at him doubtfully. “Well,” she said, “it is Christmas. But you must promise to be back here in half an hour. We’ve a lot to do.”


  “Thank you very much, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington gratefully as he picked up his belongings and hurried off in the direction of some nearby stairs.


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird, voicing both their thoughts as Paddington disappeared through a door at the bottom. “That bear was in too much of a hurry for my liking. I’ve a nasty feeling in the back of my mind we’re letting ourselves in for trouble.”


  “Even Paddington can’t come to much harm in half an hour,” said Mrs Brown optimistically. “Not with shopping to do.”


  “If he gets as far as the shopping,” said Mrs Bird darkly.


  Unaware of the way he was being discussed, Paddington stood for a moment blinking happily in the bright lights of the bargain basement. If anything, it was even more crowded than the upstairs had been and there was so much to see it was difficult to take it all in at one glance.


  In front of him there was a big signpost with arrows pointing the way to the various departments and after studying it for a moment or two he decided to investigate the one marked KITCHEN AND HOUSEHOLD. Apart from the fact that he felt sure the Household department of a big store like Barkridges would be bound to have something suitable for Mrs Bird’s present, he had just caught sight of another interesting notice pasted on the wall. It said THIS WAY TO THE FREE DEMONSTRATIONS, and it definitely needed looking into.


  Following the arrows, Paddington made his way along a corridor until he found himself standing in a large area full of pots and pans. All around people were shouting and jostling and as he put his head down and pushed his way through he suddenly discovered to his surprise that he had come up against a large table behind which stood a man in a white coat. The man appeared to be doing something with a piece of old carpet and a bottle and he didn’t look best pleased at the way things were going.
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  “Look at that!” he shouted, holding up the piece of carpet as Paddington stood on tip-toe in order to get a better view. “Only one coating of Instant One-dab cleaning fluid and already this old piece of carpet looks like new!”


  “Come on, ladies,” he cried in a hoarse voice. “There must be someone who wants to buy a bottle. It not only cleans carpets – just one dab on your kitchen sink and you’ll be able to see your face in it. Mirrors, furniture, floors – there’s nothing in the world that can’t be improved by Instant One-dab cleaning fluid. I’m not asking fifteen pence for it. I’m not even asking ten pence. All I want for this giant-size economy bottle is the trifling sum of seven pence.”


  Pausing for breath the man looked at the sea of faces in front of him. “Some people can’t see a bargain when it’s held in front of their nose,” he said crossly as no one moved.


  “Take this piece of stuff here,” he continued, as he reached out across the table and picked up a shapeless-looking object which he held up for everyone to see. “You couldn’t have anything much dirtier than this. Most of you would probably have thrown it away years ago. Yet I guarantee that with one dab of my cleaning fluid it’ll come up as good as new.”


  “What!” cried Paddington in alarm, as he clambered up on his suitcase. “That’s my hat you’ve got!”


  “Your hat?” exclaimed the man, dropping it hurriedly. “I beg your pardon, sir. I didn’t realize anyone was wearing it. I thought it was one of my old scraps I get off the dustman. I keep a few of them by me for demonstrations you know…”


  The man’s voice trailed away as he caught Paddington’s eye. “I was only trying to get rid of your stains,” he said lamely.


  “Get rid of my stains?” repeated Paddington, hardly able to believe his ears. It had taken him a long time to collect all the different stains on his hat. Some of them were so old he had almost forgotten how they had got there in the first place, and some had even been made by his uncle in Peru.


  “Those aren’t ordinary stains,” he exclaimed hotly. “Some of them have been handed down.”


  “Handed down?” echoed the man. “You can’t hand a stain down.”


  “Bears do,” said Paddington firmly.


  The demonstration man gave a nasty look. “Well, if you want to hand them down any more,” he said, waving the bottle of cleaning fluid dangerously close to Paddington’s hat, “I suggest you hop it. This is very powerful stuff and if the cork comes out accidentally I shan’t answer for the consequences.”


  Grabbing his hat Paddington pulled it tightly down over his head and pushed his way through the crowd out of range of the man’s bottle. He didn’t think much of the first demonstration he’d seen, even if it had been free, and he hurriedly made his way in the direction of the second one in the hope that it might prove more interesting.


  As he approached the next crowd Paddington paused for a moment and sniffed the air. To his surprise there seemed to be a strong smell of pancakes and as he squeezed his way towards the demonstration it got stronger and stronger until by the time he reached the table he felt quite hungry.


  This time the man in charge had a small spirit stove in front of him and he was holding a frying-pan in the air while he addressed his audience.
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  “How many times,” he cried, as Paddington reached the table. “How many times have you broken your fried eggs in the morning? How many omelets have you spoilt at lunch-time? And have you ever kept count of the number of times you’ve tried tossing a pancake only to find it stuck to the pan?”


  Holding up the frying-pan for everyone to see, the demonstration man paused dramatically. “Never again!” he cried, as he waved it in the air. “Go home today and throw your old pans in the dustbin. Buy one of my Magic Non-stick frying-pans and nothing, I repeat, nothing will ever stick again.”


  “Why, it’s so simple,” he went on, “even a child of five can’t go wrong.


  “Come along sir,” he exclaimed, pointing to Paddington. “Show everyone how to do it.”


  “Stand back everyone,” he called, as he handed the frying-pan to Paddington. “The young gentleman with the whiskers is going to show you all how easy it is to toss a pancake with one of my Magic Non-stick frying-pans.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully. “I might buy one for Mrs Bird’s Christmas present,” he explained. “She’s always grumbling about her pans.”


  “There you are,” said the demonstration man triumphantly. “My first sale of the morning. Fancy all of you being put to shame by a young bear gentleman.”


  “I can see you know your frying-pans as well as your onions, sir,” he continued, as Paddington gripped the frying-pan firmly in both paws and closed his eyes as he prepared to test it. “Now, just a quick flick of the paw, and don’t forget to catch the pancake on the way down otherwise…”


  Whatever else the man had been about to say was lost as a gasp went up from the audience. “Here,” he cried anxiously, “what have you done with it?”


  “What have I done with it?” said Paddington with interest as he opened his eyes and peered at the empty pan.


  “That was my demonstration pancake,” cried the man, looking all around. “And now it’s gone!”


  The problem of where the pancake had disappeared to was suddenly solved as a disturbance broke out at the back of the crowd and a woman started to push her way through to the front.


  “My best hat!” she exclaimed. “Covered in pancake mixture!”


  “Never mind your hat,” cried someone else. “What about my coat?”


  As more and more voices joined in the uproar Paddington decided to take advantage of the confusion. Picking up his suitcase and carrier bag he hurried out of the Household department casting some extremely anxious glances over his shoulder as he went. He didn’t like the look of things at all and he decided he’d had quite enough of free demonstrations for one day.


  It was as he was hurrying in the direction of the stairs and safety that Paddington suddenly stopped in his tracks again and peered up at the wall. In front of him was a large poster which he hadn’t noticed before showing a man in a white beard and a long red coat sitting astride a rocket. But it wasn’t so much the picture which caught his eye as the wording underneath.


  It said:


  
    TRIPS TO THE MOON

    VISIT FATHER CHRISTMAS IN THE MOON ROCKET

    GET YOUR FREE PRESENT

    TEN PENCE RETURN!

  


  After the wording a broad red arrow decorated with holly pointed the way towards a door in front of which stood a group of people.


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. Ten pence seemed very cheap for a trip to the moon, especially as it had cost Mrs Brown almost as much for the three of them on the bus and they hadn’t even been given a present at the end.


  Although he’d promised Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird to stay in the bargain basement Paddington felt sure they wouldn’t mind in the circumstances if he took a short trip. At that moment the doors opened and the matter was decided for him as he was caught up in the rush of people all pushing and shoving to get through. In fact it all happened so quickly he only just found time to hand his ten pence piece to the man in uniform before the doors clanged shut behind him.


  “Thank you very much,” called the man, touching his cap as Paddington was swept past him. “A Merry Christmas to you.”


  Paddington tried to raise his hat in reply but by that time he was so tightly jammed against the wall at the back that he hardly had room to breathe let alone move his paws. In fact he was so squashed that it only took him a moment or two to decide very firmly indeed that he didn’t think much of rockets. Apart from the fact that it kept stopping, it was so crowded he couldn’t see a thing. And when it did finally reach the top of its travel even more people pushed their way in before he had a chance to clamber out and it started to fall back down again without his having so much as caught a glimpse of Father Christmas.


  Altogether Paddington wasn’t sorry when he heard the man in charge announce the fact that they were back in the bargain basement again and it was time to get out.


  “I’d like my present now, please,” he exclaimed, as he pushed his way out behind the other passengers.


  “Your present?” said the man in uniform. “What present?”


  Paddington gave the man a hard stare. “The one the notice says you get,” he explained.


  The man looked puzzled for a moment and then his face cleared as Paddington pointed to the poster. “You want Father Christmas on the fourth floor,” he said. “We don’t give presents here. This is the lift, not a rocket.”


  “What!” cried Paddington, nearly falling over backwards with surprise. “This is a lift? But I gave you ten pence.”


  “That’s right, sir,” said the man cheerfully. “Thank you very much. It isn’t often we liftmen get a Christmas box.”


  “A Christmas box?” echoed Paddington, his eyes getting larger and larger.


  “Very kind of you it was,” said the liftman. “And now if you’ll excuse me I’ve another load to take up.”


  With that he clanged the doors shut leaving Paddington fixed to the spot as if he had been turned into a pillar of stone. He was still rooted to the spot several minutes later when Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird came hurrying up accompanied by an important-looking man in striped trousers.


  “Where on earth have you been?” cried Mrs Bird. “We’ve been looking everywhere for you.”


  “Are you all right?” asked Mrs Brown anxiously. “You don’t look very well.”


  “Oh, I’m all right, thank you, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington vaguely as he recovered himself. “And I haven’t been on earth – at least, I have, but I didn’t think I had and it cost me ten pence.”


  The rest of Paddington’s explanations were lost as the man in the striped trousers bounded forward and shook him warmly by the paw. “My dear young bear,” he exclaimed, “I’m the floor manager. Allow me to thank you for all you’ve done.”


  “That’s all right,” said Paddington, looking most surprised as he raised his hat.
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  “Non-stick frying pans have never been one of our most popular lines,” said the floor manager as he turned to Mrs Brown. “And as for the cleaning fluid … now look at them both.” He waved his hand in the direction of two large crowds in the distance. “They’re both selling like hot cakes.


  “Since this young bear demonstrated the frying-pan our man can’t wrap them fast enough. And after our other assistant removed the pancake stains from the customers’ clothes he’s been rushed off his feet. Anything that gets a young bear’s pancake stain out without leaving a mark must be good.


  “You must let me know if there’s anything we can do to repay you,” he continued, turning back to Paddington.


  Paddington thought for a moment. “I was doing some special Christmas shopping,” he explained. “Only I’m not really sure what I want to buy. It’s a bit difficult for bears to see over the edge of the counters.”


  “In that case,” said the floor manager, snapping his fingers in the direction of one of the assistants, “you shall have the services of one of our expert shopping advisers. She can look after you for the rest of the day and I’m sure she’ll be only too pleased to help you with all your needs.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully. He wasn’t at all sure what it was all about but whatever the reason he felt certain that with the help of anyone as important-sounding as a shopping adviser he ought to be able to get some very good Christmas presents indeed.


  As she bent down to pick up her shopping Mrs Brown caught Mrs Bird’s eye. “I wish someone would tell me how Paddington gets away with it,” she said.


  “You’d have to be a bear yourself to answer that one,” said Mrs Bird wisely. “And if you were the question wouldn’t arise anyway. Bears have much more important things to think about.”
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  “Harold Price?” said Mrs Brown. “Wants to see me? But I don’t know anyone called Harold Price, do I?”


  “It’s the young man from the big grocery store in the market,” said Mrs Bird. “He said it had something to do with their amateur dramatic society.”


  “You’d better show him in then,” said Mrs Brown. Now that Mrs Bird mentioned it she did vaguely remember Harold Price. He was a rather spotty faced young man who served behind the jam counter. But for the life of her she couldn’t imagine what that had to do with amateur dramatics.


  “I’m so sorry to trouble you,” said Mr Price as Mrs Bird ushered him in to the dining-room. “But I expect you know there’s a drama festival taking place in the hall round the corner this week.”


  “You’d like us to buy some tickets?” asked Mrs Brown, reaching for her handbag.


  Mr Price shifted uneasily. “Well … er … no, not exactly,” he said. “You see, we’ve entered a play for the last night – that’s tomorrow – and we’ve been let down at the last moment by the man who was going to do the sound effects. I was told you have a young Mr Brown who’s very keen on that sort of thing but I’m afraid I’ve forgotten his christian name.”


  “Jonathan?” asked Mrs Brown.


  Mr Price shook his head. “No, it wasn’t Jonathan,” he said. “It was a funny sort of name. He’s been on television.”


  “Not Paddington?” said Mrs Bird.


  “That’s it!” exclaimed Mr Price. “Paddington! I knew it was something unusual.


  “I wrote this play myself,” he continued eagerly. “It’s a sort of mystery pantomime and we’re hoping it may win a prize. The sound effects are most important and we must have someone reliable by tomorrow night.”


  “Have you ever met Paddington?” asked Mrs Bird.


  “Well, no,” said Mr Price. “But I’m sure he could do them, and if he’ll come I can let you all have free seats in the front row.”


  “That’s most kind of you,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t know what to say. Paddington does make rather a noise sometimes when he’s doing things – but I don’t know that you’d exactly call them sound effects.”


  “Please!” appealed Mr Price. “There just isn’t anyone else we can ask.”


  “Well,” said Mrs Brown doubtfully, as she paused at the door. “I’ll ask him if you like – but he’s upstairs doing his accounts at the moment and I’m not sure that he’ll want to be disturbed.”


  Mr Price looked somewhat taken aback when Mrs Brown returned, closely followed by Paddington. “Oh!” he stammered. “I didn’t realize you were a … that is … I … er … I expected someone much older.”


  “Oh, that’s all right, Mr Price,” said Paddington cheerfully, as he held out his paw. “I’m nearly four. Bears’ years are different.”


  “Er … quite,” said Mr Price. “I’m sure they are.” He took hold of Paddington’s outstretched paw rather gingerly. Mr Price was a sensitive young man and there were one or two old marmalade stains he didn’t like the look of, not to mention a quantity of red ink from the debit side of Paddington’s accounts which somehow or other managed to transfer itself to his hand.


  “You’re sure you hadn’t anything else planned?” he asked hopefully.


  “Oh no,” said Paddington. “Besides, I like theatres and I’m good at learning lines.”


  “Well, they’re not actually lines, Paddington,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “They’re noises.”


  “Noises?” exclaimed Paddington, looking most surprised. “I’ve never heard of a ‘noises’ play before.”


  Harold Price looked at him doubtfully. “Perhaps we could use you in some of the crowd scenes,” he said. “We’re a bit short of serfs.”


  “Serfs?” exclaimed Paddington.


  “That’s right,” said Mr Price. “All you have to do is come on and say ‘Odds bodikins’ every now and then.”


  “Odds bodikins?” repeated Paddington, looking more and more surprised.


  “Yes,” said Mr Price, growing more enthusiastic at the idea. “And if you do it well I might even let you say ‘Gadzooks’ and ‘Scurvy knave’ as well.’


  “Perhaps you’d both like to go into it all down at the hall,” said Mrs Brown hastily, as she caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s face.


  “A very good idea,” said Mr Price. “We’re just about to start a rehearsal. I can explain it as we go along.”


  “He did say it’s a pantomime?” said Mrs Bird, when she returned from letting Paddington and Mr Price out.


  “I think he did,” replied Mrs Brown.


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird. “Well, if Paddington has a paw in it there’ll be plenty of pantomime – you mark my words!”


  “Here we are,” said Mr Price, as he showed Paddington through a door marked PRIVATE – ARTISTS ONLY. “I’ll take you along and introduce you to the others.”


  Paddington blinked in the strong lights at the back of the stage and then sniffed. There was a nice smell of greasepaint and it reminded him of the previous time he had been behind the scenes in a theatre, but before he had time to investigate the matter he found himself standing in front of a tall, dark girl who was stretched out on a couch.


  “Deirdre,” said Mr Price. “I’d like you to meet the young Mr Brown I was telling you about. He’s promised to lend a paw with the sound effects.”


  The dark girl raised herself on one elbow and stared at Paddington. “You didn’t tell me he was a bear, Harold,” she said.


  “I didn’t know myself … actually,” said Mr Price unhappily. “This is Miss Flint, my leading lady,” he explained, turning to Paddington. “She’s in bacon and eggs.”


  “How nice,” said Paddington, raising his hat politely. “I should like to be in bacon and eggs myself.”


  “You look rather as if you have been,” said Miss Flint, shuddering slightly as she sank back on to the couch. “I suppose the show must go on, Harold – but really!”


  Mr Price looked at Paddington again. “Perhaps you’d better come with me,” he said hastily, as he led the way across the stage. “I’ll show you what you have to do.”


  After giving Miss Flint a hard stare Paddington followed Mr Price until they came to a small table in the wings. “This is where you’ll be,” said Mr Price, picking up a large bundle of papers. “I’ve marked all the places in the script where there are any sound effects. All you have to do is bang some coconuts together whenever it says ‘horses’ hooves’, and there’s a gramophone for when we have any music or thunder noises.”


  Paddington listened carefully while Mr Price explained about the script and he examined the objects on the table with interest.


  “It looks a bit difficult,” he said, when Mr Price had finished his explanations, “especially with paws. But I expect it will be all right.”


  “I hope so,” said Mr Price. He ran his hands nervously through his hair and gave Paddington a last worried look as he went back on to the stage to join the rest of the cast. “I do hope so. We’ve never had a bear doing the sound effects before.”


  Mr Price wasn’t the only one to feel uneasy at the thought of Paddington taking part in his play and by the time the following evening came round everyone in the Brown household was in a high state of excitement as they got ready for their outing. Mr Price had been as good as his word and he’d not only given Paddington a number of tickets for the family, but he’d slipped in an extra one for Mr Gruber as well, and even Mr Curry had promised to put in an appearance.


  Paddington went on ahead of the others as he had one or two last minute adjustments to make to his gramophone, but he was waiting at the door to greet them when they arrived just before the start of the performance. He was wearing a large rosette marked OFFICIAL in his hat and he looked most important as he led the way down the crowded aisle to some seats in the front row of the stalls, before disappearing through a small door at the side of the stage.


  As the Browns settled down in their seats a roll of thunder shook the hall and Mrs Brown looked up anxiously. “That’s very odd,” she exclaimed. “Thunder at this time of the year. It was just starting to snow when we came in.”
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  “I expect that was Paddington testing his sound effects,” said Jonathan knowledgeably. “He said he had quite a few claps to do.”


  “Well, I wish he’d turn the volume down a bit,” said Mrs Bird, turning her attention to the stage as the curtain began to rise. “That ceiling doesn’t look too safe to me.”


  “I think someone must have forgotten to pay the electric light bill,” whispered Mr Brown as he adjusted his glasses and peered at the scene.


  Mr Price’s play was called The Mystery of Father Christmas and the Disappearing Plans and according to the programme the action all took place one night in the hall of a deserted castle somewhere in Europe.


  From where they were sitting the Browns not only found it difficult to see what was going on, but when their eyes did get accustomed to the gloom they found it even harder to understand what the play was about anyway.


  Several times Father Christmas came through a secret panel in the wall holding a lighted candle in his hand, and each time he disappeared he was followed after a short interval by Mr Price playing the part of a mysterious butler. If Father Christmas was acting strangely Mr Price’s actions were even more peculiar. Sometimes he came on waving the secret plans with a triumphant expression on his face, and at other times he looked quite sinister as he shook an empty fist at the audience to the accompaniment of a roll of thunder.


  Behind the scenes Paddington was kept very busy. Apart from the thunder, there were the coconut shells to be banged together whenever anyone approached the castle, not to mention clanking drawbridge noises and creaking sounds each time a door was opened.


  In fact there was so much to do it took him all his time to follow the script let alone watch the action on the stage and he was quite surprised when he looked up suddenly in the middle of one of his thunder records and found it was the interval.


  “Very good work, Mr Brown,” said Harold Price, as he came off the stage mopping his brow and stopped by Paddington’s table. “I couldn’t have done it better myself. I don’t think you missed a single cue.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington, looking very pleased with himself as he returned Mr Price’s thumb-up sign with a wave of his paw.


  Quite a lot of people had come and gone in the first half of Mr Price’s play and altogether he wasn’t sorry to sit down for a while and rest his paws. In any case the serfs had to put in several appearances during the second act and he was anxious to practise his lines while he had the chance.


  It was some minutes after he had settled himself underneath the table with the script and a jar of marmalade that he noticed an unusual amount of noise going on at the back of the stage. It seemed to have something to do with Harold Price having mislaid his secret plans. Several times his voice rose above the others saying he couldn’t go on without them because a lot of his most important lines were written on the back. Paddington scrambled out hurriedly in order to investigate the matter but by the time he stood up everything had gone quiet again and order seemed to have been restored as the curtain went up for the second act.


  Paddington was looking forward to the second half of Mr Price’s play and even though a lot of people were still creeping around behind the scenes with anxious expressions on their faces he soon forgot about it as Father Christmas made his entrance and approached Miss Flint’s couch in the centre of the stage.


  From the little that could be seen of him behind his beard, Father Christmas looked most unhappy as he addressed Miss Flint. “I had hoped to bring thee glad tidings,” he cried, in ringing tones. “But alas, I am undone for I have lost the secret plans!”


  “You’ve what?” exclaimed Miss Flint, jumping up from her couch in alarm. Miss Flint had spent the interval in her dressing-room and she was as surprised as anyone to learn that the plans really were missing. “What have you done with them?” she hissed.


  “I don’t know,” said Father Christmas in a loud whisper. “I think I must have put them down somewhere.


  “Er … nice weather we’ve been having lately,” he continued in a loud voice as he played for time. “Hast thou read any good books lately?”


  From his position at the side of the stage Paddington looked even more surprised than Miss Flint at the sudden turn of events. Mr Price had explained the play very carefully to him and he felt sure no mention had been made of any character called Tidings. Then there was the question of the cloak. Father Christmas appeared to be wearing his cloak in exactly the same way that he’d worn it all through the play and yet he’d definitely said something about it having come undone. Paddington consulted his script several times in case he’d made a mistake, but the more he looked at it the more confused he became.
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  It was as he turned round to the desk in order to play one of his thunder records just to be on the safe side that he received yet another surprise, for there, lying in front of him, was a dog-eared pile of papers with the words SECRET PLANS – PROPERTY OF HAROLD PRICE written in large letters across the front.


  Paddington looked at the papers and then back at the stage. A nasty silence seemed to have come over the audience, and even Father Christmas and Miss Flint appeared to have run out of conversation as they stared at each other in embarrassment.


  Coming to a decision Paddington picked up the secret plans and hurried on to the stage with a determined expression on his face. After raising his hat several times to the audience he waved in the direction of the Browns and Mr Gruber and then turned towards the couch.


  “Odds bodikins!” he cried, giving Father Christmas a hard stare. “I’ve come to do you up.”


  “You’ve come to do what?” repeated Father Christmas nervously, as he stood clutching the candle in one hand and the end of the couch in the other.


  “I’m afraid I can’t see anything about Glad Tidings in my script,” continued Paddington. “But I’ve found your secret plans.”


  Paddington looked very pleased with himself as a burst of applause came from the audience. “Scurvy knave!” he exclaimed, making the most of his big moment. “Gadzooks! You left them under my coconuts!”


  


  “I left them where?” said Father Christmas in a daze, as Paddington held out the plans and he exchanged them for the candle.


  “Under my coconuts,” explained Paddington patiently. “I think you must have put them there in the interval.”


  “Fancy leaving your plans under a bear’s coconuts,” hissed Miss Flint. “A fine spy you are!”


  While Miss Flint was talking a glassy look came over Father Christmas. So much had gone wrong already that evening it didn’t seem possible anything else could happen, but there was definitely a very odd odour coming from somewhere.


  “Can you smell something burning?” he asked anxiously.


  Miss Flint paused. “Good heavens!” she cried, hurriedly taking the candle away from Paddington. “It’s your beard – it’s on fire!”


  “It’s all right, Mr Christmas, I’m coming,” called Paddington as he climbed up on to the couch. “I think I must have held the wick too close by mistake.”


  A gasp of surprise went up from the audience as Paddington took hold of the beard and gave it a tug.


  “Well I’m blowed,” said a voice near the Browns, as the whiskers came away in Paddington’s paws and revealed the perspiring face of Harold Price. “Fancy that! It was the butler all the time – disguised as Father Christmas!”


  “What a clever idea,” said a lady in the row behind. “Having him unmasked by a bear.”


  “A most unusual twist,” agreed her companion.


  “My play!” groaned Harold Price, collapsing into a chair and fanning himself with the secret plans as the curtain came down. “My masterpiece – ruined by a bear!”


  “Nonsense!” exclaimed Miss Flint, coming to Paddington’s rescue. “It wasn’t Mr Brown’s fault. If you hadn’t lost the plans in the first place all this would never have happened. Anyway,” she concluded, “the audience seem to like it – just listen to them.”


  Mr Price sat up. Now that Miss Flint mentioned it there did seem to be a lot of applause coming from the other side of the curtain. Several people were shouting “Author” and someone even appeared to be making a speech.


  “I feel,” said the judge, as they joined him on the stage, “we must congratulate Harold Price on his pantomime. It was undoubtedly the funniest play of the week.”
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  “The funniest,” began Mr Price. “But it wasn’t meant to be funny…”


  The judge silenced him with a wave of his hand. “Not only was it the funniest, but it had the most unusual ending I’ve seen for many a day. That serf bear,” he said, as he consulted a piece of paper in his hand, “his name doesn’t seem to appear on the programme – but he played his part magnificently. Remarkable timing – the way he set light to your beard. One false move with his paw and the whole lot might have gone up in flames!


  “I have no hesitation,” he concluded, amid a long burst of applause from the audience, “in awarding the prize for the best play of the festival to Mr Harold Price.”


  Harold Price looked rather confused as the applause died away and someone called out “Speech”.


  “It’s very kind of you all,” he said, “and I’m most grateful. But I think I ought to mention that although I wrote the play, young Mr Brown here had quite a large paw in the way it ended.


  “I shouldn’t be standing here now if it wasn’t for him,” he added, as he turned to Paddington amid another outburst of clapping, “and I wouldn’t like to think he’d gone unrecognized.”


  “How kind of Mr Price to give Paddington some of the credit,” said Mrs Brown later that evening as they made their way home through the snow. “I wonder what he meant when he said Paddington had a paw in the ending?”


  “Knowing Paddington’s paws,” said Mrs Bird, “I shudder to think.”


  Mr Gruber and the Browns looked back at Paddington in the hope of getting some kind of an explanation but his head was buried deep in his duffle coat and he was much too busy picking his way in and out of their footprints to hear what was being said.


  Paddington liked snow, but while they’d been in the theatre rather too much had fallen for his liking and he was looking forward to warming his paws in front of the fire at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens.


  Apart from that, the sight of a Christmas tree in someone’s window had just reminded him of the date and he was anxious to get home as quickly as possible so that he could hang up his stocking.
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  There were still several more days to go before the holiday but after watching Mr Price’s play that evening Paddington didn’t want to take any chances, particularly over such an important matter as Father Christmas.
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  Paddington stood on the front doorstep of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens and sniffed the morning air. He peered out through the gap between his duffle coat hood and a brightly coloured scarf which was wound tightly about his neck.


  On the little that could be seen of his face behind some unusually white-looking whiskers there was a mixture of surprise and excitement as he took in the sight which met his eyes.


  Overnight a great change had come over the weather. Whereas the day before had been mild, almost spring-like for early January, now everything was covered by a thick white blanket of snow which reached almost to the top of his Wellington boots.


  Not a sound disturbed the morning air. Apart from the clatter of breakfast things in the kitchen, where Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird were busy washing up, the only sign that he wasn’t alone in the world came from a row of milk bottle tops poking through the snow on the step and a long trail of footprints where the postman had been earlier that day.
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  Paddington liked snow, but as he gazed at the view in the street outside he almost agreed with Mrs Bird, the Browns’ housekeeper, that it was possible to have too much of a good thing. Since he’d been living with the Brown family there had been several of Mrs Bird’s ‘cold snaps’, but he couldn’t remember ever seeing one before in which the snow had settled quite so deep and crisp and evenly.


  All the same, Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear to waste a good opportunity and a moment or so later he closed the door behind him and made his way down the side of the house as quickly as he could in order to investigate the matter. Apart from the prospect of playing snowballs he was particularly anxious to test his new Wellingtons which had been standing in his bedroom waiting for just such a moment ever since Mrs Brown had given them to him at Christmas.


  After he reached Mr Brown’s cabbage patch Paddington busied himself scooping the snow up with his paws and rolling it into firm round balls which he threw at the clothes post. But after several of the larger ones narrowly missed hitting the next-door greenhouse instead, he hastily turned his attention to the more important task of building a snowman and gradually peace returned once again to Windsor Gardens.
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  It was some while later, just as he was adding the finishing touches to the snowman’s head with some old lemonade bottle tops, that the quiet was suddenly shattered by the sound of a nearby window being flung open.


  “Bear!” came a loud voice. “Is that you, bear?”


  Paddington jumped in alarm as he lifted his duffle coat hood and caught sight of the Browns’ next-door neighbour leaning out of his bedroom window. Mr Curry was dressed in pyjamas and a dressing gown, and half of his face seemed to be hidden behind a large white handkerchief.


  “I’ve finished throwing snowballs, Mr Curry,” explained Paddington hastily. “I’m making a snowman instead.”


  To his surprise Mr Curry looked unusually friendly as he lifted the handkerchief from his face. “That’s all right, bear,” he called in a mild tone of voice. “I wasn’t grumbling. I just wondered if you would care to do me a small favour and earn yourself ten pence bun money into the bargain.


  “I’ve caught a nasty cold in my dose,” he continued, as Paddington climbed up on a box and peered over the fence.


  “A cold in your dose, Mr Curry,” repeated Paddington, looking most surprised. He had never heard of anyone having a cold in their dose before and he stared up at the window with interest.


  Mr Curry took a deep breath. “Not dose,” he said, swallowing hard and making a great effort. “Dnose. And as if that isn’t enough, my system is frozen.”


  Paddington became more and more upset as he listened to Mr Curry and he nearly fell off his box with alarm at the last piece of information. “Your system’s frozen!” he exclaimed. “I’ll ask Mrs Bird to send for Doctor MacAndrew.”


  Mr Curry snorted. “I don’t want a doctor, bear,” he said crossly. “I want a plumber. It’s not my own pipes that are frozen. It’s the water pipes. There isn’t even enough left in the tank to fill my hot-water bottle.”


  Paddington looked slightly disappointed as a heavy object wrapped in a piece of paper landed at his feet.


  “That’s my front door key,” explained Mr Curry. “I want you to take it along to Mr James, the odd-jobman. Tell him he’s to come at once. I shall be in bed but he can let himself in. And tell him not to make too much noise – I may be asleep. And no hanging about the bun shop on the way otherwise you won’t get your ten pence.”


  With that Mr Curry blew his nose violently several times and slammed his window shut.


  Mr Curry was well known in the neighbourhood for his meanness. He had a habit of promising people a reward for running errands but somehow whenever the time for payment arrived he was never to be found. Paddington had a nasty feeling in the back of his mind that this was going to be one of those occasions and he stood staring up at the empty window for some moments before he turned and made his way slowly in the direction of Mr James’s house.


  “Curry!” exclaimed Mr James, as he stood in his doorway and stared down at Paddington. “Did you say Curry?”


  “That’s right, Mr James,” said Paddington, raising his duffle coat hood politely. “His system’s frozen and he can’t even fill his hot-water bottle.”


  “Hard luck,” said the odd-jobman unsympathetically. “I’m having enough trouble with me own pipes this morning let alone that there Mr Curry’s. Besides, I know him and his little jobs. He hasn’t paid me yet for the last one I did – and that was six months ago. Tell him from me, I want to see the colour of his money before I do anything else and even then I’ll have to think twice.”


  Paddington looked most disappointed as he listened to Mr James. From the little he could remember of Mr Curry’s money it was usually a very dirty colour as if it had been kept under lock and key for a long time, and he felt sure Mr James would be even less keen on doing any jobs if he saw it.


  “Tell you what,” said the odd-jobman, relenting slightly as he caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s face. “Hang on a tick. Seeing you’ve come a long way in the snow I’ll see what I can do to oblige.”


  Mr James disappeared from view only to return a moment later carrying a large brown paper parcel. “I’m lending Mr Curry a blowlamp,” he explained. “And I’ve slipped in a book on plumbing as well. He might find a few tips in it if he gets stuck.”


  “A blowlamp!” exclaimed Paddington, his eyes growing larger and larger. “I don’t think he’ll like that very much.”


  “You can take it or leave it,” said Mr James. “It’s all the same to me. But if you want my advice, bear, you’ll take it. This weather’s going to get a lot worse before it gets any better.”


  So saying, Mr James bade a final good morning and closed his door firmly, leaving Paddington standing on the step with a very worried expression on his face as he stared down at the parcel in his paws.


  Mr Curry didn’t have a very good temper at the best of times and the thought of waking him in order to hand over a blowlamp or even a book on plumbing, especially when he had a bad cold, filled him with alarm.


  Paddington’s face grew longer and longer the more he thought about it but by the time he turned to make his way back to Windsor Gardens his whiskers were so well covered by flakes that only the closest passer-by would have noticed anything amiss.


  Mrs Brown paused in her housework as a small figure hurried past the kitchen window. “I suppose,” she said with a sigh, “we can look forward to paw prints all over the house for the next few days.”


  “If this weather keeps on, that bear’ll have to watch more than his paws,” said Mrs Bird as she joined her. “He’ll have to mind his p’s and q’s as well.”


  The Browns’ housekeeper held very strict views on the subject of dirty floors, particularly when they were the result of bears’ ‘goings on’ in the snow, and she followed Paddington’s progress into Mr Brown’s garage with a disapproving look.


  “I think he must be helping out next door,” said Mrs Brown as Paddington came into view again clutching something beneath his duffle coat. “It sounds as if Mr Curry’s having trouble with his pipes.”


  “I hope that’s all he’s having trouble with,” said Mrs Bird. “There’s been far too much hurrying about this morning for my liking.”


  Mrs Bird was never very happy when Paddington helped out, and several times she’d caught sight of him going past the kitchen window with what looked suspiciously like pieces of old piping sticking out of his duffle coat.


  Even as she spoke a renewed burst of hammering came from the direction of Mr Curry’s bathroom and echoed round the space between the two houses. First there were one or two bangs, then a whole series which grew louder and louder, finally ending in a loud crash and a period of silence broken only by the steady hiss of a blowlamp.
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  “If it sounds like that in here,” said Mrs Brown, “goodness only knows what it must be like next door.”


  “It isn’t what it sounds like,” replied Mrs Bird grimly, “it’s what it looks like that worries me.”


  The Browns’ housekeeper left the window and began busying herself at the stove. Mrs Bird was a great believer in letting people get on with their own work, and the activities of Mr Curry’s plumber were no concern of hers. All the same, had she waited a moment longer she might have changed her views on the matter, for at that moment the window of Mr Curry’s bathroom opened and a familiar-looking hat followed by some equally familiar whiskers came into view.


  From the expression on his face as he leant over the sill and peered at the ground far below it looked very much as if Paddington would have been the first to agree with Mrs Bird’s remarks on the subject.


  Paddington was an optimistic bear at heart but as he clambered back down from the window and viewed Mr Curry’s bathroom even he had to admit to himself that things were in a bit of a mess. In fact, taking things all round he was beginning to wish he’d never started on the job in the first place.


  Apart from Mr James’s blowlamp and a large number of tools from Mr Brown’s garage, the floor was strewn with odd lengths of pipe, pieces of solder and several saucepans, not to mention a length of hosepipe which he’d brought up from the garden in case of an emergency.


  But it wasn’t so much the general clutter that caused Paddington’s gloomy expression as the amount of water which lay everywhere. In fact, considering the pipes had been completely frozen when he’d started, he found it hard to understand where it had all come from. The only place in the whole of the bathroom where there wasn’t some kind of pool was in a corner by the washbasin where he’d placed one of his Wellington boots beneath a leaking pipe in the hope of getting enough water to fill Mr Curry’s hot-water bottle.


  Paddington was particularly anxious to fill the bottle before Mr Curry took it into his head to get up. Already there had been several signs of stirring from the direction of his bedroom and twice a loud voice had called out demanding to know what was going on. Both times Paddington had done his best to make a deep grunting noise like a plumber hard at work and each time Mr Curry’s voice had grown more suspicious.


  Paddington hastily began scooping water off the floor with his paw in order to help matters along, but as fast as he scooped the water up, it soaked into his fur and ran back up his arm. Hopefully squeezing a few drops from his elbow into the Wellington boot Paddington gave a deep sigh and turned his attention to the book Mr James had lent him.


  The book was called The Plumber’s Mate by Bert Stilson, and although Paddington felt sure it was very good for anyone who wanted to fit pipes in their house for the first time there didn’t seem to be a great deal on what to do once they were in and frozen hard. Mr Stilson seemed to be unusually lucky with the weather whenever he did a job, for in nearly all the photographs it was possible to see the sun shining through the open windows.


  There was only one chapter on frozen pipes and in the picture that went with it Mr Stilson was shown wrapping them in towels soaked in boiling water. With no water to boil Paddington had tried holding Mr Curry’s one and only towel near the blowlamp in order to warm it, but after several rather nasty brown patches suddenly appeared he’d hastily given it up as a bad job.


  Another picture showed Mr Stilson playing the flame of a blowlamp along a pipe as he dealt with a particularly difficult job and Paddington had found this method much more successful. The only trouble was that as soon as the ice inside the pipe began to melt, a leak appeared near one of the joints.


  Paddington tried stopping the leak with his paw while he read to the end of the chapter, but on the subject of leaking pipes Mr Stilson was even less helpful than he had been on frozen ones. In a note about lead pipes he mentioned hitting them with a hammer in order to close the gap, but whenever Paddington hit one of Mr Curry’s gaps at least one other leak appeared farther along the pipe so that instead of the one he’d started with there were now five and he’d run out of paws.
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  For some while the quiet of the bathroom was broken only by the hiss of the blowlamp and the steady drip, drip, drip of water as Paddington sat lost in thought.


  Suddenly, as he turned over a page near the end of the book his face brightened. Right at the end of the very last chapter Mr Stilson had drawn out a chart which he’d labelled ‘Likely Trouble Spots.’ Hurriedly unfolding the paper, Paddington spread it over the bathroom stool and began studying it with interest.


  According to Mr Stilson most things to do with plumbing caused trouble at some time or another, but if there was one place which was more troublesome than all the others put together it was where there was a bend in the pipe. At the bottom of the chart Mr Stilson explained that bends shaped like the letter ‘U’ always had water inside them and so they were the very first places to freeze when the cold weather came.


  Looking around Mr Curry’s bathroom Paddington was surprised to see how many ‘U’ bends there were. In fact, wherever he looked there appeared to be a bend of one kind or another.


  Holding Mr Stilson’s book in one paw Paddington picked up the blowlamp in the other and settled himself underneath the washbasin where one of the pipes made itself into a particularly large ‘U’ shape before it entered the cold tap.


  As he played the flame along the pipe, sitting well back in case he accidentally singed his whiskers, Paddington was pleased to hear several small cracking noises coming from somewhere inside. In a matter of moments the crackles were replaced by bangs, and his opinion of Mr Stilson went up by leaps and bounds as almost immediately afterwards a loud gurgling sound came from the basin over his head and the water began to flow.


  To make doubly sure of matters Paddington stood up and ran the blowlamp flame along the pipe with one final sweep of his paw. It was as he did so that the pleased expression on his face suddenly froze almost as solidly as the water in Mr Curry’s pipes had been a second before.


  Everything happened so quickly it all seemed to be over in the blink of an eyelid, but one moment he was standing under the basin with the blowlamp, and the next moment there was a hiss and a loud plop and before his astonished gaze Mr Curry’s ‘U’ bend disappeared into thin air. Paddington just had time to take in the pool of molten lead on the bathroom floor before a gush of cold water hit him on the chin, nearly bowling him over.


  Acting with great presence of mind he knocked the hot flexible remains of the pipe and turned it back into Mr Curry’s bath, leaving the water to hiss and gurgle as he turned to consult Mr Stilson’s book once more. There was a note somewhere near the back telling what to do in cases of emergency which he was particularly anxious to read.


  A few seconds later he hurried downstairs as fast as his legs would carry him, slamming the front door in his haste. Almost at the same moment as it banged shut there came the sound of a window being opened somewhere overhead and Mr Curry’s voice rang out. “Bear!” he roared. “What’s going on, bear?”


  Paddington gazed wildly round the snow-covered garden. “I’m looking for your stop-cock,” he exclaimed.


  “What!” bellowed Mr Curry, putting a hand to his ear to make sure he’d heard right. “Cock! How dare you call me cock! I shall report you to Mrs Bird.”


  “I didn’t mean you were to stop, cock,” explained Paddington desperately. “I meant…”


  “Stop?” repeated Mr Curry. “I most certainly will not stop. What’s going on? Where’s Mr James?”


  “You’re having trouble with your ‘U’ bends, Mr Curry,” cried Paddington.


  “Round the bend!” spluttered Mr Curry. “Did I hear you say I’m round the bend?”


  Mr Curry took a deep breath as he prepared to let forth on the subject of bears in general and Paddington in particular, but as he did so a strange look came over his face and before Paddington’s astonished gaze he began dancing up and down, waving his arms in the air.


  “Where’s all this water coming from, bear?” he roared. “I’ve got ice cold water all over my feet. Where’s it all coming from?”


  But if Mr Curry was expecting an answer to his question he was unlucky, for a second later the sound of another front door being slammed punctuated his remarks, only this time it was the one belonging to number thirty-two.


  Paddington had been thinking for some while that he’d had enough of plumbing for one day and the expression on Mr Curry’s face quite decided him in the matter.


  Mr Brown looked up from his morning paper as a burst of hammering shook the dining-room. “I shall be glad when they’ve finished next door,” he said. “They’ve been at it for days now. What on earth’s going on?”


  “I don’t know,” said Mrs Brown, as she poured out the coffee. “Mr Curry’s got the builders in. I think it’s something to do with his bathroom. He’s been acting strangely all week. He came round specially the other evening to give Paddington ten pence, and several mornings he’s sent the baker round with a bun.”


  “Mr Curry gave Paddington ten pence?” echoed Mr Brown, lowering his paper.


  “I think he had a nasty accident during the cold weather,” said Mrs Bird. “He’s having a complete new bathroom paid for by the insurance company.”


  “Trust Mr Curry to get it done for nothing,” said Mr Brown. “Whenever I try to claim anything from my insurance company there’s always a clause in small print at the bottom telling me I can’t.”


  “Oh,” said Mrs Bird. “I have a feeling this was more of a paws than a clause. It’s what Mr Curry calls an ‘act of bear’.”


  “An act of bear?” repeated Mr Brown.“I’ve never heard of that one before.”


  “It’s very rare,” said Mrs Bird. “Very rare indeed. In fact it’s so rare I don’t think we shall hear of it again, do you, Paddington?”


  The Browns turned towards Paddington, or what little could be seen of him from behind a large jar of his special marmalade from the cut-price grocer in the market. But the only sound to greet them was that of crunching toast as he busied himself with his breakfast.


  Paddington could be very hard of hearing when he chose. All the same, there was a look about him suggesting that Mrs Bird was right and that as far as one member of the household was concerned bathrooms were safe from ‘acts of bear’ for many winters to come.
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  One morning, just as the Browns were sitting down to breakfast, a loud rat-tat-tat sent Mrs Bird hurrying to the front door.


  “I didn’t want to push these through the letterbox, ma’am,” said the postman, handing her two large, snow-white envelopes, “in case anything happened to them. One of them is addressed to that young bear of yours.”


  The Browns’ postman had once got one of Aunt Lucy’s postcards stuck in their front door and Paddington had given him some hard stares through the letterbox for several days afterwards.


  Thanking the man for his trouble, Mrs Bird hurried back into the dining-room clutching the letters. Paddington nearly dropped the marmalade into his tea when he saw that one was addressed to him. He often received a postcard from Peru, and at least once a week a catalogue arrived bearing his name, but he’d never had anything quite as impressive before.


  “Here, let me,” said Mr Brown, picking up a knife and coming to his rescue. “You don’t want to get marmalade all over it.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Brown,” said Paddington gratefully. “Envelopes are a bit difficult with paws.”


  A gasp of surprise went up from the rest of the family as Mr Brown cut open the envelope and withdrew a large gold-edged card, which he held up for everyone to see.


  “Whatever can it be?” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “It looks most important.”


  Mr Brown adjusted his glasses. “Sir Huntley Martin,” he read, “requests the pleasure of Mr Paddington Brown’s company at two o’clock on Monday 20th February. There will be a tour of the factory followed by an important ceremony and a special tea.”


  “Sir Huntley Martin,” echoed Mrs Bird. “Isn’t he that nice man we met at the Porchester that day Paddington had trouble with his onions?”


  “That’s right,” said Judy. “He’s the marmalade king. He said at the time he wanted Paddington to pay him a visit, but that was ages ago.”


  “How nice of him to remember,” said Mrs Brown, opening the other envelope.


  “Trust old Paddington to get himself invited to a marmalade factory,” said Jonathan. “It’s like taking coals to Newcastle. I wonder what the ceremony is?”


  “Whatever it is,” replied Mrs Brown, holding up another card, “he must have known it’s half term. He’s invited the rest of us to see it later in the afternoon.”


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird, looking at Paddington. “It’s less than a week away. I can see a certain person’s going to have a lot of cleaning up to do.”


  “Perhaps it’s a sticky ceremony, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington hopefully.


  Mrs Bird began clearing away the breakfast things. “Sticky it may be,” she said sternly. “But no bear goes visiting from this house in the state you’re in at the moment – least of all to a ceremony. You’ll have to have a bath and a good going over with the vacuum.”


  Paddington sighed. He always enjoyed going out but he sometimes wished it didn’t involve quite so much fuss being made.


  All the same, it was noticeable during the next few days that he paid several trips to the bathroom without once being asked, and as a result his fur became gradually shinier and silkier. By the time the following Monday arrived even Mrs Bird’s eagle eyes could find no fault with his appearance.


  It had been arranged that as a special treat Paddington should go on ahead of the others and he felt very excited when he climbed into a specially ordered taxi and settled himself in the back seat, together with his suitcase, the invitation card, several maps and a large Thermos of hot cocoa.


  It was the first time he had ever been quite so far afield on his own and after waving goodbye to the others he consulted his map and peered out of the window with interest as the taxi gathered speed on its way through the London streets.


  On the map the journey to the factory looked no distance at all, only a matter of inches, but Paddington soon found it was much farther than he had expected. Gradually, however, the tall grey buildings gave way to smaller houses and the familiar red buses grew less in number, until at long last the driver turned a corner and brought the taxi to a halt in a side street near a group of large buildings.


  “Here we are, guv’,” he said. “Can’t get right up to the gates, I’m afraid. There’s a bit of an obstruction. But it’s only a few yards up the road. Can’t miss it. Just follow yer nose.”


  The driver paused and looked down out of his cab with growing concern as Paddington, after stepping down on to the pavement, began twisting about for several seconds and then suddenly fell over and landed with a bump in the gutter.


  “’Ere,” he called anxiously. “Are you all right?”


  “I think so,” gasped Paddington, feeling himself to make sure. “I was only trying to follow my nose, but it kept disappearing.”


  “Well, you ’as to point it in the right direction to start with,” said the driver, as he helped Paddington to his feet and began dusting him down. “You’re in a right state and no mistake.”


  Paddington examined himself sadly. His fur, which a moment before had been as clean and shiny as a new brush, was now covered in a thick layer of dust and there were several rather nasty-looking patches of oil on his front as well. Worse still, although he still had tight hold of his suitcase with one paw, the other was completely empty.


  “I think I’ve dropped my invitation card down the drain,” he exclaimed bitterly.


  The driver climbed back into his cab. “It’s not your day, mate,” he said sympathetically. “If I were you I’d get where you’re going to as quickly as possible before anything else happens.”


  Paddington thanked the driver for his advice and then hurried off down the road in the direction of an imposing-looking building with a large illuminated jar on its side. As he drew near the entrance he sniffed several times. There was a definite smell of marmalade in the air, not to mention one or two kinds of jam, and he quickened his step as he approached a small office to one side of the gates where a man in uniform was standing.


  The man eyed Paddington up and down. “We’re not taking on any bears at the moment,” he said sternly. “I should try the ice-cream factory next door.”


  “I haven’t come to be taken on,” exclaimed Paddington hotly, giving the man a hard stare. “I’ve come to see Sir Huntley Martin.”


  “Ho, yes,” said the gatekeeper sarcastically. “And who are you, pray? Lord Muck ’isself?”


  “Lord Muck!” repeated Paddington. “I’m not a Lord. I’m Paddington Brown.”


  “’Ave you seen yourself in a mirror lately?” asked the gatekeeper. “Lord you may not be – but mucky you certainly are. I suppose you’ve left yer Rolls round the corner?”


  “My rolls?” said Paddington, looking most surprised. “I didn’t bring any rolls. Only some cocoa. I thought I was going to eat here.”


  “’Ere, ’ere, said the gatekeeper, taking a deep breath. “I don’t want no cheek from the likes of you. There’s an important ceremony taking place this afternoon. They’re opening a new factory building and I’ve strict instructions to keep the gates clear. We don’t want no young unemployed bears hanging about letting the place down.


  “If you want a job,” he continued, picking up a telephone inside his office, “I’ll call the foreman. Though what he’ll think of it all I don’t know. It says ‘Hands Wanted’ on the board. It doesn’t say anything about paws.”


  Paddington looked more and more upset as he listened to the gatekeeper. “But I haven’t come about a job,” he exclaimed,when at long last he could get a word in. “I’ve been invited to Sir Huntley’s ceremony.”


  “Ho, yes,” said the gatekeeper disbelievingly. “And I suppose you’ll tell me next you’ve lost yer invitation card?”


  “That’s right,” said Paddington. “I had a bit of an accident when I got out of my taxi and it fell down a drain.”


  “Look,” said the gatekeeper crossly. “Pull the other leg – it’s got bells on. I’ve met your sort before. After a free tea, no doubt. The only way you’ll get into this factory, my lad, is through the works entrance like anyone else.”


  He turned as a figure came hurrying out of the main building. “Here’s the foreman. And I’d advise you to watch your step. He doesn’t stand any nonsense.”


  “There’s a young out-of-work bear here, Fred,” he called, as the foreman reached the gate. “I was wondering if you could fix him up.”


  “I told the Job Centre we’re a bit short-handed,” said the foreman, looking Paddington up and down, “but I reckon they must be in a worse state than we are.”


  “Do you know anything about marmalade?” he added, not unkindly.


  “Oh, yes,” said Paddington eagerly. “I eat a lot of it at home. Mrs Bird’s always grumbling about my jars.”


  “Well, I don’t know what to suggest,” said the foreman, as Paddington returned his gaze very earnestly. “Is there anything in particular you’d like to try your paw at?”


  Paddington thought for a moment. “I think perhaps I’d like to see the chunks department first,” he announced. “That sounds very interesting.”


  “Chunks department,” said the foreman, glancing at the gatekeeper. “I don’t know that we’ve got what you might call a chunks department. But I could start you off in the barrel section if you like. There’s no one working there today.


  “It’s where we keep the empty Seville Orange barrels,” he explained, as he led the way across the factory square past several rows of seats and a flower-decorated stand. “They all have to be scrubbed out before they’re sent back to Spain and I daresay you’ll find plenty of old chunks left in them if you’re interested.”


  Paddington, who thought the foreman had said they kept several orange barrels, nearly fell over backwards with astonishment as the man led him into a yard at the side of the factory and he took in the sight before him. There were big barrels, small barrels, barrels to the left and right of him, barrels in front of him, and barrels which seemed to be piled almost as high as the eye could see. In fact, there were so many he soon became dizzy trying to count them.


  “You don’t have to scrub them all,” said the foreman encouragingly. “Only as many as you can. We pay five pence each for the big ones, two pence for the smalls, so the more you clean the more you earn. It’s what we call ‘piece work’.”


  “Five pence each!” repeated Paddington, hardly able to believe his ears. He’d once scrubbed out Mr Brown’s water butt at Windsor Gardens. It had taken him most of one weekend but at least at the end of it all Mr Brown had given him ten pence extra bun money. “I think perhaps I’d like to try my paw in the testing department instead,” he exclaimed.


  The foreman gave him a look. “You’ll be lucky,” he said. “You have to work your way up to a job like that. Your best plan is to start at the bottom.”


  He pointed towards a corner of the yard as he turned to go. “There’s a brush in that bucket over there and you’ll find a hosepipe in the corner. Only no playing about squirting people. There’s a famous film star coming to make his footprint in the ceremonial cement today and if I catch you wandering about it’ll be straight back to the Job Centre and no mistake.”


  Paddington stared after the foreman as he disappeared through the open gates. In the past he had often found there were days when things seemed to go wrong for no reason at all, but he couldn’t remember a day when things had gone quite so badly. In fact they had not only gone badly but they seemed to be getting steadily worse with every passing minute.


  He gave a deep sigh as he looked round the yard at all the barrels and then gradually a thoughtful expression came over his face. He felt sure that when the Browns arrived later in the afternoon things would begin to sort themselves out, but in the meantime he wasn’t the sort of bear to let a good opportunity slip through his paws. Paddington believed in making the most of things and it wasn’t often he was allowed to play with a hosepipe let alone be paid to do it, even if it was only five pence a large barrel.


  A few moments later the steady hiss of escaping water began to mingle with the distant roar from the factory, and shortly after that the sound of rolling barrels added itself to the general noises as Paddington went about his task.


  Several times during the next hour the foreman poked his head round the gates to see how things were going, and on the last occasion he brought the gatekeeper along as well.


  “We’ve got a good lad there,” he said approvingly. “Makes a change from some of the layabouts we’ve been getting lately.”


  The gatekeeper surveyed the small figure inside the yard. “Hmm,” he said darkly. “I can see something else that’s going to need a good ’ose down before the day’s out.” He nodded towards the factory square where a large crowd had assembled in readiness for the ceremony. “I only hope he doesn’t show himself in front of that lot. Sir Huntley’ll be making his speech any moment now and he won’t want no young bears covered in wet chunks roaming about.”


  The gatekeeper addressed his last remarks in a loud voice towards the yard, but Paddington was much too busy to notice what was going on outside. Working in a marmalade factory was a lot more enjoyable than he had expected. Already most of the small two-penny barrels had been cleaned and stacked neatly to one side and he was feeling very pleased with himself as he sat on his suitcase and made a careful note of the number on a piece of label from an old jar.


  [image: ]


  As the foreman and the gatekeeper hurried back across the square Paddington took a long drink of cocoa from his Thermos flask and then turned his attention to the huge mound of five-penny barrels at the back of the yard.


  He looked up at them doubtfully. Cleaning the two-penny barrels had been fairly easy. Apart from the odd few with particularly difficult chunks stuck to the bottom it had been mostly a matter of climbing inside and splashing about with the hosepipe. But the five-penny ones looked much more difficult.


  Not only were they a lot bigger but as far as he could see there wasn’t even so much as a pair of steps in sight let alone a ladder which would enable him to reach the topmost ones.


  Laying the hosepipe on the ground he picked up a long piece of wood and poked it between two barrels at the bottom of the pile. Things had happened so quickly earlier in the day he hadn’t been able to take it all in, but he distinctly remembered the foreman advising him that the best place of all to start in a marmalade factory was at the bottom.


  As he levered the wood to and fro several loud rumbling noises came from somewhere overhead. Paddington wasn’t too keen on thunder and he looked anxiously up at the sky as he quickened his pace. Some of the claps sounded much too close for his liking and he wanted to get as much work as possible done before the storm finally broke.


  Had he but known it Paddington wasn’t the only one to feel uneasy about the sudden change in the weather. From his position on the platform Sir Huntley Martin himself cast several glances skywards as he tried to speak. Although it was a warm day for the time of year, thunder in February was most unusual and he didn’t like the look of things at all.


  “’Pon my soul,” he boomed into the microphone. “That’s all we need!”


  Sir Huntley Martin was beginning to look more and more unhappy at the way things were going. The day had started badly when the famous film star who had promised to perform the opening ceremony had fallen ill, and now to have a thunderstorm into the bargain seemed the final straw.


  Several times he tried to continue with his speech but each time he opened his mouth a loud rumble came from somewhere near at hand. Even the audience began to look uneasy and from her position in the front row Mrs Bird placed her umbrella at the ready.


  “I wish someone would tell me where Paddington has got to,” she said. “I knew he should have brought his mackintosh.”


  “If you ask me,” said Mr Brown, “he’s probably still inside the factory digging into the marmalade store.”


  “If he doesn’t hurry up,” said Mrs Brown, “he’ll miss the ceremony. And he’ll be most upset if that happens.”


  Mr Brown turned his attention back to the platform.


  “If this thunder gets any worse,” he said, “there won’t be any ceremony to miss!”


  “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan suddenly, pointing across the square towards the yard. “Look!”


  “Good Heavens!” boomed Sir Huntley, following the direction of Jonathan’s hand. “It isn’t thunder at all. It’s barrels!”


  Everyone stared in amazement as they took in the sight which met their eyes. Several barrels were already bumping their way across the square towards them and even as Sir Huntley spoke a number of others detached themselves from the top of the pile in the yard and fell with a loud crash to the ground.


  “Look out!” shouted the foreman. “The whole lot’s going in a minute!”


  Almost before the words were out of his mouth the rumble became a roar and before the astonished gaze of the onlookers the mountain of barrels collapsed and came cascading out through the yard gates. Most of them stopped some distance away but several bounced dangerously near to the audience and one in particular seemed to have a life of its own as it spun round a number of times and finally ended up with a loud crash against the side of the platform.
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  “Mercy me!” cried Mrs Bird, as a familiar hat followed by some equally familiar whiskers peered out of the wreckage. “It’s Paddington!”
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  “That’s the young bear I took on this morning,” exclaimed the foreman with surprise.


  “The young bear you took on?” repeated Sir Huntley, looking as if he could hardly believe his ears. “But he’s one of my guests!


  “Thank goodness you’re safe, bear,” he continued, stepping down from the platform. “I don’t know what’s gone wrong but I should never have forgiven myself if you’d had a nasty accident on my premises.”


  “What a blessing you had the presence of mind to get inside one of the barrels,” said Mrs Bird. “Otherwise there’s no knowing what might have happened.”


  “Oh, I was inside already, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington. “I heard some claps so I climbed inside in case I got struck by a bolt.”


  “But what on earth happened?” asked Sir Huntley.


  “I think I started at the bottom by mistake,” said Paddington sadly, as he rose to his feet and dusted himself. He felt very much as if he’d been for a ride on a helter skelter, a scenic railway and a dodgem car all rolled into one, and now that he was actually standing it seemed even worse, for his paws felt as if they were sinking deeper and deeper into the ground with every step.


  “Careful!” cried Mrs Brown. “Mind Sir Huntley’s ceremonial cement.”


  “Sir Huntley’s ceremonial cement!” echoed Paddington, looking most surprised as he peered down at his feet.


  Sir Huntley Martin stepped forward hastily and lifted Paddington carefully out of the small square of wet concrete.


  “I think, ladies and gentlemen,” he boomed, holding up his hands for silence, “this is a good moment to declare our new factory extension well and truly open.


  “After all,” he added, amid applause, “lots of factories in the world have been opened by film stars making their footprints in the cement outside, but I don’t suppose there are many that can boast some genuine bear’s paw marks.”


  As the applause died away Paddington examined the patch of cement again with interest. “I could make a few more marks if you like, Sir Huntley,” he said hopefully. “Bears are good at paw marks.”


  “Thank you, bear,” replied Sir Huntley tactfully. “But I think we have enough to be going on with. Enough’s as good as a feast.


  “And talking of feasts,” he added, looking at his watch, “we’re already late for tea and we don’t want to miss that. We’ve made some special new Director’s Marmalade in honour of the occasion.”


  “Director’s Marmalade?” exclaimed Paddington with interest. “I don’t think I’ve tasted any of that before.”


  “More chunks,” said Sir Huntley confidentially, as he led Paddington across the square towards the main building. “I’d very much like your opinion on it, bear.”


  Mrs Bird looked at the others as they followed on behind, picking their way through the maze of broken barrels. “I know bears usually fall on their feet,” she said. “But it takes a bear like Paddington to land slap bang in the middle of a patch of ceremonial concrete.”


  “And get a reward of some special Director’s Marmalade to test into the bargain,” said Judy. “Don’t forget that.”
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  Paddington stood in the middle of the Browns’ dining-room and gazed around with interest.


  When Mrs Bird had brought him his breakfast in bed that morning he’d had his suspicions that something unusual was going on. Breakfast in bed on a week day was a sure sign Mrs Bird wanted him out of the way. But not even the distant bumping noises, which had been going on from quite an early hour, had in any way prepared him for the sight which met his eyes.


  Normally the Browns’ house was tidier than most, but on this particular morning the dining-room looked very much as if a hurricane had recently passed through. The furniture had all been moved to one end. The carpet had been rolled up and was standing against one of the walls. There were no curtains at any of the windows and the pictures had all been taken down. Even the grate was cold and empty and the only heat came from an electric fire at one end of the room.


  “I didn’t know you were cleaning your springs, Mrs Bird,” he exclaimed, looking most surprised.


  “Not cleaning our springs,” repeated Mrs Bird. “Spring cleaning – that’s quite a different matter.”


  “It means cleaning the whole house out from top to bottom,” explained Mrs Brown. “It’ll be your room next. We can’t leave it a moment longer.”


  “And talking of not leaving things a moment longer,” said Mrs Bird, as she hurried out of the room, “if we don’t get a move on and buy that curtain material we shan’t have any dinner tonight.”


  “Do you think we ought to take him with us?” asked Mrs Brown, as she followed Mrs Bird into the hall leaving Paddington to investigate the unusual state of affairs in the dining-room by himself. “He’s got a very good eye for a bargain.”


  “No,” said Mrs Bird firmly. “Definitely not. It’s bad enough shopping when the spring sales are on at the best of times, but if that bear comes with us there’s no knowing what we shall end up with. Bargain or no bargain he can stay and mind the house.”


  Mrs Brown cast a doubtful look after her housekeeper as she disappeared up the stairs. Although from past experience she agreed with Mrs Bird on the subject of Paddington accompanying them on shopping expeditions the thought of him being left in charge of the house when they were in the middle of spring cleaning raised even more serious doubts in her mind.


  “I can see it’s going to be one of those days,” she called, as the sound of hammering came from somewhere overhead. “What with the chimney, and spring cleaning into the bargain anything can happen.”


  “And probably will,” said Mrs Bird as she came back down the stairs adjusting her hat. “But worrying about it won’t alter things.Where’s that bear? I haven’t given him his instructions yet.”


  “Here I am, Mrs Bird,” called Paddington, hurrying into the hall.


  Mrs Bird looked at him suspiciously. There was a gleam in his eyes which she didn’t like the look of at all but fortunately for Paddington she was in too much of a hurry to look deeply into the matter.


  “I’ve left you some cold sausages and a salad on a tray,” she said. “And there’s a treacle pudding ready on the stove – only mind you don’t singe your whiskers when you light the gas. And don’t let it boil dry. I don’t want to find any nasty smells when I get home.”


  “Thank you very much, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington. “Perhaps I could do some tidying up while you’re out,” he added hopefully, as he followed the others towards the front door. “I’ve never done any spring cleaning before.”


  Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged glances. “You may do some dusting if you like,” said Mrs Brown. “But I shouldn’t do too much tidying up. It’s all rather heavy and you might strain yourself. I’m afraid we shall have to eat in the kitchen for a day or two – at least until Mr Brown has cleaned the chimney. Though goodness knows when that’ll be.”


  Mrs Brown gave Paddington one last look as she hurried after Mrs Bird. “I do hope he’ll be all right,” she said.


  “Willing paws make light work,” replied Mrs Bird. “And if it keeps him out of mischief there won’t be any great harm done.”


  Mrs Brown gave a sigh, but luckily for her peace of mind, every step down Windsor Gardens took her farther and farther away from number thirty-two, for if she had been able to see inside her house at that moment she might have felt even less happy about leaving Paddington to his own devices.


  After he closed the front door Paddington hurried back down the hall with an excited gleam in his eyes. There was an idea stirring in the back of his mind to do with a large interesting-looking box with a Barkridges label tied to the outside which he’d seen standing by the dining-room fireplace.


  For some days the word chimney had cropped up a number of times in the Brown household. It had all started when Mrs Bird opened the dining-room door one morning and found the room full of smoke.


  Shortly afterwards Mr Brown spent some time on the telephone only to announce that all the local chimney sweeps had so much work on their hands they were booked up for weeks to come.


  At the time Paddington hadn’t given the matter much thought. It seemed rather a lot of fuss to make over a little bit of smoke and after peering up the chimney once or twice he’d decided there wasn’t much to see anyway. Even when Mr Brown dropped a chance remark at breakfast one morning about doing it himself he hadn’t paid a great deal of attention.


  But the news that operations were about to commence, together with the arrival of the mysterious-looking box, had aroused his interest at last.


  The outside of the box exceeded his wildest dreams. Even the label was exciting. It was made up of a number of brightly coloured pictures called EASY STAGES, and across the top in large capital letters were the words SWEEP-IT-KLEEN. THE ALL-BRITISH DO-IT-YOURSELF CHIMNEY SWEEP OUTFIT.


  Underneath, in smaller print, the label went on to say that even a child of ten could make the dirtiest chimney spotless in a matter of moments. To show how easy it all was, the first pictures had a small boy fitting the various bits and pieces together as he prepared to sweep his father’s chimney.


  Paddington felt a slight pang of guilt as he lifted the lid of the box and peered inside, but he soon lost it again as he settled down in an armchair, dipping his paw into a jar of marmalade every now and then as he examined the contents.


  Although none of the pictures on the label mentioned anything about bears being able to sweep their chimneys it made everything look so clear and simple he began to wonder why anyone ever bothered to hire a real chimney sweep at all.


  One picture even showed a large bag labelled SOOT standing next to a pile of silver coins and followed it with the inscription MAKE MONEY IN YOUR SPARE TIME BY SELLING SOOT TO YOUR NEIGHBOURS FOR THEIR GARDEN.


  Paddington couldn’t quite picture Mr Curry actually paying for someone else’s soot but all the same he began to feel that Mr Brown’s outfit was very good value indeed.


  Inside the box there was a large round brush together with a number of long rods with metal ends which screwed together to form one long pole. Underneath the rods was yet another compartment containing a sack for the soot and a sheet with two armholes so that the person sweeping the chimney could fit it to the mantelpiece and work without getting the rest of the room dirty.


  Paddington tried putting his paws through the sheet, and after screwing the brush on to one of the rods, he spent several enjoyable minutes while he hurried round the room poking it into various nooks and crannies.
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  It was when he decided to test it up the chimney itself that a thoughtful expression gradually came over his face. The brush went up and down remarkably easily and even with only one rod the grate was full of soot in no time at all.


  Paddington grew more and more thoughtful as he shovelled the soot into the sack and then tried fixing a second rod to the first. Although Mrs Brown hadn’t actually mentioned anything about sweeping the chimney he felt sure it could quite easily come under the heading of dusting.
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  Number thirty-two Windsor Gardens was a tall house and as the bundle of rods by Paddington’s side got smaller and smaller so the pile of soot in the grate grew larger and deeper.


  Several times he had to stop and clear it away to make room for his paws as first the sack and then several of Mrs Bird’s old grocery boxes became full to the brim. He was beginning to give up hope of ever reaching the top when suddenly, without any warning, the brush freed itself and he nearly fell over into the grate as he clung to the last of the rods.


  Paddington sat in the fireplace for a while, mopping his brow with a corner of the sheet and then, after disappearing upstairs for a few moments, he hurried outside carrying his binoculars.


  According to a note on the box lid the exciting part about sweeping a chimney was always the moment when the brush popped out of the chimney pot and he was particularly anxious to see it for himself.


  Carefully adjusting the glasses he climbed the ladder which Mr Briggs, the builder, had left standing against the side of the house and peered up at the roof with a pleased expression on his face. The view through the binoculars of the brush poking out of Mr Brown’s chimney pot almost exactly matched the picture on the box.


  Paddington spent some time drinking in the view and then he climbed back down the ladder and hurried into the house wearing the air of a bear with a job well done. All in all, it had been a good morning’s work and he felt sure the Browns would be very pleased when they reached home and found how busy he’d been.


  Pulling the brush back down the chimney proved to be a lot easier than pushing it up had been and it seemed only a matter of moments before he found himself reaching up behind the sheet for the last of the rods.


  It was as he disentangled himself from the sheet that a startled expression suddenly came over Paddington’s face, and he nearly fell over backwards with surprise as he stared at the rod in his paw. He rubbed his eyes in case he’d got some soot in them by mistake and then gazed at the end of the rod again. It was definitely the last one of the set, as he’d counted them all most carefully, but of the brush itself there was nothing to be seen.


  After peering hopefully up the chimney several times Paddington sat down anxiously in the fireplace in order to consult the instructions on the box.


  As he lifted the lid he suddenly caught sight of a large red label pasted to the bottom of the box. It had escaped his notice before and as he read it his eyes grew larger and larger. It said simply:


  


  WARNING!


  AFTER SWEEPING THE CHIMNEY

  GREAT CARE MUST BE TAKEN

  WHEN UNSCREWING RODS

  OTHERWISE THE BRUSH MAY

  BECOME DETACHED!


  


  “My brush become detached?” exclaimed Paddington bitterly, addressing the world in general as he gazed at the rod in one paw and the box in the other.


  Apart from leaving the warning about the brush becoming detached until it was far too late, the only advice the notice seemed to give for when things did go wrong was contained in the four words, CONSULT YOUR NEAREST DEALER.


  Paddington sat in the fireplace with a mournful expression on his face. He felt sure that Barkridges wouldn’t be at all keen if he consulted them on the subject of Mr Brown’s brush being stuck up his chimney, and he was equally certain that Mr Brown himself would be even less happy when he heard the news.


  In fact, after giving the matter a great deal of thought, the only way he could see to soften the blow at all was to clear up some of the mess and hope that while he did so, he might get an idea on the subject.


  If, earlier in the day, the Browns’ dining-room had given the impression of having been in the path of a hurricane, it now looked as if a belt of thick smog had passed through as well. Despite the dust sheet everything seemed. to be covered in a thin layer of soot, and looking round the room Paddington decided that in more ways than one he’d never seen things looking quite so black.
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  Mr Brown took his head out of the chimney and looked round at the others. “I can’t understand it,” he exclaimed. “That’s the third time I’ve tried to light the fire. It keeps going out.”


  Mrs Brown picked up a newspaper and began waving some of the smoke away. “There’s obviously been another fall of soot,” she said. “It’s everywhere. If you ask me, the chimney’s blocked. I told you it needed sweeping.”


  “How could I sweep it?” said Mr Brown crossly. “The outfit only arrived this morning.”


  The Browns grouped themselves unhappily round the fireplace and stared at the pile of used matches.


  “And that’s another thing,” continued Mr Brown. “I’m sending it straight back to Barkridges. It’s filthy dirty and there isn’t even a brush. You can’t sweep a chimney without a brush.”


  “Perhaps Paddington’s borrowed it for something,” said Mrs Brown vaguely. “I can’t find him anywhere.”


  “Paddington?” echoed Mr Brown. “What would he want with a brush?”


  “There’s no knowing,” said Mrs Bird ominously.


  Mrs Bird didn’t like the signs of a hurried cleaning up she’d noticed in the dining-room or the various sooty paw marks which she’d discovered during a quick glance round the rest of the house, but in view of the look on Mr Brown’s face she wisely kept her thoughts to herself.


  “He hasn’t touched his treacle pudding,” said Mrs Brown. “And that’s most unusual.”


  “Blow Paddington’s treacle pudding,” replied Mr Brown. “I’m more worried about the fire.”


  Mrs Brown opened the french windows and looked into the garden. “Perhaps Mr Briggs can help,” she said. “He’s just come back.”


  In answer to Mrs Brown’s call Mr Briggs, the builder, came into the dining-room and put his ear to the chimney with an experienced air. “Jackdaws!” he said, after a moment. “You’ve got a jackdaw’s nest in yer pot. If you listen you can hear ’em coughing.”


  “Coughing?” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “I didn’t know jackdaws coughed.”


  “You’d cough, mem,” said Mr Briggs, “if someone tried to light a fire under your nest. But don’t you worry,” he continued, opening up Mr Brown’s cleaning set. “I’ll have it out in a jiffy.”


  The Browns stood back and watched while Mr Briggs began pushing the rods up the chimney. “Good job you had these,” he went on. “Otherwise it might have been a rare old job.”


  Mr Briggs’s face became redder and redder as the rods got harder to push, but at long last he gave a final upward heave and there was a loud crashing noise as something heavy landed in the grate.


  “There you are,” he announced triumphantly. “What did I tell you?”


  Mr Brown adjusted his glasses and peered at the round, black, bristly object lying on the hearth. “It looks a funny sort of bird’s nest to me,” he said. “In fact, if you ask me it’s more like the brush out of a chimney sweeping outfit.”


  “You’re quite right,” said Mr Briggs, scratching his head. “It’s a brush all right.”


  Mr Briggs began to look even more puzzled as he picked up the object and examined it more closely. “It seems to be in some sort of container,” he exclaimed.


  “That’s not a container,” said Mrs Brown. “It’s Paddington’s hat.”


  “Good Heavens! So it is,” exclaimed Mr Brown. “But what’s it doing up the chimney – and with my brush inside it?”


  “Mercy me!” interrupted Mrs Bird, pointing towards the window. “Look!”


  The others turned and followed the direction of her gaze. “I can’t see anything,” said Mr Brown.


  “Is anything the matter?” asked Mrs Brown, looking at her housekeeper with some concern. “You’ve gone quite white.”


  “I thought I saw a chimney pot go past the window,” exclaimed Mrs Bird, reaching for her smelling salts.


  Mr and Mrs Brown exchanged glances. Normally Mrs Bird was the sanest member of the family and it was most unusual for her to have hallucinations.


  “I think you’d better sit down,” said Mr Brown, drawing up a chair. “Perhaps the excitement’s been too much for you.”


  “It’s all right, Mrs Bird,” came a familiar, if somewhat muffled voice from the dining-room doorway. “It’s only me.”


  If Mrs Bird had been taken by surprise a moment before, the others looked even more amazed as they turned and stared at the black object before them. In place of his usual headgear Paddington was wearing what appeared to be half a chimney pot which covered his ears and came down over his eyes like an oversize top hat.


  “I’m afraid it broke off when Mr Briggs poked his rods up,” he explained, when the noise had died down.


  “But what on earth were you doing up on the roof in the first place?” asked Mr Brown.


  “I was dusting the chimney,” said Paddington sadly. “The brush got detached by mistake and I was trying to rescue it.”


  “Paddington?” echoed Mr Briggs disbelievingly, as he began levering the pot off. “Did you say Paddington? Looks more like Clapham Junction to me. Proper mess he’s in.”


  Paddington looked most offended at Mr Briggs’s words as he sat on the floor rubbing his ears. It had been bad enough losing Mr Brown’s brush up the chimney in the first place, but then to get his head stuck inside the pot and be mistaken for a bird’s nest into the bargain seemed the unkindest cut of all.


  “I know one thing,” said Mrs Bird sternly. “You’re going straight up to the bathroom. We must have the dirtiest bear within fifty miles!”


  Mr Briggs gave a sudden chuckle as he looked at the others. “I’ll say this much,” he remarked, pouring oil on troubled waters. “You may not have the cleanest bear within fifty miles but I’m willing to bet there isn’t a cleaner chimney.”


  Paddington looked at Mr Briggs gratefully and then hurried out of the room before any more questions could be asked. For once in his life he agreed with Mrs Bird that a nice hot bath with plenty of soap was the best order of the day.


  Apart from that he had just remembered that he hadn’t yet eaten his sausage salad, let alone his treacle pudding. Paddington was very keen on treacle pudding and he was anxious to make sure the cooker was turned on so that it would be all ready for him when he got downstairs again.
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  The day after his adventure with the chimney sweeping outfit Paddington hurried down to the market with his shopping basket on wheels in order to tell his friend, Mr Gruber, all about it.


  Mr Gruber chuckled as he busied himself with a saucepan on the small stove at the back of his shop. “I wish I’d have known, Mr Brown,” he said. “I could have let you have several books on the subject.”


  “I don’t think they would have helped me very much, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington sadly. “It’s a bit difficult reading books when you’ve got your head stuck in a chimney pot – especially with paws.”


  Mr Gruber chuckled again as he joined Paddington on the horsehair sofa. “Thank goodness the weather seems to be on the change at last,” he said, looking out of his shop window as he handed over a large mug of cocoa. “I can’t say I’m sorry.”


  Paddington nodded his agreement from behind a cloud of cocoa steam while he divided the morning supply of buns. Although he liked the winter, spring, with its promise of even better things to come, always seemed much more exciting. Apart from that, when there was too much ice or snow about it wasn’t always possible to get as far as the Portobello Road and he missed his morning chats with Mr Gruber over their elevenses.


  Paddington was fond of Mr Gruber’s old antique shop with its rows of books and gleaming piles of copper and brass, but of late the weather had been too cold for anything more than an occasional visit. In fact the only good thing about it all was that in the meantime he had built up a big reserve of bun money at the bakers where he had a standing order.


  “I’ve been hoping we might be able to have one of our little trips,” said Mr Gruber. “Once the good weather comes I shall be busy with all the tourists and it seems ages since we went out together.”


  Paddington wiped the cocoa stains from his whiskers. “Oh, yes please, Mr Gruber,” he exclaimed. “I should like that.”


  Mr Gruber looked thoughtful. “I notice a new travel firm has opened up in the market,” he said. “They’re advertising coach trips and they seem to do a very good Mystery Tour for one pound fifty.”


  “A Mystery Tour?” exclaimed Paddington with interest. “I don’t think I’ve been on one of those before. Where do they go?”


  “Ah,” said Mr Gruber. “They don’t tell you. That’s the mystery. But they do say it ends up with a visit to a famous London landmark.”


  “It sounds very good value,” said Paddington doubtfully. “But I don’t think I’ve got one pound fifty. Unless they’d take buns instead.”


  Mr Gruber coughed. “I don’t think it will come to that, Mr Brown,” he said. “In fact,” he continued hastily, not wishing to embarrass Paddington, “talking of buns, you’ve kept me so well supplied over the years I think it’s about time I stood treat for a change. It would give me great pleasure if you’d come along as my guest.”


  “Thank you, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington gratefully. “That’s very kind of you.”


  Mr Gruber stood up and crossed the shop to his cash drawer. “That’s settled then,” he said, handing Paddington a five pound note. “There’s no time like the present and if you’ve nothing else arranged we could go this afternoon. Perhaps you’d like to book up for both of us on your way home.”


  Paddington thanked Mr Gruber once again and a short while later, having finished his elevenses, he hurried off up the Portobello Road towards the new coach tours office Mr Gruber had pointed out to him.


  The shop was called ALF PRICE COACH TOURS and as far as he could see it looked even better value for money than Mr Gruber’s description had led him to expect.


  On the pavement outside, a large blackboard headed Today’s Special bore the words AFTERNOON MYSTERY TOUR – £1.50, and some of the pictures in the window looked even more interesting. Several described day trips to the seaside, others were all about coach holidays in various parts of the country, and one in particular which caught his eye showed scenes from a bumper Continental Tour called the ‘99 Special’.
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  Paddington spent some time studying the last advertisement. In fact, he became so absorbed in it he didn’t notice a shadowy figure standing in the shop doorway and he was taken by surprise when the man addressed him.


  “Good morning, sir,” said the man, rubbing his hands with invisible soap. “Can I interest you in one of our tours?”


  “Yes, please,” said Paddington importantly, following the man into the shop. “I’d like two, please.”


  “Two?” echoed the man looking most impressed as he ushered Paddington towards a deep leather armchair standing next to a table laden with pamphlets. “Which one in particular takes your fancy? I can thoroughly recommend our ‘99 Special’.


  “Nine different countries in nine days,” he continued, brushing an imaginary speck of dust from the arm of Paddington’s chair. “And you need never get out of the coach. The normal price is a hundred pounds, but I’m sure we could arrange special all-in bear rates if you’re having two.”


  “A hundred pounds!” exclaimed Paddington in alarm. “But I only wanted two one pound fifty ones for the afternoon Mystery Tour.”


  The smile disappeared as if by magic from the man’s face as he stared at Paddington’s five pound note. “’Ere,” he said nastily. “Are you taking the micky?”


  “No,” said Paddington earnestly. “Only Mr Gruber. And I’m not taking him. He’s taking me because it’s his treat.”


  The man took a deep breath and disappeared behind the counter. “I’ll trouble you to get out of that armchair,” he said nastily. “It’s a new one and we don’t want to get no nasty stains on it.


  “Here you are,” he continued, handing Paddington two tickets in exchange for the five pound note. “Coach leaves at two o’clock sharp. And here’s your two pounds change.”


  “Two pounds!” exclaimed Paddington, staring at the two coins in his paw. “I think you’ve made a mistake.”


  “A mistake?” repeated the man. “Two tickets at one pound fifty is three pounds. Three pounds from five pounds is two pounds.”


  “But it says outside your trips are half price,” replied Paddington hotly.


  “Half price?” echoed the man. “Just you show me where, young feller me bear.”


  Paddington hurried out of the shop and pointed to the sign over the door. “There you are!” he exclaimed.


  The man stared up at the notice for a moment and then back at Paddington. “’Ere, Alf,” he called, putting his head inside the shop door. “There’s a young bear out here taking your name in vain.”


  “That isn’t half price,” he said, turning back to Paddington. “That’s Alf Price of Alf Price Coach Tours. He’s the owner. And if you want my advice you’ll be on your way before he comes out. Very sensitive is Alf.”


  Paddington gave the man a long, hard stare and then beat a hasty retreat in the direction of Windsor Gardens, casting some anxious glances over his shoulder as he hurried along clutching the two coach tickets tightly in his paw in case anything else happened.


  “‘99 Special’ indeed!” said Mrs Brown, when he told the others all about the morning’s events. “It ought not to be allowed. Trying to get their hands on a young bear’s savings like that.”


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird. “I don’t think we need have any worries on that score. Anyone who gets their hands on that bear’s savings deserves every penny. It’s what I’d call earning money the hard way.”


  Paddington looked most offended at Mrs Bird’s remarks as he hurried upstairs in order to get ready for his outing. All the same, there were so many preparations to make he soon forgot about his nasty experience in the coach office and by the time the afternoon arrived he was looking unusually spick and span as he made his way back down the Portobello Road.


  Paddington always enjoyed an outing and it was with an air of excitement that he climbed into the waiting coach and settled himself comfortably in the front seat alongside Mr Gruber.


  Mr Gruber had brought several guide books with him and as they sped through the London streets he pointed out a number of the more important landmarks, explaining all about them as they came into view.


  The time passed quickly, but after they had been travelling for about an hour Mr Gruber began to look thoughtful. “Do you know, Mr Brown,” he said, studying a map as they turned a corner and began to slow down. “I have a feeling you’re in for a nice surprise. I do believe we’re going to visit somewhere very unusual.”


  Before Mr Gruber had time to explain matters any further the coachdriver began marshalling his passengers out on to the pavement and then led them towards a large building standing to one side of a busy main street.


  Mr Gruber paused just inside the entrance in order to buy a guide book and while he was waiting Paddington stood politely to one side and gazed around with interest.


  While he was looking he suddenly caught sight of a small kiosk standing nearby and an excited gleam came into his eyes as he took in the display of brightly coloured postcards on the counter, several of which showed views of sights they had passed that very afternoon.


  Paddington had enjoyed his outing no end and knowing Mr Gruber’s fondness for pictures it seemed a good chance to repay him for some of his kindness.


  Carefully making sure no one was watching, Paddington took some money out of the secret compartment in his suitcase and then hurried across the hall.


  “I’d like two large souvenir postcards, please,” he announced, tapping importantly on the counter. “Some of the special coloured ones.”


  Being rather short Paddington was used to having trouble with counters, but even he began to get more and more impatient as the lady in the kiosk stared with a fixed expression on her face at some distant object above his head. He looked round anxiously as the coach party began moving forward towards some stairs at the back of the hall and several times he gave the figure behind the counter some extra hard stares, but for once the ones he got back in return seemed harder still.


  “I was going to buy some souvenirs,” he explained, as Mr Gruber came hurrying up to see what was the matter. “But I can’t make anyone hear.”


  Mr Gruber looked rather upset. “Oh dear, Mr Brown,” he said. “I doubt if you will. I think she’s made of wax.”


  Paddington peered over the edge of the counter. “Made of wax!” he exclaimed hotly. “I’ve never heard of anyone being made of wax before.”


  Mr Gruber chuckled. “You’ll find a lot of people like that in here, Mr Brown,” he said. “This is Madame Tussaud’s. It’s a waxworks museum. This must be one of their little jokes. I think the real lady’s over there.”


  Mr Gruber pointed towards the other end of the counter as he went on to explain all about the museum. “They not only have models of all the famous people in history,” he said, handing the girl some money in exchange for two postcards, “they have lots of other figures made of wax as well. Some of them are so lifelike it’s difficult to tell whether they’re real or not. I’m sure you’re not the first one to be caught napping, Mr Brown.”


  Paddington listened carefully as he followed Mr Gruber towards the crowd on the stairs. Now that matters had been explained to him he began to notice quite a few figures standing motionless in the hall. Near the entrance there was an unusually still-looking policeman, and halfway up the stairs stood another man in uniform with his hand outstretched in front of him, looking for all the world like one of the statues Mr Gruber had pointed out on their trip.
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  “I think we must have picked the wrong day, Mr Brown,” said Mr Gruber, breaking into his thoughts. “Half London seems to be in front of us.”


  Paddington gasped his agreement as Mr Gruber disappeared in a flurry of people. From where he was standing it felt very much as if the other half of London was behind him as well, and to make matters worse he’d just made the unhappy discovery that a half opened bar of chocolate he’d brought in case of an emergency was beginning to melt in his paw with the heat.


  Although he often got himself into a mess Paddington was a tidy-minded bear and he looked round for somewhere to put the sticky remains before too much of it dripped on to the floor. By now the crowd was too thick to lift his hat let alone open his suitcase, and he was just giving up hope of ever finding anywhere to leave it when he found himself standing next to the figure in uniform he’d noticed earlier.


  Without waiting to consider the matter Paddington pressed the ball of chocolate into the outstretched hand and then turned to look for Mr Gruber. As he did so a loud voice rang out over the noise of the crowd.


  “’Ere!” cried the voice. “Who did this?”


  Paddington turned and then nearly jumped out of his skin as he caught sight of the man in uniform holding up a chocolate-covered hand for everyone to see.


  The man gazed at Paddington suspiciously. “Is this yours, bear?” he said.


  “I thought you were a waxwork,” exclaimed Paddington, looking most upset. He stared round desperately for help but Mr Gruber was nowhere to be seen.


  “Oi!” shouted the man. “Come back! Stop that bear!”


  But Paddington was halfway down the stairs. He didn’t like the look of things at all. Already several of the doorkeepers were looking in his direction and as he squeezed his way past the people trying to get up he peered round anxiously for somewhere to hide.


  [image: ]


  Holding on tightly to his suitcase he hurried across the hall in the direction of some more stairs. The voice of the man in uniform was getting louder and louder and there wasn’t time to read the words over the opening, but it seemed the only spot left where there was no one to bar his way.


  When he reached the bottom of the stairs Paddington found himself in a large room rather like a dungeon. It was much darker than it had been in the other part of the building but as far as he could make out he was standing in a long stone corridor which had a line of smaller rooms opening out along one side, each of which contained a number of figures.


  The voices behind him were getting nearer with every passing second and he just had time to climb over a chain and take up a pose in the shadows at the back of one of the rooms when a crowd of officials rushed into the cellar looking in all directions.


  As the minutes ticked by Paddington began to wish he’d picked a lying down pose, or even a sitting up one. Standing on one leg with outstretched paws was difficult enough at the best of times, but when it was in a hot cellar with no time in which to get comfortable, matters became very difficult indeed.


  At long last the shouting died away amid a clatter of feet as the men disappeared back up the stairs. Paddington heaved a sigh of relief but before he had time to blink, let alone move his paws, some new voices broke the silence which followed. They got nearer and nearer until suddenly they stopped opposite his room.


  “It says Charlie Peace in the catalogue,” announced a man’s voice. “But I never thought he had fur.”


  “If that’s Charlie Peace,” replied a woman, “I’m the Queen of Sheba. Besides, where’s ’is number? All the rest ’ave got numbers.”


  “Perhaps it’s a friend,” said a child’s voice.


  “’Orrible,” complained the woman. “They all look as bad as one another to me. Don’t know which is worse. I shouldn’t look if I were you, Lil.”


  “Horrible it may be,” interrupted the man. “But it’s very lifelike. Fancy making all them whiskers out of wax. It’s a wonder they don’t drop off with the heat.”


  Paddington opened his eyes and stared at the group outside the room. He was getting a bit fed up with the way things were going. More and more people were joining the party with every passing moment and by now the corridor was crowded with curious onlookers. It all seemed a great deal of fuss and bother to get into simply because he’d wanted to get rid of some chocolate remains.


  “Charlie Peace!” he exclaimed, raising his hat. “I’m not Charlie Peace. I’m Paddington Brown from Darkest Peru!”


  If Paddington had been surprised when the man on the stairs had sprung to life his audience in the cellar seemed even more taken aback at the sudden turn of events.


  When he caught sight of the look on their faces Paddington closed his eyes and gave several hurried snores as he took up his pose again, but it was already much too late. The air was filled with cries of alarm from the ones in the front row and a buzz of excited conversation from those at the back who were straining to see what was going on.


  Just as the noise began to reach its height the sound of heavy boots added itself to the general hubbub and a moment later Paddington felt a heavy hand on his shoulder.


  “Got you!” said a triumphant voice. “If I’m not mistaken you’re the young bear what mistook me for a dustbin on the stairs.”


  Paddington opened his eyes and looked up at the dark blue uniform. “I didn’t know you were real,” he explained. “I only wanted to get rid of my chocolate remains.”


  “Fifty years I bin here, man and boy,” said the man bitterly, holding up his hands for everyone to see, “and never ’ad a bear’s remains deposited on me before. We’ll ’ave to see what the manager’s got to say about this little matter. I daresay he’ll want to take down your particulars.”


  “Take down my particulars!” exclaimed Paddington, looking more and more upset.


  “That’s what I said,” remarked the man. “I don’t know about ’is being a Charlie Peace,” he continued, addressing the crowd in reply to someone’s question. “He’s a disturber of the peace all right.”
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  While the man was talking, Paddington got down on his paws and knees and pulled his hat well down over his head. A few seconds later the sound of shouting broke out once more in Madame Tussaud’s, only this time it was directed towards the stairs as a small brown figure disappeared up them as fast as its legs would go. Paddington believed in getting his money’s worth, but he’d had quite enough adventures for one day, even for a one pound fifty bargain mystery tour.


  


  “Thank goodness we bumped into each other when we did,” said Mr Gruber later that afternoon as they sat in his shop having tea. “I looked everywhere for you, but I must say it didn’t occur to me to try the Chamber of Horrors.”


  Mr Gruber chuckled as Paddington went through his adventure once again. “They must have been surprised when you raised your hat, Mr Brown,” he said. “I expect they thought you were one of the horrors!”


  Mr Gruber coughed and hurriedly changed the subject in case he’d said anything to offend, but Paddington was much too busy staring out of the shop window to notice anything amiss.


  He’d just caught sight of a newspaper boy going past with a placard over his arm and across it in large, black letters were the words WAXWORKS MUSEUM LATEST – MYSTERY DEEPENS!


  The boy was too far away for him to see the actual papers clearly but one of the headlines definitely had the word BEAR in it.


  “Good gracious,” exclaimed Mr Gruber, as he followed the direction of Paddington’s gaze. “I think we’d better buy a copy, Mr Brown. In fact, we’d better buy several copies. I can think of quite a lot of people who’ll want one as a souvenir and you’ll certainly need an extra one for your scrap book.


  “After all,” he added, as Paddington hurried out of the door, “lots of people go on mystery tours, but not many can say they’ve actually taken part in one let alone been able to read about it when they’ve got home.”
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  “It’s all highly irregular,” said Jonathan’s headmaster, as he addressed the small group of people standing on the cricket pitch. “He’s not even an old bear let alone an old boy.”


  He looked distastefully towards the boundary where a small brown figure in an odd and rather disreputable-looking hat sat dipping a paw into what looked like a large earthenware jar.


  “The old boys are one man short, sir,” said the sportsmaster. “And the crowd’s getting a bit restive. If we don’t start soon there won’t be time for a match at all.”


  “We could ask him, I suppose,” said the headmaster grudgingly. “He might not want to play, of course,” he added, brightening slightly at the thought. “He looks very comfortable where he is.”


  “Oh, he will,” said Jonathan loyally. “Old Paddington likes anything new and he’s never played cricket before.”


  “We can but try,” said the sportsmaster, interrupting hastily as he led the way across the field. “After all, nothing ventured – nothing gained.”


  As organiser-in-chief of the afternoon’s cricket match in aid of the new school pavilion the sportsmaster wore a worried look on his face. In the beginning it had promised to be a particularly enjoyable occasion. A team of old boys, captained by Mr Brown, had challenged a team from the sixth form, and no less a person than Mr Alf Duckham, the famous England cricketer, had agreed to act as umpire.


  Viewing the large crowd that had turned up to see the event the sportsmaster had had high hopes of raising a lot of money and the last minute news that the old boys were one player short had come as a bitter blow. Like a drowning man clutching at a straw he had eagerly seized on Jonathan’s suggestion that Paddington might like to turn out for the game,but as they neared the boundary line even he began to have second thoughts on the matter.


  Paddington looked most surprised when he saw the party approaching his deck chair. After the first excitement of arriving at Farrowfield had died down he’d been glad of the chance to sit down and rest. Although it was only Jonathan’s first term at his father’s old school Paddington’s fame had gone before him and his paws felt quite limp after all the shaking and making marks in autograph books they had done. Apart from that he was beginning to feel the effects of several visits to the school tuck shop, not to mention two extra large helpings of suet pudding which he’d eaten at lunch.


  “How do you do, bear,” said the headmaster, taking hold of Paddington’s outstretched paw rather gingerly.


  “Very well, thank you,” replied Paddington politely, raising his hat with his other paw.


  The headmaster returned Paddington’s gaze doubtfully. It was a warm afternoon and there were a number of very odd and sticky looking stains about Paddington’s person, as well as some old suet pudding crumbs, which he didn’t like the look of at all.


  “Er… we were wondering if you’d care to turn out for the old boys this afternoon,” he said gruffly.


  “Turn out for the old boys?” exclaimed Paddington, looking even more surprised.


  “They’re one man short in their team,” explained Jonathan.


  “Ooh, yes please,” said Paddington eagerly. “I think I should like that. I’ve never played cricket before.”


  “Eureka!” cried the sportsmaster, slapping him on the back.


  “What!” exclaimed Paddington hotly, as he staggered forward. “I reeka! But I had a bath yesterday.”


  “It’s all right, Paddington,” said Jonathan hastily, as the sportsmaster jumped back looking most confused. “He didn’t mean you smell. It’s a Greek word. It means… er…”


  “Well, Brown,” said the headmaster sternly. “What does it mean?”


  “Er… it means we’re all very pleased he can play, sir,” said Jonathan brightly.


  Mr Alf Duckham gave a cough from somewhere at the back of the group. “Perhaps we’d better toss up to see who’s going in first,” he said, taking a coin from his pocket. “Would you care to do it, bear?”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Duckham,” said Paddington gratefully. “It’s a bit difficult with paws but I’ll have a go.”


  While the others stood back and watched, Paddington took the coin and after placing it carefully on top of one of his paws gave it a quick flick.


  “A very good toss, bear,” said Alf Duckham approvingly, as he bent down and peered at the ground. “Quite professional. Now all we have to do is find it again.”


  “It must be somewhere,” said the headmaster crossly a moment or so later as he got down on his hands and knees and joined the others on the grass.
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  “It’s all right,” cried Paddington suddenly, when the excitement was at its height. “I’ve got it. It was stuck to my paw by mistake.”


  “Stuck to your paw by mistake,” repeated the headmaster, breathing heavily. “Am I hearing right?”


  “I’m afraid I had some marmalade on it,” explained Paddington, holding up his paw for everyone to see. “I forgot to wipe it off after breakfast.”


  “I think,” said the sportsmaster tactfully, as a loud snort came from the headmaster’s direction, “we’d better adjourn to the pavilion and make a start. Though where we’re going to find any pads to fit,” he added, taking a closer look at Paddington, “is quite another matter.”


  If anything the sportsmaster looked even more worried than he had done a few minutes before. He had a nasty feeling in the back of his mind that if there was one thing worse than having a team of only ten old boys it might well prove to be that of having a team made up of ten old boys plus a young bear into the bargain.


  


  The Browns sat in a glum group on the boundary. Things were beginning to look very black indeed for the old boys in their match against the school.


  Farrowfield had batted first and by the middle of the afternoon they had declared, leaving their opponents one hundred and fifty runs to score in a little over two hours. Now, with less than twenty minutes to go, wickets were falling fast and furiously and a number of the spectators were already beginning to leave the ground. Even Mrs Bird, who knew less about cricket than any of them, could see that things were far from well.


  “Perhaps Paddington will be able to score a few,” she remarked hopefully, as she looked up from her knitting.


  “What, with over twenty needed?” said Jonathan. “He’s last man in. The old boys don’t stand a chance.”


  With both Paddington and his father in the old boys’ team Jonathan wasn’t quite sure which side to applaud, but even he managed to raise a genuine groan a few minutes later as yet another loud “Howzat” from the field was followed by a burst of clapping from the school supporters.


  “Crikey! That’s it!” he exclaimed. “There goes Dad’s wicket. It’s Paddington’s turn now. Seventeen needed and only fifteen minutes to go.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “I do hope he doesn’t stand in the way of the ball. It looks very hard to me.”


  “Don’t worry,” replied Jonathan ominously. “It’s ‘Smasher’ Knowles, the Demon bowler of the Upper Sixth. He’s a nasty piece of work. Nobody likes him but he’s a jolly fast bowler. Paddington won’t even see the ball.”


  “There he is now,” said Mrs Brown, as a familiar figure came hurrying down the pavilion steps and another much louder burst of applause went round the ground.


  “I do wish he wouldn’t insist on wearing that old hat of his,” said Mrs Bird. “I’m sure it isn’t quite the thing in an old boys’ cricket match.”


  “Best of luck, Paddington,” said Mr Brown, as he met him on the way in. “Now, don’t forget, watch the ball – and whatever you do, keep a straight bat. And have a good look round the field. See where the captain’s placed his men. There’s a silly mid-off and he’s got a short leg.”


  Paddington began to look more and more confused as he listened to Mr Brown’s advice and he nearly fell over backwards at the last piece of information.


  “What!” he exclaimed, looking round at the other players with interest. “The silly mid-off’s got a short leg?”


  Mr Brown opened his mouth as if he was about to say something but changed his mind. “Good luck!” he called as Paddington hurried off in the direction of the wicket with a determined expression on his face.


  “Say when you’re ready, bear,” said Alf Duckham encouragingly, as Paddington took his guard at the wicket.


  “I think I’m all right, Mr Duckham,” said Paddington doubtfully, looking round the field.


  All in all, Paddington didn’t think much of cricket as a game. He had spent over two hours in the field when the other side had been batting and the ball had only come near him twice. The first time it had been so far over his head he’d hardly been able to see it, and the second time it had taken him completely by surprise when it had landed in his lap while he was busy testing a jar of marmalade.


  Despite several pleas from the older spectators that he’d managed to get a paw to it, Alf Duckham had been forced to say that it wasn’t really a catch and Paddington had been most upset.


  Now that he was actually standing at the wicket he was beginning to have second and even third thoughts on the subject. Everything looked much bigger than it had done from the pavilion. There were far too many people standing nearby ready to catch him out for his liking, and when he caught sight of the expression on ‘Smasher’ Knowles’s face as he stood fingering the ball he felt even less keen on the whole affair.


  Paddington crouched down and as the Demon bowler of the Upper Sixth thundered down the pitch towards him he hurriedly filled the gap between his pads with the bat and closed his eyes while he waited for the worst to happen.


  ‘Smasher’ Knowles stopped in his run. “I can’t bowl if he hides behind his pads,” he exclaimed crossly. “I can’t even see the batsman let alone the wicket.”


  Alf Duckham signalled the bowler back to his place. “Everyone has their own way of playing the game,” he said sternly. “This young bear is entitled to his.”


  Unaware of the reason for the delay the Browns sat anxiously watching the events on the field as the bowler turned and once again hurled himself down the pitch towards Paddington.


  “He looks in a jolly bad temper,” said Jonathan. “This is it.”


  “I can’t watch,” said Mrs Bird. “I know something awful’s going to happen.”


  Just as Mrs Bird closed her eyes there was a loud click of a ball hitting wood and a roar of surprise swept round the ground. “Good Heavens!” cried someone behind her. “That young bear’s hit a six. Bravo!”


  Everyone rose to their feet and stared in amazement at the sight of the ball soaring over the heads of the crowd on the far side of the field. It had taken everyone completely by surprise and for some odd reason even the fieldsmen were looking in the wrong direction.


  Paddington, as he picked himself up from the ground, looked the most surprised of all. Apart from feeling as if he’d been kicked by a mule he wasn’t at all sure what had happened, but a pleased expression came over his face as he listened to the applause and he raised his hat several times to the crowd.
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  “He’s got his bat the wrong way round,” yelled ‘Smasher’ Knowles, pointing an accusing finger at Paddington. “How can you tell where the ball’s going if he doesn’t hold his bat properly? It might go anywhere.”


  [image: ]


  Alf Duckham scratched his head. “I don’t know that there’s anything in the rules saying you must hit the ball with the flat side of the bat,” he said. “Can’t say as I’ve ever come across it before. I think we’d best play on.”


  ‘Smasher’ Knowles glared at Paddington and then turned and made his way back up the pitch. “He didn’t even hit the ball,” he grumbled. “I hit the bat!”


  “Two more balls to this over,” said Jonathan. “I wonder if Paddington can hold out?… Crikey!” he exclaimed, jumping to his feet again as another burst of applause swept the ground. “A four! Good old Paddington!”


  Even Mrs Bird was sitting on the edge of her chair with excitement at the sudden change in the game. “He can’t possibly do it again,” she exclaimed, as ‘Smasher’ Knowles turned to make his run for the last ball of the over.


  “He jolly well has,” cried someone over the applause. “Another four! Fourteen off one over. Bravo bear! Best innings of the day.”


  “There’s just time for two more overs,” said Jonathan excitedly, as he looked at the pavilion clock. “And the old boys only need three runs to win. If the other chap can keep the bowling away from Paddington they stand a chance.”


  “I’m sure Paddington could hit another of those fours,” said Mrs Bird vaguely. “He seems very good at those.”


  “It’s old Parkinson bowling now,” said Jonathan. “He’s a spin bowler. Even Paddington won’t get any fours off him.”


  The crowd relaxed as the field settled down and the bowler ran up to deliver the first ball of the over. Gradually an air of gloom descended once again as Paddington’s partner made a wild swing at the first four balls and missed them completely.


  “I know Paddington could do better,” said Mrs Brown.


  “He’s hit one,” cried Jonathan excitedly. “Come on Paddington – run!”


  The crowd watched with bated breath as the two figures ran between the wickets. Paddington seemed to be having some kind of trouble with his pads and he was still only halfway down the pitch when his partner was safely home. Paddington’s pads had been something of a problem right from the start. Bears’ legs being rather short there had been none of the right size and in the end the sportsmaster had trimmed the ends off an old pair he’d found in the pavilion. But even so they were far from satisfactory and the tops flapped up and down banging Paddington on his knees as he struggled to make his run.


  “Whew!” said Jonathan, sinking back to the ground as Paddington reached his crease in the nick of time. “That was a near thing. Two more wanted to win.”


  “Mercy me,” said Mrs Bird. “I’ve dropped all my stitches.”


  “Best of luck, bear,” whispered Alf Duckham, as Paddington took up his position. “And be careful. It’s young Parkinson bowling. They tell me he comes from Australia so watch his googlies.”


  “Watch his googlies?” repeated Paddington, peering down the pitch with interest as the bowler ran towards him. “How do you do,” he called out, raising his hat politely. “I’m Paddington Brown and I come from Darkest Peru.”
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  The crowd fell silent as the ball left the bowler’s hand and then a murmur of surprise went round the ground.


  “That’s funny,” said Jonathan. “What’s happened to it?”


  Everyone craned their necks in an effort to see what was going on as first the fieldsmen and then Alf Duckham began searching the ground round the wicket.


  “It must be somewhere,” said Alf Duckham. “A ball can’t just disappear into thin air. Any idea where you hit it, bear?”


  Paddington reached up and felt the top of his head. “I don’t think I did hit it, Mr Duckham,” he said vaguely. “I think it must have hit me. I’ve got a bruise under my hat.”


  “A bruise under your hat?” repeated Alf Duckham, looking most concerned. “Here, let me see.”


  As he felt under Paddington’s hat a strange look came over Alf Duckham’s face. “That isn’t a bruise,” he exclaimed, withdrawing his hand. “It’s the ball!”


  “Oh dear,” said Paddington. “It must have gone inside my hat by mistake when I raised it just now.”


  Alf Duckham took a deep breath. “End of the over,” he called, signalling the players to change sides again.


  “That’s torn it,” groaned Jonathan. “Trust old Paddington to do a thing like that. Now there’s only time for one over and it’s ‘Smasher’ Knowles’s turn again.”


  “And they say cricket’s a dull game,” exclaimed Mrs Bird.


  “Not when Paddington’s playing,” said Mr Brown. “If only they can get another two runs.” Mr Brown stood with his hands ready to applaud as play began but they got noticeably lower and lower as first one ball and then another whistled past Paddington’s partner untouched by the bat.


  “Last ball of the day coming up,” he groaned. “He must hit this one.”


  “He has too!” cried Jonathan, as a loud click came from the field. “Come on, Paddington – run. One more for a tie – two for a win!”


  Other voices added themselves to Jonathan’s and within a matter of moments the whole ground was in an uproar. From his position in the centre of the pitch Paddington struggled on oblivious to it all. Amongst the general hubbub he could vaguely catch the sound of his name and he remembered seeing his partner pass him several times going in opposite directions, but he was much too busy trying to stand up let alone run as his pads slipped lower and lower down his legs. Once he even felt someone pick him up and point him in the right direction but beyond that everything seemed like a bad dream as he tried to move his legs and nothing happened. No one on the field was more surprised than he was when at long last the wickets loomed up ahead and he found himself safely home.


  “Well,” said Mrs Brown. “What happens now? Paddington’s run one and his partner’s run three.”


  “It’ll be a tie,” said Mr Brown. “They’ll just have to count Paddington’s one.”


  But on the field Alf Duckham, entering into the spirit of the game, was having different ideas on the subject.


  “I think,” he announced, holding up his hand for silence, “in view of all the circumstances, we’ll award the old boys one and a half runs and give them the game.”
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  Mr Duckham’s announcement was greeted by a storm of applause from spectators and players alike, and even ‘Smasher’ Knowles was seen to be clapping with the rest.


  “Hear! Hear!” echoed the headmaster, as he came on to the field. “A very fair decision. A trifle unusual and not quite in the book of rules. But very fair.”


  The headmaster of Farrowfield looked very pleased with himself at the unexpected success of the day’s activities. The excitement towards the end had been so great that contributions towards the new Cricket Pavilion Fund were pouring in, and he hurried over to shake Paddington by the paw.


  “I was wondering, bear,” he said hopefully, when the applause had died down, “if you would care to turn out for the old boys next year. We’re sadly in need of a new swimming pool.”


  Paddington stood mopping his brow for a moment while he considered the matter from all angles. Although he had enjoyed parts of the game very much indeed the ball had come much too close to his whiskers at times for his liking and on the few occasions when he’d actually touched it it had felt very hard indeed.


  In the end it was Alf Duckham who came to his rescue and decided matters for him. “If you want my advice, bear,” he said wisely. “I should retire while you’re still at your peak. After all, there aren’t many cricketers who can say they’ve scored an average of fourteen runs a match, especially off one over, and you don’t want to spoil a record like that!”


  “Perhaps,” said Paddington, “I could come down next year and be the interval man.”


  “The interval man?” echoed the headmaster, looking puzzled.


  “I think he means the man who brings the lemonade on during the break,” said Alf Duckham. “A most important job. In fact,” he continued, voicing everyone’s thoughts as he led the way back to the pavilion, “it’s such an important job I think you should get a bit of practice in right now. Speaking for myself, a long glass of bears’ lemonade would round the day off perfectly.”
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  Mr Brown stood at the open front door of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens and surveyed the morning sun peeping over the top of the houses opposite.


  “Hands up all those in favour of a trip to the sea,” he called, looking back over his shoulder.


  “People who ask questions like that must expect trouble,” said Mrs Brown, after the hubbub had died down and the last of three pairs of feet disappeared hastily up the stairs as their owners went to pack.


  “I noticed you and Mrs Bird didn’t put up your hands, Mary,” said Mr Brown, looking rather hurt. “I can’t think why.”


  “I’ve been on your trips before, Henry,” replied Mrs Brown ominously. “It usually takes me a week to get over them.”


  “And some of us have all the sandwiches to cut,” said Mrs Bird pointedly.


  “Sandwiches?” echoed Mr Brown. “Who said anything about taking sandwiches?” He waved his hand grandly in the air. “We’ll have lunch in a restaurant. Hang the expense. It’s a long time since we had a day out.”


  “Well,” said Mrs Brown doubtfully. “Don’t say I didn’t warn you.”


  Anything else she might have been about to say was lost as another clatter of pounding feet heralded the arrival back downstairs of Jonathan, Judy and Paddington together with all their belongings. Paddington in particular seemed to be very well laden. Apart from his suitcase and hat, which he was wearing as usual, he was also carrying his special seaside straw hat, a beach ball, a rubber bathing ring and a bucket and spade, together with a windmill on the end of a stick, a pair of binoculars and an assortment of maps.


  Mrs Brown gazed at the collection. “I’m sure they didn’t have all this trouble on the Everest expedition,” she exclaimed.


  “I don’t suppose they took any bears with them,” replied Mrs Bird. “That’s why. And I’m quite sure they didn’t leave a trail of last year’s sand on their stairs before they left.”


  Paddington looked most upset as he peered out from behind his bucket and listened to the remarks. He was a great believer in being prepared for any kind of emergency and from what he could remember of previous trips to the seaside, all sorts of things could happen and usually did.


  “Come along everyone,” called Mr Brown, hurriedly coming to his rescue. “If we don’t make an early start we shall get caught up in the rush and then we shall never get there. A day at the sea will do us all good. It’ll help blow some of the cobwebs out of your whiskers, Paddington.”


  Paddington pricked up his ears. “Blow some of the cobwebs out of my whiskers, Mr Brown?” he exclaimed, looking even more upset as he followed the others out to the waiting car.


  While Jonathan, Judy and Mr Brown packed the equipment into the boot, and Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird went upstairs to change, Paddington stood on the front seat of the car and peered anxiously at his face in the driving mirror. There were several pieces of cotton stuck to his whiskers, not to mention some old marmalade and cocoa stains, but he couldn’t see any sign of a spider let alone a cobweb.


  Paddington was unusually silent on the journey down and he was still pondering over the matter later that morning when they swept over the brow of a hill and began the long descent towards Brightsea. But as they drew near the front the smell of the sea air and the sight of all the holidaymakers strolling along the promenade soon drove all other thoughts from his mind.


  Paddington was very keen on outings, especially Mr Brown’s unexpected seaside ones, and he stuck his head out of the front window of the car and peered round excitedly as they drove along the front looking for somewhere to park.


  “All hands on deck,” said Mr Brown, as he backed the car into a vacant space. “Stand by to unload.”


  Paddington gathered his belongings and jumped out on to the pavement. “I’ll find a place on the beach, Mr Brown,” he called eagerly.


  In the back of the car Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged glances.


  “I know one thing,” said Mrs Brown, as she helped Mrs Bird out of the car. “They might not have had any bears with them on the Everest expedition but at least they had some Sherpas to help with their luggage. Just look at it all!”


  “It won’t take a minute, Mary,” puffed Mr Brown from behind a pile of carrier bags. “Where’s Paddington? He said he’d find a spot for us.”


  “There he is,” said Jonathan, pointing to a patch of sand where six deck chairs were already ranged in a row. “He’s talking to that man with the ticket machine.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown anxiously. “He looks rather upset. I hope there’s nothing wrong.”


  “Trust Paddington to get into trouble,” said Judy. “We haven’t been here a minute.”


  The Browns hurried down some steps leading to the beach and as they did so a familiar voice reached their ears.


  “Thirty pence!” exclaimed the voice bitterly. “Thirty pence just to sit in a deck chair!”


  “No, mate,” came the voice of the ticket man in reply. “It’s not thirty pence just to sit in a deck chair. You’ve got six chairs ’ere and they’re five pence each. Six fives is thirty.”


  Paddington looked more and more upset as he listened to the man’s words. He’d felt very pleased with himself when he’d found the pile of chairs beside a patch of clean sand but almost before he’d had time to arrange them in a row, and certainly before he’d had a chance to test even one of them, the man had appeared as if by magic from behind a beach hut, waving his ticket machine as he pounced on him.


  “Thirty pence!” he repeated, collapsing into the nearest chair.


  “I know your sort,” lectured the man in a loud voice as he looked around and addressed the rest of the beach. “You sit down in them chairs and pretend you’re asleep when I comes round for the money. Or else you say yer tickets ’ave blowed away. Your sort cost the Corporation ’undreds of pounds a year.”


  The man’s voice trailed away as a muffled cry came from somewhere near his feet.


  “’Ere,” he exclaimed, as he bent down and stared at a heaving mass of striped canvas. “What’s ’appened?”


  “Help!” came the muffled voice again.


  “Dear, oh dear,” said the man as he disentangled Paddington from the chair. “You couldn’t have ’ad yer back strut properly adjusted.”
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  “My back strut!” exclaimed Paddington, sitting up.


  “That’s right,” said the man. “You’re supposed to fit it into the slots – not just rest it on the side. No wonder it collapsed.”


  Paddington gave the man a hard stare as he scrambled to his feet and undid his suitcase. Five pence seemed a lot to pay just to sit in a chair at the best of times, but when it didn’t even have any instructions and collapsed into the bargain, words failed him.


  “Instructions?” echoed the man, as he took Paddington’s money and rang up six tickets. “I’ve never ’eard of a deck chair ’aving instructions afore. You wants a lot for yer money.”


  “I hope you haven’t been having any trouble,” said Mr Brown, as he hurried on to the scene and pressed something round and shiny into the man’s hand.


  “Trouble?” said the ticket man, his expression changing as he felt the coin. “Bless you no, sir. Just a slight misunderstanding as yer might say. Tell you what, guv,” he continued, turning to Paddington and touching his cap with a more respectful air, “I know these days out at the seaside can come pretty expensive for a young bear gent what’s standing treat. If you wants to get yer money back and make a profit into the bargain your best plan is to keep a weather eye open for Basil Budd.”


  “Basil Budd?” repeated Paddington, looking most surprised.


  “That’s right,” said the man, pointing towards a large notice pasted on the sea wall. “He’s in Brightsea today. It’s one of them newspaper stunts. The first one as confronts ’im and says ‘You’re Basil Budd’ gets five pound reward. Only mind you’re carrying one of ’is newspapers,” he warned. “Otherwise ’e won’t pay up.”


  So saying, he touched his cap once more and hurried off up the beach in the direction of some new arrivals, leaving the Browns to arrange themselves and their belongings on Paddington’s patch of sand.


  Mr Brown turned to thank Paddington for standing treat with the deck chairs but already he had disappeared up the sand and was standing gazing at the poster on the sea wall with a thoughtful expression on his face.


  The poster had the one word SENSATION written in large, red capital letters across the top. Underneath was a picture of a man in a trilby hat followed by the announcement that Basil Budd of the Daily Globe was in town.


  The smaller print which followed went on to explain all that the deck chair man had told them. It took Paddington some while to read all the poster, particularly as he read some of the more interesting bits several times in case he’d made a mistake. But whichever way he read the notice it seemed that not only was Basil Budd anxious to give away five pound notes to anyone who confronted him, but that his own seaside outing would be ruined if he had so much as one note left at the end of the day.


  “Good heavens!” said Mr Brown, as he glanced up the beach again. “Paddington is lashing out today. He’s bought himself a newspaper now!”


  “I pity the person who happens to look anything like Basil Budd,” said Mrs Bird. “I can see there’ll be some nasty scenes if they don’t pay up.”


  Mr Brown wriggled into his costume. “Come on, Paddington,” he called. “It’s time for a bathe.”


  After taking one last look at the poster Paddington turned and came slowly back down the beach. Although he’d been looking forward all morning to a paddle he was beginning to have second thoughts on the matter. Paddington liked dipping his paws in the sea as much as anyone but he didn’t want to run the risk of missing five pounds reward if Basil Budd happened to stroll by while his back was turned.


  “Perhaps he’s having a paddle himself,” said Mrs Bird helpfully.


  Paddington brightened at the thought. He took out his opera glasses and peered through them at the figures already in the water. There didn’t seem to be any sign of a man wearing a trilby hat, but all the same a moment later he climbed into his rubber bathing ring and hurried down to the water’s edge clutching the copy of the Daily Globe in one paw and his suitcase in the other.


  Mrs Bird sighed. Paddington was just too far away for her to make out the expression on his face, but she didn’t at all like the look of the little she could see. From where she was sitting some of the stares he was giving passers-by seemed very hard ones indeed.
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  “Why can’t we have a nice quiet day at the sea like any normal family?” she said.


  “At least it keeps him out of mischief,” replied Mrs Brown. “And we know where he is which is something.”


  “That’s not going to last very long,” said Mrs Bird, ominously, as she watched Paddington splash his way along the shore in the direction of the pier. “There’s plenty of time yet. You mark my words.”


  Unaware of the anxious moments he was causing, Paddington plodded on his way, pausing every now and then to compare the picture on the front page of his paper with that of a passer-by.


  The beach was beginning to fill up. There were fat men in shorts, thin men in bathing costumes, men of all shapes and sizes; some wore sun hats, some caps, others coloured hats made of cardboard, and once he even saw a man wearing a bowler, but as far as he could make out there wasn’t one person along the whole of the Brightsea front who bore any resemblance to Basil Budd.


  After making his way along the beach for the third time Paddington stopped by the pier and mopped his brow while he took another long look at one of the Daily Globe posters.
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  It was a strange thing but somehow with each journey up and down the beach the expression on Basil Budd’s face seemed to change. At first it had been quite an ordinary, pleasant sort of face, but now that he looked at it more closely Paddington decided there was a mocking air about it which he didn’t like the look of at all.


  With a sigh he found himself a quiet corner of the beach and sat down with his back against a pile of deck chairs in order to consider the matter. Taken all round he was beginning to feel very upset at the way things were going. In fact, if he could have found the man who had sold him the newspaper he would have asked for his money back. But with every minute more and more people were streaming into Brightsea and the chances of finding the newspaper seller, let alone Basil Budd himself, seemed more and more remote.


  As he sat there deep in thought Paddington’s eyelids began to feel heavier and heavier. Several times he pushed them open with a paw but gradually the combination of a large breakfast, several ice-creams, and all the walks up and down the sand in the hot sun, not to mention the distant sound of waves breaking on the sea shore, grew too much for him, and a short while later some gentle snores added themselves to the general hubbub all around.

  



  Mrs Brown heaved a sigh of relief. “Thank goodness!” she exclaimed, as a small brown figure came hurrying along the promenade towards them. “I was beginning to think something had happened to him.”


  Mr Brown removed his belongings from the only remaining chair at their table. “About time too,” he grumbled. “I’m starving.”


  In order to avoid the crowds the Browns had arranged to meet for an early lunch on the terrace of a large Brightsea promenade hotel, and all the family with the exception of Paddington had arrived there in good time. Paddington had a habit of disappearing on occasions, but very rarely at meal times, and as the minutes ticked by and the other tables started to fill up, the Browns had become more and more worried.


  “Where on earth have you been?” asked Mrs Brown, as Paddington drew near.


  Paddington raised his hat with a distant expression on his face. “I was having a bit of a dream, Mrs Brown,” he replied vaguely.


  “A dream?” echoed Mrs Bird. “I should have thought you had plenty of time for those at home.”


  “This was a special seaside one, Mrs Bird,” explained Paddington, looking slightly offended. “It was very unusual.”


  “It must have been,” said Judy, “if it made you late for lunch.”


  Mr Brown handed Paddington a large menu. “We’ve ordered you some soup to be going on with,” he said. “Perhaps you’d like to choose what you want to follow…”


  The Browns looked across at Paddington with some concern. He seemed to be acting most strangely. One moment he’d been about to sit down quietly in his chair, the next moment he had jumped up again and was peering through his opera glasses with an air of great excitement.


  “Is anything the matter?” asked Mr Brown.


  Paddington adjusted his glasses. “I think that’s Basil Budd,” he exclaimed, pointing towards a man at the next table.


  “Basil Budd?” echoed Mrs Brown. “But it can’t be. He’s got a beard.”


  “Basil Budd hasn’t,” said Jonathan. “I’ve seen his picture on the posters.”


  Paddington looked even more mysterious. “That’s what my dream was about,” he said. “Only I don’t think it was a dream after all. I’m going to confront him!”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown nervously, as Paddington stood up. “Do you think you should?”


  But her words fell on deaf ears for Paddington was already tapping the bearded man on his shoulder. “I’d like my five pounds, please, Mr Budd,” he announced, holding up his copy of the Daily Globe.


  The man paused with a soup spoon halfway to his mouth. “No, thank you,” he said, looking at the newspaper. “I’ve got one already.”


  “I’m not a newspaper bear,” said Paddington patiently. “I think you’re Basil Budd of the Daily Globe and I’ve come to confront you.”


  “You’ve come to confront me?” repeated the man, as if in a dream. “But my name isn’t Budd. I’ve never even heard of him.”


  Paddington took a deep breath and gave the man the hardest stare he could manage. “If you don’t give me my five pounds,” he exclaimed hotly, “I shall call a policeman!”


  The man returned Paddington’s stare with one almost as hard. “You’ll call a policeman!” he exclaimed. “If you don’t go away, bear, that’s just what I intend doing.”


  Paddington was a bear with a strong sense of right and wrong and for a moment he stood rooted to the spot looking as if he could hardly believe his eyes, let alone his ears. Then suddenly, before the astonished gaze of the Browns and everyone else on the hotel terrace, he reached forward and gave the man’s beard a determined tug with both paws.


  If the other occupants of the hotel were taken aback by the unexpected turn of events the man with the beard was even more upset, and a howl of anguish rang round the terrace as he jumped up clutching his chin.


  Paddington’s jaw dropped open and a look of alarm came over his face as he examined his empty paws. “Excuse me,” he exclaimed, raising his hat politely. “I think I must have made a mistake.”
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  “A mistake!” spluttered the man, dabbing at his lap with a napkin where a large soup stain had appeared. “Where’s the manager? I want to see the manager. I demand an explanation.”


  “I’ve got an explanation,” said Paddington unhappily, “but I’m not sure if it’s a good one.”


  “Oh, crikey,” groaned Jonathan, as a man in a black suit came hurrying on to the scene closely followed by several waiters. “Here we go again!”


  “I’ve never,” said Mrs Bird, “met such a bear for getting into hot water. Now what are we going to do?”


  


  Mr Brown sat back in the Brightsea hotel manager’s office and stared at Paddington. “Do you mean to say,” he exclaimed, “you actually saw a man putting on a false beard behind a pile of deck chairs?”


  “There were two of them,” said Paddington importantly. “I thought I was having a dream and then they went away and I found I was really awake all the time.”


  “But I still don’t see why you thought it was the man from the Daily Globe,” said Mrs Brown.


  “I’m afraid this young bear got his ‘buds’ mixed,” said a policeman. “Quite a natural mistake in the circumstances.”


  “You see, he’d stumbled on South Coast Charlie and his pal,” said a second policeman. “They always call each other ‘bud’. I think they’ve been seeing too many films on television.”


  “South Coast Charlie!” echoed Mrs Bird. “Goodness me!”


  “They tour all the south coast holiday resorts during the summer months doing confidence tricks,” continued the first policeman. “We’ve been after them for some time now but they’ve always kept one step ahead of us. Kept changing their disguises. Thanks to this young bear’s description we’ve a good idea who to look for now. In fact, I daresay there’ll be some kind of a reward.”


  The Browns looked at one another. After the excitement earlier on, the hotel manager’s office seemed remarkably peaceful. Even the man with the beard, now that he had got over his first surprise, looked most impressed by Paddington’s explanation. “I’ve been mistaken for a few people in my time,” he said, “but never a Basil Budd let alone a South Coast Charlie.”


  “Trust Paddington to find someone with a beard sitting at the next table,” said Jonathan.


  The hotel manager coughed. “That’s not really so surprising,” he said. “There’s a magicians’ conference on at Brightsea this week and a lot of them are staying at this hotel. You’ll see a good many beards.”


  “Good gracious!” said Mrs Bird, as she looked through the office window. “You’re quite right. Look at them all!”


  The others followed the direction of Mrs Bird’s gaze. Now that it had been mentioned, there were beards everywhere. Long beards, short ones, whiskery beards and neatly trimmed ones. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen so many before,” said Mr Brown. “I suppose that’s why South Coast Charlie wore one?”


  “That’s right, sir,” said one of the policemen. “It’s a good thing this young gentleman didn’t try them all. We might have had a very nasty scene on our hands.”


  “Perhaps you’d care to join me for lunch,” said the man with the beard, addressing the Browns as the policeman stood up to go. “I’m a magician myself,” he continued, turning to Paddington. “The Great Umberto. I might even be able to show you a few tricks while we eat.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Umberto,” said Paddington, as the hotel manager hurried on ahead to reserve a table. “I should like that.”


  Altogether Paddington was beginning to think it was a very good day out at the sea after all. Although he hadn’t managed to win five pounds by confronting Basil Budd he was very keen on tricks and the prospect of having lunch with a real magician sounded most exciting.


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird, as she followed the others out on to the hotel terrace. “We may be having lunch with a magician but I have a feeling that even the Great Umberto won’t be able to make his meal disappear as quickly as Paddington.”


  Paddington pricked up his ears in agreement as he caught Mrs Bird’s remark. It was already long past his lunch time and detective work, especially seaside detective work, used up a lot of energy.


  “I don’t think I shall have many cobwebs left in my whiskers after today, Mr Brown,” he announced amid general agreement, as he sat down at the table to enjoy a well-earned lunch.
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  Paddington paused on the stairs of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens and sniffed the morning air. A few moments later, having consulted the Browns’ calendar through the banisters, he hurried on his way with a puzzled expression on his face.


  There was definitely something mysterious going on that morning and he couldn’t for the life of him make out what it was. Unless Mrs Bird had made a mistake when she’d changed the date, which would have been most unusual; and unless he’d also overslept by two or three days, which seemed even more unlikely, it should have been a Thursday – and yet all the signs were Sunday ones.


  To start with there was a strong smell of freshly baked cakes coming from the direction of the kitchen and although Mrs Bird occasionally did her baking during the week she was much more inclined to do it on a Sunday. In any case she never made cakes quite so early in the morning.


  Then there was the strange behaviour of Mr Brown. Mr Brown worked in the City of London and in the mornings he followed a strict timetable. Breakfast was served punctually at half past eight and before that, come rain or shine, he always took a quick stroll round the garden in order to inspect the flower beds.


  On this particular morning Paddington had nearly fallen over backwards with surprise when he’d drawn back his curtains and peered out of the window only to see a very unkempt-looking Mr Brown pushing a wheelbarrow down the garden path.


  “I was wondering when you were going to put in an appearance,” said Mrs Bird, as Paddington poked his head round the kitchen door with an inquiring look on his face. “I’ve never known such a bear for smelling out things.”


  Mrs Bird hastily closed the oven door before Paddington could see inside and then began dishing up his breakfast. “Don’t go eating too much,” she warned. “We’re having a party this afternoon and I’ve enough to feed a regiment of bears.”


  “A party!” exclaimed Paddington, looking more and more surprised. Paddington liked parties. Since he’d been with the Browns they’d had quite a number of Christmas and birthday ones, but it was most unusual to have a party in between times.


  “Never you mind,” said Mrs Bird mysteriously, when he inquired what it was all about. “It’s a party – that’s all you need to know. And don’t go getting egg all over your whiskers,” she warned. “Mr Gruber’s been invited, and Mr Curry – not to mention quite a few other people.”


  Paddington carried his plate of bacon and eggs into the dining-room and settled himself at the table with a thoughtful expression on his face. The more he considered the matter the more mysterious it seemed. The most surprising thing of all was that the Browns’ next-door neighbour had received an invitation, and Paddington decided it must be a very important occasion indeed. Mr Curry often turned up at the Browns’ parties but almost always it was because he’d asked himself and very rarely because he’d actually been invited.


  Jonathan and Judy were most unhelpful as well. They came into the dining-room to say good morning while Paddington was having his breakfast but as soon as he asked what was going on they both hurried out of the room again.


  “It’s a special party, Paddington,” said Judy, squeezing his paw as she left. “Just for you. But don’t worry – you’ll find out all about it later on.”


  Even Mr Gruber quickly changed the subject when Paddington asked him all about it later that morning.


  “I think it’s meant to be a bit of a surprise, Mr Brown,” was all he would say. “And a surprise wouldn’t be a surprise if you knew what it was.”


  Before any more questions could be asked Mr Gruber hastily broke a bun in two and gave one half to Paddington before disappearing into the darkness at the back of his shop in order to make the morning cocoa.


  When he returned he was carrying a large book on the cocoa tray. “I expect we shall be having fun and games this afternoon, Mr Brown,” he said, as he handed the book to Paddington. “I thought you might like to have a browse through this. It’s a bumper book of party tricks.”


  Paddington thanked Mr Gruber, and after he had finished his cocoa he hurried back in the direction of Windsor Gardens. Mrs Bird had warned him that with a party in the offing there would be a lot of work to do and he didn’t want to be late home. Apart from that Mr Gruber’s fun book looked very interesting and he was anxious to test some of the tricks before lunch.


  But as it happened all thoughts of party games passed completely out of his mind as he reached home.


  While he had been out everyone else had been busy and a great change had come over the dining-room. An extra leaf had been put in the table and the snow-white cloth was barely visible beneath all the food. Paddington’s eyes grew larger and larger as he took in the dishes of jelly, fruit and cream, and the plates laden with sandwiches and cakes, not to mention mounds of biscuits and piles of jam and marmalade. In the middle of it all, in a place of honour, was a large iced cake. The cake had some foreign words written across the top but before he had time to make out what they were Mrs Bird discovered him and drove him up to the bathroom.


  “You’ll have to be at the front door to welcome your guests,” she warned. “You can collect as many marmalade stains as you like this afternoon but not before.”


  With that Paddington had to be content. But as the time for the party drew near he became more and more excited. The Browns had invited not only Mr Gruber and Mr Curry but a number of the traders from the Portobello Road as well. Despite his habit of driving a hard bargain Paddington was a popular bear in the market and by the time all the guests had arrived the Browns’ dining-room was full almost to overflowing.


  When the last of the visitors had settled themselves comfortably Mr Brown called for silence.


  “As you all know,” he began, “this is Paddington’s party. I have an important announcement to make later on, but first of all I think Paddington himself wants to entertain you with a few special tricks he has up his paw.”


  Everyone applauded while Paddington took his place on the rug in front of the fireplace and consulted Mr Gruber’s book of party games. There was one chapter in particular which he’d had his eye on. It was called ONE HUNDRED DIFFERENT WAYS OF TEARING PAPER and he was looking forward to trying some of them out.


  “I like paper-tearing tricks,” said Mr Curry, when Paddington explained what he was going to do. “I hope they’re good ones, bear.”


  “I think the first one is, Mr Curry,” replied Paddington. “It’s called THE MYSTERY OF THE DISAPPEARING TEN POUND NOTE!”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “Must it be a ten pound note? Couldn’t you use something else?”


  Paddington peered at his book again. “It doesn’t say you can,” he replied doubtfully. “But I expect I could make do with a five pound one.”


  “I’m afraid I’ve left my wallet in my other jacket,” said Mr Brown hastily.


  “And I’ve only got silver,” said Mr Gruber, taking the hint as all Paddington’s other friends from the market hurriedly buttoned their jackets.


  Everyone turned and looked towards Mr Curry. “You did say you like paper-tearing tricks,” said Mr Brown meaningly. “And it is Paddington’s party.”


  Mr Curry took a deep breath as he withdrew his purse from an inside pocket and undid the clasp. “I hope you know what you’re doing, bear,” he growled, handing Paddington a five pound note.


  “Crikey! So do I!” whispered Jonathan as Paddington took the note and after consulting his book once more folded it in half and began tearing pieces out.


  The Browns watched anxiously while Paddington folded the note yet again and Mr Curry’s face got blacker and blacker at the sight of all the pieces fluttering to the floor.


  After a slight pause Paddington took another look at his book and as he did so his expression changed. Whereas a moment before he had seemed full of confidence, now his whiskers drooped and a worried look came over his face.


  “What are you doing now, bear?” growled Mr Curry as Paddington hurried over and began peering in his ear.


  “I’m afraid something’s gone wrong with my trick, Mr Curry,” said Paddington unhappily.


  “What!” bellowed Mr Curry, jumping to his feet. “What do you mean – something’s gone wrong with it?”


  “The note’s supposed to turn up in your ear,” explained Paddington, looking more and more unhappy.


  “Perhaps it’s in the other one, dear,” said Mrs Brown hopefully.


  “I don’t think so,” replied Paddington. “I think I must have turned over two pages at once in my instructions. I’ve been doing the paper doily trick by mistake.”


  “The paper doily trick,” repeated Mr Curry bitterly, as Paddington unfolded the remains of his note and held it up for everyone to see. “My five pound note turned into a bear’s doily!”


  “Never mind,” said Mrs Bird, bending down to pick up the pieces. “If you stick them together perhaps they’ll change it at the bank.”


  “It looks very pretty,” said Judy.


  Mr Curry snorted several times as he helped himself to a cake. “I’ve had enough of that bear’s paper-tearing tricks for one day,” he exclaimed.


  Mr Gruber gave a slight cough. “Perhaps you could try one of the other chapters, Mr Brown,” he said. “I believe there’s a very good one at the end of the book.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington gratefully. Mr Curry wasn’t the only one who was tired of paper-tearing tricks. Tearing paper, especially banknotes when they were folded, was much more difficult than it sounded, and his paws were beginning to ache.


  “There’s a very good trick here,” he announced after a short pause. “It’s called REMOVING A GUEST’S WAISTCOAT WITHOUT TAKING OFF HIS COAT.”


  “It sounds rather a long trick,” said Mrs Brown doubtfully. “Isn’t there anything shorter?”


  “Nonsense!” said Mr Curry, from behind a plate of sandwiches. “It’s a very good trick. I saw it done once years ago in the theatre. I’d like to see it again.”


  Mr Brown and Mr Gruber exchanged glances. “I’m afraid it’ll have to be your waistcoat then,” said Mr Brown. “You’re the only person who’s wearing one.”


  Mr Curry’s jaws dropped. “What!” he exclaimed. “If you think that bear’s going to remove my waistcoat you’re…”


  Whatever else Mr Curry had been about to say was drowned in a roar of protests from the others.


  “You said you wanted to see it again,” called out the man from the cut-price grocers. “Now’s your chance.”


  With very bad grace Mr Curry got up from his chair and knelt on the rug in front of the fireplace with his arms raised while Paddington put his paws down behind his neck.
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  “I thought you said you were going to remove my waistcoat, bear,” he gurgled, “not choke me with it.”


  “Well, it’s half off anyway,” said Mr Brown, as Paddington pulled the waistcoat over Mr Curry’s head until it rested under his chin. “What happens now?”


  Paddington put his paw up one of Mr Curry’s sleeves and began searching. “I’m not quite sure, Mr Brown,” he gasped. “I haven’t practised this trick before and I can’t see the book from where I am.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown, as there came a loud tearing noise and Paddington pulled something out of Mr Curry’s sleeve. “That looks like a piece of lining.”


  “What!” bellowed Mr Curry, struggling to see what was going on. “Did you say lining?”


  Mr Brown picked up the book of party games and adjusted his glasses. “Perhaps I’d better give you a hand, Paddington,” he said.


  After a moment he put the book down again and knelt on the rug. “You’re quite right,” he said, feeling up Mr Curry’s sleeve. “It definitely says you should pull the end of the waistcoat down the sleeve, but it doesn’t say how you do it. It’s very odd.”


  Mr Gruber joined the others on the rug. “Perhaps if we work backwards it might help,” he suggested.


  “I think you ought to do something quickly,” said Mrs Brown anxiously as Mr Curry gave another loud gurgle.


  Mr Gruber studied Paddington’s book carefully. “Oh dear,” he exclaimed. “I hate to tell you this, Mr Brown, but one of the pages appears to be missing.”


  Mr Curry’s eyes bulged and he gave a loud spluttering noise as he took in Mr Gruber’s words. “What’s that?” he bellowed, jumping to his feet. “I’ve never heard of such a thing!”


  “I don’t think you should have done that,” said Mr Gruber reprovingly. “It sounded as though you split your coat.”


  Mr Curry danced up and down with rage as he examined the remains of his jacket. “I split it!” he cried. “I like that. And what was that bear doing at the time, I’d like to know?”


  “He wasn’t anywhere near,” said Mrs Bird.


  “I was looking for my missing page, Mr Curry,” explained Paddington. “I think I must have used it by mistake when I was practising one of my paper-tearing tricks.”


  Mr Brown held up his hand for silence. Mr Curry’s face had changed from red to purple back to an even deeper shade of red again and it looked very much as if it was high time to call a halt to the proceedings. “I’m sure Mrs Bird can mend it for you later on,” he said. “But now I think we ought to get down to the business in hand.”


  “Hear! Hear!” echoed a voice in the audience.


  Mr Brown turned to Paddington. “Do you know how long you’ve been with us now?” he asked.


  “I don’t know, Mr Brown,” said Paddington, looking most surprised at the question. “It feels like always.”


  “Nearly three years,” replied Mr Brown. “Which is quite a long time considering you only came to tea in the first place.


  “Now,” he continued, when the laughter had died down, “we have a surprise for you. The other day we had a telegram all the way from the Home for Retired Bears in Lima. It seems that Aunt Lucy is celebrating her hundredth birthday very soon and the warden thought it would be a nice idea if all her family could be there with her.”


  “Fancy being a hundred!” exclaimed Jonathan. “That’s jolly old.”


  “Bears’ years are different,” said Mrs Bird.


  “They have two birthdays a year for a start,” said Judy.


  “Anyway, Paddington,” said Mr Brown, “however many years it is, she’s obviously very old and it’s a big occasion, so we wondered if you would like to go.”


  “Speech!” cried someone at the back of the room.


  Paddington thought for a moment. “Will I have to travel in a lifeboat and live on marmalade like I did when I came?” he asked.


  “No,” said Mr Brown, amid more laughter. “I’ve been to see one of the big shipping companies and they’ve promised to give you a cabin all to yourself this time at special bear rates and a steward who knows all about these things to look after you.”
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  Paddington sat down on his chair and considered the matter. Everything had come as such a surprise and his mind was in such a whirl he didn’t know quite what to say apart from thanking everyone.


  “I shouldn’t say anything,” said Mrs Bird. “I should have a piece of cake instead. I’ve made one specially.”


  “It’s got bon voyage written on it,” explained Judy. “That means we all hope you have a good journey.”


  “Come on,” said the man from the cut price grocers, as Paddington began cutting the cake. “Let’s have a chorus of ‘For he’s a jolly good bear cub’.”


  For the next few minutes number thirty-two Windsor Gardens echoed and re-echoed to the sound of singing as Paddington handed round pieces of cake and it was noticeable that even Mr Curry sang, “And so say all of us” as loudly as anyone.


  “It’ll seem quiet without you, bear,” he said gruffly, when he paused at the front door some time later and shook Paddington’s paw. “I don’t know who’ll do my odd jobs for me.”


  “Oh dear,” sighed Mrs Brown, as one by one the guests departed until only Mr Gruber was left. “Everything feels so flat now. I do hope we’ve done the right thing.”


  “No more marmalade stains on the walls,” said Mr Brown, trying to sound a cheerful note, but failing miserably as Paddington hurried upstairs leaving the others to make their way back to the dining-room.


  “I shall leave them on,” said Mrs Bird decidedly. “I’m not having them washed off for anyone.”


  “Well, I think you’re doing the right thing,” said Mr Gruber wisely. “After all, Paddington’s Aunt Lucy did bring him up and if it hadn’t been for her sending him out into the world we should never have met him.”


  “I know what you’re thinking, Mary,” said Mr Brown taking his wife’s arm. “But if Paddington does decide to stay in Peru we can’t really stand in his way.”


  The Browns fell silent. When the telegram from Peru first arrived it had seemed a splendid idea to let Paddington go back there for the celebrations, but now that things were finally settled an air of gloom descended over everyone.


  In the few years he’d spent with them, Paddington had become so much a part of things it was almost impossible to picture life without him. The thought of their perhaps never seeing him again caused their faces to grow longer and longer.


  Their silence was suddenly broken into by a familiar patter of feet on the stairs and a bump as the dining-room door was pushed open and Paddington entered carrying his leather suitcase.


  “I’ve packed my things,” he announced. “But I’ve left my flannel out in case I want a wash before I go.”


  “Your things?” repeated Mrs Bird. “But what about all the rest of the stuff in your room?”


  “You’ll need a trunk for that,” said Judy. Paddington looked most surprised. “I’m only taking my important things,” he explained. “I thought I’d leave the rest here for safety.”


  The Browns and Mr Gruber exchanged glances. “Paddington,” said Mrs Brown. “Come and sit down. You may not have made much of a speech at the party but you couldn’t have chosen anything nicer to say to us now. You’ll never know what it means.”


  “I know one thing it does mean,” said Mrs Bird. “I can wash those marmalade stains off the walls now with a clear conscience.


  “After all,” she added, “we shall need plenty of room for fresh ones when Paddington gets back. That’s most important.”


  In the general agreement which followed Mrs Bird’s remark Paddington’s voice was the loudest of all.


  There was a contented expression on his face as he settled back in his armchair. Although he was most excited at the thought of seeing Aunt Lucy again he was already looking forward to his return, and he felt sure that on a journey all the way to Peru and back he would be able to collect some very unusual stains indeed.
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    PADDINGTON WOKE WITH a start and after blinking several times in order to accustom his eyes to the evening light, peered round the deck of the liner Karenia with a puzzled expression on his face.


    If he hadn’t known it was quite impossible, for the ship was still over two days’ sailing-time away from England, let alone number thirty-two Windsor Gardens in London, he would have sworn he’d just heard his name being called, quite loudly, not only by Mr Brown, but by the rest of the family – Mrs Brown, Jonathan and Judy, not to mention Mrs Bird into the bargain.


    Normally Paddington was rather keen on dreams. Some of the ones he’d had in the past had been very good value indeed, especially after one of Mrs Bird’s heavy suppers. But as he looked around the deserted deck of the great ship he began to decide that the one he’d just experienced seemed almost too real for his liking.


    It was that time in the day when the half-light from the setting sun plays strange tricks with the shadows, and with most of the other passengers still below and not even so much as the friendly white coat of a steward anywhere in sight, Paddington almost wished he hadn’t partaken of a second helping of the suet pudding which the chef had prepared especially for him that evening.


    Pausing only to dip one paw into a nearby jar of marmalade, he pulled his duffle coat hood more firmly over his head and then settled back again in the deck chair as he turned his attention to a large tin marked OSBORNE BISCUITS – PROPERTY OF P. BROWN ESQ. WANTED ON VOYAGE, which stood near by.


    Paddington liked Osborne biscuits, especially when they were covered in a thick layer of marmalade chunks, and soon a steady munching sound broke the stillness of the evening air.


    The journey to Darkest Peru in order to take part in his Aunt Lucy’s birthday celebrations at the Home for Retired Bears in Lima had been a long and enjoyable one, but all the same, now that he was nearing the end of the return voyage, Paddington was beginning to feel more and more excited at the prospect of seeing all his old friends once again, and after a moment’s thought he put this down as the cause of his unusually lifelike dream.


    Gradually the combination of a large and most enjoyable dinner, the sea air, and the distant throb of the engines far below, all had a soothing effect. In no time at all he was fast asleep again, and not even the plonk of an Osborne biscuit as it slipped from his paw and rolled across the deck towards the scuppers served to waken him.


    Paddington wasn’t quite sure when it happened, or how long it lasted, but suddenly he found himself in the middle of yet another dream and to his surprise it once again had to do with the Browns.


    As a dream it was, if anything, even more vivid than the first one.


    It all started when he dropped one of his biscuits at the top of a steep hill near Windsor Gardens. Instead of breaking or even falling over on its side, it landed edge downwards and immediately started rolling after him. Worse still, with every passing second it grew larger and larger, and as it grew larger so it rolled faster until in the end Paddington found himself running down the Portobello Road, in and out of all the market stalls, as fast as his legs would carry him.


    All the time, although he couldn’t see them, he could distinctly hear the voices of the Brown family calling out his name.


    And then the worst happened. One moment he was running along the road mopping his brow and glancing anxiously over his shoulder at the pursuing biscuit, the next moment it was just as if he had stepped into a great pool of treacle. The more he tried to move his legs, the more impossible it became, until quite suddenly he woke with a start and found himself sitting on the deck almost completely enveloped in his duffle coat.
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    As he struggled free, Paddington discovered to his surprise that not only had he got one of his paws stuck inside the jar of marmalade but that in his excitement he’d also knocked over the tin of biscuits and quite a number of them had rolled out on to the deck.


    It was a large tin and it had been given to him by his Aunt Lucy as a parting gift just before he set sail on the return voyage to England. Even though he’d had to dip into it quite heavily on a number of occasions, there were still several layers left, and Paddington had no wish to lose any of them before the end of the journey so he spent the next few seconds hastily gathering up the remains.


    It was as he picked up the last of the biscuits that he suddenly froze in his tracks and stared along the deck at a group of five very familiar figures who had suddenly appeared out of a patch of shadow near the stern.


    Before he even had time to blink, the figures all began waving frantically and calling his name as they moved towards him in a body.


    Pinching himself several times in order to make sure he wasn’t dreaming, Paddington looked wildly about the ship for somewhere to hide and then, hastily scooping the remains of the marmalade back into the jar with one paw, he replaced the lid on his tin of Osbornes with the other and disappeared through a nearby door as fast as his legs would carry him.


    A few seconds later he emerged on the other side of the ship, took one last look along the deck in case he was still being pursued, and then paused before yet another door which had a red cross over the top and the words SHIP’S DOCTOR written in large red letters on the panelling.


    Paddington was a brave bear at heart and when something out of the ordinary happened he was usually only too ready to investigate the matter on his own account, but the events of the past few minutes had been altogether too impossible to explain for his liking and he was anxious to seek a second opinion on the matter.


    The Ship’s Doctor looked most surprised when the door opened and Paddington entered his cabin. “Have you got an appointment, bear?” he asked briskly.


    Paddington placed his belongings on the floor and put a paw to his lips as he bent down to lock the door. Because of his fur it was a bit difficult for him to actually look as white as a sheet, but there was something about the end of his nose and the way he stood that caused the Doctor to jump up from his seat in alarm.


    “Good gracious!” he exclaimed.”What on earth is the matter?”


    Paddington crossed the cabin towards the Doctor and collapsed into a chair in front of the desk. “I don’t think it’s anything on earth,” he replied ominously, casting an anxious glance over his shoulder.


    The Doctor sat down again and eyed Paddington nervously. “I must say,” he began, in an attempt at jollity, “you look rather as if you’ve just seen a ghost.”


    “I have,” said Paddington, feeling a bit better now that he’d reached the safety of the well-lit cabin. “Five of them!”


    “Five?” echoed the Doctor. “Dear me. I think perhaps you’d better tell me all about it.”
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    “Well,” began Paddington, taking a deep breath. “It happened soon after I was chased by an Osborne.”


    “Soon after you were chased by a what?” exclaimed the Doctor.


    “An Osborne biscuit,” repeated Paddington patiently.


    The Doctor gave a nervous, rather high-pitched laugh. “You’re sure it wasn’t a Bath Oliver or a Garibaldi?” he asked.


    Paddington gave him a hard stare. “It was an Osborne,” he said firmly as he held up his tin. “It says so on the label. My Aunt Lucy gave them to me. It fell out of the tin and then it chased me all the way down the Portobello Road.”


    The Doctor looked at Paddington and then at the cabin door, almost as if he were measuring the distance. Although they’d passed quite close to each other several times on the voyage, it was the first time they’d actually spoken, and there was something about Paddington’s unwinking stare which was beginning to make him feel rather uneasy. “You were followed all down the Portobello Road by an Osborne biscuit?” he repeated casually.


    “That’s right,” said Paddington, pleased that he’d got his point over at last. “It was only a small one to start with, but it got bigger and bigger. Then I couldn’t move my paws.”


    “Couldn’t move paws,” repeated the Doctor, busily writing it all down.


    “They felt as if they had lead weights on them,” continued Paddington.


    “Lead… weights…” echoed the doctor, still writing. “Good. I’ll see what a little embrocation will do.”


    “Oh, that’s all right, thank you very much,” said Paddington cheerfully. “They’re better now. It was only because I’d stepped in my marmalade by mistake. I got one of my paws stuck in the jar.”


    The Ship’s Doctor removed his glasses, blew on them, and then stared first at Paddington’s outstretched paw and then at his highly polished floor where several marmalade chunks lay where they had fallen during Paddington’s hasty entrance.


    “Did anything else happen after that?” he asked distastefully.


    Paddington nodded. “I saw all the Browns!” he announced impressively.


    “Browns?” repeated the Doctor, not quite sure if he’d heard aright. “No greens or blues?”


    Paddington gave the Doctor another even harder stare. “Browns,” he repeated firmly. “There were four of them. And Mrs Bird.”


    “Mrs Bird!” exclaimed the Doctor. “You’re sure it wasn’t a seagull? It may have stayed on board after we stopped at the last port. They often do.”


    “A seagull!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “It was Mrs Bird. From number thirty-two Windsor Gardens. I was sitting on the deck…”


    “Ah!” The Doctor’s face cleared as if by magic. “You’ve been sitting on the deck, have you?


    “Yes,” said Paddington. “I was having a bit of a nap after dinner. And then I had a dream – only it wasn’t one really.”


    “All day?” asked the Doctor. “In the sun?”


    “Well, I did have a bit of a sunbathe this morning after I’d been to the baker’s,” admitted Paddington. “And then another one this afternoon.”


    “You’ve been suffering from hallucinations, bear,” said the Doctor briskly, looking quite pleased that he’d solved the problem at last. “I’ve met this sort of thing before. Too much sun and people begin to imagine all sorts of things. Though I must say I don’t think I’ve ever come across anyone who thought they were being chased by an Osborne biscuit.”


    He opened a drawer in his desk and withdrew a bottle. “Sleep, that’s what you need, bear – plenty of sleep. I’ll give you some tablets to help you along.”


    Paddington’s face had been growing longer and longer during the Doctor’s recital and at the mention of the word ‘sleep’ it reached its longest ever. He’d had quite enough sleep for one day even if some of the dreams had been hallucinations.


    “But I did see the Browns,” he complained, looking most upset. “And it wasn’t a dream because I pinched myself. And they couldn’t have been there because they’re in London. So they must have been ghosts.”


    “Nonsense!” exclaimed the Doctor briskly. “There’s no such thing as…” His voice broke off and a strange expression suddenly came over his face as he stared at something beyond Paddington’s right shoulder.


    He gave a gulp, rubbed his glasses again, and then gripped the edge of the table. “Er… how many ghosts did you think you saw?”


    “Five,” replied Paddington, running through his list.


    As Paddington mentioned each name in turn the Doctor’s face seemed to go an even paler shade of white until by the time he reached Mrs Bird’s name all the colour had drained away.


    “You did lock the door when you came in, didn’t you?” he asked casually.


    “I think so,” said Paddington, beginning to look worried himself at the expression on the Doctor’s face. “It’s a bit difficult with paws, but…”


    Paddington looked round and as he did so he nearly fell backwards out of his chair with surprise. For there, before his very eyes, neatly framed in a large porthole next to the door, were five very familiar faces. Not just Mr Brown, whose face, pressed hard against the glass, had taken on an unusually flat and puddingy appearance, but Mrs Brown, Jonathan, Judy and Mrs Bird as well.


    Reaching across the table the Doctor picked up a telephone. “Get me the Master at Arms at once, please,” he barked. “And tell him to hurry. There’s something nasty going on outside my porthole.


    “It’s all right, bear,” he continued. “There’s no need to be alarmed.” Slamming the telephone receiver back on to its cradle the Ship’s Doctor turned back to Paddington and then broke off in mid-speech.


    He had been about to explain that help was on the way, but from the glazed expression on Paddington’s face as he lay back in the chair with his paws in the air it looked very much as if one occupant of the cabin at least was beyond caring.


    


    Mrs Brown dabbed at Paddington’s forehead with some eau-de-Cologne as he sat up in his bunk and stared round the cabin.


    “Thank goodness,” she exclaimed. “We thought you were never coming round.”


    “Every time you caught sight of us you fell over again,” said Judy. “We were getting jolly worried.”


    Paddington rubbed his eyes as if he could still hardly believe them. “I thought you were a halluci-something,” he explained.


    Mrs Brown turned to her husband. “It’s all your fault, Henry,” she said. “If we’d gone to the Purser’s office in the first place as I suggested all this would never have happened.”


    “I wanted it to be a surprise,” complained Mr Brown. “How was I to know Paddington would think we were all ghosts?”


    Mr Brown was looking a trifle fed up. It had been his idea that the Brown family should combine their summer holiday with a trip home on Paddington’s liner, meeting it at a point when it was still two days away from England.


    At the time it had seemed a very good idea and when they’d boarded the liner late that afternoon at its last port of call they had all been looking forward not only to the experience but also to seeing the look on Paddington’s face when they confronted him. They hadn’t bargained on his reacting in quite the way he had and Mr Brown was tending to get most of the blame.


    “Well,” said Mrs Bird, “I must say that if I thought someone was hundreds of miles away and then I suddenly met them face to face in the middle of an ocean I’d be upset.”
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    “And at night,” said Judy. “I bet it was jolly frightening.”


    “Besides, I don’t think Paddington was the only one to be taken in,” added Jonathan. “I don’t think the Ship’s Doctor was too keen on us either.”


    “I’ve always heard sailors are supposed to be superstitious,” said Mrs Brown, surveying her husband as he helped himself to a sandwich from a pile next to Paddington’s bunk, “but you don’t look much like a ghost to me, Henry.”


    “I don’t think the Doctor thought so when he got over the first shock,” said Judy. “He looked jolly cross.”


    The Browns’ laughter was suddenly broken into by a tap on the cabin door.


    “I expect that’s my cocoa,” said Paddington importantly. “The steward always brings me some before I go to bed.”


    The others exchanged glances as the door opened and a man in a white coat entered carrying a tray laden with a large jug of steaming hot liquid.


    “This is the life,” exclaimed Mr Brown. “I must say I’m looking forward to the rest of the voyage. Sunshine and deck games all day. Bear’s cocoa last thing at night to round things off. Even a ghost couldn’t ask for more!”


    Paddington nodded happily as the steward sorted out some extra mugs and began to pour. He was keen on cocoa at the best of times, especially ship’s cocoa, which somehow always had a taste of its own, and now that the problem of the ghosts had been solved he was looking forward to his nightcap, particularly as it also celebrated the unexpected early meeting with the Brown family.


    He eyed the jug from behind a cloud of rich, brown steam. “There’s only one thing nicer, Mr Brown,” he announced amid general agreement. “And that’s two cups!”
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    MR BROWN GAZED along the broad deck of the Karenia with a puzzled look on his face. “Has anyone noticed Paddington lately?” he asked. “He seems to be acting very strangely.”


    The rest of the family followed the direction of Mr Brown’s gaze and were just in time to see a familiar figure emerge from behind a lifeboat some distance away, stand for a moment staring up at the sky with a very odd expression indeed, and then hurry back to the rail.


    “He was all right at lunch time,” said Mrs Brown. “I do hope it’s nothing he’s eaten.”


    “Perhaps he’s got something in his eye,” suggested Mrs Bird, as Paddington stepped backwards and then almost fell over as he bent himself double in order to peer up at the sky again.


    “He was tapping the barometer outside the Purser’s officer earlier on,” said Jonathan. “I thought he was going to break it.”


    “And he’s got some seaweed hanging out of his porthole,” exclaimed Judy.


    “It must be something to do with the weather,” said Mr Brown, turning his attention back to the ship’s newspaper. “Perhaps he thinks we’re going to have a storm.”


    “Crikey! I hope not,” exclaimed Jonathan. “I don’t want to miss the party tonight.”


    “If I know Paddington,” replied Mr Brown, “he won’t, either. I expect that’s why he’s worried.”


    Satisfied with Mr Brown’s explanations, most of the family returned to their various activities. After a morning spent exploring the great ship they were only too glad to have a rest. Travelling on an ocean liner was an exciting event, not unlike being let loose in a miniature floating town, and with Paddington acting as guide, it was almost as tiring.


    During his long voyage he’d made friends with a good many of the ship’s crew, so that apart from visiting the shops, the swimming pool, the gymnasium and various lounges, they’d also been taken on a tour of inspection of the ship’s kennels, the bakery, the engine room, and many other places not normally open to the public.


    The only person who wasn’t quite satisfied with Mr Brown’s explanation was Mrs Bird, and she wisely omitted to mention that to the best of her knowledge Paddington didn’t even know there was a party taking place that evening, let alone that he was going to it. From past experience she knew only too well that whatever it was Paddington had on his mind, matters couldn’t be hurried and that all would be revealed in due course.


    Unaware that he’d been arousing so much interest, Paddington dipped his paw in a nearby mug of cocoa, held it up in order to see which way the wind was blowing, and then peered anxiously over the side of the ship towards the blue waters far below.


    All in all, he decided things looked much too calm for his liking.


    It wasn’t that he was particularly keen on rough weather. In fact, on the few occasions when the Karenia had been caught in a storm and he’d had to miss a meal he’d been upset in more ways than one. But for once, alone among the many hundreds of passengers on the liner, he was hoping, if not for a storm, at least for some weather rough enough to slow the ship down.


    It all had to do with the important matter of the ship’s sweep.


    Each day on the homeward journey the man in charge of the entertainments on board had run a ‘sweep’ in which passengers had been invited to say in advance how many miles the ship would travel during the following twenty-four hours. The entrance fee was twenty pence and the prize money went to the person who came nearest to guessing the right answer.


    Paddington had had several pretend goes during the voyage, but that morning he had for the very first time, and after a great deal of thought, actually invested his last remaining twenty pence on a ticket.


    In the hope that something unexpected might happen to slow the Karenia down before it reached port he’d made a wild guess lower than anyone else’s. However, now that he’d had time to view the weather he was beginning to regret his haste, for as far as the eye could see there wasn’t a cloud in the sky. The sea was as calm as the proverbial mill pond and if anything, the ship seemed to be going faster than ever before.
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    Paddington turned away from the rail, gave a deep sigh, and made his way along the deck towards the group of Browns.


    He was a hopeful bear at heart and despite the calm weather he still nursed a faint hope that something would happen which would cause the ship to slow down before the next morning. Losing twenty pence was bad enough at the best of times, but when it was your last one, matters became ten times worse. He was just toying with the idea of approaching the man in charge of the entertainments to see if he could get his money back when Mr Brown broke into his thoughts with the news of the party that evening.


    Paddington liked parties, especially unexpected ones, and when he heard that the one that evening was to be a fancy dress one with everyone in costume he quickly forgot about the problem of the sweep in the excitement of the moment.


    “I don’t think I’ve ever been to a party on a ship before, Mr Brown,” he exclaimed.


    “Neither have I, come to that,” admitted Mr Brown. “I must say I’m looking forward to it.”


    “They’ve got Barry Baird as Master of Ceremonies,” said Jonathan. “He’s the chap we’ve seen on television.”


    “He takes things out of people’s pockets without them knowing,” said Judy.


    “And he hypnotises people as well,” added Jonathan.


    Mr Brown rose to his feet. “I can see we’d better go along to the entertainments office and make sure of getting some costumes,” he said. “Otherwise there’ll be some long faces tonight if they’re all gone.”


    “Bags I go as Robin Hood!” exclaimed Jonathan.


    “I rather fancy myself as Mark Anthony,” said Mr Brown thoughtfully. “How about you, Paddington?”


    But Paddington had already disappeared along the deck. It wasn’t often he was allowed to dress up, and when it was dressing up and a ship’s party and an entertainment all rolled into one, then he was anxious to make sure of matters by being first in the queue.


    Paddington wasn’t the only one looking forward to the coming party. Gradually, as the day wore on, bunting and other decorations began to appear over the ship and as the time for the party drew near, strangely clad figures were to be seen flitting around the decks with an air of half-suppressed excitement.


    “I reckon Paddington could go as himself,” said Mr Brown, as they stood waiting for him by the entrance to the dance floor. “I’ve seen at least six bears already.”


    “Mercy me!” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “This isn’t him coming now, is it?” She pointed with her umbrella towards an approaching figure clad in what seemed to be a costume made up of several lengths of black concertina and a piece of white cardboard.
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    “It’s Paddington, all right,” said Judy. “That’s his hat.”


    “I don’t think it really goes with evening dress,” said Mrs Brown. “It makes him look rather like a penguin after a night out.”


    “A penguin!” exclaimed Paddington, looking most upset as he caught Mrs Brown’s words. “I’m Beau Brummel – the famous dandy.”


    “Beau Brummel!” echoed Jonathan. “I thought he died a long time before evening dress.”


    “I must say you look more like a bow window to me,” said Mr Brown, as he examined Paddington’s shirt front.


    Paddington began to look more and more upset as he listened to the others. “They didn’t have many costumes my size left,” he explained, giving Mr Brown a hard stare.


    “Well, I’m sure he didn’t have marmalade stains down his front, whoever he was,” said Mr Brown lamely, as his wife dug him in the ribs.


    “That’s not marmalade, Mr Brown,” explained Paddington. “That’s glue!”


    “Glue!” repeated Mr Brown.”How on earth did you manage to get glue down your front?”


    “I’m afraid I had a bit of trouble with my dicky,” explained Paddington. “It’s a bit difficult with paws and it kept rolling up, so I had to borrow some special glue from the carpenter’s shop.”


    The Browns exchanged glances. “Well, they did say come as you like,” said Mr Brown.


    “Quite right,” said Mrs Bird, as she followed Mr Brown into the ballroom. “And as no one here has ever met Beau Brummel, who are they to judge?”


    “I think you look jolly smart anyway, Paddington,” said Judy, squeezing his paw as they made their way across the floor in the direction of the band.


    Paddington was very keen on bands, especially when they played loudly, and the ship’s band, although it was only small, seemed unusually good value in this respect, particularly as several of the musicians had to play more than one instrument.


    At the end of the first number he joined in the applause and then settled back in his seat as the leader, having bowed several times to the audience, raised his hand and signalled a fanfare on the trumpets to herald the arrival on stage of Bouncing Barry Baird, the Master of Ceremonies.


    “Are you all right, Paddington?” asked Mrs Brown, as she saw him examining his paws with interest.


    “I think so, thank you, Mrs Brown,” replied Paddington vaguely. “But I think something’s gone wrong with my claps.”


    Mrs Brown opened her mouth but then, as the applause died down, decided against it. There were some things better not inquired in to, especially when they were to do with Paddington.


    Up on the small stage Bouncing Barry Baird clasped the microphone as if it was a stick of rock and beamed at the audience. “Hallo! Hallo! Hallo!” he boomed. “How are all me old shipmates?”


    “All right, thank you, Mr Baird,” exclaimed Paddington from his position in the front row, raising his hat politely.


    Barry Baird seemed slightly taken aback at receiving a reply to his question. “I’ve got the bird before now,” he said, looking at Paddington’s costume, “but never quite so early in the act. I can see you’ve got your furbelows on, bear,” he continued, pointing towards Paddington. “In fact, come to think of it, you’ve even got fur below your furbelows!”
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    In the applause which followed, Paddington gave Barry Baird a particularly hard stare. Catching sight of it suddenly, Mr Baird hastily averted his eyes and went on with his act.


    “What is it?” he asked. “What is it – and I’m offering no prizes for the answer – what is it that has a green head, six furry legs and one purple eye?


    “I don’t know either, Mr Baird,” called out Paddington, who had seen Barry Baird’s act several times before on television, “but there’s one on your back!”


    The applause which followed Paddington’s remark was even greater than it had been for Barry Baird and as it echoed round the ballroom the comedian put his hand over the microphone, leant over the footlights, and glared down at Paddington. “Barry Baird does the funnies here, bear,” he hissed.


    “So much for wit and humour,” he announced, as he straightened up and showed a row of gleaming white teeth to the audience. “Now we come to the serious part of the show. The fastest act you’ve ever seen, ladies and gentlemen. Before your very eyes – no mirrors – no deception – before your very eyes I will remove the entire contents of the pockets belonging to any gentleman in the audience who cares to step up here – and he’ll never know it happened! Now come along, ladies and gentlemen, all I’m asking for is one volunteer…”


    “Oh, crikey!” groaned Jonathan, as there was a sudden movement from the front row. “Trust Paddington!”


    Barry Baird seemed to lose some of his bounce as Paddington climbed up on to the stage, but he quickly recovered himself.


    “A big hand, ladies and gentlemen,” he boomed. “A big hand for this young bear gentleman who’s volunteered to have his pockets picked.”


    “He’ll be lucky if he gets anything out of Paddington’s pockets,” murmured Mr Brown.


    Barry Baird signalled to the band to start playing and then, talking all the while, he hovered round Paddington, his hands gliding up and down through the air like two serpents.


    There was a gasp of amazement from the audience as he held up first a pencil then a notebook for them to see. Paddington himself looked as surprised as anyone for he hadn’t felt a thing.


    Signalling to the band to play even faster, Barry Baird, his white teeth gleaming in the spotlight, circled the stage once more, waving his arms in time to the music.


    Suddenly he stopped and the expression froze on his face as he slowly withdrew his hand from one of Paddington’s side pockets.


    “Uggh!” he exclaimed before he could stop himself. “What have you got in there, bear?”


    Paddington examined Barry Baird’s hand with interest as the music came to a stop. “I expect that’s a marmalade sandwich, Mr Baird,” he replied cheerfully. “I put it in there in case I had an emergency. I’m afraid it’s a bit squashed.”


    Barry Baird, who looked as if he was about to have a bit of an emergency himself, stared at his hand for a moment as if he could hardly believe his eyes, and then gave a rather high-pitched laugh as he turned to face the audience.


    “I’ve been in some jams before now,” he announced feebly, “but this is the first time I’ve ever been in a marmalade sandwich!”


    Wiping his hands on a small square of silk which he withdrew from his top pocket Barry Baird mopped his brow and held up his hand for silence as he turned hurriedly to the next part of his act.


    “I want everyone,” he announced, “to raise their hands above their heads and clasp them together.”


    While the audience did as they were told, Barry Baird took a length of string from his pocket, tied a key to one end, and then set it in motion like a pendulum.


    “Now,” he said as the main lights went dim again and the swinging key was illuminated by a single spotlight, “I want you all to watch this key carefully as it goes from left… to right… to left… to right… to left…” Barry Baird’s voice grew soft and caressing as the light went lower.


    “I’ve seen this trick done before,” whispered Mr Brown with a chuckle. “You wait till they put the lights up again. There’s always some chap who can’t get his hands apart again.”


    “Gosh!” groaned Judy, as the lights suddenly went up and everyone relaxed. “Look who it is!”


    “I am surprised,” said Mrs Bird. “I should have thought Paddington would be more likely to hypnotise Barry Baird than be put under himself. Some of those stares he’s been giving him have been very hard.”


    The audience fell silent as they watched Paddington struggle to try and unlock his paws and even Barry Baird himself seemed slightly taken aback at the success of tricks.


    “Never mind, bear,” he exclaimed. “I’ll soon have them apart.”
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    Without further ado he stood in front of Paddington and made several violent passes, clicking his fingers as he did so.


    The audience grew even quieter as Paddington’s struggles grew more violent and Barry Baird’s efforts to free him were obviously in vain.


    After some minutes Barry Baird ushered Paddington behind some curtains and then came back on to the stage.


    “I’m sorry,” he announced, looking rather red in the face. “That young bear’s still under the influence. We shall just have to hope it wears off in time.”


    Barry Baird made a half-hearted attempt to carry on with his act but somehow the spell had gone for most of his audience and certainly for the Browns as they hurried out of the hall and round to the back in order to find Paddington.


    “Where on earth can he have got to?” exclaimed Mr Brown after they had searched the immediate vicinity without success.


    “He can’t have gone far,” said Mrs Brown. “Not with his paws over his head like that.”


    “Perhaps he’s gone back to his cabin,” said one of the stewards who’d been helping in the search. He led the way along a corridor and opened a door at the end.


    “No,” he said. “Not a sausage – let alone a bear.”


    “Never mind,” said Mr Brown. “We’ll wait in here for a few minutes. He’s bound to turn up sooner or later.”


    Mr Brown tried to sound cheerful but as they settled down to wait and the minutes ticked by even he began to find it more and more difficult.


    “You don’t think…” began Mrs Brown anxiously after some time had passed. “I mean… he couldn’t have fallen overboard or anything, could he?”


    “If he has and he’s still got his paws fixed together…” began Judy.


    “Knowing Paddington,” said Mr Brown hastily, “he’s much more likely to have fallen in a bowl of dough at the bakery.” He rose and looked at his watch again. “All the same,” he continued, “I think it’s about time we did something about it. Though where we’re going to start, goodness only knows.”


    Mrs Bird gripped her umbrella. “I know where I’m going to start,” she said firmly. “With the Captain.”


    With that she stalked off down the corridor leaving the rest of the family looking, if possible, even more worried than before.


    Although Mrs Bird was very firm with Paddington at times, she was no respecter of persons when it came to looking after his interests and it was obvious a little later on by the sudden surge of activity on board the ship that she had got her way with the powers that be.


    Men started running urgently about the decks, then somewhere far below an alarm bell began to ring, and shortly after that, with a series of blasts on its siren, the great ship started to lose speed.


    “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan, as a loud clanking noise came from the bows of the ship. “Things must be serious. They’re getting ready to drop anchor!”


    


    The Captain of the Karenia looked up from his desk at the gathering before him.


    It was the following morning and not only the Browns but quite a number of the ship’s crew had been called to his cabin in order to investigate the events of the evening before.


    “So, this is the young bear who caused all the trouble, is it?” he asked, staring at Paddington.


    “I don’t think it was his fault,” explained the Chief Engineer, coming to his rescue. “If only someone had shouted, ‘bear overboard’ instead of ‘man overboard’, I’d have known. I had him down in my workshop all the time trying to get his paws apart.”


    “What I don’t understand, Paddington,” said Mr Brown, “is why you couldn’t get them apart in the first place.”


    “It was that special glue I used for my dicky, Mr Brown,” explained Paddington. “I must have left some on my paws by mistake.”


    “Then when he put them together he couldn’t pull them apart again,” said Barry Baird, looking much more cheerful than he had done the previous evening. “Must admit it had me worried at the time.”


    “It’s like that glue I’ve got in my carpentry set, Dad,” said Jonathan. “It’s some new stuff and it only works if you get it on both surfaces.”


    “I must have got it on both my surfaces,” added Paddington. “That’s why my claps went funny.”


    “And by golly,” said the Chief Engineer, “when it does stick – it sticks. Quite a job that young bear gave me.”


    “I suppose you realise,” said the Captain, “you caused me to heave to last night?”


    “Heave two?” exclaimed Paddington with interest.


    “Not two, Paddington,” explained Judy. “To. That’s quite a different matter. The Captain means he had to stop the ship because he thought you’d fallen overboard.”


    “Been on this run since I was a boy,” said the Captain gruffly. “Never had a man overboard yet, let alone a bear.”


    “You didn’t really have one this time, did you?” said Judy bravely.


    The Captain thought for a moment. “True enough, young lady,” he said at last. “Only trouble is I’ve got to write me log out and it doesn’t look very good. Takes a bit of explainin’. Especially when the same bear wins the ship’s sweep because we didn’t make as many miles yesterday as everyone else thought we would!”


    “What!” echoed Paddington, hardly able to believe his ears. “I’ve won the ship’s sweep?”


    “One hundred pounds and twenty pence,” broke in the first officer, handing over a large envelope. “I should count it to make sure it’s all there.”


    “Congratulations, bear,” said the Captain, taking hold of Paddington’s other paw. “Mind you,” he added sternly, “if you travel in my ship again you’d better not let it happen twice. Otherwise me suspicions might get aroused and I’ll have to clap you in irons.”


    Paddington looked most alarmed at the Captain’s words. “I don’t think I shall be going to Peru again for quite a long time,” he announced hastily.


    The Captain broke into a broad smile. “In that case,” he said, looking at the clock, “seeing as we’re nearly back in England I suggest we all adjourn to my table for breakfast. Might not get the chance again.”


    “Well, I think you’re very lucky, Paddington,” said Mrs Brown, as they followed the others down a long corridor. “It’s not many bears who have the honour of being invited to sit at the Captain’s table.”


    The Captain paused as they entered the dining-room. “Come to think of it,” he said, “I don’t know as I’ve had the honour of askin’ one before. Especially one who’s just won one of me sweeps.”
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    ON THE FIRST day of his return to number thirty-two Windsor Gardens, Paddington was extremely busy. Apart from all the unpacking he had to do there were visits to be paid, stories to be told – not once, but time and time again – cupboards to be investigated, old and familiar chairs to be sat in; in fact, all the thousand and one things to do with settling down once more into a normal life at his old home.


    Everyone was so pleased to see him and to hear all about his trip that the hours seemed to melt away and by the time he went to bed that evening he felt as if he hadn’t been away at all.


    After weeks of sleeping in a bunk it was nice to be back in his old bed, especially as during his absence Mr Brown had redecorated his room so that it now had powder-blue walls and gleaming white, freshly painted woodwork, not to mention a notice board for his day-to-day reminders and a brand-new carpet on the floor.


    “The old one was getting rather threadbare,” explained Mrs Brown, when she brought him his breakfast in bed the following morning. “We’ve bought you a patterned one so that it won’t show your stains quite so much.”


    “My stains, Mrs Brown,” exclaimed Paddington, looking most offended as he sat up in bed rubbing his eyes.


    “Your stains,” repeated Mrs Bird sternly, letting in a flood of sunshine as she drew the curtains. “The old carpet was so stiff with dried marmalade we practically had to saw it in two to get it out of the room.”


    Mrs Brown looked nervously at Paddington. “Have you anything planned for this morning?” she asked.


    Paddington dipped his paw thoughtfully into the jar of marmalade. “Not really, Mrs Brown,” he announced vaguely. “There’s some special shopping to do and I want to put my winnings in the bank for safety.”


    “A very good idea,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t like to think of you carrying all that money around in your suitcase. You never know what may happen.”


    Mrs Brown looked most relieved at Paddington’s reply. Things had been unusually quiet just lately at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens and she’d woken that morning with the nasty feeling that the peace of recent weeks was about to be shattered.


    “I shouldn’t go counting your chickens before they’re hatched,” said Mrs Bird grimly, when Mrs Brown gave voice to her thoughts as they were going back downstairs.


    Although she didn’t say anything, the Browns’ housekeeper also had the feeling that she was witnessing the quiet before the storm. Nevertheless, try as she might, even Mrs Bird could find little to grumble at when Paddington appeared at the kitchen door some while later, dressed and ready to greet the morning air.


    His fur was well brushed and even his old duffle coat looked unusually respectable as he disappeared out of the house and hurried off down the road in the direction of the Portobello Market, carrying his suitcase in one paw and an important looking booklet marked FFLOYDS BANK in the other.


    Pausing only to call in at the baker’s in order to renew his standing order for buns and to have a chat about his various experiences while he’d been away, he hurried on towards the antique shop run by his friend, Mr Gruber.


    Normally Paddington shared his elevenses with Mr Gruber, and he wanted to warn his friend that he might be a little late that morning.


    Paddington was a popular bear with the traders in the market and his progress down the Portobello Road was much slower than he had intended so that, what with one thing and another, by the time he reached the bank it was almost ten o’clock.


    However, he was pleased to see that he was first in the queue and after looking round carefully to make sure no one was watching he settled himself down on the pavement, withdrew the bundle of notes from his suitcase, and began counting them once again in order to make sure they were all there.
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    Paddington had had an account with the local branch of Ffloyds for some time, but although he occasionally paid them a visit in order to have a chat with the manager and to make sure everything was all right, it wasn’t often he had the opportunity to put any actual money in and he was looking forward to the event.


    The notes were crisp and new and rather difficult to separate with paws so that in no time at all he became lost to the outside world and it wasn’t until a shadow fell across the pavement that he realised anyone else was about.


    Hurriedly stuffing the money under his duffle coat, Paddington looked up to meet the gaze of a tall, rather distinguished looking man in a black overcoat and bowler hat.


    The man raised his hat politely. “Pardon me, bear,” he said. “I couldn’t help noticing what you were doing and I wondered if we were here on the same mission.”


    Not to be outdone, Paddington jumped to his feet, still clutching the money tightly beneath a fold in his duffle coat, and raised his own hat with a free paw. “I don’t think I’m here on a mission,” he replied. “I’ve come to put my money in the bank.”


    “Look after the pennies,” said the man approvingly, “and the pounds will look after themselves. That’s what I always say.”


    “Oh, they’re not pennies,” said Paddington importantly. “They’re pounds. I won over one hundred on a ship’s sweep.”


    “One hundred pounds!” echoed the man with interest. “You don’t mean to tell me you’re putting it all into the bank?”
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    “Not all one hundred pounds,” said Paddington. “I want to save part of it to buy some presents.” The man took hold of Paddington’s arm and led him a little way along the street. “What a good thing we met,” he exclaimed. “It must have been fate.” He looked all around and then lowered his voice confidingly. “Now, if you’d told me you were taking your money out, I’d have understood. Between you, me and the gatepost, all’s not well with Ffloyds.”


    Paddington’s eyes grew larger as he listened. “What!” he exclaimed hotly. “All’s not well with Ffloyds!”


    “Ssh!” The man put his finger to his lips as he drew Paddington into a nearby doorway. “Not too loud, bear,” he said hastily. “You might start a panic and then there’s no knowing what’ll happen.”
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    He peered out into the street and then eyed Paddington thoughtfully as if trying to make up his mind whether he could trust him or not. “You look like a bear of the world,” he said at last. “I wonder… can you tell me what we’re standing on at this moment?”


    Paddington looked most surprised at the question. “A paving stone,” he answered promptly.


    “Aha!” said the man. “But can you tell me what’s underneath that?”


    “Earth,” said Paddington doubtfully.


    The man gave a chuckle and then withdrew a small glass phial of dark liquid from an inside pocket. “I’ll let you into a secret, bear,” he said, as he held it up to the light. “Oil! That’s what we’re standing on. Millions of pounds’ worth of oil.” He pointed towards a dark patch on the road nearby. “Ninety-nine people out of a hundred,” he continued, “would say that had dripped from a car. They don’t realise it’s seeping up through the ground under their very feet. I tell you… anyone who buys a share in the Portobello Oil Company now is going to make a fortune out of the interest alone.”
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    “The Portobello Oil Company?” exclaimed Paddington. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard of that before.”


    The man felt in his pocket again. “Not many people have,” he replied. “It hasn’t been going very long. Look here, bear,” he said, as he held out a piece of paper. “I must say I’ve taken a liking to you. These shares are really worth one hundred and ten pounds each but I think I could manage to let you have one for one hundred.”


    Paddington looked at the man doubtfully. “It’s very kind of you,” he said. “But I don’t think I could afford one hundred pounds. I really wanted to buy some presents as well.”
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    “Nonsense!” said the man briskly, as he crossed off the word ONE HUNDRED AND TEN on the piece of paper and wrote in the word ONE HUNDRED. “You’ll be able to buy all the presents you need with the interest – and more besides.”


    Before Paddington had a chance to even open his mouth let alone say anything he found himself clutching the share while the man quickly transferred the bundle of notes from his paw to an inside pocket.


    “Now, don’t forget,” he warned. “Not a word to anyone. I don’t want the news to get around. At least, not until the derricks arrive and then you can tell anyone you like.”


    “The derricks?” repeated Paddington.


    “The oil-drilling equipment,” explained the man. “I have to go and see about them this morning.”


    “When do I collect my interest?” asked Paddington anxiously.


    The man chuckled. “I can see you have an eye for business,” he said. “A bear after my own heart. If you care to meet me here tomorrow morning – same time – same place, I’ll see what I can do. But remember,” he whispered. “Keep it under your hat. We don’t want the bottom to drop out of the market.”


    With that he gave a final wave of his rolled umbrella and then hurried off up the Portobello Road leaving Paddington standing on the pavement looking at his piece of paper with an excited gleam in his eyes.


    It was an impressive-looking document, covered with a flowery sort of print which was rather difficult to read. Studying it he was just able to make out the words PORTOBELLO OIL COMPANY across the top, but underneath, the print was so small and there was so much of it he soon decided he would have to take it home and examine it more closely at his leisure.


    Remembering the man’s instructions, he folded the piece of paper carefully into four and then placed it under his hat for safety.


    Paddington had never owned any sort of share before, let alone a hundred-pound one in an oil company, and he felt most important as he made his way back along the road. All the same, he trod very carefully when he crossed over to the other side in the direction of the shops. Apart from telling him to keep the matter under his hat the man had also said something about not wanting the bottom to drop out of the market and he wasn’t the sort of bear to take any unnecessary chances.
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    When he reached the other side of the road Paddington hesitated for a moment outside the window of a small store. There was a thoughtful expression on his face as he peered through the glass at the various items on display.


    Although he’d brought home several small presents for the Browns, he was anxious to buy them something really nice in return for their kindness in paying for his trip to Peru.


    With the interest on his new share Paddington felt sure he would be able to buy some very good presents indeed and he felt equally certain that the owner of the shop would be only too pleased to wait until the next day for his money, for despite his habit of driving a hard bargain, all the shopkeepers and other dealers in the market held Paddington in high regard.


    With the promise of riches to come Paddington took rather longer over his shopping that morning than he’d at first intended and by the time he reached Mr Gruber’s antique shop for elevenses his friend was already waiting anxiously outside.


    “I began to think you weren’t coming, Mr Brown!” he exclaimed. “I had to put a saucer over your mug so that the cocoa wouldn’t get cold.”


    Paddington sank gratefully into one of the deck chairs on the pavement while Mr Gruber bustled around setting a tray of buns on a nearby table. “I’ve been buying a few coming-home presents, Mr Gruber,” he explained.


    Mr Gruber looked at him reprovingly over the top of his glasses. “It’s very thoughtful of you, Mr Brown,” he said, “and I’m sure everyone will be most grateful, but I hope you’ve left yourself some money to put in the bank for a rainy day.


    “There have been one or two rather nasty cases of fraud in the market just lately,” he continued, before Paddington could reply. “I was very pleased this morning when you told me you were putting your money in a safe place.”


    Mr Gruber settled himself in a deck chair alongside Paddington and sipped his cocoa. “It seems that someone has been going around selling false shares for a firm called the Portobello Oil Company. You’ll find this difficult to believe, Mr Brown, but one or two foolish people have actually bought one!”


    Mr Gruber looked at Paddington with some concern as a loud choking sound came from behind his cocoa mug. “I do hope it’s not too hot, Mr Brown,” he exclaimed.


    “It’s all right, Mr Gruber,” gasped Paddington hastily. “I was having trouble with one of my buns. I think a currant must have gone down the wrong way.”


    Mr Gruber gave Paddington a pat on the back and then settled himself once again in order to resume his story.


    “The man they’re after,” he said, “is called ‘Jim the Dandy’.”


    ‘“Jim the Dandy’?” echoed Paddington, looking more and more worried.


    “That’s right,” said Mr Gruber. “They call him that because of the way he dresses. Just like someone who works in the City. In fact, you’d have a job to tell him from the real thing.


    “I hope they catch him soon,” he continued, “otherwise he’ll begin to give the market a bad name. I was talking to a policeman only yesterday and he agreed with me that there’s only one thing worse than selling something that isn’t there to sell, and that’s buying something and not paying for it.”


    Mr Gruber shook his head sadly. “There’s been quite a bit of that going on just lately, too, Mr Brown,” he added. “But I’m pleased to say the police are hot on the trail of the culprits. I only hope when they do catch up with them they’ll get what they deserve.”


    Mr Gruber broke off as before his astonished gaze Paddington suddenly jumped out of his chair, removed his overcoat and hastily bundled it over his pile of shopping. “Are you sure you’re feeling all right, Mr Brown?” he asked anxiously. “I must say you don’t look too good.”


    Paddington gave a worried glance up and down the market. “I’m all right, thank you very much, Mr Gruber,” he said mysteriously. “But I’m not too sure about things in general!”


    Mr Gruber knew better than to inquire into matters which might be difficult to explain. All the same he began to look more and more concerned as Paddington slumped back into his chair leaving a half-eaten bun untouched on the plate by his side.


    But if Mr Gruber looked worried, Paddington himself was even more woebegone. His face had been long enough to start with, but it lengthened still further some while later as he made his way back towards Windsor Gardens and had time to consider all that had happened that morning.


    By the time he reached the familiar green front door of number thirty-two his face had fallen to its longest ever, but by then his hat was pulled down so well over his forehead, and his head had sunk so low into his shoulders that only the closest observer would have noticed anything amiss.


    Paddington lifted the brim of his hat, gave one last worried glance up and down Windsor Gardens, and then disappeared from view, closing the door behind him with a loud click which seemed to suggest that one member of the Brown family at least wouldn’t be receiving any more visitors that day.
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    MRS BIRD WAS the first member of the household to notice the change that had suddenly come over Paddington.


    “I can’t understand it,” she remarked the following day. “He was so bright and cheerful yesterday morning. Now he looks as if he’s got all the cares in the world on his shoulders.”


    “I do hope it’s not the after-effects of all his travelling,” said Mrs Brown.


    “Whatever it is, it happened when he went out shopping in the market,” said Mrs Bird decidedly. “He came back afterwards looking very down in the mouth and he didn’t even finish his treacle pudding at lunch time.”


    “I must admit he has been acting rather strangely,” agreed Mrs Brown. “I caught him drilling a hole in the garden with Henry’s brace and bit yesterday afternoon. He seemed most upset about something.”


    “If you ask me,” said Mrs Bird decidedly, “it’s got something to do with money.”


    “Money?” Mrs Brown began to look even more worried. “Whatever makes you say that?”


    “He spent all yesterday evening doing his accounts,” said Mrs Bird darkly. “And when he’d finished he wanted to borrow the red ink! Besides,” she continued, “there was that business with the paper this morning, and he was asking Mr Brown a lot of very odd questions at breakfast.”


    Mr Brown worked in the City of London and every breakfast time before going to his office he studied a special newspaper which was all about stocks and shares. That very morning he’d discovered that one of the middle pages was missing. No one had owned up to taking it but at the time Mrs Bird had had her suspicions as to the culprit, and now she was certain.


    “That young bear’s up to something,” she exclaimed. “He had a bath of his own accord last night – that’s always a bad sign. And when he went out this morning he was all dressed up. I don’t like the look of things at all.”


    Mrs Bird attacked the corner of the dining-room with a feather duster in order to emphasise her words as she looked out of the window. But keen though her eyesight was it would have had to penetrate not only a good many buildings but quite a few other objects on the way as well to have caught even a glimpse of Paddington.


    For, apart from being a good many miles away, the object of her suspicions was also at that moment effectively hidden behind a seething mass of dark suits, bowler hats, briefcases, and rolled umbrellas.


    In fact, as he emerged from the depths of the underground and found himself being carried along the pavement like a cork in a millstream, Paddington decided he couldn’t remember ever having been in such a crowd before.


    Fortunately the tide soon divided itself into a number of smaller streams and after a good deal of struggling he eventually managed to force his way in the direction he wanted to go until at long last he found himself in a much narrower street, at the end of which stood a tall, important-looking building.


    After carefully consulting his map in order to make sure he was in the right place, Paddington took a deep breath and pushed open the door.


    He stood for a moment with wide-open eyes as he took in the scene all around him. Everywhere men were rushing hither and thither carrying briefcases or pieces of paper as they went about their business. If the pavement outside had been crowded, the inside of the building by comparison seemed like a gigantic ant heap, and Paddington was about to explore farther when a heavy hand descended on to his shoulder and held him in a vice-like grip. “’Ere,” said a gruff voice. “What are you a-doing of?”
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    Paddington jumped and turned to see a man in a dark blue uniform and a silk hat staring down at him. “I suppose you know this is the Stock Exchange?” said the man sternly.


    “Oh, yes,” replied Paddington importantly. “That’s why I’m here. I’ve come to exchange one of my stocks.”


    “You’ve what?” The man looked at Paddington suspiciously. “Are you trying to pull my leg, bear?”


    “Oh, no,” said Paddington earnestly, as he undid his suitcase and withdrew his share. “I’ve come all the way from Windsor Gardens especially to do it.”


    “Oh dear,” said the man, his expression softening slightly. “I’m afraid I can’t help you then. Mind you,” he added, as he caught sight of the disappointed look on Paddington’s face, “if there’s anything else I can do I’ll be only too pleased. Us waiters is here to oblige.”


    At the sound of the man’s words Paddington brightened considerably. It had been a long journey all the way from Windsor Gardens in the crowded tube train and he was feeling hot and thirsty. Mr Brown had answered a lot of his questions about the Stock Exchange but he certainly hadn’t mentioned anything about there being free refreshments and it seemed a very good idea indeed.


    “I think I’d like a bun and a cup of cocoa, please,” he announced.


    To his surprise the helpful expression on the man’s face disappeared as if by magic and was replaced almost immediately by one he didn’t like the look of at all.


    “A bun!” exclaimed the man. “And a cup of cocoal I’ll have you know this is a place of business, not a cafe. Just because I’m called a waiter it doesn’t mean to say I’ve got nothing better to do than serve young bears with cocoa of a morning.”


    Paddington’s face dropped as he listened to the man explain that Stock Exchange waiters were quite different to any other kind and really had nothing at all to do with food and drink.


    “Anyway,” concluded the man, “I’m afraid you can’t come in and that’s that. The Stock Exchange is for members only. It’s like a club, you know – and a very h’exclusive one at that,” he added haughtily.


    “Perhaps I could join,” said Paddington hopefully, as he felt in his duffle coat pocket for a ten pence piece.
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    “Join?” The waiter gave a hollow laugh. “You can’t join just like that you know. Why, bless me, there’s all sorts of things you have to do first. You’d have to ’ave your bona fides checked for a start.”


    “Have my bona fides checked!” exclaimed Paddington, looking most upset. “I don’t think I’ve got any.”


    “Well, you certainly can’t come in in that case,” said the waiter. “Bona fides,” he continued in a superior tone of voice, “is something you either ’as or you ’asn’t. They ’as to do with your forebears.”


    “My four bears?” repeated Paddington, looking even more puzzled. “I’ve only got one bear. There’s my Aunt Lucy in Peru. That’s where I come from – Darkest Peru. But I don’t think I’ve got four.”


    The waiter began to breathe rather heavily. He’d had some difficult customers to deal with during the years he’d spent on the Stock Exchange, but this was one of the worst he could remember.


    “That’s enough of that,” he said sternly. “I think you’d best be cutting along now. I’ve got work to do and it doesn’t h’include chatting with young bears trying to get theirselves free snacks of a morning.”


    Looking most upset at the way things were turning out, Paddington began unlocking his suitcase. “I only wanted to change my stocks,” he exclaimed. “It’s for the Portobello Oil Company and I don’t think it’s any good because…”


    “What’s that?” exclaimed the man. “Did I hear you say you’ve got a share what’s no good?” He reached down and examined the piece of paper in Paddington’s paw. “Where did you get this, bear?” he continued, as he guided Paddington across the floor in the direction of a door to one side of the hall.


    “I bought it in the Portobello Market,” explained Paddington, pleased that he was getting somewhere at last. “Only I don’t think it’s a very good one because the man didn’t turn up with my interest. So I thought I’d try and change it for another one instead.”


    “Just wait here, bear,” continued the man casually, as he ushered Paddington into a room full of deep leather armchairs. “I shan’t keep you a moment.”


    As the door clicked shut behind the waiter, Paddington looked all around the room, picked on the deepest and most comfortable-looking armchair, and settled himself inside it with a pleased expression on his face. From past experience he’d always found that if you went to the right people and kept on long enough things had a habit of turning out right in the end.


    All the same, as the minutes ticked by and no one came to see him, Paddington began to look slightly more worried and he was relieved when at long last footsteps approached from the outside and the door was flung open to reveal the waiter. To his surprise two other men in raincoats and trilby hats were standing there as well.


    “That’s ’im,” said the waiter, pointing at Paddington.


    The first of the two men entered the room and waved a card. “Police,” he said briefly. “I’m afraid we must take you along to the station…”


    “Take me to the station!” repeated Paddington, looking most surprised. “But I’ve only just got here.”


    The man gave him a nasty look. “Take you along to the police station,” he repeated heavily. “Where you will be remanded in custody while we make further inquiries.”


    Paddington jumped to his feet in alarm. “Remanded in custard!” he exclaimed. “I don’t think Mrs Bird will like that very much. It’ll make my fur all matted.”


    The two men in plain clothes exchanged glances. “Clever disguise,” said the second one, ignoring Paddington’s interruption. “I always pictured ‘Jim the Dandy’ as being much taller somehow.”


    ‘“Jim the Dandy’!” echoed Paddington.


    “Would have had me fooled,” agreed the first man, turning an equally deaf ear. “And I’ve been through the Rogues’ Gallery twice. Only shows you can’t always go by other people’s descriptions.”


    “Will there be a reward?” asked the waiter hopefully.


    “Shouldn’t be surprised,” replied the first man. “We’ve been on the lookout for this character for some time. One of the cleverest confidence tricksters seen in London for many a year. Dud shares – forgery – false passports – there’s a list as long as your arm.”


    “He’ll be in prison for a good long stretch, you mark my words,” agreed the second man.


    Paddington looked from one to the other of the three men. “In prison!” he exclaimed in alarm. “But I only wanted to exchange my stocks!”


    “Ha! Tell that to the judge,” replied the first man. “Selling dud shares is a serious offence.”


    “But I didn’t sell it,” cried Paddington, waving his piece of paper wildly in the air. “I bought it. It cost me one hundred pounds. All the notes had my special paw mark on and I wrote the numbers down on this share!”


    “What’s that?” One of the detectives took the piece of paper from Paddington’s paw and examined it with interest. “You wrote all the numbers down?” His voice broke off as Paddington suddenly shot past like a bullet out of a gun. “Hey! Stop!” he yelled.


    “Come back!” cried the other man.


    But before either of them had time to move, Paddington had disappeared through the door. He cast some anxious glances over his shoulder, took a hurried look at the main door where another waiter, attracted by the noise, stood barring his way, and then turned and headed towards the main body of the building.


    For the first time that morning Paddington felt pleased that the Stock Exchange was such a crowded place of business. He still wasn’t sure what all the fuss was about but from where he’d been standing he hadn’t liked the look of things at all. There were times when disappearing was much better than staying and trying to explain matters, and for someone who wanted to disappear in a hurry, the Stock Exchange would have been hard to beat.


    


    Mrs Brown stood at the front door of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens and looked anxiously at the two men on her step.


    “Paddington?” she repeated. “Did you say you want to see Paddington?”


    “That’s right, ma’am,” replied one of the men. He consulted a piece of paper in his hand. “This share’s got his name and address on it. And some kind of paw mark.”


    “I expect that’s to show it’s genuine,” said Mrs Brown doubtfully. “He usually does that. But it’s rather early. Couldn’t you come back later?”


    “We’re from Scotland Yard,” broke in the second man, waving a card in the air. “We’re rather anxious to see him about a certain matter that occurred yesterday.”


    “Scotland Yard!” Mrs Brown clutched at the door frame for support, but before she had time to go any deeper into the matter Mrs Bird came bustling up the hall.


    “What on earth’s going on?” she asked crossly. “I’m waiting to serve the breakfast. It’s bad enough not being able to find Paddington without…” Her voice broke off as she caught sight of the look on Mrs Brown’s face. “There’s nothing wrong, is there?” she asked anxiously.


    “Bless you no, ma’am,” replied the second detective. “We only want to give him his notes back.”


    “Give him his notes back?” echoed Mrs Brown.


    “One hundred pounds,” said the first detective. “Thanks to him putting the numbers down we’ve recovered them all.”


    “And we’ve caught the criminal,” said the second man.


    “Wish there were more bears about like him,” added the first one. “There’ll be a reward of course, but we’d like to congratulate him personally if we may.”
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    Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged glances. “You’d better come in,” said Mrs Brown weakly.


    Neither of them had the slightest idea what the two detectives were talking about, but as Mrs Bird led the way down the hall she nodded towards a door under the stairs.


    “You may find him in the coat cupboard,” she said. “Thinking back, I heard some bangs going on in there soon after you rang the bell.”


    “Blimey!” said one of the detectives as he bent down to open the door. “He’s worse than the Scarlet Pimpernel.”


    “What!” exclaimed Paddington, looking most offended as he emerged from his hiding place under the stairs.”I’m worse than a scarlet pimple!”


    Mrs Bird paused at the kitchen door and gave a sigh. Judging from the look on Paddington’s face there were some complicated explanations to come. “I’ll put some more bacon and eggs on,” she said. “Trailing bears must be hungry work and I have a feeling this may all take rather a long time.”

    



    “Gosh!” said Jonathan later that morning when things were back to normal. “Fancy Paddington having breakfast with two real detectives. Trust him! I can’t wait to tell the chaps at school.”


    Mr Brown picked up his newspaper. “And I can’t wait to tell them at the office,” he said, dabbing at his moustache with a serviette. “I’m about an hour late already.”


    “You can’t go yet,” said Judy, as she entered the room. “You’ve all got to come and see your presents.”


    “Our presents!” exclaimed Mr Brown, as he followed Judy into the lounge. “Don’t tell me we’ve got some more. We’ve had one lot already.”


    “These are special ‘thank you’ ones, Mr Brown,” explained Paddington, as he watched the others unwrap their parcels. “I can pay for them now I’ve got my money back.”


    “I’ve got a lovely set of oil paints,” said Judy.


    “And I’ve got a super pair of skates,” added Jonathan, echoing her thanks.


    Mrs Brown held up a large square of embroidered linen. “What a lovely tablecloth!” she exclaimed. “How very nice.”


    “A pipe,” said Mr Brown opening a small cardboard box. “Just what I wanted. Couldn’t have chosen better myself.”


    Mrs Bird’s eyes looked suspiciously moist as she held up a pink bed jacket for the others to see. “My favourite colour,” she said. “How very kind of you to get things we all need, Paddington. You must have given it a lot of thought.”


    “I don’t suppose you’ll have much money left over after you’ve paid for all this,” said Mr Brown, when all the excitement had died down, “but if you care to let me have it I might be able to get hold of one or two real shares for you.”


    Paddington thought for a moment. It wasn’t that he didn’t trust Mr Brown, but all in all he felt he’d had quite enough of stocks and shares for a while. “I think perhaps I really will put the rest of it in the bank this time,” he announced at last.


    “Very wise,” said Mrs Bird approvingly. The Browns’ housekeeper was a great believer in banks, especially where bears were concerned.


    “Crikey, Dad – look!” exclaimed Jonathan suddenly. He pointed to a headline on the front page of Mr Brown’s newspaper, “BEARS HAVE A HEAVY DAY ON THE STOCK EXCHANGE! It looks as if there might be something in there about Paddington.”


    Mr Brown cleared his throat and then paused. He was about to launch forth into an explanation of the difference between Stock Exchange bears and ordinary ones, and that Stock Exchange bears were really only people who sold shares hoping their value would fall, when he caught his wife’s eye.


    “After all,” said Mrs Brown, “what’s in a name? Besides, it’ll look very nice as a heading for one of the chapters in Paddington’s scrapbook.”


    “Most impressive,” said Mrs Bird, “and very apt. In fact,” she added, amid general agreement, “I don’t think even Paddington could have thought of a better heading if he’d written it himself.”
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    MRS BROWN TURNED away from the hall mirror and made a face as the sound of hammering rent the morning air.


    “I suppose I mustn’t grumble,” she said. “Henry’s been making enough noise himself these past few weeks. But I do wish Mr Curry would hurry up and finish all his jobs. He does go on rather.”


    Mrs Bird jabbed at the surrounding air with a large hat pin. “I wouldn’t mind,” she said, “if they were his own ideas in the first place, but he must always go copying other people. He’s even talking now of putting a serving hatch in his kitchen wall!”


    Mrs Bird gave one of her ‘Mr Curry snorts’ as she put some finishing touches to her bonnet. The Browns’ neighbour, apart from having a reputation in the district for his meanness, also had a habit of copying other people, and living next door to him the Browns suffered more than most.


    During Paddington’s absence in Peru, Mr Brown had carried out quite a number of jobs in and around their house. Apart from decorating several of the rooms, he’d also laid a concrete path in the back garden and installed a serving hatch between their kitchen and the dining-room.


    Mr Curry had been hard put to keep up with all the activity in number thirty-two Windsor Gardens, but only the day before he’d announced in a loud voice his intention of carrying out the last two tasks himself in the near future, and that very morning he’d arrived in his back garden dressed in an old boiler suit in order to make preparations for the path.


    “I must say,” began Mrs Brown, “there are times when I find taking the family all the way across London just to visit the dentist a bit of a nuisance, but I shan’t be at all sorry today.” She gave a sigh as another burst of hammering echoed between the two buildings. “Are you sure you don’t want to come with us, Paddington?” she called.


    Paddington hurried into the hall at the sound of his name. “No, thank you, Mrs Brown,” he exclaimed, when she repeated her question. Although he’d never actually been to a dentist he didn’t like the sound of them at all, especially after listening to some of Jonathan’s graphic descriptions of what went on.


    “I think perhaps I’ll stay at home and sit in the garden instead,” he announced before anyone could try and change his mind for him.


    Mrs Brown eyed the retreating figure of Paddington as he disappeared into the dining-room. “You know, it’s an extraordinary thing,” she remarked, “but I do believe he’s turned over a new leaf. Do you realise we haven’t had a single disaster since he came back from Peru? Not one!”


    Mrs Bird hastily touched wood as she made for the front door. “Don’t tempt fate,” she warned. “That young bear doesn’t need any encouragement.”


    Mrs Bird wasn’t at all happy about leaving Paddington alone in the house so soon after his return. She had decided views about his various activities and the fact that, apart from the business of the share, nothing untoward had happened since his return left her unmoved.


    But even the Browns’ housekeeper would have been hard put to find fault with Paddington’s behaviour, at least for the next few minutes or so, had she been there to see it.


    Having finished breakfast he carefully wiped his whiskers on the serviette provided by a hopeful Mrs Brown and then made his way through the French windows and out on to the terrace where he stood for a moment sniffing the morning air.


    Paddington liked the summer, especially in Mr Brown’s garden, which for a London garden was unusually large and full of flowers and shrubs, each with its own special smell.


    But the peace of Paddington’s morning was short-lived, for just as he was making some last-minute adjustments to a deck chair so that he could sit down for a while and enjoy the morning sunshine, a familiar voice rang out over the fence.


    “Good morning, bear,” said the voice.


    Paddington jumped up. “Good morning, Mr Curry,” he said doubtfully, raising his hat politely.


    Although he’d several times exchanged waves with the Browns’ next-door neighbour since his return, it was the first occasion when they’d met face to face and he was feeling a bit nervous. The last time they’d actually spoken to each other had been at his going-away party when he’d not only torn one of Mr Curry’s five-pound notes in half but he’d also ripped the lining of his coat by mistake. Mr Curry had taken it rather badly at the time and he wasn’t at all sure if they were still on speaking terms.


    But for once the Browns’ neighbour seemed to be in an unusually jovial mood and if he didn’t actually beam at Paddington at least his lips cracked in something approaching a smile as he looked over the fence.


    “Did you enjoy your trip to Peru, bear?” he asked.


    “Yes, thank you, Mr Curry,” said Paddington earnestly.


    The Browns’ neighbour waved a large mallet in Paddington’s direction. “I wonder if you’d care to lend a paw, bear,” he said casually. “I’m putting in some stakes and it’s a bit difficult with only one pair of hands.”


    Mr Curry’s voice droned on about his various jobs as he helped Paddington through a hole in the fence.


    “Now, I’ve marked the positions where I want them all,” he continued as Paddington stood up. “There are one hundred and fifty altogether. I’ll just show you what I want done and then you can carry on while I go out and do my shopping. I want to get some paint for my new serving hatch when it’s in.”


    Mr Curry paused for breath. “I don’t suppose you’ll get all the stakes in before I’m back, but if you do you can collect some rubble for me. It’s for the foundations and I’m running a bit short. In fact, I might even give you ten pence if you do.


    “Mind you,” he added, before Paddington had time to speak, “I shan’t if it’s not proper brick rubble. I don’t want to come back home and find half my rockery missing. Now, come along, bear,” he growled sternly, as he handed Paddington the mallet. “Don’t just stand there. I’ve got a lot of shopping to do and I want to get out this morning.”


    Mr Curry picked up a stake from a nearby pile and then pushed it firmly into the ground with both hands. “Now,” he said, “when I nod my head, you hit it.”


    For a moment Paddington looked at Mr Curry as if he could hardly believe his ears and then, as the Browns’ neighbour closed his eyes and began nodding his head vigorously to show that he was ready, he took a firm grasp of the mallet with both paws.


    A moment later a yell of pain rang out round Windsor Gardens, echoing and reechoing in and out of buildings.
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    Paddington jumped back in alarm and the mallet fell unheeded from his paws as to his surprise, instead of looking pleased, Mr Curry let go of the stake, gave another tremendous yell, and then began dancing up and down clutching his head with both hands.


    “Bear!” he roared, as Paddington disappeared through the hole in the fence. “Bear! Where are you, bear? Come back, bear!”


    But Paddington was nowhere to be seen. Only the faintest movement of the raspberry canes betrayed his whereabouts, and a few moments later even that stopped as Mr Curry peered over the fence before staggering back up the garden towards his house.


    For the next few minutes the distant sound of banging doors and the hiss of running water greeted Paddington’s ears, but at long last a final and much louder bang from the front of Mr Curry’s house caused him to heave a sigh of relief as he stood up and brushed himself clean.


    Paddington hesitated for a moment and then climbed back through the hole in the fence and stared gloomily at the beginnings of Mr Curry’s path.
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    The Browns’ neighbour had a habit of twisting words so that his listeners were never quite certain what had actually been said, but he was almost sure he hadn’t agreed to lend a paw with one of the stakes let alone do all one hundred and fifty by himself.


    Now that he had time to examine it more carefully the pile of stakes looked even bigger than it had at first sight. Not only that, but to add to his troubles Mr Curry appeared to have taken the mallet away with him.


    After making several attempts to knock in some stakes with the aid of half a brick Paddington gave up in disgust and hurried up the path in the direction of Mr Curry’s house.


    In his haste the Browns’ neighbour had left his back door ajar and a few moments later Paddington let himself cautiously into the kitchen.


    The curtains were drawn and as he blinked in order to accustom his eyes to the change of light Paddington suddenly stopped in his tracks and stared in astonishment, all thoughts of the missing mallet driven from his mind.


    It was some while since he’d last set foot in Mr Curry’s kitchen and from the little he could remember of it, the decorations then had been mostly of a rather dirty brown colour, certainly nothing like the ones which greeted him now.


    In fact, all in all apart from a bag of tools in one corner and one or two obviously unfinished patches it now looked not unlike something out of one of Mrs Brown’s glossy magazines, or even, for that matter, Mrs Brown’s own freshly decorated kitchen itself. The walls were gleaming white, the floor black and equally shiny, and even the stove and the refrigerator looked new.


    It was as he stood taking it all in that a thoughtful expression gradually came over Paddington’s face. Leaning against one of the walls was a wooden frame and a pair of doors and seeing it reminded him of a remark passed by Mr Curry as he’d helped him through the fence.


    “I’m on the last lap in my kitchen, bear,” he’d said. “There’s only the serving hatch to put in and the job will be done.”


    Mr Curry had gone on to grumble about the number of unfinished jobs he had on hand but at the time Paddington had been too busy worrying about the stakes to take much notice. However, the more he thought about the matter now, the more it seemed like a golden opportunity to make amends for the unfortunate accident earlier in the day.


    A few minutes later the sound of hammering could be heard in Windsor Gardens. It was followed shortly afterwards by the dull thud of a falling brick, the first of many which gradually found their way from inside the kitchen to a large pile outside the back door.


    Paddington felt sure from the little Mr Curry had said about all his jobs that he couldn’t fail to be pleased if he arrived home later that morning and found his serving hatch already installed. And even if the hatch itself wasn’t in place he couldn’t possibly find anything to grumble at in having a start made on the hole.


    Apart from that, knocking down walls was much more enjoyable work than banging in stakes. Once a start had been made by removing the first brick, which had taken rather a lot of hammering with a cold-chisel, it was more a matter of clouting everything in sight as hard as possible, and standing back every now and then to avoid being hit by some of the larger lumps as they parted company from the rest.
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    Soon the air was so thick with dust it became almost impossible to see, but as the last brick fell to the floor Paddington surveyed the result of his labours as best he could through half-closed eyes and then measured the space carefully with his paws in order to make sure it was the right size.


    After placing the frame carefully into position and making it secure by jamming a couple of pieces of wood either side, he slipped the doors into their grooves and then stood back waiting for the dust to settle so that he could inspect his handiwork.


    As the air gradually cleared, Paddington began to look more and more pleased with himself. Admittedly the hatch wasn’t perfectly level, and there were one or two rather unfortunate paw marks on the surrounding wall, but those two things apart he decided it was one of the best jobs he could ever remember doing and he felt sure Mr Curry would be equally pleased when he saw it.


    Dipping his paw into a nearby jar of marmalade he idly pushed one of the doors to one side in order to make sure it slid properly on its runners.


    As he did so the pleased expression suddenly drained from Paddingtons face and he nearly toppled over backwards with surprise as he took in the view through the open hatch.


    Since he’d lived with the Browns he’d examined number thirty-two Windsor Gardens from a good many different angles but never in his wildest dreams had he ever pictured seeing it though a serving hatch in Mr Curry’s kitchen wall, particularly when he’d expected to see a dining-room instead.


    For a moment Paddington stood where he was with his feet frozen to the ground and then he hurried outside rubbing his eyes in order to make sure it wasn’t all part of some terrible dream.


    As he peered up at the outside wall, Paddington’s worst fears were realised and gradually the truth of the matter dawned on him. In his hurry to complete the job he’d quite forgotten the fact that although Mr Curry’s house was exactly the same in most respects as the Browns’, because it was next door everything was the other way round, so that what was the dining-room wall in the Browns’ house became the outside wall in Mr Curry’s.
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    Paddington’s face grew longer and longer as he considered the matter. According to Mrs Bird, Mr Curry had been doing quite a few jobs in his house of late but for the life of him he couldn’t think of a single good reason why he would possibly want a serving hatch in his outside wall.


    There were still several pieces of brick lying on the ground where they had fallen, but after one or two attempts he soon gave up all hope of fitting them back into position.


    How long he stayed lost in thought, Paddington wasn’t quite sure, but he was suddenly roused from his daydreams by the sound of Mr Curry’s side gate banging shut.


    Hurrying round to the back of the house he was just in time to meet the Browns’ neighbour coming round the other way. Apart from some sticking plaster on the back of his head, Mr Curry looked little the worse for his earlier encounter with Paddington. Nevertheless his face darkened as they bumped into each other.


    “What are you up to now, bear?” he growled.


    “What am I up to, Mr Curry?” said Paddington, playing for time.


    Mr Curry looked suspiciously at the brick dust sticking to Paddington’s fur and then, as he caught sight of the pile of brick rubble outside the kitchen door, his face suddenly cleared.


    “Good work, bear,” he said approvingly, as he felt in his pocket. “I promised you ten pence and I must say you’ve earned it.”


    “Thank you very much, Mr Curry,” said Paddington doubtfully, as he took the coin. “I’ll keep it for a while in case you want it back.”


    “What!” exclaimed Mr Curry. “Nonsense! Of course I shan’t want it back. This rubble’s just what I need for my path.”


    “I don’t think I should use it for your path, Mr Curry,” said Paddington anxiously. “You may want it for something else.”


    Mr Curry gave a loud snort as he picked up his shovel. “Not use it,” he repeated. “Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t, bear.”


    Paddington looked on unhappily as Mr Curry transferred the pile of rubble into a nearby trench and when, some while later, the Browns’ neighbour poured a barrowload of wet cement over the top, he looked unhappier still.


    “There!” said Mr Curry, rubbing his hands together. “That won’t come up again in a hurry once it’s set.” He turned, but for the second time that morning found himself addressing the empty air, for his audience, like the brick rubble, had completely disappeared from view.


    


    Paddington felt sure he could give the Browns’ neighbour not one, but several very good reasons why he shouldn’t have used the bricks he’d found outside his kitchen door. On the other hand he was equally sure he would be much happier if Mr Curry discovered the reasons for himself, preferably some time in the dim and distant future, and certainly when the cause of it all was a long, long way away.


    Paddington sat up in bed holding a thermometer in his paw. “I think I must have caught the measles, Mrs Bird,” he announced weakly. “My temperature’s over one hundred and twenty!”


    “One hundred and twenty!” Mrs Bird hurriedly examined the thermometer. “That’s not a temperature,” she exclaimed with relief. “That’s a marmalade stain.”


    Mrs Brown looked Paddington over carefully. “He’s certainly got some red spots on him,” she said. “It’s a bit difficult to tell with fur, but I suppose it could be measles.”


    “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird suspiciously. “That’s as may be. But it’s the first time I’ve ever known measles spots come off on the sheets.”


    “Perhaps they’ve worked loose, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington hopefully. “I’ve been scratching them.”


    Mrs Brown exchanged a glance with her housekeeper.”It looks more like brick dust to me,” she said.


    Mrs Bird glanced out of the window towards the house next door. “Talking of brick dust,” she said, “reminds me that Mr Curry called to see you just now, Paddington.”


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown, as a loud groan came from the direction of Paddington’s bed. “Is anything the matter?”
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    “I think I’ve had a bit of a relapse, Mrs Brown,” said a weak voice from under the sheet. “I don’t think I ought to do any more talking.”


    “That’s a pity,” said Mrs Bird. “He asked me to give you ten pence.”


    “Ten pence!” exclaimed Paddington, sitting up in bed suddenly. “But I’ve already had one.”


    “In that case,” said Mrs Bird, “you’ve got twenty pence.”


    “Apparently he’s very pleased with his new delivery hatch,” explained Mrs Brown. “All sorts of people have been congratulating him. The milkman. The baker. The boy from the grocery shop. They all think it’s a splendid idea. Mr Curry’s going to build a cupboard inside so that they can leave things and he won’t have to answer the door.”


    “There’ll be no holding him now he’s got something no one else has thought of,” said Mrs Bird. “He’ll be like a dog with two tails. You mark my words, we shall hear of nothing else from morning to night.”


    “It certainly is a good idea,” said Mrs Brown, as she paused at the door. “Mind you,” she continued, “I can’t help feeling it’s a good job Judy managed to catch the milkman when she did.”


    “And that Jonathan had a chat with the baker,” added Mrs Bird.


    “Otherwise,” said Mrs Brown, “I might not have thought to have a word with the grocery boy.”


    “And where,” said her housekeeper, “would we have been then?”


    Mrs Bird looked towards Paddington’s bed but the only answer she received was a loud groan as its occupant appeared to have another sudden relapse.


    All the same, although as groans went it was a long and rather blood-curdling one, there was something about the set of Paddington’s whiskers as they poked out from beneath the sheets which somehow managed to suggest the possibility of a recovery in the not-too-distant future.


    “I give it until tea-time at the outside,” said Mrs Brown, as she closed the door.


    “If not before,” agreed Mrs Bird. “I’m baking a treacle tart for tea.”


    “In that case,” said Mrs Brown, “definitely before. There’s nothing like a few whiffs of treacle tart up the stairs for curing even the worst attack of a young bear’s measles!”
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    PADDINGTON’S FRIEND, MR Gruber, chuckled to himself when he heard about Mr Curry’s delivery hatch the next day.


    “What a good thing it turned out all right in the end, Mr Brown,” he said, as they settled themselves in the deck chairs on the pavement outside his shop together with a tray of buns and two steaming mugs of cocoa. “Although I must say it would have served Mr Curry right if it hadn’t. It might have taught him not to go taking advantage of others quite so much.


    “Mind you, Mr Brown,” he continued, “it’s very difficult to get help these days so I suppose we shouldn’t be too hard on him.”


    Mr Gruber shook his head sadly. “You’d be surprised if I told you some of the trouble I’ve had just lately. If you don’t get help, people just won’t bother to wait. And if you get the wrong sort of help it frightens the customers away. This is our busy season too. Especially with all the American tourists over here for their holidays.”


    Mr Gruber went on to explain that English antiques of almost any shape or form were very popular in the United States and that apart from the tourists some dealers came over simply to buy up as many as possible.


    He waved his hand at all the gleaming copper pots and pans, vases, books, ornaments and other bric-a-brac which lined the walls of his shop and overflowed out on the pavement.


    “I must say I’ve missed your help, Mr Brown,” he said. “Apart from the pleasure of our little chats, one young bear with a knowledge of antiques and an eye for a bargain is worth his weight in gold.”


    Mr Gruber disappeared into his shop for a moment and when he returned he was carrying an old vase. “What would you say this is, Mr Brown?” he asked casually, holding it up to the light.


    Paddington looked most surprised at such a simple question. “That’s an early Spode, Mr Gruber,” he replied promptly.


    Mr Gruber nodded his approval. “Exactly,” he said. “But you’d be surprised how many people wouldn’t realise it. Do you know, Mr Brown, one young man I had working here while you were away actually called it a jug and he was going to let it go for five pounds simply because it had this piece missing. I only just rescued it in time.”


    Mr Gruber fell silent as he fitted the broken piece of china back into the vase and Paddington nearly fell off his deck chair with surprise at the thought of there being people in the world who didn’t know about antique pottery and how valuable it could be. “Five pounds for a Spode!” he exclaimed, hardly able to believe his ears.


    “Mind you,” said Mr Gruber, “let’s be fair. Not everyone has your advantage, Mr Brown. After all, you’ve spent so much time in this shop I believe you know almost as much about it as I do. If you ever decided to go into business, a lot of people will have to look to their laurels.”


    Paddington looked pleased at his friend–s remarks. Mr Gruber wasn’t in the habit of paying idle compliments and praise from him was praise indeed.


    “Perhaps I could help by repairing that vase for you, Mr Gruber,” he offered.


    Mr Gruber looked at him doubtfully over the top of his glasses. Although he had a high regard for Paddington and had meant every word he’d said, he also knew that accidents could happen in the best-regulated circles, especially bears’ circles. However, he was a kindly man at heart and after a moment’s thought he nodded his agreement.


    “It’s very kind of you, Mr Brown,” he said. “I know you’ll take great care of it, but don’t forget ‘there’s many a slip ’twixt cup and lip’.”


    “I won’t, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington, as he took the vase and its broken piece and laid it carefully amongst some cabbages in the bottom of his shopping basket on wheels.


    After Mr Gruber had sorted out some money for a tube of glue from a nearby stationer’s, Paddington waved goodbye and hurried off up the road with a thoughtful expression on his face.


    Although he hadn’t said much about it he was still feeling very upset by the business of the forged oil share. Apart from the feeling of having a fortune slip through his paws there was the matter of losing a day’s interest through not putting the change from his presents straight in the bank and he was anxious to make it up in some way.


    Mr Gruber’s chance remark about going into business had suddenly reminded him of a notice which he’d seen in a shop window that very morning.


    At the time he hadn’t given it a great deal of attention, but now, as he reached the shop and stood looking at it again, he began to look more and more interested.
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    The shop, which was surmounted by a long striped pole, had the words S. SLOOP – GENTS HAIRDRESSING emblazoned across the door and the notice in the window said, quite simply, WILLING JUNIOR WANTED – URGENTLY.


    Underneath, in rough capitals, Mr Sloop had added the information that a good wage would be paid to any keen young lad willing to learn the trade.


    Paddington stood for quite some while breathing heavily on the glass until he suddenly became aware of a face on the other side watching him with equal interest.


    Taking his courage in both paws Paddington pushed open the door of the shop, dragging his shopping basket after him, and raised his hat as he bade the owner good morning.


    “’Morning,” replied Mr Sloop breezily, reaching for a white cloth. “What can I do for you? Short back and sides, or would you like one of our ‘all-in specials’? Haircut, shampoo, and set – all for five pounds. Tell you what – seeing trade’s a bit slack this morning – I’ll give you special bear rates – you can have the lot for four pounds fifty.”


    Paddington stepped back hastily as Mr Sloop waved a pair of clippers dangerously close to his head. “I haven’t come for a haircut,” he explained, placing his hat firmly back over his ears. “I’ve come about the job.”


    “You’ve what?” Mr Sloop lost some of his breeziness as he stared at Paddington.


    “It says in the window you want a willing junior,” said Paddington hopefully.


    “Blimey!” Mr Sloop stood back and examined Paddington. “You wouldn’t be a very good advertisement, I must say. This is a barber’s shop, not an art school. I’d have to whip all them whiskers off for a start.”


    “Whip my whiskers off!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “But I’ve always had them.”


    Mr Sloop considered the matter for a moment. “I suppose I could stand you in the window like one of them ‘before and after’ advertisements,” he said grudgingly. “Not that I’m saying ‘yes’, mind. But I don’t mind admitting I’ve been let down badly by the Job Centre. Nobody wants to sweep up hairs these days.”


    “Bears are good at sweeping,” said Paddington eagerly. “I don’t think I’ve done any hairs before but I often help Mrs Bird in the mornings.”


    “Errands,” said Mr Sloop. “There’ll be lots of errands to run. And you’ll have to look after things when I pop out for me morning coffee. Keep the customers happy till I get back. Then there’s the shop to keep clean. It’s not so bad in the week – it’s Saturday mornings. The steam fair rises off me scissors on a Saturday morning.”


    Mr Sloop mopped his brow at the thought as he gave Paddington a sidelong glance. “Some people might consider it a lot of work for… er… five pounds a week.”


    “Five pounds!” exclaimed Paddington, nearly falling over backwards at the thought of so much money. “Every week. That’s over forty buns!”


    “Done, then,” said Mr Sloop, hurriedly coming to a decision before Paddington could change his mind.


    “Mind you,” he added, “it’s only a trial. And no reading comics on the sly when me back’s turned. But if you watch points and don’t get up to any tricks, I might even let you have a go with the clippers in a week or so.”


    “Thank you very much, Mr Sloop,” said Paddington gratefully. In the past he had often peered through the barber shop window and watched Mr Sloop run his clippers round the necks of his customers and the thought of actually being allowed to have a go filled him with excitement.


    Mr Sloop clapped his hands together briskly and licked his lips. “No time like the present,” he said. “I could do with a coffee right now. May as well take advantage of the lull, as you might say. You’ll find a broom in that cupboard over there. When you’ve done the floor you can give the basins a going over – only mind them razors – don’t go nicking yer paws. I don’t want no bear’s blood all over the place – it’ll give the shop a bad name.”


    Having finished his instructions Mr Sloop added that he wouldn’t be long and then disappeared out of the door leaving Paddington standing in the middle of the shop with a slightly bemused expression on his face.


    Cutting hair seemed much more complicated than it looked at first sight, and Mr Sloop’s shop, though it was only small, appeared to have almost as many things inside it as a supermarket.


    Along one wall was a row of several benches for customers, together with a pile of newspapers for them to read while they were waiting, and pinned to the wall behind them were a number of pictures cut from magazines showing the various styles it was possible to have.


    The back of the shop was given over to a large cupboard and a number of notices. Mr Sloop didn’t appear to have a great deal of trust in his fellow human beings for most of them were to do with payment and the fact that under no circumstances would any cheques be cashed or credit given.


    But it was the business side of the room, where the chair itself stood, that aroused Paddington’s immediate interest. Almost the whole of the wall was taken up by a long mirror and on a shelf in front of the mirror stood row upon row of bottles. There were bottles of hair-oil, shampoo, setting lotion, hair restorer, cream… the list was endless and Paddington spent several minutes unscrewing caps in order to sniff the contents of the various bottles.
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    It wasn’t until he was having a practice snip with a pair of scissors and narrowly missed cutting off one of his own whiskers that Paddington suddenly came back to earth with a bump and realised that he hadn’t even started work. He hurried across to the cupboard and opened the door only to be met by a positive deluge of old brooms and brushes, not to mention white coats, towels and various other items.


    As far as he could see, Mr Sloop must have been without any help in his shop for some while, for most of the things were so tangled together it took him all his time to find out which handle belonged to which broom let alone decide on the one to use.


    It was when the confusion was at its height that Paddington vaguely heard a bell ringing and from his position in the back of the cupboard he suddenly realised that someone in the shop was carrying on a conversation.


    “Say, do I get any service in this place?” called a voice with a strong American accent from the direction of Mr Sloop’s chair.


    Paddington scrambled out of the cupboard and peered across the room to where the owner of the voice lay waiting with his arms folded and his eyes closed.


    “I’d like a trim, please,” announced the man as he heard the commotion going on behind him. “Not too little – not too much – and don’t touch the top. Make it snappy. I have a plane to catch later on and I have a lot of packing to do.


    “Look,” continued the voice impatiently, as Paddington hurried across the shop and peered hopefully out through the open door in search of Mr Sloop, “this is a barber’s shop, isn’t it? Do I get my hair cut or don’t I? All I want is to get back to my hotel so as I can make up on some sleep before I catch my plane. I’m that tired. I’ve been on my feet for a week now…”


    The man’s voice trailed away into a loud yawn and to Paddington’s astonishment as he turned back into the shop he was greeted, not by a string of further complaints as he’d expected, but by a long, gentle snore.


    Paddington had seen some people go to sleep quickly before – Mr Brown in particular on a Sunday afternoon was often very quick – but he’d never seen it happen quite so suddenly. He stood in the middle of the shop for a moment looking anxiously at the figure in Mr Sloop’s chair and then gradually the expression on his face was replaced by one of interest.


    Although the man in the chair had obviously dozed off for the moment he’d certainly been in a great hurry. In fact, he’d definitely said to make it snappy. And although Mr Sloop hadn’t actually said he could cut anyone’s hair that very day he had mentioned something about having a go at a later date and he’d also said that one of Paddington’s first jobs would be to keep the customers happy.


    As far as Paddington could see, about the only thing that would make Mr Sloop’s present customer happy would be if he were to wake up and find his hair had been cut while he’d been asleep.


    After giving the matter several moments’ more thought, Paddington came to a decision. Taking care not to disturb the sleeping figure, he draped a white cloth round the man’s shoulders and then picked up Mr Sloop’s electric clippers which were hanging from a nearby hook.


    After giving a few practice waves through the air in order to get used to the tickling sensation they made when they were switched on, Paddington applied the business end carefully to the back of the man’s neck, making a wide sweeping movement with his paw as he’d often seen Mr Sloop do in the past.


    The first stroke was rather disappointing. It went much deeper than he had intended and left a long white path up the back of the neck. The second stroke, on the other hand, didn’t go nearly as deep, so that he had to spend several minutes trying to match the two, and he cast some anxious glances over his shoulder in case Mr Sloop returned before he could repair the damage.


    In fact, for the next minute or so, Paddington spent almost as much time looking out of the window as he did looking at the job in hand. When he did finally give his undivided attention to the figure in the chair his eyes nearly popped out of their sockets with astonishment.


    The clippers dropped from his paw and he stood rooted to the spot as he stared at the top of the man’s head. Before he’d started work it had been covered by a mass of thick black hair, whereas now, apart from a fringe round the ears and neck, it was almost completely bald.


    The strange thing was it must all have happened in the blink of an eyelid for quite definitely the hair had been there when he’d looked a second before.


    It was all most mysterious and Paddington sat down on his suitcase with a mournful expression on his face while he considered the matter. He was beginning to regret not having asked for his wages in advance for the more he thought about things the more difficult it became to picture Mr Sloop paying for one day’s work let alone a week’s.


    It was while he was sitting on his suitcase that he suddenly caught sight of a bottle on a shelf above his head. It was a large bottle and it had a picture on the outside which showed a group of men, all with a luxuriant growth of jet black hair. But it wasn’t so much the picture which caught his eye as the words underneath, which said, in large red letters: DR SPOONER’S QUICK ACTION MAGIC HAIR RESTORER.


    Paddington was a hopeful bear in many ways but after using up several spoons of the thick yellow liquid even he began to admit to himself that he might be asking a little too much of Dr Spooner’s tonic. Looking through his binoculars didn’t help matters either for the top of the man’s head remained as shiny and hairless as ever.


    He was just toying desperately with the idea of buying some quick-drying black paint from a nearby hardware store in order to cover up the worst of the damage when his eye alighted on his shopping basket on wheels which was standing in a corner of the shop and an excited gleam came into his eyes.


    Carefully lifting out Mr Gruber’s vase, which he placed on a shelf in front of the chair for safety, Paddington rummaged around in the basket until he found what he was looking for.


    Although Mr Gruber had asked him to buy the glue for the express purpose of mending the vase, Paddington felt sure he wouldn’t mind if it was used for something else in an emergency, and as far as he could see this was definitely one of the worst emergencies he had ever encountered.


    For the next few minutes Paddington was very busy. Having squeezed drops of Mr Gruber’s glue all over the man’s head, he then rummaged around on the floor in search of some hair to fill in the vacant spot. Fortunately, being short of an assistant, Mr Sloop hadn’t bothered to sweep up that morning and so there was quite a selection to choose from.
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    At long last Paddington stood back, and examined his handiwork with interest. All in all, he felt quite pleased with himself. Admittedly the top of the man’s head had undergone a somewhat drastic change since he’d first sat in the chair – for one thing there were now quite a number of ginger curls, not to mention blonde streaks, in the long straight black bits – and several of them were sticking out at a rather odd angle – but at least it was all covered and he heaved a sigh of relief as he wiped his paws on the cloth in front of him.


    It was as he was pushing a particularly springy ginger curl into place with his paw as a final touch that, to his alarm, the figure in the chair began to stir.


    Paddington hurried round the other side of the chair and stood between Mr Sloop’s customer and the mirror.


    “That’ll be two pounds fifty, please,” he said, holding out his paw hopefully in a business-like manner as he consulted the price list on the wall.


    If the man looked surprised at the sight of Paddington’s paw under his nose, it was nothing compared with the expression which came over his face a moment later as he caught sight of his reflection in the mirror.


    Jumping out of the chair, he pushed Paddington to one side and stood for a moment staring at the sight which met his eyes. For a second or two he seemed speechless and then he let out a roar of rage as he made a grab for the nearest object to hand.


    Paddington’s own look of alarm changed to one of horror as the man picked up the vase from the shelf and made as if to dash it to the ground.


    “Look out!” he cried anxiously. “That’s Mr Gruber’s Spode.”


    To Paddington’s surprise his words had a far greater effect than he’d expected for the man suddenly froze in mid-air, lowered his arms and then stared at the object in front of him with a look of disbelief.


    “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully, as he withdrew the vase from the man’s hands and placed it carefully in his shopping basket on wheels. “It’s got a piece missing already and I don’t think Mr Gruber would like it very much if the rest was broken. Perhaps you’d like to break one of Mr Sloop’s bottles instead,” he added generously. “He’s got some old ones in the cupboard.”


    The man took a deep breath, looked at himself once again in the mirror, passed a trembling hand over his brow and then turned back to Paddington.


    “Now see here, bear,” he said. “I don’t know what’s been going on. Maybe it’s all part of a bad dream, maybe I’m gonna wake up in a minute, but this Mr Gruber – he’s a friend of yours?”


    “He’s my special friend,” said Paddington importantly. “We have buns and cocoa together every morning.”


    “And this is the Spode?” asked the man.


    “Yes,” said Paddington in surprise. “He’s got lots. He keeps an antique shop and…”


    “Lead me to him, bear,” said the man warmly. “Just lead me to him.”


    


    Mr Gruber took one last look out of his door to make sure everything was in for the night and then turned back to Paddington.


    “You know, Mr Brown,” he said, as they settled themselves on the horsehair sofa at the back of the shop, “I still can’t believe it. I really can’t.”


    Paddington, nodding from behind a cloud of cocoa steam, looked very much as if he agreed with every word.


    “If anyone mentions the word ‘coincidence’ to me again,” continued Mr Gruber, “I shall always tell them the story of the day you got a job as a hairdresser and knocked the toupee off an American antique dealer’s head.”


    “I thought I’d cut all his hair off by mistake, Mr Gruber,” admitted Paddington.
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    Mr Gruber chuckled at the thought. “I shouldn’t like to have been in your paws if you really had, Mr Brown. Fancy,” he continued, “if you hadn’t knocked his toupee off and put all that glue on his head he wouldn’t have got cross. And if you hadn’t put my Spode on the shelf he wouldn’t have heard about my shop. And if he hadn’t heard about my shop he would have gone back to America tonight without half the things he came over to buy. It’s what they call a chain of events, Mr Brown, and a very good day’s work into the bargain. I can see I shall have to go to a few more sales to make up for all the empty spaces on my shelves.”


    Paddington looked out through the window and then sniffed the warm air from the stove. Most of the other shops in the Portobello Road already had their shutters up and even those that were still open showed signs of closing for the night as one by one their lights went out.


    “And if all those things hadn’t happened, Mr Gruber,” he said, as he reached across for the earthenware jug, “we shouldn’t be sitting here now.”


    Paddington always enjoyed his cups of cocoa with Mr Gruber, but it was most unusual to have one together so late in the day and he was anxious to make the most of it.


    Mr Gruber nodded his head in agreement. “And that, if I may say so, Mr Brown,” he said warmly, “is the nicest link of all.”
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    MRS BROWN LOOKED out of the car window. “If you want my opinion,” she said, lowering her voice so that the occupants of the back seat, and one occupant in particular, shouldn’t hear, “bringing Paddington with us is asking for trouble. You know what happened when he went to Jonathan’s school.”


    “That wasn’t exactly a disaster,” said Mr Brown mildly. “If I remember rightly he saved the day. If it hadn’t been for him, the old boys would never have won their cricket match.”


    “Playing in a cricket match isn’t the same as watching ballet,” replied Mrs Brown. “He’ll never sit quietly through a whole afternoon of it. Something’s bound to happen.”


    She gave a sigh. Ever since Paddington had taken part in an epic cricket match at Jonathan’s school, Judy had been clamouring for him to visit her school in turn and Mrs Brown knew that she was fighting a losing battle.


    Having a bear in the family gave both Jonathan and Judy a certain amount of prestige among their fellow pupils and Judy was anxious to catch up on the lead at present held by her brother. All the same, as they drew nearer and nearer to Judy’s school, Mrs Brown began to look more and more worried.


    “Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr Brown suddenly as they turned a corner and passed through some wrought iron gates set into a grey stone wall. He waved his hand towards a seething mass of girls in uniform as he brought the car to a halt. “What’s this – some sort of reception committee?”


    “What did I tell you?” said Mrs Brown, as the familiar figure of Judy detached itself from the crowd and came forward to greet them. “It’s started already.”


    “Nonsense!” said Mr Brown. All the same he cast some anxious glances towards the paintwork on his car as he helped the others out and exchanged greetings with his daughter.


    Paddington, as he clambered out of the back seat, looked even more surprised as he stood blinking in the strong sunlight listening to the cheers, and he raised his hat several times in response to the cries.


    “Come along, Paddington,” said Judy, grabbing his paw. “You’ve lots of people to meet and we’ve got to pay a visit to the tuck shop. I told Mrs Beedle, the lady in charge, all about you and she’s laid on some special marmalade sandwiches.”


    “Mrs Beedle’s laid on some marmalade sandwiches!” exclaimed Paddington, looking most impressed. Although he was very keen on anything to do with marmalade and had several times sat on a sandwich by mistake, he’d never met anyone who’d actually done it on purpose before, particularly someone in charge of a tuck shop. However, before he had time to inquire into the matter the throng of girls closed in behind him and he felt himself being propelled gently but firmly in the direction of a small building which stood to one side of the quadrangle in front of the main block.


    As the milling crowd of figures disappeared through the door of the tuck shop, Mrs Brown looked towards a large, brightly coloured poster on a board near the main gate. “I thought this Russian dancer they’re having down – Sergei Oblomov – was supposed to be the guest of honour,” she remarked. “I don’t think he’ll like it if he turns up and there’s no one here. I’m sure all these girls were meant for him, not Paddington.”


    “Talk of the devil,” said Mr Brown, as a large, important-looking black car swept in through the gates and came to a halt a few yards away. “I have a feeling this is him.”


    Pretending to study the scenery, the Browns nevertheless watched with interest as the door of the car opened and a tall figure dressed in a black cloak alighted and stood for a moment with one hand in the air looking expectantly all around.


    “Crikey!” said Jonathan a few moments later as the sound of a door being slammed echoed round the quadrangle and the car swept past them in a cloud of dust towards the school building. “He didn’t look in a very good mood.”


    “Black as ink,” agreed Mr Brown. “It wasn’t exactly what you might call a good entrance. Not so much as a pigeon cooed.”


    “I don’t suppose you’d like it,” said Mrs Brown, “if you were a famous dancer and you had your thunder stolen by a bear. Especially one stuffing himself with marmalade sandwiches in a school tuck shop.”


    “He doesn’t know it’s a bear,” reasoned Mr Brown. “He’s never even met Paddington.”


    “No,” said Mrs Brown decidedly, as they made their way towards the school building, “he hasn’t. And if I have my way he’s not going to either.”


    She cast some anxious glances in the direction of the tuck shop as they passed by. Several times the ominous sound of cheering had come from the open windows and one or two of them had been decidedly loud, rather as if things were getting out of control.


    All the same, as they seated themselves in the school hall some while later, even Mrs Brown found it hard to fault Paddington’s appearance. Admittedly there were still one or two traces of marmalade on his whiskers and his fur had lost some of its smooth sheen, but all in all he looked unusually well behaved as he settled himself at the end of the row by the gangway and examined his programme with interest.


    “You know, I’m really looking forward to this,” said Mrs Bird with enthusiasm, as she made herself comfortable. “I like ballet dancing.”


    The others looked at their housekeeper in surprise as a far-away look came into her eyes. “I haven’t seen any good dancing for I don’t know how many years.”


    “I’m not sure you’re going to now,” whispered Mr Brown, as the curtain rose to reveal a woodland glade and several small figures dressed as toadstools.


    “It’s the Juniors,” whispered Judy. “They’re doing their ‘nature’ dance.”


    Paddington opened his suitcase, took out his opera glasses, and peered at the stage with interest.


    “Are you enjoying it?” whispered Judy.


    Paddington thought for a moment. “It’s all right,” he announced after some thought. “But I can’t hear what they’re saying.”


    “People don’t say anything in ballet,” hissed Judy. “They mime it all. You have to guess what they’re doing by the dancing.”


    Paddington sank back into his seat. Although he didn’t want to hurt Judy’s feelings by saying so, he didn’t think much of ballet at all. As far as he could see it was just a lot of people running after each other on the stage, and apart from not saying anything, which made it all rather difficult to follow, he began to wonder why they didn’t get taller dancers in the first place as some of the older girls in particular seemed to spend most of the time standing on their toes. However, he was a polite bear and he applauded dutifully at the end of each item.


    “I must say that swan took a long time to die,” said Mr Brown, as the lights went up at long last to herald the interval. “I thought she was never going to get it over with.”


    “I like the flying ballet,” said Mrs Brown, amid general agreement. “I thought that was very well done.”


    “I’d like to go up in the air on a wire like that,” said Jonathan. “I bet it’s super.”


    Judy handed Paddington her programme. “It’s the famous Russian dancer next,” she said. “Look – there’s his picture.”


    Paddington peered at the programme with interest. “Surge Oblomov!”he exclaimed in surprise.


    “It’s not Surge” said Judy. “It’s pronounced Sur-guy.”


    “Sir Guy Oblomov,” repeated Paddington, looking most impressed as he studied the picture. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen a Lord doing a ballet dance before.”


    “He isn’t a Lord – he’s a…” Judy gave a sigh as she sought for the right words. Sometimes explaining things to Paddington became complicated out of all proportion.


    “Well, whatever he is,” said Mrs Bird, coming to her rescue, “I’m really looking forward to it. It’s a great treat.”


    “Oh, crikey!” exclaimed Judy suddenly, as a girl from the row behind whispered something in her ear. “I’m not sure if he’s going to appear after all. They’re having some trouble backstage.”


    “What!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “Sir Guy Oblomov’s not going to appear!”


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Bird. “How very disappointing.”


    Paddington stared at the drawn curtains on the stage hardly able to believe his ears as everyone began talking at once. Judy’s words had reached several other people nearby and soon a buzz of excitement went round the hall.


    “It’s something to do with no one being at the gates to meet him,” explained the girl in the seat behind. “He’s a bit temperamental and it upset him rather.”


    Mr and Mrs Brown exchanged glances. “I told you so, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “I said if we brought Paddington something would happen.”


    “Well, you can’t really blame poor old Paddington for this,” replied Mr Brown indignantly. “It’s not his fault if everyone wanted to meet him instead of some blessed ballet dancer chap. After all…” Mr Brown suddenly broke off in mid-sentence. “That’s funny,” he said, as he looked along the aisle. “Talking of Paddington, where’s he got to?”


    “He was here a second ago,” said Judy, looking all around.


    “Look!” cried Jonathan, pointing down the aisle. “There he is!”


    The Browns followed the direction of Jonathan’s arm and were just in time to see a small figure disappear through a door at the side of the stage. From where they were sitting it wasn’t possible to see the expression on Paddington’s face but there was a determined slant to his hat and a look about his duffle coat which seemed to bode ill for anyone who got in his way.


    “Don’t you think you’d better go after him, Judy?” said Mrs Brown anxiously.


    “Too late,” groaned Judy. “Did you see who was behind the door? Miss Grimshaw!”


    Judy sank lower and lower into her seat as she contemplated the awful prospect of Paddington coming face to face with her headteacher, although had she but known, Miss Grimshaw, weighed down by all the worries back stage, seemed almost glad to find someone from outside the school she could talk to.


    “Are you Russian?” she asked hopefully, after Paddington had introduced himself.


    “Well, I am in a bit of a hurry,” admitted Paddington, raising his hat politely. “I’ve come to see Sir Guy.”


    Miss Grimshaw looked at him suspiciously. “I said ‘Russian’,” she explained. “Not rushing. And I’m not at all sure Mr Oblomov will see you. I was hoping you might be Russian so that you could talk to him in his own language and make him feel more at home, but if you’re not I’d rather you didn’t.”


    “Mrs Bird’s very upset,” replied Paddington.


    “I’m sure she is,” said Miss Grimshaw. “I’m upset. We’re all upset. Mr Oblomov’s upset. Deirdre Shaw’s upset.”


    “Deirdre Shaw?” echoed Paddington, looking most surprised.


    “She was supposed to partner Mr Oblomov in the pas de deux,” explained Miss Grimshaw. “Then when Mr Oblomov said he wouldn’t dance she ran off to her dormitory in tears and no one’s seen her since.”


    While Miss Grimshaw was speaking, a nearby door opened and a tall, imposing figure in black tights emerged.


    “I hov changed my mind,” announced Mr Oblomov, waving his hand imperiously as he did a series of knee-bending exercises. “I will not disappoint my public. First I will dance my famous solo from the Swan Lake. Then I will perform the pas de deux. I trust everything is ready, no?”


    “No,” exclaimed Miss Grimshaw. “I mean… that is to say… yes. I’m sure it will be.”


    Miss Grimshaw’s usual icy calm seemed to have deserted her for once as Sergei Oblomov strode past heading for the stage.


    “Oh dear,” she exclaimed. “Now he’s changed his mind again – and Deirdre Shaw’s disappeared. What he’s going to say when he finds he’s without a partner in the second half I shudder to think.”


    As the school orchestra started up and the curtain rose to a tremendous round of applause, Miss Grimshaw rushed off wringing her hands, leaving Paddington staring with a very thoughtful expression on his face indeed in the direction of the open door leading to Sergei Oblomov’s dressing-room.


    It was an expression that the Browns, had they been there, would have recognised immediately. But fortunately for their peace of mind they, like practically everyone else in the school, had their attention riveted to the stage.


    Even Mr Brown sat up in his seat and clapped as loudly as anyone as Sergei Oblomov executed one perfect pirouette after another, spinning round and round so fast it left the audience breathless. And when he followed this with a series of breathtaking arabesques everyone gasped with admiration and the rafters of the hall fairly shook with the ovation which greeted the end of this item.


    As the applause died away and Sergei Oblomov stood for a moment motionless in the beam from a single spotlight, Mrs Bird gave a quick glance at her programme. “It’s the pas de deux now,” she whispered.


    “Golly, I hope they’ve found Deirdre Shaw,” said Judy in a low voice as the music started up. “There’s going to be an awful row if they haven’t.”


    “It’s all right,” said Mr Brown. “I think I can see someone lurking at the side of the stage.”


    Judy followed the direction of Mr Brown’s gaze and then jumped up from her seat in alarm.


    “Crikey!” she exclaimed. “That’s not Deirdre Shaw. That’s…”


    “Paddington!” exclaimed the rest of the family, joining her in a chorus as the shadowy figure moved on to the stage and into the light.


    “Mercy me!” cried Mrs Bird. “What on earth is that bear up to now?”


    Her words were lost in the gasp of astonishment which went up all around them as Paddingtoi advanced towards the centre of the stage, placed his suitcase carefully in front of the footlights, and then raised his hat politely to the several members of the audience in the front row who began half-heartedly to applaud.
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    “Oh dear, I wish he wouldn’t wear that old hat,” said Mrs Brown.


    “And what on earth’s he got on his legs?” asked Mrs Bird.


    “Looks like some kind of sacking to me,” said Mr Brown.


    “They’re not sacks,” said Judy. “They’re tights.”


    “Tights?” echoed Mr Brown. “They don’t look very tight to me. They look as if they’re going to come down any moment.”


    The Browns watched in horror as Paddington, having ventured one bow too many, hurriedly replaced his hat and grabbed hold of the roll of material which hung around his waist in large folds.


    Now, for the first time since he’d decided to lend a paw with the ballet, he was beginning to wish he’d resisted the temptation to use the pair of tights which he’d found hanging on the back of Mr Oblomov’s dressing-room door.


    Bears’ legs being rather short put him at a disadvantage to start with, but as far as he could make out, Sergei Oblomov’s legs were twice as long as anyone else’s so that an unusually large amount of surplus material had to be lost at the top.


    Apart from tying a piece of string round his waist Paddington had hopefully made use of several drawing pins which he’d found on a notice board at the back of the stage, but most of these seemed to have fallen out so he had to spend some moments making last minute adjustments to a large safety pin which he’d put on in case of an emergency.


    It was at this moment that Sergei Oblomov, oblivious to all that had been going on, finished executing a particularly long and difficult pirouette near a pillar at the back of the stage and came hurrying down towards him.


    He stood for a moment poised on one foot, his eyes closed as he prepared himself for the big moment.


    Paddington raised his hat politely once again and then took hold of one of Mr Oblomov’s outstretched hands and shook it warmly with his paw.


    “Good afternoon, Sir Guy,” he exclaimed. “I’ve come to do the pas de deux!’


    Sergei Oblomov seemed suddenly to freeze in his position. For a brief moment, in fact, he seemed almost to have turned into stone and Paddington looked at him rather anxiously, but then several things happened to him in quick succession.


    First he opened his eyes, then he closed them and a shiver passed through his body, starting at his toes and travelling up to his head, almost as if he had been shot. Then he opened his eyes again and stared distastefully at his hand. It was warm under the lights and some kind of sticky substance seemed to have transferred itself from Paddington’s paw.


    “It’s all right, Sir Guy,” explained Paddington, wiping his paw hastily on one of the folds in his tights. “It’s only marmalade. I forgot to wash it off when I came out of the tuck shop.”


    If Mr Oblomov knew what marmalade was or, for that matter, if he’d ever heard of a tuck shop, he gave no sign. A shiver again seemed to pass through his body and as the music reached a crescendo he closed his eyes and with a supreme effort prepared himself once more for the pas de deux.


    Feeling very pleased that things seemed to have turned out all right in the end, Paddington took hold of Sergei Oblomov’s outstretched hand and bent down to pick up his suitcase.


    The next moment it felt as if he was in the centre of an earthquake, a tornado and a barrage of thunderbolts all rolled into one.


    First it seemed as if his arm had been torn out of its socket, then he felt himself spinning round and round like a top; finally he landed, still spinning, in a heap on the floor of the stage some distance away from Mr Oblomov.


    For a moment he lay where he was, gasping for breath and then he struggled to his feet just in time to see a vague figure in tights heading towards him through the glare of the footlights. As he focused on the scene Paddington noticed a nasty-looking gleam in Sergei Oblomov’s eyes which he didn’t like the look of at all and so he hurriedly sat down again.


    Mr Oblomov came to a halt and stared down at the figure on the floor. “I cannot go on,” he exclaimed gloomily. “For one zing you hov too much shortness – and for zee second thing – your entrechats – zey are not clean.”


    “My entrechats are not clean!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “But I had a bath last night.”


    “I do not mean zey are dirty,” hissed Mr Oblomov. “I mean zey should be clean – snappy – like so!”


    Without further ado he threw himself into the air, beat his legs together, crossed them in time to the music, and then uncrossed them again as he landed gracefully on one foot facing the audience.


    Paddington looked rather doubtful as the applause rang through the hall. “It’s a bit difficult when you’ve only got paws, Sir Guy,” he exclaimed. “But I’ll have a try.


    Closing his eyes as he’d seen Mr Oblomov do, Paddington jumped into the air, made a halfhearted attempt to cross his legs and then, as his tights began to slip, landed rather heavily on the stage. As he did so, to everyone’s surprise he suddenly shot up into the air again, his legs crossing and uncrossing, almost as if he’d been fired from a cannon.
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    “Good gracious!” exclaimed someone near the Browns. “That young bear’s done a triple!”


    “A sixer,” contradicted another elderly gentleman knowledgeably, as Paddington landed and then shot up in the air again with a loud cry. “Bravo!” he called, trying to make himself heard above the applause.


    Even Sergei Oblomov began to look impressed as Paddington executed several more entrechats each one higher and more complicated than the one before. Then, to show he wasn’t beaten, he himself gave a tremendous leap into the air, changed his legs over, beat them together, changed them back again, beat them together once more, and then, to a roar from the audience crossed them once again before landing.


    Paddington, who had been spending the last few seconds sitting on the stage peering at one of his paws, jumped up with a loud cry which echoed round the rafters as Sergei Oblomov landed heavily on his other paw.


    If the applause for Sergei Oblomov’s entrechat had been loud it was nothing compared to that which greeted Paddington as he shot up into the air once more, waving his paws wildly to and fro, crossing and uncrossing them and bringing them together before he landed and then catapulted up again almost out of sight.


    This time Sergei Oblomov himself had to acknowledge he’d met his match and with a graceful bow which brought murmurs of approval from the audience he stood back and joined in the applause as the music finally came to an end, and with Paddington’s leaps growing higher and wilder with every passing second the curtain came down.
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    “Well,” said Mr Brown as the applause finally subsided. “It may not have been the best ballet I’ve ever seen but it was certainly the most exciting.”


    “Haven’t seen anything like it since the Cossacks,” agreed the elderly gentleman nearby. “Five Grand Royales in a row!”


    Thoroughly surprised by the events of the afternoon the Browns tried to make their way backstage, but what with the speeches and the crowds of girls who came up to Judy in order to congratulate her on Paddington’s performance, it was some while before they were able to force their way through the door at the side of the stage. When they did finally break through they were even more surprised to find that Paddington had been removed to the school sanatorium for what was called ‘urgent First Aid’.


    “Oh dear, I hope he hasn’t broken anything,” said Mrs Brown anxiously as they hurried across the quadrangle. “Some of those jumps he did were very high.”


    “More likely to have slipped on a marmalade chunk,” said Mrs Bird darkly as they hurried into the ward. But even Mrs Bird looked worried when she caught sight of Paddington lying on a bed with his two back paws sticking up in the air swathed in bandages.


    “I can’t understand it,” said Miss Grimshaw, as she came forward to greet them. “Both his back paws are full of holes. I really must find matron and see what she’s got to say.”


    “Holes?” echoed the Browns.


    “Holes,” said Miss Grimshaw. “Quite small ones. Almost as if he’s got woodworm. Not that he could have of course,” she added hastily as a groan came from the direction of the bed. “Such a shame after the magnificent performance he gave. I doubt if we shall ever see the like again.”


    As Miss Grimshaw hurried off in search of the matron Mrs Bird gave a snort. Something about Paddington’s leaps on the stage had aroused her suspicions and now her eagle eyes had spotted a number of small shiny objects under the bed that so far no one else had seen.


    “Bears who try to pin their tights up with drawing pins,” she said sternly, “mustn’t be surprised when they fall out. And,” she added, “they mustn’t be disappointed if they step on them into the bargain and have to stay in hospital and miss the special marmalade pudding that’s waiting for them at home.”


    Paddington sat up in bed. “I think perhaps they’re getting better now,” he said hastily.


    Being an invalid with everyone fussing around was rather nice. On the other hand, marmalade pudding, particularly Mrs Bird’s marmalade pudding, was even nicer.
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    “But it’s no good if you want to carry on dancing,” warned Mrs Bird, as he clambered out of bed and tested his paws on the floor. “It’s much too rich and heavy. In fact, I’m not sure that you oughtn’t to go on a diet.”


    But Mrs Bird’s words fell on empty air as Paddington disappeared through the door in the direction of the car with remarkable haste for one who’d only just risen from a sick bed.


    “Perhaps it’s as well,” said Mr Brown gravely, as the others followed. “I can’t really picture Paddington embarking on a career as a ballet dancer.”


    “All those exercises,” agreed Mrs Brown with a shudder.


    “And those tights,” said Judy.


    “And all that leaping about,” added Mrs Bird.”If you ask me it’s much better to be simply a bear who likes his marmalade.”


    “Especially,” said Jonathan, amid general agreement, “if you happen to be a bear called Paddington.”
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  MRS BROWN STARED at Paddington in amazement. “Harold Price wants you to be an usher at his wedding?” she repeated. “Are you sure?”


  Paddington nodded. “I’ve just met him in the market, Mrs Brown,” he explained. “He said he was going to give you a ring as well.”


  Mrs Brown exchanged glances with the rest of the family as they gathered round to hear Paddington’s news.


  Harold Price was a young man who served on the preserves counter at a large grocery store in the Portobello Road, and the events leading up to his forthcoming marriage to Miss Deirdre Flint, who worked on the adjacent bacon and eggs counter, had been watched with interest by the Browns, particularly as it was largely through Paddington that they had become engaged in the first place.


  It had all come about some months previously when Paddington had lent a paw at a local drama festival in which Miss Flint had played the lead in one of Mr Price’s plays.


  A great many things had gone wrong that evening, but Mr Price always maintained afterwards that far from Paddington causing a parting of the ways, he and Miss Flint had been brought even closer together. At any event, shortly afterwards they had announced their engagement.


  It was largely because of Paddington’s part in the affair, and the numerous large orders for marmalade he’d placed with Mr Price over the years, that all the Browns had been invited to the wedding that day; but never in their wildest dreams had it occurred to any of them that Paddington might be one of the officials.


  During the silence which followed while everyone considered the matter, he held up a small, bright metal object. “Mr Price has given me the key to his flat,” he announced importantly. “He wants me to pick up the list of guests on the way to the church.”


  “Well, I must say it’s rather a nice idea,” said Mrs Brown, trying to sound more enthusiastic than she actually felt. “It’s really a case history repeating itself.”


  “Remembering what happened last time,” murmured Mr Brown, “I only hope it doesn’t repeat itself too faithfully.”


  “Everything turned out all right in the end,” Mrs Brown broke in hastily, as Paddington gave one of his hard stares. “Harold’s play did win first prize and he was very glad of Paddington’s help when the sound effects man let him down.”


  “I think he’s been let down again, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington earnestly. “He’s got no one to keep quiet during the ceremony.”


  “No one to keep quiet?” echoed Jonathan. Paddington’s thought processes were sometimes rather difficult to follow, and his present one was no exception.


  “I’ve no doubt that bear will do as well as anyone if he sets his mind to it,” said Mrs Bird, the Browns’ housekeeper, as Paddington, having startled everybody by announcing that he was going to have a special bath in honour of the occasion, disappeared upstairs in order to carry out his threat. “No doubt at all. After all, it’s only a matter of lending a paw and showing people to their right places in the church.”


  “Knowing the usual state of Paddington’s paws,” replied Mr Brown, “I think I’d sooner find my own way.”


  “He is having a bath, Daddy,” reminded Judy. “He’s just said so.”


  “He may be having a bath,” retorted Mr Brown grimly. “But he’s still got to get to the church. All sorts of things can happen before then.”


  “’Ush!” cried Jonathan suddenly. “I bet he thinks being an usher means he has to keep ’ush during the service.”
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  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown, as Jonathan’s words sank in. “I do hope he doesn’t tell Deirdre to be quiet when she’s making her responses. You know what a quick temper she’s got and I expect she’ll be all on edge as it is.”


  Mrs Brown began to look somewhat less happy about the whole affair as she turned the matter over in her mind, but at that moment the shrill sound of the telephone bell broke into her thoughts.


  “It’s Harold Price,” she hissed, putting her hand over the receiver. “He wants to know if it’s all right. What shall I say?”


  Mr Brown looked up at the ceiling as the sound of running water came from somewhere overhead. “Whatever we say it had better not be ‘no’,” he replied. “Not at this stage. We shall never hear the last of it if Paddington’s had a bath for nothing. Especially one he’s volunteered for.


  “All the same,” he continued, giving his suit a passing flick with the clothes-brush, “I can’t help feeling it isn’t the best of ways to start married life. I don’t think I should have been very keen on having a bear as an usher at my wedding – even if I had been let down.”


  Mr Brown wasn’t over enthusiastic about weddings at the best of times, and the thought of attending one at which Paddington was lending a paw filled him with foreboding.


  Nevertheless, even Mr Brown’s fears were gradually set at rest as the day wore on, for Paddington’s behaviour seemed beyond reproach.


  When they arrived at the church he was busily engaged with a long and important-looking list of names which enabled him to check the invitations and sort out the friends of the bride from those of the groom, and as he led them down the aisle towards their allotted places they couldn’t help noticing how spick and span he looked. His fur had a newly brushed, glistening appearance, and his whiskers were so shiny they made the large white carnation which he wore tied round his neck look almost dowdy by comparison.


  If the Browns had any criticism at all it was that he was taking his job a little too seriously. Jonathan’s earlier theory proved all too correct and as soon as anyone so much as parted their lips he hurried up to them with his paw raised and gave them a hard stare. Some of his stares, which had been handed down to him by his Aunt Lucy in Peru, were very powerful indeed and in no time at all it would have been possible to have heard the proverbial pin drop.


  Even the vicar looked most impressed when he came into the church and saw the attentive state of his congregation.


  “I don’t see how we can explain now,” hissed Mr Brown. “It’s a bit difficult when you’re not allowed to say anything.”


  The others contented themselves with a nod of agreement, for at that moment Paddington, having carefully checked the list of guests for the last time to make certain everyone was present, settled himself down in a nearby pew in order to consult his programme and enjoy the forthcoming ceremony in comfort.


  In any case, they soon had other matters to occupy their minds, for a moment or so later Mr Price and his best man arrived and took up their places near the front.


  They both looked unusually agitated, even for such a nerve-racking occasion as a wedding, and Mr Price in particular kept jumping up and down like a jack-in-the-box. He seemed to want to speak to Paddington, but each time he turned round and opened his mouth Paddington put a paw firmly to his lips.


  “I don’t remember Harold having that nervous twitch before,” whispered Mrs Brown, uneasily.


  “I think it’s got something to do with the ring,” whispered Judy, passing on what little bit of information she’d been able to glean from those in front. “They’re having to make do with a brass one off Mr Price’s bedroom curtains. Apparently the real one’s disappeared.”


  “Disappeared!” echoed Mrs Brown. For a moment she quite forgot Paddington’s presence in the nearby pew, but as it happened she needn’t have worried, for Paddington seemed even more affected than anyone by this latest piece of news. His whiskers sagged, his face took on a sudden woebegone expression, and even the carnation round his neck seemed to wilt in sympathy.


  “Deirdre’s not going to be very pleased when she hears,” murmured Mr Brown. “I shouldn’t like to be the person who’s got it!”


  “Ssh!” hissed Mrs Brown. “Here she comes!”


  The Browns fell silent as there was a rustle of silk behind them and Deirdre, resplendent in a snow-white wedding gown, sailed past on the arm of Mr Flint.


  Only Paddington failed to join in the general gasps of admiration which greeted her entrance. For some reason best known to himself he appeared to be engaged in a kind of life and death struggle on the floor of the church. Several times he was lost to view completely and each time he rose again he was breathing more and more heavily and his expression looked, if possible, unhappier than before.


  However, unhappy though it was, it seemed almost joyful by comparison with the grim one which came over Miss Flint’s face a moment or so later when she took in the whispered aside from her husband-to-be.


  For one brief moment indeed, it looked as if for two pins Miss Flint would have called the whole thing off, and when it came to the time for her to say “I do”, there was quite a nasty pause before she managed to get the words out.


  When the ceremony finally came to an end both she and Harold hurried towards the vestry in order to sign the register rather as if they had a bus to catch, and not a bit like two people who had just agreed to spend the rest of their lives together.


  “I’m glad I’m not in Harold’s shoes,” said Mr Brown, as the door closed behind them. “Deirdre looked as black as thunder.”


  “Ssh!” began Mrs Brown.”We don’t want Pad…”


  She was about to say that one upset was enough and they didn’t want to add to the confusion by having Paddington take up his ’ushing duties again, but as she looked round the church it was only to discover that Paddington was nowhere in sight.


  “There he is!” cried Judy suddenly, as she looked back over her shoulder.


  Turning round to follow her gaze the rest of the Browns were just in time to catch a glimpse of a familiar figure hurrying up the aisle in the direction of the entrance doors.
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  “Perhaps he wants to be in the front of the photograph,” said Mrs Brown hopefully, as Paddington, after casting an anxious glance over his shoulder, picked up his suitcase and hat from behind a nearby pillar and disappeared from view. “He’s always very keen on anything like that for his scrapbook, and he looks as if he’s got something on his mind.”


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird. “That’s as may be. But if you ask me that young bear’s mind is not the only thing he’s got something on.”


  Mrs Bird’s sharp eyes had noticed a momentary gleam from one of Paddington’s paws as he’d gone out into the sunshine. It was the second time within the space of a few minutes she’d spotted the strange phenomenon. The first occasion had been during the service itself, when the vicar had asked the assembly if anyone present knew of any good reason why Deirdre and Harold shouldn’t get married. Paddington had half raised his paw and then, much to her relief, he’d changed his mind at the last moment.


  Mrs Bird was good at adding two and two together as far as Paddington was concerned, but wisely she kept the result of her calculations to herself for the time being.


  In any case, before the others had time to question her on the subject a rather worried-looking churchwarden hurried up the aisle and stopped at their pew in order to whisper something in Mr Brown’s ear.


  Mr Brown rose to his feet. “I think we’re wanted in the vestry,” he announced ominously. “It sounds rather urgent.”


  Mr Brown was tempted to add that the churchwarden had also asked if Paddington could accompany them, but in the event he decided not to add to their worries.


  All the same, as he led the way into the vestry he began to look more and more worried, and if he’d been able to see through the stone walls into the churchyard outside, the chances are that he would have felt even more so.


  For Paddington was in trouble. Quite serious trouble. One way and another he was used to life having its ups and downs, but as he held his paw up to the light in order to examine it more closely even he had to admit he couldn’t remember a time when his fortunes had taken quite such a downward plunge.


  Sucking it had made no difference at all; jamming it in the rails which surrounded the churchyard only seemed to have made matters worse; and even the application of a liberal smear of marmalade from an emergency jar which he kept in his suitcase had been to no avail.


  As far as paws went, his own was looking unusually smart and well cared for. Apart from the remains of the marmalade it wouldn’t have disgraced an advertisement for fur coats in one of Mrs Brown’s glossy magazines. Even the pad had an unusual glow about it, not unlike that of a newly polished shoe.


  However, it wasn’t the pad or its surroundings which caused Paddington’s look of dismay, but the sight of a small gold wedding ring poking out from beneath his fur; and the longer he looked at it the more unhappy he became.


  He’d found the ring lying on the dressing table when he’d gone to Harold Price’s room in order to pick up the wedding list, and at the time it had gone on one of his claws easily enough. But now it was well and truly stuck, and nothing he could do would make it budge one way or the other.


  In the past he had always kept on very good terms with Mr Price. Even so, he couldn’t begin to imagine what his friend would have to say about the matter. Nor, when he considered it, could he picture Deirdre exactly laughing her head off when she heard the news that her wedding ring was stuck round a bend on a bear’s paw. From past experience he knew that Deirdre had a very sharp tongue indeed when even quite minor things went wrong with her bacon slicer, and he shuddered to think what she would have to say about the present situation.


  As if to prove how right he was, his thoughts were broken into at that very moment, as the sound of Deirdre’s voice raised in anger floated out through the open window above his head.


  By climbing on top of his suitcase and standing on tiptoe, Paddington was just able to see inside the vestry and when he did so he nearly fell over backwards again in alarm, for not only was Deirdre there, laying down the law to a most unhappy-looking Mr Price; but the best man, sundry relatives, the Browns and quite a number of other important-looking people were there as well.


  Indeed, so great was the crowd and so loud the argument, it gave the impression that more people were attending the signing of the register than had been present at the actual ceremony.


  Paddington was a hopeful bear at heart but the more he listened to Deirdre, the more his spirits dropped and the more he realised the only thing they had in common was a wish that he’d never been invited to the wedding in the first place, let alone act as an usher.


  After a moment or two he clambered back down again, took a deep breath, picked up his suitcase and headed towards a large red box just outside the churchyard.


  It wasn’t often that Paddington made a telephone call – for one thing he always found it a bit difficult with paws – but he did remember once reading a poster in a phone box about what to do in times of an emergency and how it was possible to obtain help without paying.
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  It had seemed very good value at the time and as far as he could make out it would be difficult to think of a situation which was more of an emergency than his present one.


  His brief appearance at the window didn’t go entirely unnoticed, but fortunately the only person who saw him was Judy, and by the time she’d passed the message on to Jonathan he’d disappeared again.


  “Perhaps it was a mirage,” said Jonathan hopefully.


  “It wasn’t,” said Judy. “It was Paddington’s hat.”


  “Paddington!” echoed Deirdre, catching the end of Judy’s reply. “Don’t mention that name to me.”


  “Look!” she announced dramatically, holding up her wedding finger for what seemed to her audience like the hundredth time. “A curtain ring! A brass curtain ring!”


  “I thought it would be better than nothing,” said the best man, hastily cupping his hands under Deirdre’s in case the object of her wrath fell off. “I was hoping you might have big fingers.”


  Deirdre gave the best man a withering glare and then turned her attention back to the unfortunate Harold. “Don’t just stand there,” she exclaimed. “Do something!”


  “Look here,” broke in Mr Brown. “I still don’t see why you’re blaming Paddington.”


  “My room’s on the fifth floor,” said Mr Price, briefly. “And there are only two keys. Paddington had the other one.”


  “Fancy asking a bear to be an usher,” said Deirdre, scornfully. “You might have known something would happen. I shall never be able to show my face in the shop again. Practically all our best customers are here.”


  The new Mrs Price broke off as quite clearly above her words there came the sound of a siren, at first in the distance, and then gradually getting closer and closer.


  The vicar glanced nervously out of his vestry window. Quite a crowd seemed to have collected outside the church and even as he watched, a large, red fire engine, its siren sounding furiously, screamed to a halt and several men in blue uniform jumped off, their hatchets at the ready.


  “That’s all I need,” said Deirdre bitterly, as the vicar excused himself and hurried off to investigate the matter. “A fire! That’ll round off the day nicely!” The room fell silent as Mr Price’s bride, having exhausted the topic of the things she would like to do, embarked on a long list of the things she wasn’t going to do under any circumstances until she got her wedding ring back; including signing the register, having her photograph taken and going on her honeymoon.
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  It was just as she reached the last item, and Mr Price’s face had fallen to its longest ever, that the door burst open and the vicar hurried back into the room closely followed by a man in a fireman’s uniform, and behind him, Paddington himself.


  “There you are, Paddington,” said Mrs Brown thankfully. “Where have you been?”


  “Having a bit of a sticky time of it, if you ask me, ma’am,” began the fireman, “what with one thing and another.”


  “My ring!” broke in Deirdre, catching sight of a shiny object in Paddington’s outstretched paw.


  “I’m afraid it got stuck round a bend, Mrs Price,” explained Paddington.


  “Stuck round a bend?” repeated Deirdre disbelievingly. “How on earth did that happen?”


  Paddington took hold of the ring in his other paw in order to demonstrate exactly what had gone wrong. “I’m not sure,” he admitted truthfully. “I just slipped it on for safety and when I tried to take it off again…”


  The fireman gave a groan. “Don’t say you’ve done it again!” he exclaimed. “I only just got it off.”


  “Bears!” groaned Deirdre. “I’m not meant to get married.”


  “What I can’t understand,” said Mr Price, “is why you put it on your paw in the first place, Mr Brown.”


  “You said you were going to give Mrs Brown a ring,” said Paddington unhappily. “I thought I’d save you the bother.”


  “I said I was going to give Mrs Brown a ring?” repeated Harold, hardly able to believe his ears.


  “I think you did,” said Mrs Brown. “Paddington probably didn’t realise you meant a ring on the telephone.”


  “Quite a natural mistake,” said Mrs Bird in the silence which followed. “Anyone might have made it in the circumstances.”


  “Never mind,” said the fireman. “What goes on must come off – especially the second time.


  “I tell you what,” he continued, sizing up the situation as he got to work on Paddington’s paw with a pair of pliers, “if the happy couple would like to sign the register while I do this, I’ll get my crew to form a guard of honour outside the church.”


  “A guard of honour!” exclaimed Deirdre.


  “With axes,” said the fireman.


  The new Mrs Price began to look slightly better pleased.”Well, I don’t know really…” she simpered, patting her hair.


  “It’s a bit irregular,” whispered the fireman in Paddington’s ear, “and we don’t normally do it for people outside the service, but we’ve a big recruiting drive on at the moment and it’ll be good publicity. Besides, it’ll help calm things down a bit.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully. “I shall ask for you if ever I have a real fire.”


  “It’ll make a lovely photograph,” said Harold persuasively, taking Deirdre’s hand and leading her across the room. “And it’ll be something to show the girls back in the shop.”


  “If the ring won’t come off, perhaps I could come on the honeymoon with you, Mrs Price,” said Paddington hopefully. “I’ve never been on one of those before.”


  Deirdre’s back stiffened as she bent down to sign the register.


  “I don’t think that’ll be necessary,” said the fireman hastily, as he removed the ring at long last and handed it to Mr Price for safe keeping.


  “Tell you what, though,” he added, seeing a look of disappointment cross Paddington’s face. “As you can’t go on the honeymoon perhaps we’ll give you a lift to the wedding breakfast on our way back to the station instead.


  “After all,” he continued, looking meaningly at Mrs Price, “if this young bear hadn’t had the good sense to call us when he did he might still be wearing the ring and then where would you be?”


  And to that remark not even Deirdre could find an answer.


  “Gosh!” said Jonathan, as the Browns made their way back up the aisle. “Fancy riding on the back of a fire engine!”


  “I don’t suppose there are many bears who can say they’ve done that,” agreed Judy.


  Paddington nodded. A lot of things seemed about to happen all at once, and he wasn’t quite sure which he was looking forward to most. Apart from the promised ride he’d never heard of anyone having their breakfast in the afternoon before, let alone a wedding one, but it sounded a very good way of rounding things off.


  “If you and Mrs Price ever want to get married again,” he announced, as Harold led Deirdre out of the church and paused for the photographers beneath an archway of raised fire axes, “I’ll do some more ’ushing for you if you like.”


  Deirdre shuddered. “Never again,” she said, taking a firm grip on Harold’s arm. “Once is quite enough.”


  Mr Price nodded his agreement. “It’s as I said in the beginning,” he remarked, from beneath a shower of confetti, “young Mr Brown has a habit of bringing people closer together in the end, and this time it’s for good!”
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  “I KNOW IT’S none of my business,” said Mrs Bird, pausing for a moment as she cleared the breakfast table, “but do you think Mr Curry’s suddenly come into some money?” She nodded towards the next-door garden. “He’s out there practising with his golf clubs again this morning. That’s the third time this week.”


  “I must say it’s very strange,” agreed Mrs Brown, as the clear sound of a ball being hit by a club greeted her housekeeper’s remarks. “He seemed to be turning his lawn into a putting green yesterday and he’s got some plus-fours hanging on the line.”


  Paddington, who until that moment had been busily engaged in finishing up the last of the toast and marmalade before Mrs Bird removed it from the table, suddenly gave vent to a loud choking noise. “Mr Curry’s plus-fours are hanging on the line!” he exclaimed when he had recovered himself.


  He peered through the window with interest, but Mr Curry’s clothes line seemed very little different from any other day of the week. In fact, apart from a tea towel and jerseys the only unusual item was a pair of very odd-looking trousers which hung limp and bedraggled in the still morning air.


  “Those are plus-fours,” explained Mrs Brown. “They’re special trousers people used to wear when they played golf. You don’t often see them nowadays.”


  Mrs Brown looked just as puzzled as her housekeeper as she considered Mr Curry’s strange behaviour. Apart from having a reputation for meanness, the Browns’ neighbour was also noted for his bad temper and unsportsmanlike attitude generally. The idea of his taking up any sort of game was hard to picture and when it was an expensive one like golf then it became doubly so.


  “That reminds me,” she continued, turning away from the window. “Henry asked me to get his golfing things out for him. There’s an ‘open day’ at the golf club on Saturday and he wants to go. They’re expecting quite a crowd. Arnold Parker’s putting in a special appearance and he’s judging one or two competitions. I don’t know whether Henry’s going in for any of them but apparently there are some quite big prizes. There’s a special one for the person whose ball travels the farthest and…”


  “Hmm,” said Mrs Bird as Mrs Brown’s voice trailed away. “There’s no need to say any more. That’s one mystery solved!”


  Although she wasn’t in the habit of interesting herself in other people’s affairs Mrs Bird liked to get to the bottom of things. “Trust Mr Curry to be around when there’s a chance of getting something for nothing,” she snorted as she disappeared towards the kitchen with her tray.


  As Mrs Brown picked up the remains of the crockery and followed her housekeeper out of the room Paddington climbed up on to his chair and looked hopefully out of the window. But Mr Curry was nowhere in sight and even the sound of shots being practised seemed to have died away, so he climbed back down again and a few minutes later hurried out into the garden in order to investigate the matter more closely.


  In the past he’d several times come across Mr Brown’s golf clubs in the cupboard under the stairs, but he’d never watched the game being played before and the possibility of seeing Mr Curry practising on his lawn and being able to take a closer look at his plus-fours into the bargain seemed an opportunity too good to be missed.


  Crouching down to the ground behind Mr Brown’s shed he put his eye to a special knothole in the fence which usually gave a very good view of the next-door garden, but to his surprise there was nothing to be seen but a wall of blackness.


  Looking most disappointed Paddington picked up one of Mr Brown’s old bean sticks and poked it hopefully through the hole in an attempt to unblock it. As he did so a loud cry of pain suddenly rang out and he nearly fell over backwards with surprise as the familiar figure of the Browns’ neighbour suddenly rose into view on the other side of the fence.


  “Bear!” roared Mr Curry as he danced up and down clutching his right eye. “Did you do that on purpose, bear?”


  Hastily letting go of the stick, Paddington jumped back in alarm. “Oh, no, Mr Curry,” he exclaimed. “I was only trying to unblock the hole. If I’d known you were there I’d have done it much more gently. I mean…”


  “What’s that?” bellowed Mr Curry. “What did you say?”


  Paddington gave up trying to explain what he meant as the face on the other side of the fence turned a deep purple.


  “I wanted to see your sum trousers, Mr Curry,” he said unhappily.


  “My what trousers?” repeated Mr Curry.


  “Your sum trousers, Mr Curry,” said Paddington. “The ones you play golf in.”


  Mr Curry gave Paddington a searching look with his good eye. “If you mean my plus-fours, why don’t you say so, bear,” he growled. Removing his hand from the other eye he glared suspiciously across the fence. “I was looking for my golf ball. It went over into your garden.”


  Anxious to make amends, Paddington looked around Mr Brown’s garden and almost immediately spied a small white object nestling among the tomato plants. “Here it is, Mr Curry,” he called. “I think it’s broken one of Mr Brown’s stems.”


  “If people don’t take the trouble to build their fences high enough they must expect these things,” said Mr Curry nastily as he took the ball.


  He examined it carefully to make sure it wasn’t damaged and then looked thoughtfully at Paddington. “I didn’t realise you were interested in golf, bear,” he remarked casually.


  Paddington returned his gaze doubtfully. “I’m not sure if I am yet, Mr Curry,” he said carefully.


  On more than one occasion in the past he’d been caught napping by a casual remark from the Browns’ neighbour and had no wish to find himself agreeing by mistake to build a golf course for ten pence.


  Mr Curry looked over his shoulder in order to make sure no one else was around and then he signalled Paddington to come closer. “I’m looking for someone to act as caddie for me in the golf competition tomorrow,” he said, lowering his voice. “I have some very expensive equipment and I need someone reliable to take charge of it all.


  “If I find the right person,” he continued meaningly, “I might not report whoever it is for nearly poking my eye out with a stick.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Curry,” began Paddington even more doubtfully.


  Almost before the words were out of his mouth Mr Curry rubbed his hands together. “Good! That’s settled then,” he said briskly. “I’ll see you on the links at two o’clock sharp.


  “Mind you,” he added sternly as he turned to go. “If I let you do it I shall hold you responsible for everything. If any of my balls get lost you’ll have to buy me some new ones.”


  Paddington stared unhappily after the retreating figure in the next-door garden. He wasn’t at all sure what duties a caddie had on a golf course but from the tone of Mr Curry’s last remarks he had a nasty feeling that not for the first time he was getting the worst of the bargain.


  In the event his worst fears were realised and any ideas he might have entertained of actually having a go himself were quickly dashed the following day when he met Mr Curry at the entrance to the golf course.


  The Browns’ neighbour wasn’t in a very good mood, and as the afternoon wore on and Paddington laboured wearily up hill and down dale, struggling with the bag of clubs, his hopes grew fainter still.


  Mr Curry seemed to spend most of his time climbing in and out of one or other of the many bunkers scattered about the eighteen holes on the golf course, his temper getting shorter and shorter, and Paddington was thankful when at long last the spot where the big competition of the day was being held came into view and they stood awaiting their turn to start.


  “You’ll have to keep your eyes skinned here, bear,” growled Mr Curry, surveying the fairway. “I shall be hitting the ball very hard and you mustn’t lose sight of it. I don’t want it getting mixed up with anyone else’s.”


  “It’s all right, Mr Curry,” said Paddington eagerly. “I’ve put a special mark on the side with some marmalade peel.”


  “Marmalade peel?” echoed Mr Curry. “Are you sure it won’t come off?”


  “I don’t think so, Mr Curry,” replied Paddington confidently. “It’s some of my special marmalade from the cut-price grocers in the market. Mrs Bird always says their chunks never come off anything.”


  Paddington glanced around while he was explaining what he’d done. Quite a large crowd had assembled to watch the event and he felt most important as he leaned nonchalantly on Mr Curry’s club in the way that he’d seen Arnold Parker do in some of the many posters advertising the event.
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  Even Mr Curry himself began to look slightly better pleased with things in general as he took in the scene around them.


  “Of course, bear,” he announced in a loud voice for the benefit of some nearby spectators, “I’ve only been practising so far. Getting my hand in, so to speak. It’s a long time since I played golf so I’ve been saving myself for this event. Now, when I go up to get my prize I’d like you to…”


  Mr Curry’s voice broke off and whatever else he’d been about to say was lost for posterity as a loud crack rent the air and Paddington suddenly rolled over on to the grass clutching a short length of stick in his paw.


  “Bear!” bellowed Mr Curry. For once words deserted him as he pointed a trembling finger at the broken end of his golf club.


  Paddington sat up and peered unhappily at the two jagged pieces. “Perhaps you could tie them together, Mr Curry,” he said hopefully.


  “Tie them together!” spluttered Mr Curry. “Tie them together! My best driver! I’ll… I’ll…”


  “Look here.” A voice at Mr Curry’s elbow broke into the argument. “If anyone is owed an apology it’s this young bear. From the way you were playing earlier on I’m not surprised that club snapped. It’s a wonder there wasn’t a nasty accident. And if this is your best one I must say I wouldn’t care to see your worst. It’s all rusty!”


  The owner of the voice looked distastefully at the remains of Mr Curry’s club and then bent down to give Paddington a hand. “My name’s Parker,” he announced. “Arnold Parker. I’m acting as judge here this afternoon.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Parker,” said Paddington, looking most impressed at having such a famous person help him to his feet. “My name’s Brown. Paddington Brown.”


  “Arnold Parker?” repeated Mr Curry. The cross expression on his face disappeared as if by magic. “I was only joking,” he said, creasing his face into a smile as he reached into his golf bag. “These things happen. I do have another driver. It’s a much heavier one, of course… I really only keep it for when I’m playing in important matches… but still…


  “Remind me to give you ten pence when we get home, bear,” he added in a loud voice for the benefit of Arnold Parker.


  Paddington blinked at the Browns’ neighbour in amazement. It was most unlike him to want to pay out ten pence at the end of a hard day’s work let alone offer one without so much as being asked.


  “Do you happen to have my tee handy, bear?” asked Mr Curry, as he took up his position at the start.


  “Your tea, Mr Curry?” repeated Paddington. Taken even more by surprise at this sudden request, he reached hastily under his hat in an effort to make amends for his accident, and withdrew a marmalade sandwich.


  Mr Curry took the sandwich, looked at it for a moment as if he could hardly believe his eyes, and then threw it on the ground. “I don’t mean that sort of tea, bear,” he growled, his smile becoming even more fixed than before. “I mean the kind you place the ball on.”


  Taking a deep breath he reached into his pocket and withdrew a small object made of yellow plastic which he pushed into the ground in front of him.


  Balancing Paddington’s specially marked ball on top of the tee, Mr Curry stood back, took careful aim along the fairway, swung the new club over his shoulder, and then to everyone’s surprise gave a loud yell as in one continuous movement he turned head over heels like a Catherine wheel.


  “Oh dear,” said Arnold Parker. He bent down and examined something on the ground. “I think you must have accidentally trodden on Mr Brown’s marmalade sandwich!”


  The golf club was situated close to a railway line and fortunately for the ears of the onlookers in general, and Paddington in particular, Mr Curry’s remarks for the next few minutes as he sat digesting this piece of information were drowned by the noise of a passing train.


  “Marmalade!” he exclaimed. “All over my best plus-fours!” He sat up rubbing his leg. “And I’ve hurt myself,” he groaned. “Now I shan’t be able to play.”


  Arnold Parker began to look rather concerned as Mr Curry screwed up his face. “If I were you I’d go along to the First Aid tent,” he said. “It may be serious.”


  “Bear!” roared Mr Curry. “It’s all your fault, bear. Leaving marmalade sandwiches lying around like that.”


  “Nonsense!” said Arnold Parker, coming to Paddington’s rescue again. “If you hadn’t thrown it down in the first place it would never have happened. It’s a judgement.”


  “Perhaps I could have a go for you, Mr Curry,” said Paddington eagerly.


  Arnold Parker looked at him thoughtfully. “There’s no reason why not,” he said, turning to Mr Curry. “It doesn’t say anything in the rules about bears being barred and it’ll save you losing your entrance money.”


  Mr Curry pricked up his ears at this last piece of information. He glared at Paddington and then, swallowing hard, handed over his club. “All right, bear,” he said ungraciously. “I suppose it’s better than nothing. But mind you make a good job of it.


  “And make sure you address the ball properly,” he barked, as Paddington took up his position.


  “Make sure I address the ball properly, Mr Curry?” exclaimed Paddington, looking most surprised. “I don’t even know where it’s going!”


  “I think he’s worried about your stance, Mr Brown,” said Arnold Parker soothingly.


  “My stamps!” echoed Paddington, growing more and more confused. Looking at Mr Curry’s ball there didn’t seem much room for even a short address let alone a stamp as well and he was most relieved when Arnold Parker explained that addressing the ball was only another way of saying you were getting ready to hit it and that ‘stance’ simply described the way you stood.


  Paddington looked around at the crowd. It seemed to him that golfers used a lot of very long and complicated words to describe the simple act of hitting a small white ball with a club.


  Taking hold of Mr Curry’s club he closed his eyes, and to the accompaniment of a gasp of alarm from some of the nearby spectators, swung the club with all his might.


  “Er… perhaps you could try standing a little nearer,” said Arnold Parker, after a few minutes and quite a number of goes had passed by without anything happening. He looked at his watch and then at the queue of waiting competitors. “It must be a bit difficult with paws,” he added encouragingly.


  Paddington mopped his brow and stared at the ball in disgust. He felt there were several improvements he could make to the game of golf, not the least of which would be to have a bigger ball. All the same he was a determined bear and after deciding to have one last try he closed his eyes again, gripped the club as hard as he could, and took a final swing.


  This time there was a satisfying crack as the end of the club made contact with the ball.
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  “Fore!” shouted someone in the crowd behind him.


  “Five!” exclaimed Paddington, falling over in his excitement.


  “Congratulations!” said Arnold Parker, as he picked himself up off the ground. “Did anyone see where it went?”


  “I did,” shouted Mr Curry above the noise of a passing goods train. “Over there!” He pointed towards a large patch of scrubland between the tee and the railway line and then turned back to Paddington.


  “Bear,” he said slowly and carefully, “I’m going to the First Aid tent now to get my leg seen to. If you haven’t found my ball by the time I get back… I’ll… I’ll…” The Browns’ neighbour left his sentence unfinished as he hobbled away, but the expression on his face more than made up for any lack of words and Paddington’s heart sank as he bade goodbye to Arnold Parker and made his way slowly in the direction of the railway line.


  From a distance the piece of land had looked bad enough, full of long grass and brambles, but now that he was close to it Paddington decided he wouldn’t fancy his chances of finding a football let alone anything as small as a golf ball, and even the friendly sight of the train driver waving in his direction as the engine disappeared round a bend failed to cheer him up as he settled down to his unwelcome task.


  


  Mr Curry sat up in bed in the Casualty Ward of the hospital and stared in amazement at the shiny new bag of golf clubs. “Do you mean to say I won these?” he said.


  “Paddington won them,” replied Mrs Bird firmly. “And now he’s very kindly giving them to you.”


  “And I’ve brought you a ‘get well’ present too, Mr Curry,” said Paddington, handing over a small white plastic object with holes in the side. “It’s a special practice ball which doesn’t go very far so it won’t get lost.”


  “Thank you very much, bear,” said Mr Curry gruffly. He stared first at Paddington and then at his presents. “It’s very kind of you. I was going to give you a good talking to but I shan’t now.”


  “I should think not indeed!” exclaimed Mrs Bird fiercely.


  “Fancy you hitting a ball farther than anyone else,” said Mr Curry, still hardly able to believe his eyes or his ears.


  “He didn’t exactly hit it farther,” said Jonathan, nudging his sister. “It only travelled farther. But Arnold Parker said it was probably a world record all the same.”


  “Especially for a bear,” added Judy, squeezing Paddington’s paw.


  “A world record!” Mr Curry began to look even more impressed as he listened to the others. “Very good, bear. Very good indeed!” He fingered his new clubs and then looked thoughtfully at the new practice ball. “It makes me want to have a go.”


  “I shouldn’t if I were you,” said Mrs Brown anxiously, reading Mr Curry’s thoughts. “You don’t want another accident.”


  “Nonsense!” exclaimed Mr Curry, sticking his legs out of the bed. “They’re letting me out soon. I feel better already.” He bent down, placed the ball in the middle of the polished floor, and then, before anyone could stop him, took careful aim with one of his new clubs. “One go won’t do any…”


  Mr Curry’s voice broke off and for a second he seemed to disappear in a flurry of arms and legs. Then a loud crash shook the ward.


  “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan. “Not again!”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “We did warn you…”


  “Nurse!” bellowed Mr Curry, as he sat up rubbing his injured leg. “Nurse! Where are you? Who left all this polish on the floor?”


  The Browns exchanged glances as the doors burst open and a crowd of figures in white led by a lady in a Sister’s uniform rushed into the ward.


  “I think we’d better beat a hasty retreat,” said Mr Brown, voicing the thoughts of them all.


  “It certainly wasn’t Paddington’s fault that time,” said Mrs Bird firmly.


  “You know what Mr Curry’s like,” said Mrs Brown.


  “Can’t we tell him the rest of the story?” asked Jonathan.


  Mr Brown shook his head. “I think it’ll have to wait,” he said, trying to make himself heard above the hubbub. “Anyway, I don’t suppose he’ll believe us.”


  Mrs Brown took one last look at the crowd round Mr Curry’s bed as she led the way up the ward. “Nine miles does sound a long way for a golf ball to go,” she agreed. “What a good job the rules didn’t say anything about how it travelled.”


  “Fancy landing in the cab of a railway engine,” said Jonathan. “No wonder the driver was waving at you.”


  “It was jolly good of him to have sent it back,” added Judy. “What do you think, Paddington?”


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. He gave a final wave of his paw in the direction of Mr Curry’s bed and then, as the familiar voice of the Browns’ neighbour rang out, he hastily followed the others through the door. “I think,” he said, amid general agreement, “it’s a good job I put a marmalade chunk on the side of the ball to mark it. Otherwise no one would have known it was mine!”
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  MRS BROWN GAVE a sigh as she searched through her kitchen drawer for an elastic band. “If I see another jar of calves’ foot jelly,” she exclaimed with unusual vigour, “I shall scream. That’s the fourth one this week. Not to mention three pots of jam, two dozen eggs and goodness knows how many bunches of grapes.”


  Mrs Bird gave a snort. “If you ask me,” she said grimly, “Mr Curry will be coming out of hospital when it suits him and not a minute before. He knows when he’s on to a good thing. Free board and lodging and everyone at his beck and call. He has a relapse every time the doctor says he’s getting better.”


  The Browns’ housekeeper took the elastic band from Mrs Brown and gave it a hard ping as she released it round the neck of the jar. From the expression on her face it looked as if Mr Curry could consider himself lucky that he wasn’t within range.


  It was a little over a week since the Browns’ neighbour had been admitted to hospital after his accident on the golf course and although X-rays and a number of probings from various doctors had revealed nothing amiss he still maintained he couldn’t move his leg.


  Since then the Browns had received a constant stream of postcards, notes and other messages containing urgent requests for things ranging from best grapes to newspapers, magazines, writing paper, stamps and other items too numerous to be mentioned.


  At first they had been only too pleased to oblige, and with Jonathan and Judy back at school after the summer holidays Paddington in particular had spent a great deal of his time rushing round the market with his shopping basket on wheels seeing to Mr Curry’s various wants.


  But after a week of visiting and listening to his complaints their enthusiasm was beginning to wear decidedly thin.


  Even the hospital staff were becoming restive and the Ward Sister herself had made some very pointed remarks about the shortage of beds.


  “I’m not having him here,” said Mrs Bird flatly. “That’s final. And I’m certainly not having Paddington run about after him once he’s home. He’ll be wearing that poor bear’s paws to the bone.”


  Paddington, who happened to arrive in the kitchen at that moment, gave a start and looked hastily at his paws, but to his relief there was no sign of anything poking through the pads and so he turned his attention to the basket of food standing on the table.


  “Now you’re sure you’ll be all right?” asked Mrs Brown as she carefully wedged a fruit cake into the last remaining space.


  Paddington licked his lips. “I think so, Mrs Brown,” he said.


  “And no picking the cherries out of the cake on the way,” warned Mrs Bird, reading his thoughts. “If Mr Curry finds any holes we shall be getting another postcard and I’ve had quite enough for one week.”


  Paddington looked most offended at the suggestion. “Pick cherries out of Mr Curry’s cake!” he exclaimed.


  Mrs Brown broke in hastily. “Explain to him that we can’t come tonight,” she said. “We’re all going out. There’s no need to stay more than five minutes. They don’t usually allow visiting in the morning but Mrs Bird rang the Sister in charge of the ward and she said it would be all right just this once.”


  Paddington listened carefully to all his instructions. In his heart of hearts he wasn’t too keen on visiting Mr Curry by himself. All his visits since the accident had been with other members of the family and he had a nasty feeling that the Browns’ neighbour might have one or two things to say on the subject of the golf match so he brightened at the news that he wouldn’t have to stay long.


  Mrs Brown had arranged for a taxi to call and take Paddington to the hospital and a few minutes later, armed with the basket together with a small parcel of sandwiches and a Thermos flask of hot cocoa in case he got delayed and missed his elevenses, he put on his duffle coat and hat and set off.


  As the taxi disappeared round the corner of Windsor Gardens Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird turned and went back inside the house.


  “I do hope we’re doing the right thing, letting him go by himself,” sighed Mrs Brown, as she closed the front door.


  “I shouldn’t worry about that bear,” said Mrs Bird decidedly. “He knows how to look after number one.


  Mrs Brown gave another sigh. “It wasn’t Paddington I was thinking of,” she replied. “It’s the hospital.”


  Mr Curry had been admitted to a hospital not far from Windsor Gardens. It was a busy establishment and Mrs Brown shuddered to think of what might happen if Paddington took the wrong turning and got lost in one of its many corridors.


  However, it was much too late to worry for it was only a matter of minutes before Paddington’s taxi swung off the main road, passed through some large gates, and drew to a halt at the main entrance to a large brick building.


  Paddington didn’t often have the chance to travel in a taxi, especially by himself, and he was slightly disappointed that it was all over so quickly. Nevertheless, he felt most important as he climbed out on to the forecourt, and after thanking the driver for the ride, made his way through the entrance doors towards a desk marked RECEPTION.


  “Mr Curry?” said the uniformed man behind the desk. He ran his finger down a long list clipped to a board. “I don’t recollect anyone of that name. Have you an appointment?”
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  “Oh, yes,” said Paddington. “Mrs Bird made one specially.” The receptionist scratched his head. “Any idea what he does?” he asked. “This is a big hospital, you know. We have all sorts of people here.”


  Paddington thought for a moment. “I don’t think he does anything very much,” he said at last. “Except grumble.”


  “That doesn’t help a lot,” said the man. “We’ve got one or two like that round here I can tell you. What’s your name, please?”


  “Brown,” said Paddington promptly. “Paddington Brown. From number thirty-two Windsor Gardens.”


  The receptionist riffled through some more papers. “I can’t find any bears down for an appointment either, let alone brown ones,” he said at last. “I think I’d better pass you on to our Mr Grant. He deals with all the difficult cases.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully. “Is he the head man?”


  “That’s right,” said the receptionist, picking up a telephone. He was about to dial a number when he paused and looked at Paddington. “The head man,” he repeated, his face clearing. “Bless me! Why didn’t you say so before? You want the psychiatrist.”


  Seeing Paddington’s look of surprise he leaned over his desk. “That’s the chap who looks after things up here,” he said, tapping his own head as he lowered his voice confidentially. “What we call the ‘head-shrinker’.”


  Paddington began to look more and more astonished as he listened. Although he was very keen on long words he’d never heard of one as long as ‘psychiatrist’ before, and even if his hat did feel a bit tight sometimes, particularly when he had a marmalade sandwich inside it, he wasn’t at all sure that he wanted to cure it by having his head shrunk.


  “I think I’d rather have my hat stretched instead,” he announced with growing alarm.


  It was the man’s turn to look surprised as he took in Paddington’s words. From where he was standing there was a very odd look about the figure on the other side of the desk, and although he couldn’t find any trace of an appointment in the name of Brown, he felt sure, if the present conversation was anything to go by, that for once the rules could be bypassed.


  Paddington had a very hard stare when he liked and, backing away slightly, the receptionist hastily consulted another list.


  “There, there,” he said. “There’s nothing to worry about. I’ll try and arrange for you to see our Mr Heinz.”


  “Mr Heinz!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “But I wanted to see Mr Curry. I’ve brought him one of Mrs Bird’s cherry cakes.”


  Reaching for a walking stick the man looked anxiously over his shoulder as he came round to the front of the desk. “I think you’ll find Mr Heinz much nicer,” he said, eyeing Paddington warily. Realising the expression ‘head-shrinker’ had been a bit upsetting, not to mention the word ‘psychiatrist’, he tried hard to think of another name. “He’s our best ‘trick-cyclist’,” he added soothingly. “Just follow me.”


  Apart from the time when he’d spilt some hot toffee down his front by mistake and then had been unable to stand up again after it set, Paddington hadn’t had a lot to do with hospitals. Even so he looked most surprised to hear they had such things as ‘trick-cyclists’ for the entertainment of visitors. It sounded very good value indeed and he looked around with interest as he followed the man towards a door at the far end of a long corridor.


  Motioning Paddington to wait, the man disappeared into the room. For a few moments there was the sound of a muffled conversation and then the door opened again.


  “You’re in luck’s way,” whispered the receptionist. “Mr Heinz can see you straight away. He’s got a free period.”


  Taking hold of Paddington’s spare paw he propelled him through the door and then hastily closed it behind him.


  After the brightness of the corridor the room seemed unusually dark. The slatted blinds were drawn over the windows and the only light came from a green shaded lamp on a desk at the far side. Apart from some cabinets and several chairs there was a long couch, rather like a padded table, in the middle of the room, and behind the desk itself Paddington made out the dim figure of a man in a white coat who appeared to be examining him through a pair of unusually thick-lensed glasses.


  “Come in… come in,” said the man, turning the lamp so that it shone on Paddington’s face. “Take off your coat and make yourself comfortable.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington, blinking in the strong light. He felt very pleased that he was the first one in and, taking off his duffle coat and hat, he placed them on top of his basket and then settled himself down in a nearby chair.


  “Have I got long to wait?” he asked, unwrapping his sandwiches.


  “Oh, no,” said the man in the white coat. He picked up a pen. “In fact, I’ll start right away.”


  “I’m sorry about the cherry cake,” said Paddington cheerfully.


  Mr Heinz put his pen down again. Taking off his glasses he breathed on the lenses, polished them with a handkerchief and then replaced them on his nose. “You are sorry about your cherry cake?” he repeated carefully.


  Paddington nodded. “I’m afraid I can’t let you have a slice,” he said, “because Mrs Bird doesn’t want any more postcards from Mr Curry. But you can have one of my marmalade sandwiches if you like.”


  Mr Heinz gave a slight shudder as he waved aside the open bag. “Very kind of you,” he said briefly, “but…” He paused. “Is anything the matter?” he enquired, as Paddington began peering anxiously around the room.


  “It’s all right, thank you, Mr Heinz,” said Paddington, turning his attention back to the man behind the desk. “I was only wondering where you keep your bike.”


  “My bike?” Mr Heinz rose from his chair and came round to the front of the desk. “This really is a most interesting case,” he exclaimed, rubbing his hands together. “The receptionist said… er…” He broke off as Paddington gave him a hard stare. “Er… that is… I may even write an article about it,” he continued hastily. “I don’t think I’ve had any bear patients before.”


  Helping Paddington to his feet Mr Heinz motioned him towards the couch in the middle of the room. “I’d like you to lie on that,” he said. “And then look up towards the ceiling and try to make your mind a blank.”


  Paddington examined the couch with interest. “Thank you very much,” he exclaimed doubtfully as he clambered up, “but shall I be able to see your tricks?”


  “My tricks?” repeated Mr Heinz.


  “The man in the hall said you were going to do some tricks,” explained Paddington, beginning to look rather disappointed that nothing much was happening.


  “I expect he was trying to humour… er… that is, keep you happy,” said Mr Heinz, making his way back to the desk.


  “As a matter of fact,” he continued casually, “I’d like to play a little game. It’s really to test your reactions.”


  “A game to test my reactions?” repeated Paddington, looking more and more surprised. “I didn’t know I had any.”
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  “Oh, yes,” said Mr Heinz. “Everyone has reactions. Some people have fast ones and some have slow.” He picked up his pen again. “Now I’m going to call out some words – quite quickly – and each time I call one out I want you to give me another one which has the opposite meaning… Right?”


  “Wrong,” said Paddington promptly.


  Mr Heinz paused with his pen halfway to the paper. “What’s the matter?” he asked crossly. “Aren’t you comfortable?”


  “Oh, yes,” said Paddington, “but you told me to say the opposite every time you gave me a word.” He sat up and gave the man behind the desk another hard stare. For someone who was supposed to be testing reactions he didn’t think much of Mr Heinz’s own ones at all.


  For some unknown reason Mr Heinz appeared to be counting under his breath. “That wasn’t the word, bear,” he said, breathing heavily. “Wait until I give you the go-ahead. Once you start I don’t want to hear anything else. I’ll give you a countdown, beginning… now. Three… two… one… go!”


  “Stop!” said Paddington.


  Mr Heinz opened his mouth and then appeared to change his mind. “Very good,” he said grudgingly.


  “Very bad,” replied Paddington eagerly.


  “Look here!” began Mr Heinz, a note of panic in his voice.


  “Look there!” cried Paddington wildly. Much as he had been looking forward to seeing Mr Heinz do some tricks on his bicycle he was beginning to think the present game was much more interesting and he looked most disappointed when his last reply was greeted with silence. “Can’t you think of any more words, Mr Heinz?” he asked.


  The psychiatrist spent a moment or two drumming on his desk with his fingers. He looked as if there were a number of words he would like to have said, but ignoring the temptation he picked up his pen again.


  “White,” he said wearily.


  “Black,” said Paddington, settling down again on the couch with his paws crossed and a pleased expression on his face.


  “Big,” said Mr Heinz hopefully.


  “Small,” said Paddington promptly.
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  “Fast,” said Mr Heinz.


  “Slow,” said Paddington.


  Trying several more words in quick succession Mr Heinz began to look better pleased with the way things were going and for several minutes his pen raced across the paper as he tried to keep pace with Paddington’s replies.


  “Fine,” he said at last, leaning back in his chair.


  “Wet,” exclaimed Paddington.


  Mr Heinz gave a chuckle. “We’ve finished…” he began.


  “We’ve started,” said Paddington.


  “No, we haven’t,” said Mr Heinz crossly.


  “Yes, we have,” cried Paddington.


  “No… no… no!” shouted Mr Heinz, thumping his desk.
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  “Yes… yes… yes!” cried Paddington, waving his paws in the air.


  “Will you stop!” yelled Mr Heinz.


  “No, I won’t!” cried Paddington, nearly falling off the couch in his excitement.


  Mr Heinz looked wildly about the room. “Why did I ever take this up?” he cried, burying his face in his hands. “I should have had my head examined!”


  Paddington sat up looking most surprised at the last remark. “Perhaps it needs shrinking,” he said, peering at Mr Heinz’s head with interest. “I should go and see the man in the hall. He might be able to help you. He knows all about these things.”


  As Paddington began clambering down off the couch Mr Heinz made a dash for the door. “I shall be gone for five minutes,” he announced dramatically. “Five minutes! And if you’re still here when I get back…”


  Mr Heinz left his sentence unfinished but from the way he punctuated it with the slam of the door even Paddington could see that he wasn’t best pleased at the way things had gone.


  He peered at the closed door for several moments and then hastily gathered up his belongings. There was another door leading out of Mr Heinz’s room and after considering the matter Paddington decided to investigate this one instead of the door he’d come in by. There had been rather a nasty expression on Mr Heinz’s face when he’d left, one which he hadn’t liked the look of at all, and whatever lay on the other side of the second door, Paddington felt sure it couldn’t be worse than the possibility of meeting the hospital’s ‘trick-cyclist’ again.
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  PADDINGTON CLOSED THE door behind him and stood for a moment mopping his brow. All in all he felt he’d had a narrow escape. He wasn’t quite sure what he’d escaped from but he hadn’t liked the look of things in the next room at all, and he was glad he’d decided to retire from the scene.


  He felt even more pleased a few seconds later when the muffled sounds of voices broke out on the other side of the wall. From what he could make out through the keyhole there appeared to be some kind of argument going on and several times he distinctly heard Mr Heinz thumping his desk. Gradually, however, the noise died away and at long last he was able to turn his attention to his new surroundings.


  After the previous room it was slightly disappointing. Apart from an old hat stand laden with white coats, the only items of furniture were a desk, on top of which was an open bag containing a number of instruments, a swivel chair, and a big steel rack which seemed to hold a lot of large photographic negatives, and which occupied most of one wall alongside a second door.


  It wasn’t a bit like some of the rooms he’d seen in hospital programmes on television, with people rushing in and out pushing trolleys and barking out orders. That apart, it was also a very cold room. From his few short visits to hospitals Paddington had noticed they were very keen on fresh air and Mr Curry’s was no exception. There were three windows in the room, all much too high to reach, and all of them wide open.


  Paddington began to feel pleased that Mrs Bird had thought to provide him with the Thermos flask full of hot cocoa in case he got delayed, and after several minutes had passed with no sign of anything happening he undid the top and poured some of the liquid into the cup.


  A moment later Paddington let out a yell which echoed and re-echoed around the room as he danced up and down waving the cup with one paw and clutching his mouth with the other. Mrs Bird was a great believer in making hot things as hot as possible and for once even she had excelled herself.


  Hastily pouring the remains of the cocoa back into the Thermos, Paddington replaced the top and then began peering inside the bag on the desk in the hope of finding a mirror so that he could examine the end of his tongue.
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  It was while he was doing this that a thoughtful expression gradually came over his face. In the past he’d often watched programmes about hospitals on television. In fact, he was very keen on some of them, particularly the ones where there was a lot of action, and he recognised several instruments in the bag as being identical to the ones Grant Dexter always carried when he made his rounds every Monday evening in the ‘Daredevil Doctor’ series.


  Gradually an ominous quiet descended on the room. A quiet broken only by the sound of heavy breathing and an occasional chink as Paddington investigated still deeper into the bag.


  It was some while later that the door leading to the corridor slowly opened and a small figure dressed entirely in white peered out through the gap. The corridor was empty, but even if there had been anyone around, little but the closest inspection would have revealed the identity of the face behind the mask as it looked furtively first one way and then the other.


  In fact, other than the unusual appearance of the coat, which reached right down to the floor, even Grant Dexter himself might have been forgiven if he’d met the wearer face to face and thought he was looking at a shortened version of his own reflection in a mirror.


  Apart from the mask, the head was almost completely enveloped in a white skullcap, and this in turn was surmounted by a head band and lamp. A stethoscope was draped around the neck, and although a few whiskers, which had obstinately refused to stay folded, poked out through some gaps and might have provided a clue, the rest of the face was almost entirely hidden.
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  Having carefully made sure no one was coming, Paddington closed the door again and turned his attention to the photographic plates hanging on the wall.


  Holding them up to the light in the way he’d seen Grant Dexter do many times before on television he peered at them hopefully, but after a few minutes he changed his mind and decided to sit down in the chair behind the desk instead. As pictures they had been most disappointing. As far as he could make out most of them showed a lot of old bones, and half of those were broken.


  The swivel chair was much more interesting and he spent some while swinging it round and round, gradually getting higher and higher until he was almost level with the top of the desk.


  Waving his paws wildly in the air in the way that Mr Heinz had done Paddington was about to give the chair a final heave when suddenly the whole world seemed to turn upside down and he found himself flying through the air. Everything went black for a moment and then he landed in a heap on the floor with what appeared to be a ton weight on top of him.


  As he struggled to remove the weight, Paddington heard a patter of running feet in the corridor outside and then the door suddenly burst open and a man in uniform rushed into the room.


  “Where is it? Where is it?” he cried, taking aim with a large, red fire extinguisher.


  Paddington paused in his efforts to free himself. “Where is it?” he repeated in surprise.


  “Blimey!” The man looked down at the figure on the floor. “Are you all right, sir? I thought there’d been an explosion or something. One of them gas cylinders going up.”


  Paddington thought for a moment. “I think I’m all right,” he said at last. “But the room’s still going round.”


  “I’m not surprised,” said the man, examining the wreckage. “Your seat’s come off.”


  Paddington looked round. “My seat’s come off!” he repeated in alarm.


  “Probably ran out of thread,” explained the man as he bent down to lend a helping hand. “I expect you was turning it round and round too quickly and broke the end stop…” He paused as he caught sight of a coloured badge in Paddington’s lapel. “’Ere,” he said. “Are you one of them gentlemen from overseas?”


  Paddington looked at him in amazement. “I come from Darkest Peru,” he said.


  “Thought so by your badge,” said the man. “Oh well, we all know who you want to see, don’t we?”


  “Do we?” exclaimed Paddington, looking more and more surprised. “I expect Mrs Bird rang up.”


  The man paused for a moment as if he hadn’t heard aright. “I think you’d best come along with me,” he said at last, giving Paddington a very odd look. Working in a large London hospital he’d become used to seeing strange sights, but somehow, now that he was able to get a better view, the figure standing in front of him surpassed even his previous experience. “We don’t want to keep ’is nibs waiting,” he continued, hastily opening the door. “’E don’t like it much.”


  “I know he doesn’t,” agreed Paddington, looking pleased that at long last someone understood what he’d come for. “Thank you very much.”


  The man looked at Paddington in astonishment as he picked up his basket. “’Ere,” he said, “you’re not taking that in with you are you?”
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  “I’ve brought it for him,” explained Paddington.


  “Oh, well,” said the man, scratching his head. “’Ave it your own way. But don’t say I didn’t warn you. And if you want my advice you’ll take them gloves off before you go in the ward.”


  “Take my gloves off!” exclaimed Paddington hotly as the man disappeared up the corridor. “Those aren’t gloves. They’re paws!”


  Taking a firm grip of the basket he hurried after the man in uniform giving the back of his head some very hard stares indeed as they passed through several sets of swing doors, along another corridor, and finally into a large, brightly lit room with a row of beds on either side.


  Paddington peered down the ward. “There’s Mr Curry,” he said excitedly, waving his paw in the direction of a bed at the far end. “I can see his grapes.”


  “I daresay it is,” said his guide, putting a finger to his lips as a tall, imposing figure rose from a group gathered round a nearby bed and fixed his eyes on them. “And that’s Sir Archibald. I can see ’is glares!”


  “Sir Archibald?” repeated Paddington in surprise.


  “That’s right,” said the man, looking pleased. “We’re just in time. He’s still doing ’is rounds.


  “Look,” he said, as Paddington hesitated. “You comes from overseas – right?”


  “Right,” said Paddington promptly.


  “And you ’as a badge in yer lapel – right?”


  “Right,” agreed Paddington rather more doubtfully as he looked down at his coat collar.


  “In that case,” said the man patiently, “you must be one of Sir Archibald’s students. ’E takes ’em on ’is rounds every Monday morning. And if I were you,” he whispered, giving Paddington an encouraging push, “I’d go and make my apologies to ’im before I was very much older. ’E don’t look best pleased to my way of thinking.”


  Thanking the man for his trouble Paddington picked up his basket again and hurried down the ward. He wasn’t at all sure who Sir Archibald was or why he had to apologise to him, but as he drew near and caught sight of the expression on his face he had to admit that the porter was right about the great man’s mood and he hastily lifted the top part of his skullcap and let it drop back into place before he bade him good morning.


  “Good afternoon’s more like it,” barked Sir Archibald. He glared at Paddington’s outfit with a look of disgust. “It’s ward round today – not operations. You’ll be frightening the patients out of their wits.


  “Now you are here,” he continued sarcastically, pointing to the patient under examination, “perhaps you can give us the benefit of your advice. Let’s have your diagnosis.”


  “My diagnosis!” exclaimed Paddington in alarm as he began unloading his basket. “There’s a cherry cake and some calves’ foot jelly, but I don’t think Mrs Bird mentioned one of those.”


  “Calves’ foot jelly,” repeated Sir Archibald, as if in a dream. “Did you say calves’ foot jelly?”


  “Grant Dexter always says it’s very good if you’re ill,” said Paddington.


  “Grant Dexter!” spluttered Sir Archibald. “And who might he be?”


  “You don’t know Grant Dexter!” exclaimed Paddington, looking most surprised. “He’s in ‘Daredevil Doctor’ every Monday. He’s very good at curing people. All his patients get better.”


  “I think he’d like to know what you feel about this patient,” hissed one of the other doctors, pointing to the man on the bed as a loud snort came from the direction of Sir Archibald.


  “Have a listen on your stethoscope,” murmured someone else, reaching over to undo the man’s pyjama jacket. “Do something!”


  Paddington grew more and more confused as he listened to the crumbs of advice. Picking up a headset off the bed he took the end of the stethoscope which someone else handed him and began hastily poking it on the man’s chest as he listened hopefully.
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  “Well,” said Sir Archibald testily. “May we have your considered opinion?”


  Paddington removed the headset. “I can hear someone talking,” he announced, looking most surprised. “It sounds like Mrs Dale’s Diary.”


  “Mrs Dale’s Diary!” bellowed Sir Archibald.


  “You’ve picked up the radio headphones by mistake,” hissed someone behind Paddington. “You’re supposed to use the other end of the stethoscope.”


  The patient sat up in bed and stared at Paddington with growing alarm. “’Ere,” he exclaimed. “’E’s not going to operate, is he? ’Cause if ’e is I’m going off ’ome smartish.”


  “Rest assured, my dear sir,” said Sir Archibald, “it’s most unlikely.” He turned and glared at Paddington. “As a doctor,” he barked, “you’re a disgrace to your profession. Never in all my years…”


  “A doctor,” exclaimed Paddington, looking even more alarmed as he pulled off his mask. “I’m not a doctor. I’m a bear. I’ve come to visit Mr Curry.”


  Sir Archibald seemed to grow visibly larger as he drew himself up to his full height. He took in a deep breath as if about to explode, and then something in Paddington’s words caused him to pause.


  “Curry,” he repeated. “Did you say Curry?”


  “That’s right,” said Paddington.


  “Are you a friend of his?” asked Sir Archibald suspiciously.


  “Well, he lives next door,” said Paddington carefully. “But I’m not really a friend. I’ve brought him something to be going on with.”


  Sir Archibald snorted. “That’s the last thing he needs,” he exclaimed. “That man’s entirely without scruples.”


  “Mr Curry’s without scruples!” repeated Paddington, looking most upset. “I thought he’d only hurt his leg.”


  Sir Archibald took a deep breath. “Scruples, bear,” he said, “are things that stop some people taking advantage of others.”


  “Oh, I don’t think Mr Curry’s got any of those, Sir Archibald,” agreed Paddington. “Mrs Bird’s always grumbling because he takes advantage of others.”


  Sir Archibald and the others listened carefully as Paddington went on to explain all about the golf match and how Mr Curry had persuaded him to act as caddie. Gradually, as the story unfolded, Sir Archibald’s expression changed. When it was over he gave a snort and then, as he looked first up the ward towards Mr Curry’s bed and then at Paddington, a twinkle came into his eyes.


  “Are you any good at tricks, bear?” he asked thoughtfully.


  “Oh, yes, Sir Archibald,” said Paddington. “Bears are very good at tricks.”


  “Thought you might be.” Sir Archibald rubbed his hands together briskly and then turned to the others. “I have a feeling this is one of those occasions when we don’t stick to the book. We’ll make the medicine fit the patient!”


  Bending down to adjust Paddington’s mask he began whispering in his ear. It was difficult to tell what Paddington was thinking because his face was almost completely hidden again, but he nodded his head vigorously several times and then a few moments later followed the famous surgeon up the ward in the direction of Mr Curry’s bed.


  Mr Curry was reading a newspaper but when he caught sight of Sir Archibald he lowered it and gave vent to a loud groan.


  “How’s the patient today?” asked Sir Archibald, removing a large bowl of grapes from the bed so that he could inspect Mr Curry’s leg.


  “Worse,” groaned Mr Curry. “Much worse.”


  “I thought you might be,” said Sir Archibald cheerfully. “That’s why we’ve decided to operate.”


  “Operate?” echoed Mr Curry, suddenly growing rather pale. “Did you say operate?”


  Sir Archibald nodded. “No good playing around with these things,” he said. “I’d like to introduce you to… er… a colleague of mine from overseas. He specialises in legs. Does something or other to the knee. Nobody quite knows what but it seems to work very well in the rainforest. Quite a few of his patients still manage to get around after a fashion.”


  Mr Curry stared uneasily at the small figure hovering by the side of the bed. “It’s all right,” said Sir Archibald, following his glance. “There’s no need to worry. We give him a box to stand on.


  “I don’t suppose he’ll want to shake hands,” he added hastily, as Mr Curry leaned over the side of the bed. “His own are a bit shaky.”


  But it was too late. A gleam of recognition came into Mr Curry’s eyes as he caught sight of Paddington’s paw.


  “Bear!” he roared, recovering himself in record time. “Bear! Up to your tricks again!”
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  Mr Curry glared first at Paddington, who was looking slightly crestfallen behind his mask now that the plan had misfired, and then at Sir Archibald. “Tricks like this are very bad for patients,” he said slowly and loudly for the benefit of everyone else in the ward. “I think I’m going to have another relapse.”


  As Mr Curry lay back, Paddington hastily pulled off his mask and lifted the basket of food on to the bed in an effort to make amends.


  “Careful, bear,” growled Mr Curry. “Mind what you’re doing with that cake. I don’t want any crumbs in the bed. And no taking any of the grapes when I’m not looking. If I find any empty stalks I shall know the reason why.” He peered down his bed to where Paddington was busy unloading the basket. “Have you brought the…”


  Whatever else Mr Curry had been about to say was lost for all time as suddenly, to everyone’s surprise, the ward shook with a tremendous roar of pain and the sheets flew into the air as he jumped out of bed and started dancing up and down in the middle of the floor.


  “Bear!” he roared, lifting his injured leg into the air like an acrobat as he tried to rub his foot. “What have you done, bear? I’ll… I’ll…” Mr Curry’s voice trailed away and for the second time within the space of as many seconds he left a sentence unfinished as he gazed sheepishly round at the sea of faces.


  Sir Archibald turned to the Sister in charge. “It seems to me,” he said, breaking the silence which followed Mr Curry’s performance, “we have another bed free in the ward after all.”


  


  “Bear’s cocoa,” said Sir Archibald, holding up the empty Thermos. “I must remember this. Haven’t seen quite such a remarkable cure in years. Must be boiling hot though!”


  


  “I don’t think I’d screwed the top of my flask on properly, Mrs Bird,” explained Paddington. “It went all over Mr Curry’s foot.”


  Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged glances. So much had happened in the space of a few minutes they were feeling somewhat confused.


  First their house had shaken to the sound of Mr Curry’s front door being slammed. Then a large black car had drawn up outside number thirty-two Windsor Gardens and to their amazement Paddington had emerged from the back seat, closely followed by a distinguished-looking gentleman, carrying the basket of food and the Thermos flask.


  “All the best discoveries are made by accident,” said Sir Archibald, seeing their look of puzzlement. “And in my experience some of them take quite a lot of explaining afterwards.”


  Sir Archibald turned to Paddington and as he did so a look of concern came over his face. “Are you all right, bear?” he asked.


  Paddington felt under his coat with the end of the stethoscope he’d been given as a souvenir. “I think I’m having trouble with my beats, Sir Archibald,” he announced faintly.


  Sir Archibald began to look even more concerned, and then he followed Paddington’s eyes as they gazed hungrily at the shopping basket.


  “I think there’s hope,” he said gravely, turning back to the others. “Given plenty of cake and biscuits. And some hot cocoa. That’s most important.”


  “It’s funny you should say that,” remarked Mrs Bird. “I was just about to make some.” She paused as Sir Archibald hovered wistfully in the doorway. “Would you care for a cup?”


  “I should not only care for one,” said Sir Archibald. “I should consider it a great honour. After all,” he added, “inventing cures is thirsty work and bears aren’t the only ones who like their elevenses.”
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  MR GRUBER LEANED on his shovel and mopped his brow with a large spotted handkerchief. “If anyone had told me three weeks ago, Mr Brown,” he said, “that one day I’d have my own patio in the Portobello Road I wouldn’t have believed them.


  “In fact,” he continued, dusting himself down as he warmed to his subject, “if you hadn’t come across that article I might never have had one. Now look at it!”


  At the sound of Mr Gruber’s voice Paddington rose into view from behind a pile of stones. Lumps of cement clung to his fur like miniature stalactites, his hat was covered in a thin film of grey dust, and his paws – never his strongest point – looked for all the world as if they had been dipped not once but many times into a mixture of earth, brick dust and concrete.


  All the same, there was a pleased expression on his face as he put down his trowel and hurried across to join his friend near the back door of the shop so that they could inspect the result of their labours.


  For in the space of a little over two weeks a great and most remarkable change had come over Mr Gruber’s back yard. A change not unlike that in the transformation scene of a Christmas pantomime.


  It had all started when Paddington had come across an article in one of Mrs Brown’s old housekeeping magazines. The article in question had been about the amount of wasted space there was in a big city like London and how, with some thought and a lot of hard work, even the worst rubbish dump could be turned into a place of beauty.


  The article had contained a number of photographs showing what could be done and Paddington had been so impressed by these that he’d taken the magazine along to show his friend.


  Mr Gruber kept an antique shop in the Portobello Road and, although his back yard wasn’t exactly a dumping ground, over the years he had certainly collected a vast amount of rubbish and in the event he’d decided to make a clean sweep of the whole area.


  For several days there had been a continual stream of rag and bone men and then soon afterwards builders’ lorries became a familiar sight behind the shop as they began to arrive carrying loads of broken paving-stones, sand, gravel, cement, rocks and other items of building material too numerous to be mentioned.


  Taking time off each afternoon, Mr Gruber had set about the task of laying the crazy-paving while Paddington acted as foreman in charge of cement-mixing and filling the gaps between the stones – a job which he enjoyed no end.


  At the far end of the yard Mr Gruber erected a fence against which he planted some climbing roses, and in front of this they built a rockery which was soon filled with various kinds of creeping plants.


  In the middle of the patio, space had been left for a small pond containing some goldfish and a miniature fountain, while at the house end there now stood a carved wooden seat with room enough for two.


  It was on this seat that Paddington and Mr Gruber relaxed after their exertions each day and finished off any buns which had been left over from their morning elevenses.


  “I must say we’ve been very lucky with the weather,” said Mr Gruber, as Paddington joined him and they took stock of the situation. “It’s been a real Indian summer. Though without your help I should never have got it all done before the winter.”


  Paddington began to look more and more pleased as he sat down on the seat and listened to his friend, for although Mr Gruber was a polite man, he wasn’t in the habit of paying idle compliments.


  Mr Gruber gave a sigh. “If you half close your eyes and listen to the fountain, Mr Brown,” he said, “and then watch all the twinkling lights come on as it begins to get dark, you might be anywhere in the world.


  “There’s only one thing missing,” he continued, after a moment’s pause.


  Paddington, who’d almost nodded off in order to enjoy a dream in which it was a hot summer’s night and he and Mr Gruber were sipping cocoa under the stars, sat up in surprise.


  “What’s that, Mr Gruber?” he asked anxiously, in case he’d left out something important by mistake.


  “I don’t know,” said Mr Gruber dreamily. “But there’s something missing. What the whole thing needs is some kind of finishing touch. A statue or a piece of stonework. I can’t think what it can be.”


  Mr Gruber gave a shiver as he rose from his seat, for once the sun disappeared over the roof tops a chill came into the air. “We shall just have to put our thinking caps on, Mr Brown,” he said, “and not take them off again until we come up with something. It’s a pity to spoil the ship for a ha’p’orth of tar.”


  


  “‘Adrian Crisp – Garden Ornaments’,” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “What’s that bear up to now?” She held up a small piece of paper. “I found this under his bed this morning. It looks as if it’s been cut from a magazine. And my best carrier bag is missing!”


  Mrs Brown glanced up from her sewing. “I expect it’s got something to do with Mr Gruber’s patio,” she replied. “Paddington was rather quiet when he came in last night. He said he had his thinking cap on and I noticed him poking about looking for my scissors.”


  Mrs Bird gave a snort. “That bear’s bad enough when he doesn’t think of things,” she said grimly. “There’s no knowing what’s likely to happen when he really puts his mind to it. Where is he, anyway?”


  “I think he went out,” said Mrs Brown vaguely. She took a look at the scrap of paper Mrs Bird had brought downstairs. “‘Works of art in stone bought and sold. No item too small or too large’.”
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  “I don’t like the sound of that last bit,” broke in Mrs Bird. “I can see Mr Gruber ending up with a statue of the Duke of Wellington in his back garden.”


  “I hope not,” said Mrs Brown. “I can’t picture even Paddington trying to get a statue on to a London bus. At least,” she added uneasily, “I don’t think I can.”


  Unaware of the detective work going on at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens, Paddington peered around with a confused look on his face. Altogether he was in a bit of a daze. In fact he had to admit that he’d never ever seen anything quite like Mr Crisp’s establishment before.


  It occupied a large wilderness of a garden behind a ramshackle old house some distance away from the Browns’, and as far as the eye could see every available square inch of ground was covered by statues, seats, pillars, balustrades, posts, stone animals – the list was endless. Even Adrian Crisp himself, as he followed Paddington in and out of the maze of pathways, seemed to have only a very vague idea of what was actually there.
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  “Pray take your time, my dear chap,” he exclaimed, dabbing his face with a silk handkerchief as they reached their starting point for the third time. “Some of these items are hundreds of years old and I think they’ll last a while yet. There’s no hurry at all.”


  Paddington thanked Mr Crisp and then peered thoughtfully at a pair of small stone lions standing near by. They were among the first things he’d seen on entering the garden and all in all they seemed to fit most closely with what he had in mind.
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  “I think I like the look of those, Mr Crisp,” he exclaimed, bending down in order to undo the secret compartment in his suitcase.


  Adrian Crisp followed the direction of Paddington’s gaze and then lifted a label attached to one of the lion’s ears. “Er… I’m not sure if you’ll be able to manage it,” he said doubtfully. “The pair are five hundred and seventy pounds.”


  Paddington remained silent for a moment as he tried to picture the combined weight of five hundred and seventy jars of marmalade. “I quite often bring all Mrs Bird’s shopping home from the market,” he said at last.


  Adrian Crisp allowed himself a laugh. “Oh, dear me,” he said. “I’m afraid we’re talking at cross-purposes. That isn’t the weight. That’s how much they cost.”


  “Five hundred and seventy pounds!” exclaimed Paddington, nearly falling over backwards with surprise.


  Mr Crisp adjusted his bow tie and gave a slight cough as he caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s face. “I might be able to let you have a small faun for one hundred pounds,” he said reluctantly. “I’m afraid the tail’s fallen off but it’s quite a bargain. If I were to tell you where it came from originally you’d have quite a surprise.”


  Paddington, who looked as if nothing would surprise him ever again, sat down on his suitcase and stared mournfully at Mr Crisp.


  “I can see you won’t be tempted, my dear fellow,” said Mr Crisp, trying to strike a more cheerful note. “Er… how much did you actually think of paying?”


  “I was thinking of ten pence,” said Paddington hopefully.


  “Ten pence!” If Paddington had been taken by surprise a moment before, Adrian Crisp looked positively devastated.


  “I could go up to forty pence if I break into my bun money, Mr Crisp,” said Paddington hastily.


  “Don’t strain your resources too much, bear,” said Mr Crisp, delicately removing a lump of leaf mould from his suede shoes. “This isn’t a charitable institution, you know,” he continued, eyeing Paddington with disfavour. “It’s been a lifetime’s work collecting these items and I can’t let them go for a song.”


  “I’m afraid I’ve only got forty pence,” said Paddington firmly.


  Adrian Crisp took a deep breath. “I suppose I might be able to find you one or two bricks,” he said sarcastically. “You’ll have to arrange your own transport, of course, but…” He broke off as he caught Paddington’s eye. Paddington had a very hard stare when he liked and his present one was certainly one of the most powerful he’d ever managed.


  “Er…” Mr Crisp glanced round unhappily and then his face suddenly lit up as he caught sight of something just behind Paddington. “The very thing!” he exclaimed. “I could certainly let you have that for forty pence.”


  Paddington turned and looked over his shoulder. “Thank you very much, Mr Crisp,” he said doubtfully. “What is it?”


  “What is it?” Mr Crisp looked slightly embarrassed. “I think it fell off something a long time ago,” he said hastily. “I’m not sure what. Anyway, my dear fellow, for forty pence you don’t ask what it is. You should be thankful for small mercies.”


  Paddington didn’t like to say anything but from where he was standing, Mr Crisp’s object seemed a rather large mercy. It was big and round and it looked for all the world like a giant stone football. However, he carefully counted out his forty pence and handed the money over before the owner had time to change his mind.


  “Thank you, I’m sure,” said Mr Crisp, reluctantly taking possession of a sticky collection of coins made up of several five-penny pieces, a number of twopences, and a large pile of pennies. He paused as Paddington turned his attention to the piece of stone. “I shouldn’t do that if I were you,” he began.


  But it was too late. Almost before the words were out of his mouth there came the sound of tearing paper. Paddington stood looking at the two string handles in his paw and then at the sodden remains of brown paper underneath the stone. “That was one of Mrs Bird’s best carrier bags,” he exclaimed hotly.


  “I did try to warn you, bear,” said Mr Crisp. “You’ve got a bargain there. That stone’s worth forty pence of anybody’s money just for the weight alone. If you’d like to hang on a moment I’ll roll it outside for you.”


  Paddington gave Mr Crisp a hard stare. “You’ll roll it outside for me,” he repeated, hardly able to believe his ears. “But I’ve got to get it all the way back to the Portobello Road.”


  Mr Crisp took a deep breath. “I might be able to find you a cardboard box,” he said sarcastically, “but I’m afraid we expect you to bring your own string for anything under fifty pence.”


  Mr Crisp looked as if he’d had enough dealings with bear customers for one day and when, a few minutes later, he ushered Paddington out through the gates he bade him a hasty farewell and slammed the bolts shut on the other side with an air of finality.


  Taking a deep breath, Paddington placed his suitcase carefully on top of the box, and then, clasping the whole lot firmly with both paws, he began staggering up the road in the general direction of Windsor Gardens and the Portobello Road.
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  If the stone object had seemed large among all the other odds and ends in Mr Crisp’s garden, now that he actually had it outside it seemed enormous. Several times he had to stop in order to rest his paws and once, when he accidentally stepped on a grating outside a row of shops, he nearly overbalanced and fell through a window.


  Altogether he was thankful when at long last he peered round the side of his load and caught sight of a small queue standing beside a familiar-looking London Transport sign not far ahead.


  He was only just in time for as he reached the end of the queue a bus swept to a halt beside the stop and a voice from somewhere upstairs bade everyone to “hurry along.”


  “Quick,” said a man, coming to his rescue, “there’s an empty seat up the front.”


  Before Paddington knew what was happening he found himself being bundled on to the bus while several other willing hands in the crowd took charge of the cardboard box for him and placed it in the gangway behind the driver’s compartment.


  He barely had time to raise his hat in order to thank everyone for their trouble before there was a sudden jerk and the bus set off again on its journey.


  Paddington fell back into the seat mopping his brow and as he did so he looked out of the window in some surprise. Although, as far as he could remember, it was a fine day outside, he distinctly heard what sounded like the ominous rumble of thunder.


  It had seemed quite close for a second or two and he peered anxiously up at the sky in case there was any lightning about, but as far as he could make out there wasn’t a cloud anywhere in sight.


  At that moment there came a clattering of heavy feet on the stairs as the conductor descended to the bottom deck.


  “’Ullo, ’ullo,” said a disbelieving voice a second later. “What’s all this ’ere?”


  Paddington glanced round to see what was going on and as he did so his eyes nearly fell out of their sockets.


  The cardboard box, which a moment before had stood neatly and innocendy beside him, now had a gaping hole in its side. Worse still, the cause of the hole was now resting at the other end of the gangway!


  “Is this yours?” asked the conductor, pointing an accusing finger first at the stone by his feet and then at Paddington.


  “I think it must be,” said Paddington vaguely.


  “Well, I’m not ’aving no bear’s boulders on my bus,” said the conductor. He indicated a notice just above his head. “It says ’ere plain enough – ‘Parcels may be left under the staircase by permission of the conductor’ – and I ain’t given me permission. Nor likely to neither. Landed on me best corn it did.”


  “It isn’t a bear’s boulder,” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “It’s Mr Gruber’s ‘finishing touch’.”


  The conductor reached up and rang the bell. “It’ll be your finishing touch and all if I have any more nonsense,” he said crossly. “Come on – off with you.”


  The conductor looked as if he’d been about to say a great deal more on the subject of bear passengers in general and Paddington and his piece of stonework in particular when he suddenly broke off. For as the bus ground to a halt the stone suddenly began trundling back up the gangway, ending its journey with a loud bang against the wall at the driver’s end.


  A rather cross-looking face appeared for a moment at the window just above it. Then the bus surged forward again and before anyone had time to stop it the stone began rolling back down the gangway, landing once more at the conductor’s feet.


  “I’ve ’ad just about enough of this!” he exclaimed, hopping up and down as he reached for the bell. “We’ve gone past two requests and a compulsory as it is.”


  The words were hardly out of his mouth when a by now familiar thundering noise followed by an equally familiar thump drowned the excited conversation from the other passengers in the bus.


  For a moment or two the bus seemed to hover shaking in mid-air as if one half wanted to go on and the other half wanted to stay. Then, with a screech of brakes, it pulled in to the side of the road and as it ground to a halt the driver jumped out and came hurrying round to the back.


  “Why don’t you make up your mind?” he cried, addressing his mate on the platform. “First you rings the bell to say you want to stop. Then you bangs on me panel to say go on. Then you rings the bell again. Then it’s bang on me panel. I don’t know whether I’m on me head or me heels, let alone driving a bus.”


  “I like that!” exclaimed the conductor. “I banged on your panel. It was that blessed bear with ’is boulder what done it.”


  “A bear with a boulder?” repeated the driver disbelievingly. “Where? I can’t see him.”


  The conductor looked up the gangway and then his face turned white. “He was there,” he said. “And he had this boulder what kept rolling up and down the gangway.


  “There he is!” he exclaimed triumphantly. “I told you so!”


  He pointed down the road to where, in the distance, a small brown figure could be seen hurrying after a round, grey object as it zigzagged down the road. “It must have fallen off the last time you stopped.”


  “Well, I hope he catches it before it gets to the Portobello Road,” said the driver. “If it gets in among all them barrows there’s no knowing what’ll happen.”


  “Bears!” exclaimed the conductor bitterly, as a sudden thought struck him. “He didn’t even pay for ’is fare let alone extra for ’is boulder.”


  


  Paddington and Mr Gruber settled themselves comfortably on the patio seat. After all his exertions in the early part of the day Paddington was glad of a rest and the sight of a tray laden with two mugs, a jug of cocoa and a plate of buns into the bargain was doubly welcome.


  


  Mr Gruber had been quite overwhelmed when Paddington presented him with the piece of stone.


  “I don’t know when I’ve had such a nice present, Mr Brown,” he said. “Or such an unexpected one. How you managed to get it all the way here by yourself I really don’t know.”


  “It was rather heavy, Mr Gruber,” admitted Paddington. “I nearly strained my resources.”


  “Fancy that conductor calling it a boulder,” continued Mr Gruber, looking at the stone with a thoughtful expression on his face.


  “Even Mr Crisp didn’t seem to know quite what it was,” said Paddington. “But he said it was a very good bargain.”


  “I’m sure he was right,” agreed Mr Gruber. He examined the top of the stone carefully and ran his fingers over the top, which appeared to have a flatter surface than the rest and was surrounded by a rim, not unlike a small tray. “Do you know what I think it is, Mr Brown?”


  Paddington shook his head.


  “I think it’s an old Roman cocoa stand,” said Mr Gruber.


  “A Roman cocoa stand,” repeated Paddington excitedly.


  “Well, perhaps it isn’t exactly Roman,” replied Mr Gruber truthfully. “But it’s certainly very old and I can’t think of a better use for it.”


  He reached over for the jug, filled both mugs to the brim with steaming liquid and then carefully placed them on top of the stone. To Paddington’s surprise they fitted exactly.


  “There,” said Mr Gruber with obvious pleasure. “I don’t think anyone could find a better finishing touch for their patio than that, Mr Brown. Not if they tried for a thousand years.”
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  MRS BIRD GAVE a groan as the sound of several voices raised in song followed almost immediately by a sharp rat-tat-tat on the front door echoed down the hall.


  “Not again,” she said, putting down her sewing. “That’s the fifth lot of carol singers in half an hour. I shall be glad when Christmas is here.”


  “I’ll go,” said Mr Brown grimly.


  “I should be careful what you say, Henry,” warned Mrs Brown. “Don’t forget Paddington’s out doing the same thing.”


  Mr Brown paused at the lounge door. “What!” he exclaimed. “Paddington’s out carol singing? You don’t mean to say you let him go!”


  “He seemed very keen on the idea,” replied Mrs Brown. “Jonathan and Judy are with him so he should be all right.”


  “I think they’re collecting for some kind of party,” broke in Mrs Bird, coming to her rescue. “It’s all rather secret.”


  “Well, I hope whoever they are they’re not relying on Paddington’s efforts for their Christmas entertainment,” said Mr Brown, feeling in his pocket. “Otherwise they’re in for a pretty bleak time. Have you ever heard him sing?”


  “He went out by himself the other evening before Jonathan and Judy broke up for their holidays,” said Mrs Brown. “And he did quite well, considering.”


  “Two bananas, a button and some French francs,” replied Mr Brown. “And the bananas looked as if they’d seen better days.”


  “I wouldn’t say singing was exactly his strong point,” agreed Mrs Brown reluctantly, “but he’s been practising quite hard up in his bedroom just lately.”


  “There’s no need to tell me that,” remarked Mr Brown feelingly. “He had me out of bed twice last night. I thought it was the blessed cats!” He turned to go as once again the familiar strains of Good King Wenceslas filled the air, and then his face brightened as a sudden thought struck him. “I suppose,” he said, “it is one way of getting our own back!”


  Had they been able to overhear the last remark not only Paddington, but both Jonathan and Judy would have been most upset, but fortunately for the sake of peace in the Browns’ household they were much too far away at that moment, and in any case they had other more important problems to occupy their minds.


  In particular there was the matter of the amount they had been able to collect from their evening’s work.


  “Thirty-five pence,” said Jonathan bitterly, as he shone his torch into the cardboard box which they’d been using for the takings. “A measly thirty-five pence.”
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  “It’s not too bad,” said Judy, “considering only six people have answered the door.”


  “They can’t have all been out,” said Jonathan. “I wish we’d started our school holidays earlier. The trouble is everyone’s getting fed up by now. I reckon we’ve left it a bit late.”


  “Perhaps we could say we’re collecting for next Christmas,” said Paddington hopefully.


  It had been Paddington’s idea to collect some money for the annual children’s party at the hospital and he was beginning to feel a bit guilty about the whole affair, especially as they’d set themselves a target of twenty pounds.


  Judy squeezed his paw. “I don’t think they’d be very pleased if we said that,” she confided. “Never mind. We’ll think of something. We mustn’t give up now.”


  “Suppose we all separate,” said Jonathan thoughtfully. “If we do that we ought to collect three times as much.”


  “We needn’t go far away,” he added, reading Judy’s thoughts. “In fact, we needn’t really lose sight of each other. Paddington can have the torch – then he can signal if he wants anything.”


  “All right,” said Judy reluctantly. She glanced at the surrounding houses. “I’ll take that one on the corner.”


  “Bags I have a go at the one over there with the Christmas tree in the window,” exclaimed Jonathan. “Which one are you going to do, Paddington?”


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment as he peered round at all the houses. “I think I’d like to try that one over there,” he announced, pointing towards an imposing-looking house standing slightly apart from the rest, and from which there came the distinct sounds of a party in full swing.


  “Come on, then,” exclaimed Jonathan impatiently. “We shan’t get anywhere if we don’t make a start. We’ll meet back here in half an hour.”


  “Don’t forget,” called Judy. “If you get into any trouble signal with the torch.”


  “Send an S.O.S.,” shouted Jonathan. “Three short flashes, then three long ones and three short ones to follow.”


  After testing his torch carefully in order to make sure it was working, Paddington hurried up the path towards the front door of the house he’d chosen, cleared his throat several times, and then knocked loudly on the front door. He wasn’t the sort of bear who believed in taking too many chances and with so much noise going on inside the house he didn’t want to knock after he’d sung his carol and then find no one had heard him.
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  He opened his mouth and was about to launch forth into Hark the Herald Angels Sing when to his surprise the door suddenly opened and a lady stood framed in the light from the hall.


  “Thank goodness you’ve come,” she exclaimed. “I was beginning to get quite worried. I’m Mrs Smith-Cholmley,” she added, as she opened the door wider and motioned Paddington to enter.


  Paddington raised his hat politely as he stepped into the hall. “Thank you very much,” he exclaimed. “I’m Paddington Brown.”


  For some reason the welcoming expression on Mrs Smith-Cholmley’s face began to fade. “Have you done much waiting?” she asked.


  “Oh, no,” said Paddington, looking round with interest. “I’ve only just got here.”


  “I mean have you had any previous experience of waiting?” said Mrs Smith-Cholmley impatiently.


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. “I had to wait for a bus the other day when Mrs Bird took me out shopping,” he said thoughtfully.


  Mrs Smith-Cholmley gave a rather high-pitched laugh. “Mr Bridges at the agency said waiters were a bit short this year,” she remarked, looking down at Paddington, “but I didn’t think he meant… I mean… I thought he meant they were a job to get… that is…” Her voice trailed away.


  “Oh, well, at least they’ve sent someone,” she continued brightly, avoiding Paddington’s gaze. “We’re having a little dinner-party and it’s long past time to serve the first course. You’d better go straight to the kitchen and see Vladimir. He’s beside himself.”


  “Vladimir’s beside himself!” exclaimed Paddington, looking most surprised.


  “He’s the chef,” explained Mrs Smith-Cholmley. “And if he doesn’t get some help soon I’m sure he’ll do something nasty with his chopper. He was looking very gloomy the last time I saw him.” She glanced down at Paddington’s paw. “Let me take your torch. I’m sure you won’t want that.”


  “I think I’ll keep it if you don’t mind,” said Paddington firmly. “I may want to send some signals.”


  “Just as you wish,” said Mrs Smith-Cholmley, giving him a strange look. She led the way down a long corridor and then paused before a door at the end as she opened her handbag. “Here’s your ten pounds.”


  “My ten pounds!” Paddington’s eyes nearly popped out of his head as he stared at the crisp new note in his paw.


  “That’s what I usually pay,” said Mrs Smith-Cholmley. “But I’d like you to start straight away.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington, still hardly able to believe his good fortune. Ten pounds seemed a great deal of money to pay for a carol even if it was nearly Christmas and he hastily put the note into the secret compartment of his suitcase in case Mrs Smith-Cholmley changed her mind when she discovered he only knew one verse.


  As Paddington stood up, opened his mouth, and the first few notes of Hark the Herald Angels Sing rang through the hall the colour seemed to drain from Mrs Smith-Cholmley’s face. “That’s all I need,” she cried, putting her hands to her ears. “A singing waiter!”


  Paddington broke off in the middle of his opening chorus. “A singing waiter!” he repeated, looking most upset. “I’m not a singer – I’m a bear.”


  Mrs Smith-Cholmley gave a shudder. “I can tell that,” she said, opening the kitchen door. “And I shall certainly have something to say to Mr Bridges about it in the morning. In the meantime you’d better start earning your money. Everyone’s absolutely ravenous.”


  Without waiting for a reply she pushed Paddington through the door and hastily closed it behind him.


  “Hah!”


  Paddington jumped as a figure in white overalls and a tall white hat rose from behind a pile of saucepans and advanced towards him. “So! You have come at last. Quick… off viz your duffle coat and out viz your arms.”


  Paddington stood blinking in the strong white light of the kitchen, hardly able to believe his eyes let alone his ears. In fact he was so taken aback at the sudden strange turn of events that before he knew what was happening he found his duffle coat had been removed and he was standing with his arms outstretched while the man in white overalls balanced a row of bowls on each of them.


  “Quick! Quick!” shouted Vladimir, snapping his fingers. “Get cracking viz your mulligatawnies.”


  “Get cracking with my mulligatawnies!” repeated Paddington carefully, finding his voice at last but hardly daring to breathe in case any of the bowls overbalanced.


  “Zee soup,” said Vladimir impatiently. “It is getting cold and on such short arms it is difficult to balance so much.”


  Paddington blinked several times to make sure he wasn’t dreaming and then closed his eyes in order to count up to ten but before he had time to reach even two he found himself being bundled back out of the kitchen and when he opened them again he was standing outside yet another door behind which could be heard the chatter of voices.


  “Quick,” hissed Vladimir, giving Paddington a firm push. “In here.”


  A buzz of excitement broke out in the room as Paddington entered, and several of the guests applauded.


  “What a delightful idea, Mabel,” said one lady. “Having a bear for a waiter. Trust you to think up something unusual.”
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  Mrs Smith-Cholmley gave a sickly smile. “Oh, it wasn’t really my idea,” she said truthfully. “It’s just happened. But it makes a nice change.”


  She eyed Paddington warily as he arrived at the table with his load of bowls, but to her relief, apart from the fact that he was breathing rather heavily down the neck of one of her guests who happened to be in the way, there was little she could find fault with.


  “I think we’d better give you a hand,” she said hastily, when nothing happened. “We don’t want any nasty accidents.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully as one by one the various diners relieved him of his burden. “It’s a bit difficult with paws.”


  “Talking of paws,” said the man Paddington had been standing behind, “you’ve got one of yours in my soup.”


  “Oh, that’s all right,” said Paddington politely. “It isn’t very hot.”


  The man eyed the bowl distastefully. “May I give you a tip?” he asked.


  “Oh, yes please,” said Paddington eagerly. Now that he was getting used to the idea of being a waiter he was beginning to enjoy himself and after giving his paw a hasty lick in order to remove some soup which had accidentally overflowed he held it out hopefully.


  “Don’t carry quite so much next time,” said the man sternly, as he helped himself to a roll, “then it won’t happen.”


  Mrs Smith-Cholmley gave a nervous giggle as she caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s face. “I think I should see how Vladimir’s getting on with the next course,” she called out hastily.


  Paddington gave the man with the roll one final, long hard stare and then, after collecting several empty soup dishes, he made his way towards the door. The carol singing, not to mention the waiting, had made him feel more than usually hungry and Mrs Smith-Cholmley’s words reminded him of the fact that during his brief spell in the kitchen he’d noticed some very interesting smells coming from beneath the lids of Vladimir’s saucepans.


  Although he still wasn’t entirely sure what was happening, Paddington didn’t want to run the risk of it all coming to an end before he’d had time to investigate the matter. What with one thing and another serving the first course had taken rather longer than he’d expected and he hurried back down the corridor as fast as his legs would carry him.


  To his surprise, when he got back to the kitchen Vladimir was no longer dressed in white. His chef’s hat was lying in a crumpled ball in the middle of the floor and Vladimir himself was standing by the back door clad in a black overcoat and muffler.


  “I may go back to Poland,” he announced gloomily when he caught sight of Paddington.


  “Oh dear,” said Paddington. “I hope nothing’s wrong.”


  “Everything is wrong,” said Vladimir. He thumped his chest. “I, Vladimir, I who have cooked for ze crowned ’eads of Europe. I, who have ’ad princes wait while I add ze final touches to my creations. I, Vladimir, am reduced to zis. Waiting… all ze time I am kept waiting.” He waved his hand disconsolately in the air. “My soup, she is cold. My entrecots, zey are cold…”


  “Your entrecots are cold!” repeated Paddington, looking most upset.


  Vladimir nodded. “My beautiful steak – ruined!” He pointed towards a grill laden with slowly congealing pieces of meat which stood on a nearby table.


  “I ’ad to take them from the stove or they would ’ave been burned to a cinder.” He reached out and clasped Paddington’s paw. “They are yours, my friend. In the saucepans you will find the vegetables. You may serve it as you think fit. I, Vladimir, no longer care. Goodbye, my friend… and good luck!”


  Worn out by his long speech, Vladimir paused by the back door, waved his hand dramatically in the air, and then disappeared from view, leaving Paddington rooted to the spot in astonishment.


  But if Paddington was upset by the sight of Vladimir’s sudden departure, Mrs Smith-Cholmley looked even more upset when, some while later, she caught sight of her steak.


  By the time he’d got around to serving all the various vegetables and carried all the plates into the dining-room things had gone from bad to worse. Even putting some of the pieces of steak in an electric toaster hadn’t helped matters, particularly as several of them had popped out and fallen on the floor before he’d had a chance to catch them.


  Looking at his offering Paddington had to admit that he didn’t really fancy it much himself and he felt pleased he’d taken time off to have his own snack before serving the others.


  “If there’s anything wrong with the Baked Alaska,” hissed Mrs Smith-Cholmley, endeavouring to glare at Paddington with one half of her face and smile at her guests with the other, “I shall insist on Vladimir giving me my money back.


  “Baked Alaska,” she repeated through her teeth as she saw the look of surprise on Paddington’s face. “It’s a special surprise for my guests and I want it to be absolutely perfect.”


  If Paddington’s spirits sank as he made his way slowly back down the corridor towards the kitchen they fell still more during the next few minutes as he peered hopefully at first one cookery book and then another.


  Although Mrs Smith-Cholmley had only spoken of asking the chef for his money back he had a nasty feeling that when it came down to it and she found Vladimir had disappeared, his own ten pounds might not be too safe.


  Mrs Smith-Cholmley had a large collection of cookery books from many different parts of the world, but not one of them so much as mentioned the dish he was looking for.


  It was as he closed the last of the books that Paddington caught sight of a nearby low hanging shelf which he hadn’t noticed before and as he did so he gave a sudden start. For there, right in front of his eyes, was a row of tins one of which was labelled with the very words he’d been looking for.


  Hardly daring to close his eyes in case the tin disappeared Paddington spent the next few minutes hastily making his preparations. First he turned the knob over the oven to read ‘high’, then he looked around for a suitable dish. After carefully checking the thermometer in order to make sure the oven was hot enough he emptied the contents of the tin into the dish and placed it inside the cooker.


  Normally the only thing Paddington had against cooking was the amount of time it took for anything to happen, but on this occasion he hadn’t long to wait. In fact, he’d hardly had time to settle down on his suitcase and make himself comfortable before several whiffs of black smoke rose from the cooker and the pleased expression on his face was rapidly replaced by a look of alarm as a most unappetising smell began to fill the kitchen.


  Hurrying across the room he tore open the oven door only to stagger back as a cloud of thick, black smoke poured out.
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  Holding his nose with one paw he picked up his torch with the other and peered mournfully at the contents of the baking dish as it sizzled and bubbled inside the oven.


  Paddington was a hopeful bear at heart, but although Mrs Smith-Cholmley had definitely said she wanted to surprise her guests, he couldn’t help feeling as he trundled a trolley laden with portions of his sweet down the corridor some while later that his efforts might prove rather more than she’d bargained for.


  Giving vent to a deep sigh he took a firm grip of his torch as he tapped on the dining-room door. Jonathan had told him to send out a distress signal if he was in trouble and he had a nasty idea in the back of his mind that the moment to take his advice was not too far away.


  


  Mr Brown stared at Paddington as if he could hardly believe his eyes. “Do you mean to say,” he exclaimed, “that you actually served this Mrs Smith-Cholmley baked elastic?”


  Paddington nodded unhappily. “I found some rubber bands in a tin, Mr Brown,” he explained.


  “He didn’t realise Mrs Smith-Cholmley said ‘Baked Alaska’,” said Judy. “That’s a sort of ice cream dish cooked in the oven.”


  “It was just after that he sent out his S.O.S.,” added Jonathan.


  “I’m not surprised,” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “It’s a wonder some of the guests didn’t send one as well.”


  “They were jolly nice about it all,” said Judy. “When the real waiter turned up and they discovered Paddington had really only come to sing a carol they made us all stay.”


  “He’d met Vladimir on the way too,” added Jonathan.


  “Vladimir?” echoed Mr Brown. He was rapidly losing track of the conversation. “Who’s Vladimir?”


  “The chef,” explained Judy. “When he discovered the mistake he came back after all and he made some real Baked Alaska so everyone was happy.”


  “We sang some carols afterwards,” said Jonathan. “And we collected over five pounds. That means we’ve nearly reached our target.”


  Judy gave a sigh. “The Baked Alaska was super,” she said dreamily. “I could eat some more.”


  “So could I,” agreed Jonathan.


  Paddington licked his lips. “I expect I could make you some if you like, Mr Brown,” he exclaimed.


  “Not in my kitchen,” said Mrs Bird sternly. “I’m not having any young bear’s elastic baked in my oven!”


  She paused at the door. “Mind you,” she added casually, “as it happens, we were having some ice cream for supper…”


  “I must say it sounds rather nice,” said Mrs Brown.


  Mr Brown stroked his moustache thoughtfully. “I could toy with some myself,” he agreed. “How about you, Paddington?”


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. If one thing stood out above all others in his mind from the evening’s adventure it was the memory of Vladimir’s Baked Alaska and he felt sure that an Alaska baked by Mrs Bird would be nicer still.


  The Browns’ housekeeper looked unusually pink about the ears as she raised her hands at the noisy approval which greeted Paddington as he gave voice to his thoughts.


  “Compliments are always nice,” she said. “Especially genuine ones.


  “But if you ask me,” she continued, pausing at the door, “bears’ compliments are the nicest ones of all and they certainly deserve the biggest helpings!”
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  MR BROWN LOWERED his evening paper and looked around the room at the rest of the family. “Do you realise something?” he said. “It’s nearly Christmas and we haven’t been up to town to see the decorations yet!”


  Paddington pricked up his ears at Mr Brown’s words. “I don’t think I’ve ever been to see them, Mr Brown,” he said. “Not the Christmas ones.”


  The Browns stopped what they were doing and stared at him in wide-eyed amazement. Paddington had been with them for so long, and was so much a part of their lives, they’d somehow taken it for granted that he’d seen the Christmas decorations at some time or another and it didn’t seem possible for such an important matter to have been overlooked.


  “Mercy me, I do believe that bear’s right,” said Mrs Bird. “We’ve seen the ordinary lights several times, and we’ve seen the decorations during daylight when we’ve been doing our Christmas shopping, but we’ve never been up specially. Not at night.”


  “Gosh, Dad,” exclaimed Jonathan. “Can we go tonight? It’s years since we went.”


  Mr Brown looked first at his watch and then at his wife and Mrs Bird. “I’m game,” he said. “How about you?


  Mrs Brown looked at Mrs Bird. “I’ve done everything I want to do,” said their housekeeper. “I’m very well advanced this year. I only have to take my mince pies out of the oven and I shall be ready.”


  “May we go, Daddy?” implored Judy. “Please?”


  Mr Brown glanced round the room with a twinkle in his eye. “What do you say, Paddington?” he asked. “Would you like to?”


  “Yes, please, Mr Brown,” exclaimed Paddington eagerly. “I should like that very much indeed.”


  Paddington was always keen on trips, especially unexpected ones with the whole family, and when Mr Brown announced that he would call in on the way and pick up Mr Gruber into the bargain he grew more and more excited.


  For the next half an hour there was great pandemonium at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens as everyone rushed around getting ready for the big event and even Paddington himself went so far as to rub a flannel over his whiskers while Judy gave his fur a brush down.


  It was a very merry party of Browns that eventually set off in Mr Brown’s car and shortly afterwards the hilarity was increased still further as Mr Gruber emerged from his shop carrying a camera and some flashbulbs, several of which he used in order to take photographs of the assembly.


  “You’re not the only one who hasn’t been to see the Christmas decorations, Mr Brown,” he said, addressing Paddington as he squeezed into the back seat alongside Mrs Bird, Jonathan and Judy. “I’ve never been either and I want to make the most of it.”


  If the Browns had been surprised to discover that Paddington had never seen the lights they were even more astonished at this latest piece of information and Paddington himself was so taken aback he quite forgot to give his usual paw signal as they swung out of the Portobello Road.


  Mr Gruber chuckled at the effect of his words. “People never do see things that are on their own doorstep,” he said wisely. “I must say it’ll be a great treat. I’ve heard they’re particularly good this year.”


  As they drove along Mr Gruber went on to explain to Paddington how each year all the big shops in London got together in order to festoon the streets with huge decorations made up of hundreds of coloured lights, and also how each year an enormous Christmas tree was sent from Norway as a gift to the people of London, and how it was always placed in a position of honour in Trafalgar Square.


  It all sounded most interesting and the excitement mounted as they drew nearer and nearer to the centre of London.


  Mr Gruber coughed as Paddington jumped up in his seat and began waving his paws in the direction of a cluster of green lights some distance ahead.


  “I have a feeling those are traffic lights, Mr Brown,” he said tactfully, as they changed to amber. “But just you wait until you see the real thing.”


  At that moment the lights suddenly changed again, this time to red, and the car screeched to a halt. “I’m not surprised he mistook them,” grumbled Mr Brown. “It’s a wonder he could see anything at all. If we’re not careful we shall have a nasty accident.” Rather pointedly he picked up a duster and began wiping the glass in front of him. “Bear’s steam all over my windscreen! People will begin to think we’re boiling a kettle in here or something.”


  “It’s always worse when he’s excited, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, coming to Paddington’s rescue as he sank back into his seat looking most offended.


  “If I were you,” she continued, “I’d stop somewhere. We shall see much more if we walk.”


  Mrs Brown’s suggestion met with whole-hearted approval from the rest of the family. They were beginning to feel a bit cramped, and some while later, having disentangled the car from the maze of traffic and found somewhere to park, even Mr Brown had to agree that it was a good idea as they climbed out and set off on foot down one of the busy London thoroughfares.


  It was a crisp, clear night and the pavement on either side of the street was thronged with people gazing into shop windows, staring up at the decorations which seemed to hang overhead like a million golden stars in the sky, or simply, like the Browns, strolling leisurely along drinking it all in.


  Nearby, on the Browns’ side of the street, a long queue of people were waiting to go into a cinema, and somewhere in the background there was the sound of a man’s voice raised in song – a song punctuated every now and then by a rhythmic clicking like that of castanets.


  “I do believe it’s someone playing the spoons, Mr Brown,” exclaimed Mr Gruber. “I haven’t seen that for years.”


  Paddington, who’d never even heard of anyone playing the spoons before let alone seen it happen, peered around with interest while Mr Gruber explained how some people, who called themselves ‘buskers’, earned their living by entertaining the theatre and cinema queues every evening while they were waiting to go in.
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  To his disappointment the owner of the spoons appeared to be somewhere out of sight round a corner and so rather reluctantly he turned his attention back to the lights.


  There were so many different things to see it was difficult to know which to investigate first and he didn’t want to run the risk of missing anything, but the Christmas lights themselves seemed very good value indeed. After considering the matter for a moment or two he took off his hat so that the brim wouldn’t get in the way and then, holding it out in front of him, he hurried along the pavement after the others with his neck craned back so that he would have a better view.


  A little way along the street he was suddenly brought back to earth when he bumped into Mr Gruber, who’d stopped outside the entrance to the cinema in order to set up his camera on a tripod and make a record of the scene.


  Paddington was just staggering back after his collision when to his surprise a man in the front of the nearby queue leaned over and dropped a small, round, shiny object into his hat.


  “There you are,” he said warmly. “Merry Christmas.”


  “Thank you very much,” exclaimed Paddington, looking most surprised. “Merry Christmas to you.”


  Peering into his hat to see what the man had given him he nearly fell over backwards on to the pavement in astonishment and his eyes grew rounder and rounder as they took in the sight before them.


  For inside his hat was not just one, but a whole pile of coins. There were so many, in fact, that the latest addition – whatever it had been – was lost for all time among a vast assortment of pennies, five-pence pieces, ten pences; coins of so many different shapes, sizes and values that Paddington soon gave up trying to count them all.


  “Is anything the matter, dear?” asked Mrs Brown, catching sight of the expression on his face. “You look quite…” Her voice broke off as she too caught a glimpse of the inside of Paddington’s hat. “Good gracious!” She put a hand to her mouth. “What have you been up to?”
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  “I haven’t been up to anything,” said Paddington truthfully. Still hardly able to believe his good fortune he gave his hat a shake and several five pences and a penny fell out through some holes in the side.


  “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan. “Don’t say you’ve been collecting money from the queue!”


  “They must have thought you were with the man playing the spoons,” said Judy in alarm.


  “Look here,” said the man who’d just made the latest contribution to Paddington’s collection. “I thought you were a busker.”


  “A busker!” exclaimed Paddington, giving him a hard stare. “I’m not a busker – I’m a bear!”


  “In that case I’d like my ten pence back,” said the man sternly. “Collecting money under false pretences.”


  “’Ear, ’ear,” said a man with a muffler as he pushed his way to the front. “Came round with ’is ’at ’e did. What about my five pence?”


  Mrs Brown looked round desperately as the murmurings in the front of the queue began to grow and several people farther down the street began pointing in their direction. “Do something, Henry!” she exclaimed.


  “Do something!” repeated Mr Brown. “I don’t see what I can do.”


  “Well, it was your idea to come up and see the lights in the first place,” said Mrs Brown. “I knew something like this would happen.”


  “I like that!” exclaimed Mr Brown indignantly. “It’s not my fault.” He turned to the queue. “People ought to make sure they know what they are giving their money to before they part with it,” he added in a loud voice.


  “Came round with ’is ’at ’e did,” repeated the man who was wearing the muffler.


  “Nonsense!” said Mrs Bird. “He only happened to be holding it in his paw. It’s coming to something if a bear can’t walk along a London street with his hat in his paw when he wants to.”


  “Oh dear,” said Judy. “Look!” She pointed towards the tail end of the queue where another argument appeared to be developing. It was centred around a man dressed in an old raincoat. He was holding an obviously empty hat in one hand while shaking his other fist at a group of people who, in turn, were pointing back up the street towards the Browns.


  “Crikey! We’re for it now,” breathed Jonathan, as the man, having been joined by two stalwart policemen who’d been drawn to the scene by all the noise, turned and began heading in their direction.


  “That’s ’im! That’s ’im!” cried the busker, pointing an accusing finger at Paddington. “Trying to earn an honest bob to buy meself a loaf of bread for Christmas Day I was… and what ’appens? ’E comes round with ’is ’at and robs me of all me takings!”


  The first policeman took out his notebook. “Where do you come from, bear?” he asked sternly.


  “Peru,” said Paddington promptly. “Darkest Peru!”


  “Number thirty-two Windsor Gardens,” replied Mrs Brown at the same time.


  The policeman looked from one to the other. “No fixed abode,” he said ponderously as he licked his pencil.


  “No fixed abode!” repeated Mrs Bird. She took a firm grip of her umbrella and glared at the speaker. “I’ll have you know that young bear’s abode’s been fixed ever since he arrived in this country.”


  The second policeman viewed Mrs Bird’s umbrella out of the corner of his eye and then glanced round at the rest of the Browns. “I must say they don’t look as if they’ve been working the queues,” he said, addressing his colleague.


  “Working the queues!” said Mr Brown indignantly. “We most certainly have been doing nothing of the sort. We came up to show this young bear the lights.”


  “What about my takings then,” interrupted the busker. “’Ow do they come to be in ’is ’at?”


  “Deliberate it was,” shouted the man with the muffler. “Took my five pence ’e did.”


  “It certainly wasn’t deliberate,” said Mr Gruber, stepping into the breach. “I saw the whole thing through my viewfinder.


  “I happened to be taking a photograph at the time, officer,” he continued, turning to the first policeman in order to explain the matter, “and I’m quite sure that when it’s developed you’ll see this young bear is in no way to blame.”


  Mr Gruber looked as if he would like to have said a good deal more on the subject but at that moment to everyone’s relief a commissionaire appeared at the cinema doors and the queue began to move.


  “That’s all very well,” said the busker. “But what about my takings?


  “Two choruses of Rudolph the Red Nosed Reindeer I gave ’em on me spoons,” he continued plaintively, “and all for nothing.”


  As the last of the queue disappeared into the cinema and the rest of the crowd began to disperse, the first policeman put his notebook away. “It seems to me,” he said, turning to his colleague as they made to leave, “if this young bear here gives up his collection everyone’ll be happy and we can call it a night. Only look slippy, mind,” he continued, addressing himself to Paddington. “Otherwise if certain people are still here when we get back they may find themselves in trouble for causing an obstruction.”


  Thanking the policeman very much for his advice Paddington began hastily emptying the contents of his hat into the one belonging to the busker.


  As the pile of coins cascaded down in a shower of bronze and silver he began to look more and more disappointed. It was difficult to tell exactly how much was in the collection but he felt sure it would have been more than enough to enable Jonathan, Judy and himself to reach their target for the Children’s Christmas Party Fund.


  “I don’t know about no bear’s targets,” said the busker as Paddington explained what he’d been hoping to do with the money. “I’ve got me own targets to worry about.”


  “Never mind, Paddington,” said Judy, squeezing his paw. “We’ve done very well. You never know – something may turn up.”


  “Tell you what,” said the busker, catching sight of the expression on Paddington’s face. “I’ll give you a tune on me spoons to cheer you up before you go.”


  Lifting up his hand he was about to break into the opening bars when to everyone’s surprise Mr Gruber, who had been listening to the conversation with a great deal of interest, suddenly stepped forward. “May I see those spoons a moment?” he asked.


  “Certainly, guv’,” said the busker, handing them over. “Don’t tell me you play ’em as well.”


  Mr Gruber shook his head as he took a small spyglass from his pocket and held the spoons up to a nearby lamp so that he could examine them more closely. “You know,” he said, “these could be quite valuable. They may even be very rare Georgian silver…”


  “What!” began the busker, staring open-mouthed at Mr Gruber. “My spoons…”


  “I have an idea,” said Mr Gruber briskly, silencing the busker with a wave of his hand before he had time to say any more. “If I give you ten pounds for this pair of spoons will you let young Mr Brown keep the collection? After all, he did make it in a way, even if it was an accident.”


  “Ten pounds!” exclaimed the busker, eyeing Mr Gruber’s wallet. “For them spoons? Lor’ bless you, sir. Why, ’e can ’ave me ’at as well for that!”


  “No, thank you,” broke in Mrs Brown hastily. Paddington’s own hat was bad enough at the best of times but from where she was standing it looked as if the busker’s might well have matched up to it, give or take a few marmalade stains.


  “Tell you what, guv’,” said the busker hopefully, as he took Mr Gruber’s ten-pound note in exchange for the spoons and began transferring the money back into Paddington’s hat. “There’s some more where them two came from. ’Ow about…”


  Mr Gruber gave him a hard look. “No,” he said firmly. “I think these two will do admirably, thank you.”
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  A few minutes later, bidding a rather dazed-looking busker goodbye, the Browns resumed their stroll, with Paddington keeping very much to the outside this time.


  “Well,” said Mr Brown, “I’m not quite sure what all that was about, but it seems to have worked out all right in the end.”


  “Four pounds and ten pence,” exclaimed Jonathan a few minutes later as he finished counting the money. “That’s more than enough to reach our target. I bet they’ll be jolly pleased at the hospital.”


  “I didn’t know you were collecting for a children’s party,” said Mrs Brown. “You should have said. We could have given you some towards it.”


  “It was really Paddington’s idea,” said Judy, giving the paw by her side another squeeze. “Besides, it wouldn’t have been the same if you’d given it to us. Not the same at all.”


  Mr Brown turned to Mr Gruber. “Fancy you noticing those spoons,” he said. “Isn’t it strange how things work out.”


  “Very strange,” agreed Mr Gruber, taking a sudden interest in some decorations just overhead.


  Only Mrs Bird caught a faint twinkle in his eye – a twinkle not unlike the one she’d noticed when he’d been conducting his deal with the busker, and one moreover which caused her to have certain suspicions on the matter – but wisely she decided it was high time the subject was changed.


  “Look,” she said, pointing ahead. “There’s the Christmas tree in Trafalgar Square. If we hurry we may be in time for the carols.”


  Mr Brown gave a sniff. “I’ll tell you something else,” he said. “I can smell hot chestnuts.”


  Paddington licked his lips. Although it wasn’t long since he’d had his tea, all the excitement was beginning to make him feel hungry again. “Hot chestnuts, Mr Brown,” he exclaimed with interest. “I don’t think I’ve ever had any of those before.”


  The Browns stopped in their tracks and for the second time that day, stared at Paddington in amazement.


  “You’ve never had any hot chestnuts?” repeated Mr Brown.


  Paddington shook his head. “Never,” he said firmly.


  “Well, we can soon alter that,” said Mr Brown, leading the way towards a coke brazier at the side of the road. “Seven large bags, please,” he announced to the man who was serving.


  “What a good thing I brought my camera,” exclaimed Mr Gruber. “Two firsts in one evening,” he continued, as he set up his tripod. “The decorations and now this. I shall have to make some extra copies for your Aunt Lucy in Peru, Mr Brown. I expect she’ll find them most interesting.”
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  Paddington thanked his friend happily through a mouthful of hot chestnuts. In the distance he could still see some decorations in the busy shopping part of London, while in front, the biggest tree he’d ever seen in his life rose up into the night, supporting a myriad of brightly coloured fairy lights, and from somewhere nearby the sound of a Christmas carol filled the air. All in all, he thought it had been a lovely evening out and it was nice, not only to think that Christmas Day itself was still to come, but to round things off in such a tasty manner.


  “Are you having trouble with your exposures, Mr Gruber?” he asked hopefully, as he came to the end of his chestnuts.


  Mr Gruber looked up in some surprise. “I only wondered,” said Paddington hastily, eyeing the brazier before his friend had time to reply, “because if you are I thought perhaps you’d like me to have another bag just to make sure!”


  “There’s one thing about bears,” said Mrs Bird, joining in the laughter which followed Paddington’s last remark. “They certainly don’t believe in taking any chances!”


  Mr Brown reached into his pocket. “And for once,” he said, amid general agreement, “I’m entirely on their side. Seven more bags, please!”
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    PADDINGTON STARED AT Mrs Brown as if he could hardly believe his ears. “You’ve dropped my tooth down the waste disposal!” he exclaimed. “I shan’t even be able to put it under my pillow now!”


    Mrs Brown peered helplessly into the gaping hole at the bottom of her kitchen sink. “I’m awfully sorry, dear,” she replied. “It must have been in the leavings when I cleared up after breakfast. I think you’ll have to leave a note explaining what happened.”


    It was a tradition in the Browns’ household that anyone who lost a tooth and left it under their pillow that night would find it replaced by fifty pence the next morning, and Paddington looked most upset at being deprived of this experience.


    “Perhaps we could try looking under the cover outside,” suggested Judy hopefully. “It might still be in the drain.”


    “I shouldn’t think so,” said Jonathan. “Those waste disposals are jolly good. They grind up anything. It even managed that everlasting toffee Paddington gave me yesterday.


    “It was a super one,” he added hastily, as he caught Paddington’s eye. “I wish I could make one half as nice. It was a bit big, though. I couldn’t quite finish it.”


    “Well,” said Mr Brown, returning to the vexed question of Paddington’s tooth, “at least it didn’t jam the machine. We’ve only had it a fortnight.”


    But if Mr Brown was trying to strike a cheerful note, he failed miserably, for Paddington gave him a very hard stare indeed.


    “I’ve had my tooth ever since I was born,” he said. “And it was my best one. I don’t know what Aunt Lucy’s going to say when I write and tell her.”


    And with that parting shot, he hurried out of the kitchen and disappeared upstairs in the direction of his room leaving behind a very unhappy group of Browns indeed.


    “I don’t see how anyone can have a best tooth,” said Mr Brown, as he made ready to leave for the office.


    “Well,” said Mrs Bird, their housekeeper, “best or not, I must say I don’t blame that bear. I don’t think I’d be too happy at the thought of one of my teeth going down a waste disposal – even if it was an accident.”


    “It would have to be Paddington’s,” said Judy. “You know how he hates losing anything. Especially when it’s something he’s cleaned twice a day.”


    “We shall never hear the last of it,” agreed Mrs Brown. She looked round the kitchen at the remains of the breakfast things. “I do hate Mondays. I don’t know why, but there always seems to be more dried egg on the plates than any other day.”


    The others fell silent. It was one of those mornings at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens. Things had started badly when Paddington announced that he’d found a bone in his boiled egg, but remembering a similar occurrence some years before with a Christmas pudding, the Browns had pooh-poohed the idea at first and it wasn’t until a little later on, when he’d gone upstairs to do his Monday morning accounts that the trouble had really begun.


    A sudden cry of alarm had brought the rest of the family racing to the scene only to find Paddington on his bed with a pencil stuck between a large gap where one of his back teeth should have been.


    Immediately the whole house had been in an uproar. The bed was stripped, carpets were turned back, the vacuum cleaner emptied, pockets turned out; Paddington even tried standing on his head in case he’d swallowed the lost half by mistake, but all to no avail… it was nowhere to be seen.


    It wasn’t until Mrs Bird remembered the episode with the boiled egg that they suddenly put two and two together and went scurrying back downstairs again as fast as their legs would carry them.


    But they were too late. Before they were halfway down, they heard a loud grinding noise coming from the kitchen and they arrived there just in time to see Mrs Brown switch the machine off.


    The waste disposal was still a new toy in the household. Everything from used matchsticks to old bones was fed into its ever-open mouth, but never in her wildest moments would Mrs Brown have dreamed of disposing of one of Paddington’s teeth and she was as upset as anyone when she realised what had happened.


    “I can’t see them taking him on the National Health,” she said. “Perhaps he’d better go to the vet.”


    “Certainly not,” said Mrs Bird decidedly. “He’ll have to go as a private patient. I’ll ring Mr Leach straight away.”


    Although the Browns’ housekeeper kept a firm hand on Paddington’s ‘goings-on’, she was always quick to come to his aid in time of trouble and she bustled out of the room in a very determined manner.


    All the same, the others awaited her return with some anxiety, for although Mr Leach had looked after the family’s teeth for more years than they cared to remember, he’d never actually been asked to deal with one of Paddington’s before. They weren’t at all sure how he would view the matter and their spirits rose when Mrs Bird reappeared wearing her coat and hat.


    “Mr Leach will see him as soon as we can get there,” she announced. “He keeps a free period for emergencies.”


    Mrs Brown heaved a sigh of relief. “How nice,” she said. “It’s not as if we’ve ever registered Paddington with him.”


    “Who said anything about Paddington?” replied Mrs Bird innocently. “I simply said we have an emergency in the house.” She glanced up at the ceiling as a loud groan came from somewhere overhead. “And if you ask me, there’s no one who’ll deny the truth of that! I’d better order a taxi.”


    While Mrs Bird got busy on the phone again, the others hurried upstairs to see how Paddington was getting on. They found him sitting on the side of his bed wearing a very woebegone expression on his face indeed. Or rather, the little of his face that could be seen, for most of it was concealed behind a large bath towel. Every so often a low groan issued from somewhere deep inside the folds, and if the news of his forthcoming visit to the dentist did little to raise his spirits, they received a further setback a few minutes later when he was ushered into the back of a waiting taxi.
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    “’Aving trouble with yer choppers, mate?” asked the driver, catching sight of the towel.


    “My choppers?” exclaimed Paddington.


    “I only ’ope he’s not a strong union man,” continued the driver as they moved away. “One out – the lot out!”


    Mrs Brown hastily closed the window between the two compartments. “Don’t take any notice, dear,” she said. “I’m sure you’re doing the right thing. Mr Leach is very good. He’s been practising for years.”


    “Mr Leach has been practising?” repeated Paddington with growing alarm. “I think I’d sooner pay extra and have someone who knows what he’s doing.”


    The Browns exchanged glances. It was sometimes very difficult explaining things to Paddington – especially when he had his mind firmly fixed on something else – and they completed the rest of the journey in silence.


    However, if Paddington himself was beginning to have mixed feelings on the subject of his tooth, Mr Leach had no such problems when they reached the surgery a short while later.


    “I’m afraid I shall have to charge extra,” he said, as the situation was explained to him. “Bears have forty-two teeth.”


    “I’ve only got forty-one,” said Paddington. “One of mine’s been disposed of.”


    “That’s still nine more than I normally deal with,” said Mr Leach firmly, ushering Paddington into his surgery. “None of my charts cover it for a start. I shall have to get my nurse to draw up a completely new one.”


    “I do hope we are doing the right thing,” said Mrs Brown anxiously, as the door closed behind them. “I feel it’s all my fault.”


    Mrs Bird gave a snort. “More likely that bear’s everlasting toffees,” she said grimly. “They’re well named. It’s almost impossible to get rid of them. It’s no wonder he’s lost a tooth. He was testing them all day yesterday. I had to throw the saucepan away and there were toffees all over the kitchen floor. I nearly ricked my ankle twice.”


    Paddington’s home-made toffees were a sore subject in the Brown household. It wasn’t so much that they had set hard. In fact, had they done so there might have been fewer complaints, but they’d ended up as a pile of large glutinous balls which stuck to everything they came in contact with, and Mrs Bird spent the next few minutes holding forth on what she would like to do with them.


    However, it was noticeable that all the while she was talking, the Browns’ housekeeper kept her gaze firmly fixed on the door leading to the surgery, rather as if she wished she had X-ray eyes.


    But as it happened, for once Mrs Bird’s worst fears weren’t being realised, for Paddington was beginning to have second thoughts about dentists.


    Looking around Mr Leach’s surgery, he decided it was all very much nicer than he’d expected. Everything was gleaming white and spotlessly clean, with not a marmalade stain to be seen anywhere. And although it wasn’t what Mrs Bird would have called ‘over-furnished’, the one chair Mr Leach did possess more than made up for the fact.


    Paddington had never come across anything quite like it before. It was like a long couch which rose into the air and took on all kinds of shapes simply at the press of a button. It seemed very good value indeed and Paddington was most impressed.


    Above his head there was a nice warm lamp and just beside his left paw there was a glass of pinkish liquid and a basin, while on the other side, next to Mr Leach, there was a table fixed to an arm on which a number of instruments were laid.


    Paddington hastily averted his gaze from these as he settled back in his chair, but he liked anything new, and despite his aching tooth, he dutifully opened his mouth and eyed Mr Leach with interest as the latter picked up a small rod-like object and what looked like a mirror on the end of a stick.


    Mr Leach gave several grunts of approval as he peered into Paddington’s mouth, tapping the teeth one by one with the end of the rod, and several times he broke into song as he delved deeper and deeper.


    “We’ve got a good one there, bear,” he said, standing up at last. “I’m glad you came along.”


    Paddington sat up looking most relieved. “Thank you very much, Mr Leach,” he exclaimed. “That didn’t hurt a bit.”


    Mr Leach looked slightly taken aback. “I haven’t done anything yet,” he said. “That was only an inspection – just to see what’s what. We’ve a long way to go yet. I’m afraid you have a fractured cusp.”


    “What!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “My cusp’s fractured!” He peered at the rod in Mr Leach’s hand. “It was all right when I came in,” he added meaningly. “I think it must have happened when you tapped it.”


    “A fractured cusp,” said Mr Leach stiffly, as he busied himself with a tray of instruments, “merely means you have a broken tooth.” He wagged his finger roguishly. “I have a feeling we’ve been eating something we shouldn’t.”


    Paddington sank back in his chair and looked at the dentist with renewed interest. “Have you been making toffee too, Mr Leach?” he exclaimed.


    Mr Leach gave Paddington a strange look. “You have quite a large piece of double tooth missing,” he said, slowly and carefully, “and I shall have to make you a new top to replace it.”


    Looking most upset at this latest piece of news, Paddington reached out a paw for the nearby glass of pink liquid. “I think I’ll have my orangeade now, Mr Leach, if you don’t mind,” he exclaimed.


    “That,” said Mr Leach sternly, “is not orangeade. It’s not even for drinking. It’s put there so that you can swill your mouth out and get rid of the bits and pieces after I’ve finished drilling. If I kept every young bear who came in here supplied with free drinks I’d soon be out of business.”


    He looked distastefully at Paddington’s front where the fur had already become rather soggy from the drips and then signalled his nurse to tie a plastic bib round Paddington’s neck. “Would we like an injection?” he asked. “It may hurt otherwise.”


    “Yes, please,” said Paddington promptly. “I’ll have two if you like.”


    “I think one will be sufficient,” replied Mr Leach, holding a syringe up to the light. “Now, open your mouth wide, please,” he continued. “And don’t forget, this is going to hurt me more than it hurts you.”


    Paddington dutifully obeyed Mr Leach’s instructions and, in fact, apart from a slight prick, it was much less painful than he had expected.


    “Shall I do yours now, Mr Leach?” he asked.


    Mr Leach gave him a strange look. “Mine?” he repeated. “I don’t have one.”


    Paddington gave Mr Leach an equally strange look in return. “You said we were going to have one,” he persisted. “And you said yours would hurt more than mine.”


    Mr Leach stared at Paddington for a moment as if he could hardly believe his ears and then turned to his nurse. “I think,” he said, breathing heavily, “we’ll try putting a wedge in his mouth. It may make things easier.


    “Now,” he continued, turning to Paddington as the nurse handed him a piece of plastic-looking material. “I want you to open your mouth again, say ‘ah’, and when I’ve put this in, take a good, hard bite.”


    Paddington opened his mouth and let out a loud “aaaah”.


    “Good,” said Mr Leach approvingly, as he reached into the opening. “Now, one more ‘aah’ like that and then a good hard bite. And whatever happens from now on – don’t let go.”


    “Aaaaah,” said Paddington.


    Mr Leach’s face seemed to change colour suddenly. “Ooooooooh,” he cried.


    “Oooooooooooh,” repeated Paddington, biting harder than ever.


    “Owwwwwwwwwwwwwww,” shouted Mr Leach, as he began dancing up and down.


    “Owwwwwwww,” called Paddington, nearly falling out of the chair in his excitement. “Owwwwwwwwwww!”


    “Ouch!” shrieked Mr Leach. “Owwwwwwwwwww! Oooooooooooooo! Aaaaaaaaaaa!”


    Outside in the waiting-room, the Browns looked anxiously at one another. “Poor old Paddington,” said Jonathan. “It sounds as if he’s going through it.”


    “I do hope it doesn’t take much longer,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t know about Paddington, but I’m not sure if I can stand a lot more.”


    As it happened, Mrs Brown’s prayers were answered almost before the words were out of her mouth, for at that moment, the surgery door burst open and a white-faced nurse appeared in the opening.


    “Can you come quickly?” she cried.


    Mrs Brown clutched at her throat. “Paddington!” she cried. “He’s not…”


    “No,” said the nurse, “he’s not! We haven’t even started on him yet. It’s Mr Leach we’re having trouble with.”


    Mrs Bird hurried into the surgery clutching her umbrella. “Whatever’s going on?” she demanded.


    “Aaaaaaaaaaaah,” replied Paddington.


    “Ooooooooooh!” shrieked Mr Leach. “Ooooh! Ouch! Aaaaaaaah!”


    “Crikey!” exclaimed Jonathan, as he and Judy dashed towards the chair where Paddington and Mr Leach appeared to be inextricably locked together.


    “You grab Mr Leach,” cried Judy. “I’ll pull Paddington.”


    A moment later Mr Leach staggered back across the room. “My thumb,” he said slowly and distinctly as he glared at the occupant of the chair, “my thumb – or what’s left of it – was caught under your wedge, bear!”


    Paddington put on his injured expression. “You said bite hard and not let go whatever happened, Mr Leach,” he explained.


    Mrs Brown gazed anxiously at the dentist as he stood in the middle of the surgery nursing his injury. “Would you like us to come back another day?” she asked doubtfully.


    Mr Leach appeared for a moment to be undergoing some kind of deep internal struggle and then he took a grip of himself. “No,” he said at last. “No! When I became a dentist I knew there would be days when things wouldn’t always go right.” He looked at Paddington and then reached for his drill. “I’ve had twenty most enjoyable years. I suppose it had to come to an end some time and I’m certainly not letting a bear’s cusp get the better of me now!”


    It was some time before Paddington emerged again from Mr Leach’s surgery, and although all had remained quiet, the Browns were relieved to see him looking none the worse for his experience. Instead, as he hurried into the waiting-room holding his mouth open for all to see, he looked positively excited.


    “Mr Leach is going to give me a new gold tooth,” he announced importantly. “My cusp’s so large he doesn’t think an ordinary one would stand the strain.”


    Mr Leach permitted himself a smile as he hovered in the doorway nursing a bandaged thumb. “I think we’re winning at long last,” he said. “I’d like to see young Mr Brown again next week for a final fitting.”


    “Thank you very much, Mr Leach,” said Paddington gratefully. Bending down he undid his suitcase, withdrew a large paper bag and held it out. “Perhaps you’d like to try one of these?”


    Mr Leach hesitated. “I… er… I don’t normally indulge,” he said, peering into the bag. “It doesn’t set a very good example. But I must say they look tempting. It’s very kind of you. I… er…”


    As he placed one of Paddington’s everlasting toffees into his mouth, Mr Leach’s voice trailed away and for the second time that morning his face took on a glazed expression.


    “Grrrrrr,” he gurgled, pointing to his mouth. “Glug!”


    Paddington peered at him with interest. “I hope you haven’t fractured one of your cusps now, Mr Leach,” he said anxiously.


    Mr Leach glared at him for a moment and then staggered back into his surgery, clutching his jaw. Far from being fractured, his cusps gave the impression they were cemented together for all time, and the look on his face as he slammed the door boded ill for the next patient on his list that morning.


    Paddington looked most upset. “I only thought he would like one to be going on with,” he exclaimed.


    “Going on with is right,” said Mrs Bird grimly, as a series of muffled exclamations reached their ears. “By the sound of things it’ll be going on until this time next week.”


    She held out her hand. “I know something else that’s due to be disposed of just as soon as we get home. We’ve had quite enough bear’s everlasting toffee for one day.”


    Judy squeezed Paddington’s paw as they climbed into a taxi to take them home. “Never mind,” she whispered. “There can’t be too many bears who are able to say they’re having a gold tooth made for them.”


    “I’ll tell you something else,” said Mrs Brown. “It’ll make you even more valuable than you are at the moment. While you have a gold tooth in your head you’ll never be completely without – whatever happens.”


    Paddington digested this latest piece of information for a moment or two as he settled back in his seat. So much had happened that morning he felt he’d have a job to remember it all let alone put it down on a postcard when he next wrote to his Aunt Lucy in Peru. But all in all he was beginning to feel rather pleased at the way things had turned out and he felt sure she would be equally delighted by the news.


    Mrs Bird glanced across at him with the suspicion of a twinkle in her eye. “If this morning’s events are anything to go by,” she said, “it strikes me that a tooth in the sink is worth two under the pillow any day of the week.”


    Paddington nodded his agreement. “I think,” he announced at last, amid sighs of relief, “I’ll always have my old teeth disposed of in future.”
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    MRS BIRD HELD a large square of chequered cloth up to the light and examined it with an expert eye. “I must say, Paddington’s made a first-class job of it,” she declared approvingly.


    “I’ve seen worse in some shops,” agreed Mrs Brown. “What is it?”


    “I think he said it’s a tablecloth,” replied Mrs Bird. “But whatever it is, I’m sure it’ll come in very handy.”


    Mrs Brown glanced up at the ceiling as a steady rhythmic clanking came from somewhere overhead. “At least we can leave him on his own for the day without worrying too much,” she said thankfully. “We may as well make the most of it. At the rate he’s going, that sewing machine won’t last much longer.”


    Mrs Brown was never too happy about leaving Paddington on his own for too long. Things had a habit of going wrong – especially on days when he was at a loose end – but with Jonathan and Judy back at school after the Easter holiday it couldn’t always be avoided. It happened to be one of those days and she was most relieved to know he was occupied.


    Paddington’s interest in sewing had been something of a nine-day wonder in the Brown household. It all came about when he lost his fifty pence a week bun money down a drain one morning as he was on his way to the baker’s to pick up his standing order.


    The coin had slipped through a hole in one of his duffle coat pockets, and even the combined efforts of several passing dustmen and a road sweeper had failed to locate it.


    Although Mr Brown took pity on him and replaced the money, Paddington had been upset for several days afterwards. He still felt he was going to be fifty pence short for the rest of his life and when some men arrived a few days later to swill out the drains, he gave them some very hard stares indeed.


    It was Mr Gruber who finally took his mind off the matter. Mr Gruber kept an antique shop in the nearby Portobello Market and over the years he and Paddington had become firm friends. In fact, most mornings they shared some buns and a cup of cocoa for their elevenses.


    One morning, shortly after his loss, Paddington arrived at the shop only to find a mysterious cloth-covered object standing on a table just inside the door.


    At Mr Gruber’s bidding he lifted the cloth, and then nearly fell over backwards with surprise, for there, lo and behold, was a sewing machine. And even more exciting, on the side there was a label – with his name on it!


    Mr Gruber waved Paddington’s thanks to one side. “We don’t want another day like ‘the one we don’t talk about’ in a hurry, Mr Brown,” he said, referring to ‘bunless’ Friday as they’d come to know it.


    “I’m afraid it’s rather an old one,” he continued, as Paddington examined the machine with interest. “It came in a job lot I bought at a sale many years ago and it’s been lying under a chair at the back of my shop ever since. But there’s a book of instructions and it may do a turn if you want to go over some of your old seams.”


    Paddington didn’t know what to say. Although Mrs Bird had unpicked the join on his duffle coat pocket and inserted a double-strength calico lining to make doubly sure for the future, he didn’t want to take any more chances and after thanking Mr Gruber very much, he hurried home with the present safely tucked away in his shopping basket on wheels.


    Paddington had often watched Mrs Bird in action with her machine, and once she’d even let him turn the handle, but never in his wildest dreams had he pictured actually owning one himself.


    Threading the needle by paw had been his biggest problem and the first time it had taken him the best part of a day, but once the cotton was safely through the eye of the needle there was no holding him and soon the steady clickety-clack of the machine had begun to echo round the house.


    At first he’d contented himself with joining together some old bits of cloth Mrs Bird had found in her sewing box, but when these ran out he turned his attention to more ambitious things and really and truly he’d been most useful. A new tea towel for Mrs Bird; a set of curtains for Judy’s doll’s house; a bag for Jonathan’s cricket bat, and a smaller one for Mr Brown’s pipe; now the tablecloth – there seemed no end to his activities.
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    “Just so long as he doesn’t do anything nasty to his new eiderdown,” said Mrs Bird, as they went upstairs to give Paddington his instructions for lunch. “I don’t want to come back and find it turned into a tea cosy.”


    Although the Browns’ housekeeper was as pleased as anyone over Paddington’s new-found industry, she didn’t entirely share Mrs Brown’s optimism about leaving him alone for the day.


    Nevertheless, even Mrs Bird gave a nod of approval as they entered his room and she caught sight of a pile of old handkerchiefs he was busy repairing.


    “That reminds me,” said Mrs Brown as they said goodbye, “the laundry man is due this morning. I’ve put the things by the front door. Mr Curry might call in later – he’s got a pair of trousers he wants altered.”


    Mrs Bird gave a snort. “I shouldn’t worry too much about that,” she said meaningly. “It’s only because there’s a special offer of one pound off this week if repairs go with the laundry. If he’s so mean he can’t send any washing of his own then it’s too bad.”


    There was little love lost between Mrs Bird and the Browns’ next-door neighbour. Mr Curry had a reputation not only for his meanness but for the way he seized every opportunity to take advantage of others, and the latest example lasted Mrs Bird as a topic of conversation all the way to the bus stop.


    It seemed just a matter of seconds after the front door closed behind them that another loud bang sent Paddington hurrying downstairs only to find Mr Curry waiting impatiently on the front step.


    “Good morning, bear,” he said gruffly. “I’d like you to put these with your laundry.


    “I want two inches off the waist,” he continued, handing over a pair of grey flannel trousers, “no more, and certainly no less. The instructions are all on a sheet of paper in one of the pockets. I lost a lot of weight when I was in hospital last year and I’ve never put it on again. All my clothes are the same.”


    “Oh dear, Mr Curry,” said Paddington. “I’m sorry to hear that.”


    In saying he was sorry to hear about Mr Curry’s loss of weight, Paddington was speaking the truth, for ever since the unfortunate incident on the golf course when he’d stepped on a marmalade sandwich and ended up in hospital, the Browns’ neighbour had let no opportunity of mentioning the matter go by.


    But to Paddington’s relief, for once Mr Curry seemed to have his mind on other things. “I want you to make sure they go in your name,” he said. “It’s most important. They’re doing waistbands for one pound this week and it’s the last day of the offer.”


    A thoughtful expression came over Paddington’s face as he took the trousers from Mr Curry. “I know someone who would do it for fifty pence,” he said hopefully. “And give it back to you today!”


    “Fifty pence?” repeated Mr Curry. “It seems remarkably cheap. Are you sure they’ll do them in a day?”


    Paddington nodded. “It isn’t a they, Mr Curry,” he confided. “It’s a he.”


    “Is this person completely reliable, bear?” asked Mr Curry suspiciously. “I can hardly believe it.”


    “Oh yes,” said Paddington confidently. “I’ve known him all my life. He lost his bun money down a drain the other day and now he’s trying to make up for it.”


    Fortunately Paddington’s last words were lost on Mr Curry, who seemed to be busy with his own thoughts. He hesitated for a moment and then came to a decision. “Wait there, bear,” he said, turning to go. “This is too good an opportunity to miss.”


    The Browns’ neighbour was gone for several minutes and while he was away the man arrived to collect the weekly wash. Paddington hesitated over the trousers. Although the idea of doing them himself had seemed a very good one at the time, now that he’d taken a closer look he was beginning to have second thoughts on the matter, and he was about to chase after the van when he caught sight of Mr Curry glaring at him through his bedroom window and hurriedly changed his mind again.


    A few moments later, the Browns’ neighbour emerged from his front door and headed back towards number thirty-two. To Paddington’s surprise he was wearing a dressing gown and carrying a large brown paper parcel in his arms.


    “I’ve decided to go the whole hog, bear,” he announced, as he came up the path. “If this person’s as good as you say he is it’ll be well worth while.”


    Paddington’s face grew longer and longer as Mr Curry unwrapped his parcel and revealed not one pair of trousers, but a great pile. In fact, outside of a shop, Paddington couldn’t remember ever having seen quite so many pairs of trousers before.


    “I’m having the whole lot done,” explained Mr Curry. “Including,” he added ominously, “the ones from my best suit.”


    “You wouldn’t like to keep a pair in case of an emergency would you, Mr Curry?” asked Paddington anxiously.


    “An emergency?” barked Mr Curry, catching sight of the look on Paddington’s face. “I don’t like the sound of that, bear! Are you sure this person will do a good job? If not I’d rather send them with your laundry.”


    “I’m afraid it’s too late now, Mr Curry,” said Paddington unhappily. “It’s gone!”


    Mr Curry looked at Paddington sternly. “In that case,” he warned, “I shall hold you personally responsible for the safety of my trousers from now on. And I shall look forward to their prompt return. I can’t go out until they come back, so woe betide you if anything goes wrong.


    “I may give you fifty pence for going,” he added, as Paddington held out his paw hopefully. “It all depends. But I’m certainly not paying the full amount until I see some results.”


    With that, the Browns’ neighbour turned on his heels and disappeared in the direction of his house leaving Paddington with a very woebegone expression on his face indeed. For some reason which he could never quite fathom, things always got out of hand when Mr Curry was around and he was apt to find himself agreeing to do things before he knew what they actually were.


    Heaving a deep sigh Paddington gathered up Mr Curry’s parcel and made his way back upstairs in order to consult the instruction book.


    Up to now he’d concentrated on the mechanical side of the booklet, which explained the workings of the various parts, but towards the back there were several chapters devoted to what one could do with the needle once it was threaded, and it was to this section that he turned when he’d settled down.


    But in the event it proved rather disappointing. As far as he could make out, when the machine was first made, very few people seemed to wear trousers, or if they did they were so well made they were seldom in need of repair. Most of the illustrations dealt with some very odd situations indeed. There was a picture of a lady who’d caught her dress on a penny-farthing cycle and another, called DRAMA IN THE DESERT, which showed a man with a large moustache and shorts repairing what was left of his tent after a camel had trodden on it. But any hints and tips to do with trousers as such were conspicuous only by their absence.


    Although Paddington was very keen on instruction books he’d noticed in the past that they had a habit of dealing with every kind of situation except the one he most wanted, and the present one was no exception.


    According to the closing paragraph anyone who owned a SEW-RITE sewing machine had unlimited horizons, but Paddington could see only two good things on his particular horizon; the Browns were out and unlikely to return for some while, and Mr Curry was in and unlikely in his present state to venture out.


    However, Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear to let things get the better of him if he could possibly help it, and picking up a pair of scissors, he poked hopefully at one of Mr Curry’s seams.


    To his surprise, his efforts were rewarded much sooner than he expected, for without any warning at all the waistband suddenly parted in the middle. In fact, it was even more successful than he’d intended, for when he pulled at the loose thread there was a rending sound and it travelled right down to the turn-ups at the bottom.


    Paddington wasn’t quite sure whether it was the direct result of pulling that thread or whether he’d pulled another one by mistake, but when he picked the trousers up to examine them more closely one of the legs fell off.
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    After drawing his bedroom curtains to be on the safe side, Paddington held the remaining leg up to his bedside light and peered at it uneasily. Now that matters had finally come to a head he rather wished he’d sorted through the pile and picked on something other than the trousers from Mr Curry’s best navy-blue pinstripe suit to practise on.


    On the other hand, when he looked at some of his efforts a little later on he began to wonder if perhaps his first choice hadn’t been the best one after all. At least the two halves had come apart cleanly, which was more than could be said for some of the older pairs of trousers.


    But it was when he tried sewing some of the halves together again that his troubles really started. It was much more difficult than he had expected. In the past most of the material he’d used had been thin and easy to work, whereas Mr Curry’s trousers seemed unusually thick. There were so many folds in his waistbands he soon lost count of them, and the handle of the machine became very hard to turn. In desperation, Paddington tried jamming it in one of his dressing table drawers and turning the machine itself, but the only result of that was an ominous ‘ping’ as the needle snapped.


    It was all most disappointing. After working away as hard as he could, with barely a pause for a marmalade sandwich at lunch, Paddington had to admit that the results fell somewhat short of even his own expectations, and he shuddered to think how far short they would be of Mr Curry’s.


    As far as he could see, all he could offer the Browns’ neighbour was a choice between a pair of trousers with thirty-centimetre hips and pockets on the outside, one with a large gap in the back, a pair of grey flannel shorts with one leg longer than the other, some trousers with different coloured legs, or a kind of do-it-yourself selection from the pieces that were left over.
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    Whichever Mr Curry chose, Paddington couldn’t picture him being exactly overjoyed let alone paying fifty pence a time.


    He looked at the pile of material mournfully. For a wild moment he toyed with the idea of disguising his voice and ringing the Browns’ neighbour to try and explain matters to him, but then he remembered Mr Curry wasn’t on the phone anyway.


    All the same, the thought triggered off another idea in Paddington’s mind, and a moment later, after consulting his instruction book again, he hurried downstairs.


    In the back of the SEW-RITE booklet was a note headed WHAT TO DO IF ALL ELSE FAILS! and this was followed by an address to write to in case of an emergency.


    Paddington hoped very much that they’d had enough emergencies over the years to keep their service going and to have a telephone installed into the bargain, though he doubted very much if they could ever have had one quite as bad as his present one.


    


    The man from the SEW-RITE emergency service stared round Paddington’s room in amazement. “You’re in a bit of a mess, and no mistake,” he said sympathetically. “What on earth’s been going on?”


    “I’m afraid I’ve been having trouble with Mr Curry’s seams,” said Paddington. “I’ve got rather a lot of his legs left over.”


    “I can see that,” said the man, picking up a handful. “This sort of thing isn’t really our pigeon,” he continued doubtfully, “but I suppose I might be able to pull a few strings for you.”


    “I’ve tried pulling some threads,” said Paddington, “but it only seemed to make things worse.”


    The man gave Paddington an odd look and then, glancing round the room again, he gave a sudden start. “Is that yours?” he asked, pointing to the machine on the floor.


    “Well, yes,” began Paddington. “Mr Gruber gave it to me. I’m afraid it’s rather an old one so you may not like it very much.”


    “Not like it?” cried the man, dashing to the door. “Not like it? Jim!” he shouted. “Jim! There’s a young bear up here with one of our Mark Ones!”


    Paddington grew more and more mystified as a pounding of feet on the stairs heralded the approach of a second man. He wasn’t at all sure what was going on but he was thankful to see something happening at long last. It had taken him several telephone calls and some long conversations to get the men from SEW-RITE to come in the first place. Even then he hadn’t been at all hopeful about the results, but as he listened to their comments his eyes grew rounder and rounder.


    “Just you wait till our Mr Bridges hears about this,” exclaimed the first man, as they made to leave. “He’ll go berserk. You’ll never hear the like again.”


    “I expect I shall,” said Paddington unhappily.”You wait until Mr Curry hears about his trousers!”


    Although the long-term prospects had begun to look much better than he’d dared expect, Paddington didn’t view the immediate future at all hopefully and as things turned out, his forecast proved all too correct. The roar of rage which issued from Mr Curry’s house a short while later when the men from SEW-RITE broke the news about his trousers followed him all the way down Windsor Gardens, lasting almost as far as the Portobello Road, and he was very thankful indeed to reach the safety of Mr Gruber’s shop.


    While Paddington sat on the horsehair sofa mopping his brow, Mr Gruber hastily made some cocoa, and a few minutes later they adjourned to their usual deck chairs on the pavement outside.


    Once there, Mr Gruber settled back and listened patiently while Paddington did his best to explain all that had taken place that day.


    It was a long story and at the finish Mr Gruber looked as surprised at the outcome as Paddington had done.


    “What a bit of luck that old sewing machine I gave you turned out to be so valuable,” he said. “I would never have guessed it. It only goes to show that even in this business there’s always something to learn.”


    “The man from SEW-RITE said it’s one of their Mark Ones, Mr Gruber,” replied Paddington impressively. “He told me it must have been one of the first they ever made. They’ve been trying to find one like it for years to put in their museum so it’s probably worth a lot of money.”


    “It’s a good job they offered to repair Mr Curry’s trousers free of charge,” chuckled Mr Gruber, pouring out a second cup of cocoa by way of celebration. “We should never have heard the last of it otherwise. It seems to me you struck a very lucky bargain, Mr Brown.


    “Just think,” he mused, “if you hadn’t accidentally dropped your bun money down a drain, all this might never have happened. Big things sometimes have very small beginnings indeed.”


    Paddington nodded his agreement behind the cocoa steam and then hesitated as he felt in his duffle coat pocket.


    Mr Gruber read his thoughts. “I don’t think it would be quite the same if you deliberately put some money down a drain, Mr Brown,” he said tactfully. “After all, I know lightning seldom strikes twice in the same place, but fate plays funny tricks sometimes.”
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    Paddington considered the matter for a moment. All in all he decided Mr Gruber was quite right and it wasn’t worth taking any unnecessary risks. “I don’t think I should like to see even Mr Curry’s trousers struck by lightning,” he announced. “Especially while they’re still at the menders!”
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    PADDINGTON REINED IN his horse and stared at the judge’s rostrum as if he could hardly believe his ears.


    “I’ve got four hundred and fifty-two faults?” he exclaimed hotly. “But I’ve only been round once!”


    “There are twelve fences,” said Guy Cheeseman, measuring his words with care, “and you went straight through all of them – that’s forty-eight for a start. Plus another four for going back over the last one.


    “And,” he added, bringing the subject firmly to a close as he glared down at the battered remains of what had once been a hat, “your horse trampled all over my best bowler – the one I intended wearing at the presentation this afternoon – that’s another four hundred!”


    Mr Cheeseman wasn’t in the best of moods. In fact, the look on his face as he made an entry alongside Paddington’s signature on the clipboard he was carrying was what Mrs Bird would have called “a study”. He gave the distinct impression that he wished he’d never heard of St Christopher’s School and its teachers and parents in general, not to mention Paddington in particular.


    The occasion was the end of term celebrations at Judy’s school and instead of the usual speech-making, Miss Grimshaw, the headmistress, had decided to hold a gymkhana in aid of a new swimming pool.


    There were a number of events on the programme, and the two main items at the beginning and end were open to all and sundry – including the parents, relations and friends of the pupils.


    The competitors were given ‘sponsor sheets’ and each had to collect as many signatures as possible from people who were prepared to pay a small sum for every successful jump.


    The Browns arrived quite early in the day and Paddington – who had decided to enter for both the events – had been kept very busy hurrying round the grounds collecting names for his sheet.


    He was already a familiar figure at Judy’s school and almost the entire upper and lower fourth, fifth and sixth forms had persuaded their nearest and dearest to sponsor him at anything between fifty pence and one pound a jump. In view of the number of signatures Paddington had managed to collect, the swimming pool fund stood to benefit by a tidy amount.
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    Guy Cheeseman, the famous Olympic rider, had very kindly agreed to judge the contests and act as commentator, and with the sun shining down from a cloudless sky, the sound of horses’ hooves pounding the turf, the murmur of the large crowd which had gathered round the sports field, and the creaking of innumerable picnic baskets, it promised to be a memorable occasion.


    The roar of excitement as Paddington mounted his horse was equalled only by the groan of disappointment which went up as he disappeared from view over the other side. And when he eventually reappeared facing the wrong way an ominous silence fell over the field; a silence broken only by the crash of falling fences and a cry of rage from Mr Cheeseman as he watched his best hat being ground to pulp.


    Paddington was more upset than anyone, for although he’d never actually been on a horse before, let alone a jumping one, Mr Gruber had lent him several very good books on the subject and he’d spent the last few evenings sitting astride a pouffe in the Browns’ sitting room practising with a homemade whip and some stirrups made from a pair of Jonathan’s old handcuffs.


    It was all most disappointing. In fact, he rather wished now he’d chosen something else to practise on. To start with, the horse was very much taller and harder than he’d expected – more iron and steel than flesh and blood – and whereas by gripping the pouffe between his knees he’d been able to hop around the house at quite a speed it was nothing compared with Black Beauty once she got going. That apart – aside from when he’d unexpectedly bumped into Mrs Bird in the hall – he’d never attempted any kind of jumps on the pouffe, and no matter what he shouted to Black Beauty she seemed to have it firmly fixed in her mind that the shortest distance between two points was a straight line, regardless of what happened to be in the way.


    According to Mr Gruber’s book, one of the first requirements in horse riding was complete confidence between rider and mount, and Paddington would have been the first to admit that as far as he was concerned he was a nonstarter in this respect. He completed the round clinging helplessly to Black Beauty’s tail with his eyes tightly closed, and the trail of damage they left behind made the hockey pitch at St Christophers resemble the fields of Belgium immediately after the battle of Waterloo.


    “Never mind, Paddington,” said Judy, grabbing hold of the reins. “We all thought you did jolly well. Especially as it was your first time out,” she added, amid a chorus of sympathetic agreement from the other girls. “Not many people would have dared to try.


    “Th… th… thank you v… v… very m… m… much,” stuttered Paddington. He was still feeling as if he’d been for a ride on a particularly powerful pneumatic drill and he gave Mr Cheeseman a very hard stare indeed as he was helped down to the ground.


    “It’s a shame really,” said Mrs Brown, as they watched his progress back to the horse enclosure. “It would have made such a nice start to the day if he’d had a clear round.”


    “Perhaps he’ll do better in the ‘Chase me Charley’,” said Jonathan hopefully. “He’s down for that as well at the end.”


    “Four hundred and fifty-two faults indeed!” snorted Mrs Bird, as the commentator’s voice boomed through the loudspeakers.


    “It’s a good job he didn’t tread on Paddington’s hat. He’d have lost a good deal more than that!”


    Giving a final glare in the direction of the judge’s rostrum, the Browns’ housekeeper began busying herself with the picnic basket in a way which boded ill for Mr Cheeseman’s chances of a snack if he found he’d left his own sandwiches at home.


    “That’s a good idea,” said Jonathan enthusiastically. “I’m so hungry I could eat a horse.”


    “Pity you didn’t eat Paddington’s,” said Mr Brown gloomily. “Especially after that last round.”


    “Ssh, Henry,” whispered Mrs Brown. “Here he comes. We don’t want to upset him any more.”


    Mr Brown hastily turned his attention to the important matter of lunch and as the fences were put back and the next event got under way he began setting up a table and chairs in the shade of a nearby oak tree. Mr Brown didn’t believe in doing things by halves, especially where picnics were concerned, and he shared the French habit of turning such affairs into a full-scale family occasion.


    Mrs Bird had packed an enormous hamper of jars and plastic containers brimful with sliced tomatoes, cucumber, beetroot, ham, beef, liver sausage, and seemingly endless supplies of mixed salads. What with these and strawberries and cream to follow, not to mention two sorts of ice cream, lemonade, tea, coffee, various cakes and sweetmeats, and a jar of Paddington’s favourite marmalade into the bargain, the table was soon groaning under the weight.


    Even Mr Brown, who wasn’t normally too keen on equestrian events, had to admit that he couldn’t think of a more pleasant way of spending a summer afternoon. And as event followed event and the contents of the hamper grew less and less, the bad start to the day was soon forgotten.


    Paddington himself had worked up quite an appetite, though for once he seemed more interested in Mr Gruber’s book on riding, which he’d brought with him in case of an emergency, rather than in the actual food itself. Several times he dipped his paw into the bowl of salad dressing in mistake for the marmalade as he studied a particularly interesting chapter on jumping which he hadn’t read before, and apart from suddenly rearing up into the air once or twice as he went through the motions, he remained remarkably quiet.
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    It wasn’t until nearly the end of the meal when he absent-mindedly reached into the basket and helped himself to one of Mrs Bird’s meringues that he showed any signs of life at all.


    “Aren’t they delicious?” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t think I’ve ever tasted better.”


    “Don’t you like them, Paddington?” asked Mrs Bird, looking most concerned at the expression on his face.


    “Er… yes, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington politely. “They’re… er… they’re very unusual. I think I’ll put some marmalade on to take the taste… to er…”


    Paddington’s voice trailed away. Although not wishing to say so he didn’t think much of Mrs Bird’s meringue at all and he was glad it was particularly small and dainty. It was really most unusual, for Mrs Bird was an extremely good cook and her cakes normally melted in the mouth, whereas the present one not only showed no signs of melting but was positively stringy.


    And it wasn’t just the texture. Paddington couldn’t make up his mind if it was because he’d followed the ice cream with another helping of Russian salad or whether Mr Brown had accidentally spilled some paraffin over it when he’d filled the picnic stove, but whatever the reason, Mrs Bird’s meringue was very odd indeed and not even a liberal splodge of marmalade entirely took the taste away.


    However, Paddington was a polite bear and he had no wish to offend anyone, least of all Mrs Bird, so he dutifully carried on. Fortunately he was saved any farther embarrassment by Guy Cheeseman announcing that the final event on the programme was about to take place and asking the competitors to come forward.


    Hastily cramming the remains of the meringue into his mouth, Paddington gathered up his book and sponsor sheet and hurried off in the direction of the saddling enclosure closely followed by Judy and several of her friends.


    “I know one thing,” said Mr Brown, as he disappeared from view into the crowd, “if he manages to get over one fence the swimming pool fund won’t do too badly. He’s got enough signatures now to float a battleship.”


    For various reasons Paddington’s sponsor sheet had grown considerably during the course of the afternoon. Apart from a number of people who’d added their names a second time to show they hadn’t lost faith, there was a considerable new element who had signed for quite a different reason – sensing that in backing Paddington they could show willing without too great an expense, and his sheet was now jam-packed with signatures.


    “It would serve some of them right if he did do well,” said Mrs Bird darkly. “It might teach them a lesson.”


    Mrs Bird looked as if she’d been about to add a great deal more but at that moment a burst of applause heralded the first of the long line of competitors.


    The ‘Chase me Charley’ event was one in which all the contestants formed up in a circle, their horses nose-to-tail, and took it in turns to jump a single pole. Only one fault was allowed and each time a round had been completed, those with faults dropped out and the pole was raised another inch until the final winner emerged.


    Practically everyone who could ride was taking part and the circle of horses stretched right round the field so that it was some time before Paddington came into view on Black Beauty.


    There was a nasty moment when he came past the Browns and tried to raise his hat, which he’d insisted on wearing on top of his compulsory riding one, but he soon righted himself and disappeared from view again, holding the reins with one paw and anxiously consulting Mr Gruber’s book which he still held in the other.


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “I do hope he takes care. I didn’t like to say so in his presence but it must be terribly difficult with short legs. No wonder his paws keep coming out of the stirrups.”


    “I shouldn’t worry,” said Mrs Bird. “There’s one thing about bears – they always fall on their feet no matter what happens.”


    Mrs Bird did her best to sound cheerful but she looked as worried as anyone as they waited for Paddington to make his first jump. Judy arrived back just in the nick of time and in the excitement only Mrs Bird’s sharp eyes noticed that she, too, was now wearing a very odd expression on her face. An expression, moreover, which was almost identical to the one Paddington had worn a little earlier when he’d had trouble with his meringue. But before she had time to look into the matter her attention was drawn back to the field as a great roar went up from the crowd.


    The Browns watched in amazement as Paddington and Black Beauty literally sailed over the pole. One moment they’d been trotting gently towards it, then Paddington appeared to lean forward and whisper something in the horse’s ear. The very next instant, horse and rider leapt into the air and cleared the hurdle with several feet to spare. Admittedly the pole was at its lowest mark but even so the performance drew a gasp of astonishment from the onlookers.


    “Bravo!” cried someone near the Browns. “That bear’s done it at last. And not even a sign of a refusal!”


    “Heavens above!” exclaimed Mr Brown, twirling his moustache with excitement. “If he carries on like that he’ll be up among the leaders in no time. Did you see it? He went higher than anyone!”


    Jonathan listened to his sister as she whispered in his ear. “If he does it again,” he said gloomily.


    “Well, even if he doesn’t, he’s certainly not bottom this time,” said Mrs Brown thankfully, as a following rider brought the pole down with a clatter.


    And as it happened, Jonathan’s worst fears went unrealised, for seeming miracle began to follow miracle as Paddington and Black Beauty made one effortless clear round after another and one by one the other competitors began to drop out.


    Each time they drew near to the jump, Paddington leaned over and appeared to whisper something in Black Beauty’s ear and each time it had a magical effect as she bounded into action and with a whinny which echoed round the cloisters, cleared the hurdle with feet to spare.


    Paddington was so excited he discarded Mr Gruber’s book in order to raise his hat in acknowledgement of the cheers, and even those who’d signed his sheet rather late in the day, although they’d worn long faces at first, began applauding with the rest.


    And when it came to the final round, with Paddington pitted against Diana Ridgeway, the head girl, the excitement was intense. Even with loyalties so divided, the cheer which rang out as Paddington emerged the victor practically shook the school to its foundations, and Diana Ridgeway herself set the seal on the occasion by dismounting and running over to offer her congratulations.


    Guy Cheeseman so far forgot the unpleasantness earlier in the day that phrases like ‘superb horsemanship’, ‘splendid display’ and ‘supreme example of rider and mount being as one’, floated round the grounds with scarcely a pause for breath.


    For some reason or other Diana Ridgeway appeared to have second thoughts as Paddington leaned down to speak to her, but with an obvious effort she overcame them and in the general excitement the moment passed practically unnoticed.


    “What an incredible business!” exclaimed Mr Brown, mopping his brow as he settled down again. “I wonder what on earth Paddington kept whispering to Black Beauty? It must have been something pretty good to make her want to jump like that.”


    Jonathan and Judy exchanged glances, then Judy took a deep breath. “I’m not sure he whispered anything,” she began, only to break off again as she suddenly caught sight of Paddington and the headmistress about to converge a short distance away.
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    “Crikey! That’s torn it,” said Jonathan, as Miss Grimshaw began pumping Paddington’s paw up and down.


    “Stout effort!” she cried. “Allow me to shake you by the paw. You’ve given our swimming pool a tremendous fillip.”


    Paddington began to look more and more surprised as he listened to the headmistress. He had no idea they’d dug the hole even, let alone filled it up. “I hope I haven’t filled it too full, Miss Grimshaw,” he exclaimed politely.


    Miss Grimshaw’s smile seemed to become strangely fixed, then she paused and gave a sniff. “I really must get Birchwood to look at the drains,” she said, eyeing Paddington even more doubtfully. “I… er… I hope we shall meet again at the presentation.”


    “Crumbs!” said Judy, as the headmistress hurried on her way. “The presentation! We’d better do something before then.”


    Dashing over to Paddington she grabbed hold of his paw and then turned to her brother. “Come on, Jonathan,” she called. “We’ll take him to see Matron. She’s just over there in the First Aid tent. She may be able to give him something.”


    “Matron?” echoed Mrs Brown, as Judy began whispering in Paddington’s ear. “What on earth are they on about?”


    “It’s all right, Mrs Brown,” cried Paddington. “It’s nothing serious. I’m afraid I’m having trouble with one of Mrs Bird’s meringues.”


    “Trouble with one of my meringues?” Mrs Bird began to look thoughtful as Judy and Jonathan whisked Paddington away. “How many did the children have?” she asked, rummaging in her picnic basket.


    “Three each, I think,” replied Mrs Brown. “I remember them talking about it. Jonathan wanted another but there weren’t any left. I had two – the same as you.” She turned to her husband. “How many did you have, Henry?”


    “Er… four,” said Mr Brown. “They were a bit moreish.”


    “That makes fourteen altogether,” said Mrs Bird, as she began emptying the contents of the picnic basket. “And that’s all I made,” she added ominously. “So whatever that bear ate it certainly wasn’t a meringue!”


    


    Mr Brown wound down the window of his car to its fullest extent and then glanced across at Paddington. “How anyone could mistake a head of garlic for a meringue I just don’t know,” he said.


    “Especially one of Mrs Bird’s,” said Judy. “Matron couldn’t believe her ears.”


    “Or her nose!” added Jonathan.


    Paddington looked at them sheepishly. “I’m afraid I was busy reading about my cavalletti’s,” he explained. “That’s to do with jumping. I didn’t notice I’d made a mistake until it was too late.”


    “But a whole head,” said Mrs Brown from behind her handkerchief. “I mean… a clove would have been bad enough but a whole head!”


    “No wonder Black Beauty was jumping so well,” said Judy. “Every time you leaned over her she must have got the full force.”


    “It’s a wonder she didn’t go into orbit,” agreed Jonathan.


    The Browns were making all possible speed in the direction of Windsor Gardens, but even with all the windows open there was a decided ‘air’ about the car.


    Paddington had been standing on the front seat with his head poking out of the sunroof for most of the way, and every time they stopped they got some very funny looks indeed from any passer-by who happened to be down wind.


    “I’ll say one thing,” remarked Mr Brown, as they drew to a halt alongside a policeman who hastily waved them on again, “it soon clears the traffic. I don’t think we’ve ever made better time.”


    “Perhaps I could eat some garlic when we go out again, Mr Brown?” said Paddington, anxious to make amends.


    Mr Brown gave a shudder. “No, thank you,” he said. “Once is quite enough.”


    “Anyway,” broke in Judy, “all’s well that ends well. There were over two hundred signatures on Paddington’s sheet and Miss Grimshaw reckons it must be worth at least as many pounds to the fund.”


    “Mr Cheeseman said he’d never seen anything like it before,” said Jonathan.


    “Nor will he again if I have anything to do with it,” said Mrs Bird grimly. “That’s the last time I make any meringues.”


    In the chorus of dismay which greeted this last remark, Paddington’s voice was loudest of all.


    “Perhaps you could make them extra large, Mrs Bird,” he said hopefully. “Then they won’t get mistaken.”


    The Browns’ housekeeper remained silent for a moment. All in all, despite everything, it had been a most enjoyable day and she was the last person to want to spoil it. “Perhaps you’re right,” she said, relenting at last. “But you must promise not to go riding on the pouffe when we get home.”


    Paddington didn’t take long to make up his mind. Although he was much too polite to say so, the events of the day were beginning to catch up on him and sitting down, even on the softest of pouffes, was the last thing he had in mind.


    “I think,” he announced, amid general laughter as he clambered up on the seat again, “I shall go to sleep standing up tonight!”
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    NEXT MORNING MR Gruber had a good laugh when he heard about Paddington’s exploits at the gymkhana.


    “It’s strange that you should have spent your day riding a horse, Mr Brown,” he said. “I spent most of mine tinkering with what’s known as a horseless carriage.”


    Leading the way across the patio at the back of his shop towards a nearby mews stable which he normally reserved for emergency supplies of antiques during the busy tourist season, Mr Gruber threw open the wide double doors and then stood back and waited patiently while Paddington accustomed his eyes to the gloom.


    “It’s what’s known as an ‘old crock’, Mr Brown,” he said impressively.


    “Is it really?” said Paddington politely.


    Although he didn’t like to say so, the object of Mr Gruber’s fond gaze seemed very aptly named. From the little he could make out it looked for all the world like a very old boiler on wheels to which an enormously tall pushchair had been added as a kind of afterthought.
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    Mr Gruber chuckled as he caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s face. “I thought it might puzzle you, Mr Brown,” he said. “I don’t suppose you’ve ever seen anything quite like it before. It’s a very early steam-driven motor car. One of the first ever made, in fact. I came across it quite by chance the other week and I’ve been keeping it as a surprise.”


    Paddington’s eyes grew wider and wider as Mr Gruber went on to explain about early motor cars and how valuable some of them had become over the years, and he listened with growing interest to the story of the first ‘horseless carriages’. Knowing how crowded the present-day London streets were it was difficult to picture the scene as Mr Gruber described it, and he was most surprised to learn that cars used to have someone walking in front of them carrying a red flag.


    Mr Gruber, who was obviously very proud of his stroke of good fortune, turned to his new machine and gave it a fond pat. “I doubt if there’s another one quite like it in the whole of England, Mr Brown,” he said impressively. “I’m afraid it’s in a bit of a state at the moment because it’s spent most of its life in a hay barn, but if you can spare the time I did wonder if we could do it up between us.”


    For once in his life, Paddington was at a loss for words. Although Mr Brown sometimes let him clean the family car, and on very rare occasions gave him a spanner to hold, he’d never before been asked to actually help in doing one up. “Oooh, yes please, Mr Gruber!” he exclaimed at last.


    But Mr Gruber had kept his most exciting piece of news until last.


    “There’s a big Festival taking place in the Portobello Road in September,” he continued, closing the stable door as he led the way back to his shop. “It’s called INTERNATIONAL WEEK and it’s for the benefit of all the overseas visitors. On the last day there’s even going to be a Fair and a Grand Parade through the market.”


    As they settled down again Mr Gruber looked at Paddington thoughtfully over the top of his glasses. “If we manage to get the car finished in time,” he said casually, “I did wonder if we could enter it.”


    Paddington stared at his friend in amazement. Over the years Mr Gruber had sprung a good many surprises but this one surpassed all his previous efforts, and shortly afterwards, bidding him goodbye, he hurried back in the direction of Windsor Gardens in order to tell the others.


    Paddington’s news met with a mixed reception in the Brown household. Jonathan and Judy were most impressed at the thought of knowing anyone who actually owned an ‘old crock’, and when Paddington announced that Mr Gruber had promised to reserve them two seats in the car if it was ready in time for the Grand Parade, their excitement knew no bounds. But Mrs Bird, with thoughts of oily paws on her best towels, looked less enthusiastic about the whole idea.


    Nevertheless, it was noticeable during the next few weeks that as Paddington began to arrive home with descriptions of the work in progress even the Browns’ housekeeper began to take an interest in the matter, and on several occasions she was seen hovering at the end of the mews when she was out doing the morning shopping.


    What with dismantling the engine and rebuilding it, rubbing down the coachwork ready for repainting and varnishing, polishing the boiler and refurbishing the leather seats, time flew by at an alarming rate and the gap between Mr Gruber’s first announcement and the day of the actual Parade rapidly narrowed.


    Towards the end practically everyone became involved in one way or another, and most nights found Paddington spreading newspapers on his bedroom floor so that he could catch up on polishing some of the many smaller bits and pieces before he went to bed.
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    During all this time a great change came over the market itself. Shop windows that had remained untouched for years suddenly took on a new lease of life, and some of the more recent establishments dealing in old army uniforms and other colourful relics of a bygone era began to look very festive indeed. Flags and bunting blossomed from bedroom windows and coloured lights appeared across the narrow street, so that altogether it was not unlike the transformation scene in a Christmas pantomime.


    One evening Paddington arrived home later than usual and his news that Mr Gruber’s ‘old crock’ was ready at long last gave rise to great excitement in the Brown household.


    “I know one thing,” said Mrs Bird, when the clamour had died down, “if you’re going to be in the Grand Parade tomorrow you’d better have a good bath and get rid of all that oil and grease. You’ll never win a prize otherwise.”


    “You can use some of Mr Brown’s bubble-mixture as a treat if you like,” said Mrs Brown, ignoring the dark glances from her husband.


    Paddington, who wasn’t normally too keen on baths, brightened considerably at the news.


    He’d had his eye on Mr Brown’s jar of bubble-mixture for some time. According to the label on the side even a single cupful of the secret ingredients produced undreamed of magical results, and although Mr Brown himself had managed to get through almost half the bottle with little outward sign of change, Paddington felt sure it was worth a go, particularly if it helped Mr Gruber win a prize.


    Carefully making sure no one was around he added several extra helpings to his bath water that night in order to make sure the effect lasted until the following day.
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    When he arrived down for breakfast next morning, everyone had to admit they’d never seen him looking quite so silky before.


    “It almost seems a pity to cover it up,” said Mrs Brown as she helped him on with his duffle coat. “If it was a shiny fur competition you’d be bound to win first prize.”


    The Browns weren’t the only ones to be impressed by Paddington’s appearance and as Mr Gruber’s ‘old crock’ steamed into position a little later on, its polished paint and brasswork gleaming in the morning sun, quite a few of the early morning spectators gave him a special round of applause.


    A large area of waste ground near the Portobello Road had been set aside for the festivities and already it was a scene of great activity. The centre of the area had been roped off for some games that were to start the proceedings, while almost the whole of one side was occupied by a travelling Fair, and as the various floats and vehicles arrived to take up their position for the Grand Parade the picture grew livelier with every passing moment.


    Mr Gruber gave a tactful cough as they dismounted. “Why don’t you have a look round, Mr Brown?” he said. “I have to take one of the front wheels off to make some last-minute adjustments, but I shall be quite all right on my own.”


    Paddington hesitated for a moment, torn between helping his friend and investigating some of the other exciting things that were going on around him, but Mr Gruber clinched the matter by helping him off with his coat. “I should make the most of it, Mr Brown,” he said. “You’re only young once.”


    Paddington needed no second bidding and a few moments later he joined the crowds already thronging the area.
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    Hoping to find out about Mr Gruber’s chances of winning a prize he tried visiting a fortune-teller first. But the lady inside the tent seemed to spend most of the time blowing her nose violently into a large coloured handkerchief and when he inquired about his own future, all she forecast was that he would probably get a nasty cold, so he decided to turn his attention to the important matter of the games which were about to get under way. A number of the local shops had presented prizes for the various events and Paddington consulted his programme with interest. Although he couldn’t quite picture himself shining in the high jump – or even the long one come to that – there were several other items which interested him, including one called TOSSING THE CABER. The prize for this particular event was a free supply of buns for a month at his local bakers.


    It seemed very good value indeed and although Paddington wasn’t at all sure what a caber was he felt quite certain he could toss one given half a chance.


    Going up to a man wearing a kilt, he tapped him importantly on the shoulder. “Excuse me,” he said politely, “I’d like to toss your caber if I may.”


    The man in charge looked Paddington up and down. “I hope ye ken what you’re takin’ on,” he said dolefully. “It’s no’ for the like o’ young Sassenach bears.”


    “Sassenach bears?” repeated Paddington, giving the man a hard stare. “I’m not a Sassenach bear. I’m from Darkest Peru. Besides, Mrs Bird often lets me have a go with her pancakes.”


    “Pancakes?” The man stared at Paddington as if he could hardly believe his ears. “Och, weel,” he said at last. “Be it on your own head.


    “So long as it’s no’ on mine,” he added. “Put your paws together, bend your knees, close your eyes, and take it steady. We’re no’ wanting to start the day with a young bear’s rupture.”


    Looking more and more surprised, Paddington did as he was bidden. For a while all he could hear was a lot of grunting and groaning and he was about to stand up again when what seemed like a tonne weight suddenly landed on his paws.


    Opening his eyes in order to see what was going on, he nearly fell over backwards in astonishment. Or rather, he would have fallen over if his paws hadn’t been pinned to the ground by what appeared to be an enormous telegraph pole.


    But if the whole thing looked frightening at first sight, it was nothing compared to the situation a few seconds later when he heaved the pole in the air in order to try and free himself.


    For a brief moment, all was well and a ripple of applause ran round the assembly, but almost at once things started to go wrong.


    Hearing the cries of alarm as the pole began to fall, Paddington hurried after it as fast as he could, only to feel it start to topple in the opposite direction.


    The man in charge jumped back. “Och aye!” he shouted. “Take it away. It’s all yours!”


    “I don’t think I want it any more, thank you very much,” gasped Paddington, turning to the speaker.


    But it was too late. The man had disappeared and instead, words of advice and encouragement began to rain on him from all sides.


    “Watch out!”


    “Brace yourself!”


    “Left paw down a bit!”


    There were so many different instructions he couldn’t even begin to remember half of them, let alone decide which one to act on first.


    He would have liked very much to give the pole away to someone but as fast as he ran with it in one direction, the crowd scattered in the other.


    It was all like some terrible nightmare, or rather all the nightmares he had ever known rolled into one, with the pictures flitting back and forth across his vision like some gigantic television screen that had gone wildly out of control.


    And then, just as he was beginning to give up all hope of ever being saved, he heard a familiar voice rising above the others.


    “Over here, Mr Brown!” shouted Mr Gruber. “Over here!”


    Like a drowning man clutching at a straw, Paddington closed his eyes, heaved the pole for all it was worth and then let go.


    He wasn’t quite sure what happened next. For an instant everything went black and the whole world seemed to turn upside down, then there was a tremendous thud and a clang followed by silence.
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    “Oh dear, Mr Brown,” said a voice, as a willing pair of hands helped him to his feet. “I’m afraid this is all my fault. If I hadn’t called you when I did, it would never have happened.”


    Paddington opened his eyes and stared round in alarm, but to his relief, Mr Gruber’s car still seemed to be in one piece.


    “It’s a good job the pole hit this wheel and not the car itself,” said Mr Gruber, picking up a twisted piece of metal, “otherwise it really would have been an ‘old crock’. But I’m very much afraid it’s put paid to our chances of entering the Grand Parade,” he added ruefully.


    Paddington’s face grew longer and longer as he took in Mr Gruber’s words. “Perhaps we could try running it on three wheels?” he suggested hopefully.


    Mr Gruber shook his head. “It’s been known,” he said. “In fact, I do believe there’s someone who holds the record for running a car on two wheels, but we would need a very large weight on the back seat to balance things up and I doubt if we’ll get one in time. Jonathan and Judy certainly won’t be heavy enough and there’s only ten minutes to go before the start…”


    Mr Gruber broke off, for much to his surprise his words seemed to be having a strange effect.


    One moment Paddington was standing in front of him forlornly eyeing the squashed remains of the wheel, the next moment he was galvanised into action rather as if he’d suddenly received an electric shock.


    “I shan’t be a moment, Mr Gruber,” he called. “I’ve just had an idea!” And before Mr Gruber had time to open his mouth, let alone reply, he’d disappeared into the crowd with a very determined expression on his face indeed.


    Despite his friends assurances on the matter, Paddington still felt most upset about his unfortunate accident. He was anxious to make amends and Mr Gruber’s remarks about needing a large weight in a hurry had triggered off an idea in the back of his mind.


    The object of Paddington’s attention was a large stage which lay towards the back of the Fair. However, it wasn’t so much the stage or the ropes surrounding it that had set his mind to work, but a large poster hanging overhead. It was labelled TWO-TONNE ‘MUSCLES’ GALORE and it showed a view of the largest man he could ever remember seeing.


    Paddington didn’t know what ‘Muscles’ Galore did for a living or why he was at the Fair, but if his picture was anything to go by and he sat in the back of Mr Gruber’s car there would be absolutely no possibility whatsoever of it ever falling over.


    As he climbed through the ropes on to the stage, Paddington was surprised to hear a cheer ring out and he paused for a moment in order to raise his hat at the crowd below before hurrying across to the far corner where a man in leopard-skin tights was sitting.


    “Excuse me, Mr Galore,” he began, politely holding out his paw. “I was wondering…”


    The rest of Paddington’s words died before they even reached his lips.


    He wasn’t quite sure how it happened or why for that matter, but somewhere a bell clanged and he suddenly found himself flying through the air towards the ropes on the far side of the stage almost as if he’d been shot from a cannon. It felt like a ride on a helter-skelter, a moon-rocket, and a dodgem car all rolled into one, and to his alarm, no sooner had he recovered from his first shock than he caught sight of ‘Muscles’ Galore advancing towards him again with a most unfriendly look in his eye.


    “Would you like a second?” whispered a hoarse voice in his ear.


    Paddington looked around and found he was being addressed by a man with a towel round his neck. “I didn’t even want the first, thank you very much,” he said hotly.


    “If you want my advice,” said the man, “you’ll go in there fighting and give him ‘what for’ while you’ve got the chance. I should watch it though, he’s got a chip on his shoulder.”


    “Mr Galore’s got a chip on his shoulder?” repeated Paddington, licking his lips. Although he didn’t think much of his new friend’s advice, he found the last piece of information much more to his liking. All the activity that morning had made him feel hungry and he peered hopefully at the advancing figure.


    But his interest was short-lived. There wasn’t so much as a potato peeling on Mr Galore’s shoulders let alone any chips, and as he loomed nearer and nearer, snorting and baring his teeth, it was all too easy to see how he’d earned his name. In fact, he seemed to have muscles on top of his muscles and Paddington didn’t like the look of the way some of them were rippling at all.


    “Lay in to ’im!” shouted someone in the crowd. “Tear ’im apart!”
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    Paddington wasn’t sure whether the remark was intended for him or Two-Tonne ‘Muscles’ Galore, but he didn’t stop to find out. Pulling his hat firmly down over his head, he slithered past his opponent and hurried round the ring in an effort to find the nearest exit. He was only just in the nick of time for there was a loud ‘twang’ behind him as ‘Muscles’ Galore landed against the ropes and bounced off again, landing with a heavy thud on the floor.


    The roar which greeted Paddington’s narrow escape was equalled only by the growl from Two-Tonne ‘Muscles’ as his outstretched hands grasped at the empty air.


    “First rate,” said someone, pushing Paddington back into the ring as he tried to clamber through the ropes. “I don’t think I’d want to stay in the ring with a great brute like that just for the sake of a pound a minute.”


    “Not for fifty pounds,” agreed someone else. “I’d like to live to spend it. Still, it’s the best so far today. By my reckoning, that young bear’s two quid up already.”


    Paddington stared at the speaker in amazement. Far from wanting to earn a pound for every minute spent in the ring with ‘Muscles’ Galore, he would willingly have foregone quite a few weeks’ bun money in order to stay out.


    But before he had time to think too deeply about the matter, he felt a vice-like grip encircle his waist and for a second time in as many minutes, he found himself hurtling through the air.


    “’Ere!” called ‘Muscles’ Galore, as he staggered back against the ropes. “’E’s all slippery. He’s coated ’isself with something.”


    “Get on with it!” shouted someone in the crowd.


    Two-Tonne ‘Muscles’ Galore turned and glared at the audience. “I can’t fight ’im,” he yelled. “It’s like trying to wrestle with a pussycat.”


    “Meeow,” called a voice, as the crowd dissolved into laughter. “Meeeow.”


    “Puss, puss, puss,” echoed more voices as they took up the cry.


    The chanting of the crowd seemed to act like a red rag to a bull on ‘Muscles’ Galore and for the next ten minutes Paddington was hard put to keep ahead of him let alone make good his escape from the ring as they tore round and round.


    How long it would have gone on was impossible to say, for as fast as Two-Tonne ‘Muscles’ Galore caught up with Paddington and grabbed hold of him, he slipped from his grasp again, and it was really more a question of who would hold out the longest.


    But as it happened, matters were suddenly decided for them in the shape of a stern figure emerging from the crowd brandishing an umbrella.


    Ignoring the boos from the rougher element who would willingly have seen the contest go on all day, Mrs Bird climbed into the ring.


    “Stop these ‘goings-on’ at once!” she commanded, glaring at Paddington’s opponent. “‘Muscles’ Galore indeed! You ought to be ashamed of yourself – chasing a young bear like that!”


    “It wasn’t really Mr Galore’s fault, Mrs Bird,” gasped Paddington urgently. “And it wasn’t his muscles I was after – it was his tonnes!”


    With only seconds to go before the start of the Grand Parade, Paddington wasn’t at all sure if he could get Two-Tonne ‘Muscles’ Galore to the car in time let alone explain why he wanted him.


    He gave a deep sigh as he tried to gather his breath. “If you’d like to come and sit on Mr Gruber’s back seat, Mr Galore,” he announced generously, “I’ll give you back my winnings!”


    Two-Tonne ‘Muscles’ Galore needed no second bidding. In fact, he looked quite pleased to leave the ring, and a moment later, with Paddington leading and Mrs Bird bringing up the rear, they were pushing their way through the crowd in the direction of Mr Gruber’s car as fast as they could go.


    After all the excitement, the events which followed – even the strange sight of Mr Gruber’s ‘old crock’ heading the procession on three wheels, its bonnet adorned by an enormous blue ‘winner’s’ rosette and the back seat by the equally huge figure of Mr Galore – proved something of an anticlimax.


    Both Paddington and Mr Gruber were well-known figures in the market and it was a popular result, but long after the Parade was over and the last of the Fair was being packed up ready to leave, the main talking point was Paddington’s exploits in the ring.


    Even ‘Muscles’ Galore himself made a special point of shaking him warmly by the paw before he left.


    “Such a nice gentleman,” said Mrs Bird surprisingly, as she waved goodbye.


    “Quite one of the old school,” agreed Mr Gruber. “I think he and young Mr Brown were very well matched. With odds-on Mr Brown, of course,” he added hastily.


    “Fancy staying in the ring with him for ten whole minutes though,” exclaimed Jonathan admiringly. “I wouldn’t have fancied it.”


    “The man who ran the booth announced it was a record,” broke in Judy.


    “Mr Galore said I’m what they call a South Paw,” explained Paddington. “That’s most unusual.”


    The Browns exchanged glances. There was a peculiar gleam in Paddington’s eye and it was noticeable that they were being given an extra wide berth by the other passers-by as they made their way home.


    “I must say it’s nice to feel in such safe paws,” said Mrs Bird, as Paddington aimed a particularly hard stare at a nearby shadow. “Especially late at night.”


    “What are you going to do when you get home, Paddington?” asked Mr Brown jokingly. “Have half an hour with a medicine ball or do some press-ups?”


    Paddington directed his stare in Mr Brown’s direction. “I think,” he said, to everyone’s astonishment, “I shall have a nice hot bath.”


    “Good gracious!” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “Wonders will never cease.”


    But Paddington had other things on his mind. Thinking back over the day’s events he’d decided that the thing that had impressed him most of all was the outcome of the previous night’s bubble bath. The result of only a few capfuls had surpassed anything forecast on the side of the jar and there was no knowing what might happen if he used the rest in one go.


    “My fur’s got very dusty, Mr Brown,” he announced hopefully, “so I think I shall need plenty of your mixture to put it right!”
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    MR BROWN LOWERED his evening newspaper and glanced up at the dining-room ceiling as a strange wailing sound, half-human, half-animal, rang out from somewhere overhead.


    “What on earth was that?” he asked.


    “It’s only Paddington,” replied Mrs Brown soothingly. “I let him borrow Jonathan’s old violin to play with. I expect he’s got caught up in the strings again. It’s a bit difficult with paws.”


    “Jonathan’s old violin?” repeated Mr Brown. “It sounds more like someone putting a cat through a mangle!” He gave a shiver as another banshee-like note echoed round the house. “Don’t tell me he’s taking up music now.”


    “I don’t think so, Henry,” replied Mrs Brown vaguely. “He said it had something to do with his detective work.”


    “Oh, Lord!” Mr Brown gave a groan as he settled back in his armchair. “Well, I wish he would hurry up and solve something. Perhaps we shall have a bit of peace and quiet then.”


    “At least it keeps him out of mischief,” said Mrs Brown.


    Mrs Bird looked up from her knitting. “It all depends on what you mean by mischief,” she said meaningly. “If you ask me, it’s more eating than detecting. I caught him looking for clues in my larder this morning.”


    The Browns’ housekeeper tended to view most of Paddington’s activities with suspicion and his latest one was no exception. Indeed, when he’d finally emerged from the larder, his face had worn an unusually guilty expression for someone who was supposed to be on the side of law and order.


    Paddington’s interest in detective work had started several weeks earlier when he’d had to spend some time in bed.


    Shortly after the Fair, the fortune-teller’s warning had come true and he’d caught a cold. It had been a particularly nasty one; for a while he’d been completely off marmalade sandwiches – always a sure sign that things were not as they should be, and when the worst was over, Mrs Bird had insisted on his staying indoors for a few extra days just to be on the safe side.


    With Jonathan and Judy back at school, Mrs Brown had been hard put to keep him amused and in desperation, she’d lent him some of her husband’s library books. Mr Brown liked detective stories and in no time at all, Paddington began to share his enthusiasm. Even though he was a slow reader, he managed to get through quite a number and after some discussion with the local librarian, Mrs Brown made arrangements for him to have his own ticket for a trial period.


    From that moment on, Paddington visited the library several times a week and he soon became quite a familiar figure in the ‘mystery’ section.


    One of his favourite characters was a private detective called Carlton Dale – partly because his books were on the bottom shelf and easy to get at and partly because there seemed to be a never-ending supply. Mr Dale solved many of his cases from the comfort of his own home and – like Sherlock Holmes before him – he often soothed his nerves with the aid of a violin. In fact, he seemed to spend most of his time sitting up in bed playing selections from The Desert Song while baffled officials from Scotland Yard sought his advice on their latest unsolved case.


    Unaware of the disturbance he was causing downstairs, Paddington pushed the bow back and forth over his own instrument several times and then gloomily laid it down on his bedside table. He had to admit that the noise was far from soothing, particularly as he hadn’t even got a case to work on.


    In the books Carlton Dale was never short of cases. If it wasn’t the milkman falling down dead on his doorstep, it was someone from the police knocking him up with some urgent problem or other.


    Peering out of the front room window early one morning, Paddington came to the conclusion that the Browns’ milkman looked unusually healthy, and when he tried ringing up the local police station to see if they had any unsolved crimes they were most unhelpful.


    Heaving a deep sigh he turned his attention to a letter he’d just finished writing. It was addressed to Mr Carlton Dale himself and in it Paddington had sought advice on how to look for cases.


    According to his books, Carlton Dale lived in a fashionable quarter of London and Paddington felt sure that he must be well known to the Post Office, particularly as he’d once solved The Case of the Missing Mailbags for them.


    Carefully sealing the envelope, he inscribed Mr Dale’s name on the outside, donned his duffle coat and hat, and then made his way downstairs in order to borrow a stamp.


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown anxiously, when she saw what he was up to. “Must it go tonight?” She lifted one of the curtains and peered into the gloom. “It’s a thick fog. Not fit for a dog to be out, let alone a bear. I think you’d better go, Henry.”


    “Thank you very much,” said Mr Brown from behind his paper. “I’ve had quite enough fog for one night driving home – without posting bears’ letters.”


    “It’s all right, Mrs Brown,” broke in Paddington hastily. “I’d rather do it myself, thank you.” And before the others had a chance to open their mouths he’d disappeared out of the dining-room.


    To be truthful, Paddington didn’t really want anyone else to see who he’d been writing to and he was in so much of a hurry to escape, it wasn’t until the front door closed behind him that he began to have second thoughts on the matter. For if it had looked murky through the Browns’ dining-room window it seemed doubly so now he was outside.


    Pulling the duffle coat hood over his hat, he wrapped a handkerchief round his nose in order to keep out the worst of the smog, and after taking a deep breath began edging his way carefully along Windsor Gardens towards the pillarbox at the far end.


    Paddington had never been out in a really thick fog before and it wasn’t long before he made a strange discovery. The railings which he’d been carefully keeping on his right had suddenly disappeared, and although he must have trodden the same path countless times in the past he hadn’t the slightest idea where he was.


    Worse still, when he turned round in what he thought was a half circle in order to retrace his steps, he walked headlong into a tree, which certainly hadn’t been there on his way out.


    Paddington was a brave bear at heart but he began to grow more and more anxious as he groped his way along and not a single familiar landmark came into view.


    Even the roads were strangely silent, with only the occasional outline of an abandoned car or other vehicle to show they were there at all, and as time went by with no sign of any passer-by to advise him he had to admit that he was well and truly lost.
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    He tried calling out “Help!” several times, first fairly quietly and then in a much louder voice, but it had no effect at all. Indeed, for all the good it did he might just as well have saved his breath.


    Lowering the handkerchief from his nose, Paddington felt under his hat, removed the marmalade sandwich he always kept there in case of an emergency, and was just about to sit down in order to consider his next move when he gradually became aware of a faint glow somewhere ahead of him.


    Like a lighthouse beam to a lost mariner, the glimmer gave him fresh heart and in no time at all he was making all haste in its direction.


    The light seemed to be coming from a building with a number of very large windows and as he drew near, Paddington suddenly recognised it as a large department store he’d visited many times in the past. How he’d got there he didn’t know, for it lay in quite the opposite direction to the one he’d expected. But having found his bearings at last he felt sure he would be able to get home again simply by following a main road which ran near to Windsor Gardens. Indeed, even as he stood considering the matter, he distinctly caught the welcome sound of slow-moving traffic in the distance.


    There was a lady standing in one of the windows, peering out into the gloom, and he was about to tap on the glass and ask where the nearest bus stop was when he suddenly stopped in his tracks, the marmalade sandwich poised halfway to his mouth and all thoughts of returning home momentarily forgotten.


    Pulling the handkerchief over his face, Paddington stepped back a pace into the mist and then watched with ever-growing astonishment as a man with a beard crept through a door at the back of the window, and threw a white sheet over the lady. Before she had time to cry out let alone put up any kind of a struggle, he picked her bodily up and then crept out again, closing the door behind him in what could only be described as an extremely furtive manner indeed.


    It was all over in a matter of seconds and Paddington could hardly believe his eyes. It was The Case of the Miserable Mummies all over again, only more so because he’d actually seen it happen with his own eyes.


    In the book of that name, Carlton Dale had solved a particularly dastardly crime to do with kidnapping, in which the unfortunate victims had been hypnotised and then left in a shop window disguised as dummies to await collection during the night.


    The likeness of the two stories was uncanny, even down to the fog and the man with the beard. Most of the crimes in Carlton Dale’s casebook took place under cover of a thick fog – when the police were powerless to act, and a great many of them were committed by men with beards. Indeed, Carlton Dale himself seemed fascinated by beards of any sort, and he was forever pulling them off on the final page in order to unmask the true villain.


    Mr Dale had solved The Case of the Miserable Mummies by taking on a job in the store itself, and if Paddington had entertained any thoughts about reporting his strange experience to the police, they disappeared for good and all a moment later when he caught sight of a notice pasted to one of the shop windows near the main entrance. It said, simply:

    



    VACANCIES GOOD PROSPECTS. OWN CANTEEN. APPLY MISS GLORIA. STAFF APPOINTMENTS.

    



    It was unusually late before Paddington finally turned out his bedside light that night, and even then he was much too excited to sleep.


    Once or twice he switched it back on again in order to make an entry on a large sheet of paper headed ‘CLEWS’, and it needed several quite long sessions on his violin before he finally dropped off to sleep.


    Fortunately, the Browns were so thankful he’d arrived home safely after his long absence they managed to turn a deaf ear, but on the last two occasions Mr Curry was heard to fling open his bedroom window and empty a jug of water into the garden below. And if the tone of his voice was anything to go by, any tomcat who happened to be passing at the time would have been well advised to turn back without delay.


    However, despite his late night, Paddington woke early next morning. When he drew his curtains he was pleased to see the fog had almost cleared and after a quick wash, followed by an even quicker breakfast, he got ready to depart again.


    “I do wish I could see into Paddington’s mind,” said Mrs Brown, as the front door closed behind him. “I know something’s going on. I can recognise the signs. Besides, it’s bonfire night at the weekend and there was a letter from Jonathan this morning asking him to see about the fireworks. He hasn’t done a thing yet. It’s most unusual.”


    “If you ask me,” said Mrs Bird, “it’s a good job we can’t see into that bear’s mind. There’s no knowing what we might find sometimes!”


    Despite her words the Browns’ housekeeper looked as if she would have liked to ask Paddington a few questions as well, but by that time he was much too far away, and busy with problems of his own.


    It took him some while to find the Appointments Office of the store where the mysterious goings-on had taken place the night before, and as he approached a lady sitting behind a desk at the far end of the room, a clock was already striking ten somewhere in the distance.


    “Excuse me, Miss Gloria,” he announced urgently, “I’ve come about the job in the window. I’d like to be taken on, please.”


    The lady in charge of appointments appeared to have problems of her own, for she carried on writing. “Are you an ‘under ten thousand pounds a year man’?” she asked briefly.


    “Oh, yes,” said Paddington eagerly. “I’m a pound a week bear.”


    “A pound a week bear?” Miss Gloria gave a start as she glanced up from her work.


    “I don’t think you’re quite what we’re looking for,” she began, breaking off as Paddington fixed her with a hard stare.


    “Er… have you tried the Post Office?” she asked, in a slightly more helpful tone. “Perhaps you could put your name down as a Christmas ‘temp’.”


    “A Christmas ‘temp’?” repeated Paddington hotly. “I don’t want to work for the Post Office – I want to work for you. It’s a matter of life and death!”


    “Oh, really?” Miss Gloria’s expression changed and she began to look quite flustered. “Er… how nice. I… er… I’d like to help you,” she continued, patting her hair, “but I don’t think I can put you behind a counter. You may have trouble seeing over the top. After all, you are rather… er…” Once again her voice trailed away as she caught Paddington’s gaze. “I really don’t think I can offer you anything in the way of a four-figure job,” she said unhappily, riffling through some cards.


    “Have you a three-figure one?” asked Paddington hopefully.
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    Miss Gloria paused and withdrew a card from the file. “There is one here,” she said. “And I suppose you could call it a three-figure job. It’s five pounds fifty a week, actually, and we do supply a free mackintosh.”


    “A free mackintosh?” repeated Paddington, becoming more and more surprised. “Isn’t the job inside?”


    “Well,” said Miss Gloria uneasily. “It is and it isn’t. Most of you is under cover. You’d be in charge of our sandwich board, actually.”


    Paddington’s eyes glistened. It seemed even better than he’d dared hope for. “Do I bring my own sandwiches?” he inquired. “Or do you supply them?”


    Miss Gloria gave a shrill laugh. “I’ll give you a chit,” she said hurriedly. “You’d better go down and see our Mr Waters. He’s in charge of the stores and he’ll fit you out. That is, if you want the job?”


    “Oh, yes, please,” said Paddington. He’d never been in charge of any sort of board before, let alone a sandwich one at five pounds fifty a week, and after thanking the lady very much for all her trouble he hurried back downstairs as fast as he could.


    The storeman eyed Paddington gloomily as he examined the chit. “I suppose they ’as to take what they can get these days,” he said. “But I shouldn’t go joining no pension scheme if I were you. I doubt if you’ll last that long!”


    Mr Waters disappeared behind some metal racks for a moment or two and when he returned he was staggering beneath a pile of what looked like old tables with advertisement slogans painted on them.


    “Try this on for size,” he said, lifting the conglomeration over Paddington’s head. “’Ave a walk up and down and get the feel of it.”


    Paddington peered at the storeman over the top of his board as if in a trance. Far from needing to walk up and down he knew just what it felt like without even moving.


    “What do you think?” asked Mr Waters. “I don’t know as we ’ave a smaller one.”


    Paddington took a deep breath. His hat had been pushed down over his head; his whiskers were ruffled; and to make matters worse, the straps were biting into his shoulders as if he was supporting a tonne weight.


    He was about to tell the storeman exactly what he thought about sandwich boards in general and the one belonging to the store in particular when he suddenly froze, hardly able to believe his good fortune. For a new figure had come into view through the door. Or rather, not a new figure, but an all-too familiar one with a beard.


    “Hallo, ‘Soapy’!” The newcomer nodded towards the back of the store as he addressed Mr Waters. “You’ve still got ‘you know who’ all right?”


    The storeman gave a wink. “She ’asn’t moved, Mr Adrian,” he chuckled. “Snug as a bug in a rug. All right for the weekend, eh? No change of plans?”


    The man with the beard nodded again. “There’s a whole gang coming,” he said. “Can’t stop now. My turn to get the coffee this morning – all twenty-three! Just thought I’d check on my way to the canteen.”


    Paddington stood rooted to the spot as the voices died away. It hadn’t occurred to him that he might have a gang to deal with. It was The Case of the Dozen Desperadoes all over again, only with eleven extra members, and it took him some moments to digest this new piece of information.


    “I ’as to lock up now,” said the storeman, breaking into his thoughts as he came back into the room. “It’s coffee time. If you want my advice you’ll get a cuppa while you’ve got the chance. It’s thirsty work lugging sandwich boards about. The canteen’s just along on your right. Follow Mr Adrian – you can’t miss it.”


    But Mr Waters was addressing the empty air, for Paddington was already clumping his way along the corridor in hot pursuit of his suspect.


    Regardless of the odd looks being cast in his direction, he pushed his way into the canteen past a row of startled onlookers and made his way along the front of the counter until he was right behind the man with the beard.


    Although Carlton Dale had never mentioned having to wear a sandwich board on any of his cases, Paddington was glad he hadn’t stopped to remove it, for at least it gave him cover while he considered his next move.


    Peering over the top, he racked his brains as the man in front loaded a tray with cups and saucers and then felt in a purse for the money.


    It was as the lady behind the cash register handed over the change and slammed the till shut that Paddington had a sudden flash of inspiration; for the sight of all the money reminded him of yet another of Mr Dale’s famous cases – The Affair of the Forged Florins – in which the criminal had been tracked down with the aid of fingerprints taken from the coins themselves.


    “Excuse me,” he called, addressing the lady behind the counter. “Have you seen what’s on the wall behind you?”


    As the cashier looked round, Paddington seized his opportunity. Reaching out from beneath the board he hastily turned the cash register round until it was facing him and then pressed one of the buttons.


    He wasn’t at all sure what happened next, for it was all over before he had time to blink, let alone see inside the till. There was a ‘ping’ as the drawer shot out, and a split second later a crash echoed and reechoed around the canteen as twenty-three cups of coffee went flying in all directions.


    “Mr Adrian! Mr Adrian!” The lady behind the cash desk peered under the counter as a cry of mingled pain and astonishment came from somewhere underneath. “Are you all right?


    “What a thing to happen,” she cried, turning to one of me assistants. “And only two days before Bonfire Night!”


    “He’s been to so much trouble and all,” clucked someone else. “They say he’s made a marvellous guy from a dummy out of one of his windows. Been keeping it down in the stores as a surprise.”


    “He did it!” shouted another assistant, pointing at Paddington. “The one with the whiskers behind that sandwich board. He did it on purpose.”


    “I knew he was up to no good as soon as he came in,” cried a waitress. “He pushed me in my vanilla slices, he was in such a hurry!”


    “Help! Bandits!” shouted yet another voice, taking up the call.


    Immediately the whole canteen was in an uproar as attention suddenly switched from the unfortunate Mr Adrian, still lying under the counter in a pool of brown liquid, and focused on the sandwich board.


    But Paddington was no longer inside it. Like Carlton Dale at his most elusive, he had disappeared. He still hadn’t had time to take in all that had been said, but of one thing he was perfectly certain; any working out of the problem which remained was much better done in the quiet of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens rather than the store’s canteen.


    


    “There’s a funny case in tonight’s paper,” said Mr Brown, later that same evening. “Quite near here. Apparently they had some sort of to-do in that big store.


    “‘Sandwich board runs amok in staff canteen,’” he read. “’Bearded window-dresser attacked by mystery coffee-throwing bandit!’”


    “What will people get up to next?” asked Mrs Brown from behind her knitting. “You’re not safe anywhere these days.”


    Mr Brown tossed the paper on to the floor for the others to see. “Sounds like a case for you, Paddington,” he called jokingly. “I bet you five pounds you can’t solve that one!”


    Paddington, who’d spent most of the evening busily writing notes in his scrapbook, nearly fell off the pouffe with astonishment.


    “Would you really, Mr Brown?” he exclaimed excitedly.


    “Er… yes,” replied Mr Brown, suddenly looking slightly less enthusiastic about the matter. “That’s what I said.”


    There was a confident note in Paddington’s voice he didn’t entirely like the sound of, and he looked even more unhappy a moment or so later when Paddington cut a picture out of the paper and began pasting it alongside his notes.


    “Don’t tell me you’ve been working on the case already?” he asked.


    Paddington nodded as he licked a gummed label to place under the photograph of a coffee-stained Mr Adrian being interviewed with his guy. He suddenly felt very much better about everything. Carlton Dale rarely received any sort of reward for solving his crimes, let alone five pounds, and although he didn’t think he could possibly make as good a guy as the one in the picture, he was quite certain Mr Brown’s money would go a long way towards it, and supply a goodly number of extra fireworks for Jonathan and Judy into the bargain.


    “I’ve called it The Case of the Doubtful Dummy,” he announced importantly, clearing his throat as everyone gathered round to listen. “It all began yesterday evening when I wrote to Carlton Dale…”
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    MRS BROWN TORE open the first of the morning’s mail, withdrew a large piece of white pasteboard, and then stared at it in amazement. “Good gracious!” she exclaimed. “Fancy that! Mrs Smith-Cholmley is holding a Christmas ball in aid of the local children’s hospital and we’ve all been invited.”


    Paddington peered across the table with a slice of toast and marmalade poised halfway to his mouth. “Mrs Smith-Cholmley’s holding a Christmas ball?” he repeated in great surprise. “I hope we get there before she drops it!”


    “It isn’t that sort of a ball, dear,” said Mrs Brown patiently.


    “It means she’s having a dance,” explained Judy.


    “Who’s Mrs Smith-Cholmley when she’s at home?” asked Mr Brown.


    Mrs Brown handed him the card. “Don’t you remember, Henry? Paddington met her when he was out Carol Singing last year. She’s the one he cooked the baked elastic for by mistake.”


    “Crikey!” broke in Jonathan, as he read the invitation. “She’s either left it a bit late or it’s been delayed in the post. It’s tomorrow night!”


    “And that’s not all,” added Mrs Brown. “Have you seen what it says at the bottom?”


    Paddington hurried round the table and peered over Mr Brown’s shoulder. “Ruzzvup!” he exclaimed.


    “No, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “R.S.V.P. That simply means ‘Répondez, s’il vous plaît’. It’s French for ‘please reply’.”


    “You mean the bit about evening dress?” Mr Brown looked around at Paddington, who was waving his toast and marmalade dangerously near his left ear. “Well, that’s put the tin lid on it. I suppose we shall just have to say no.”


    There was a note of relief in Mr Brown’s voice. He wasn’t too keen on dancing at the best of times and the thought of going to a ball with Mrs Smith-Cholmley filled him with gloom. But any hopes he’d entertained of using Paddington as an excuse were quickly dashed by the chorus of dismay which greeted his last remark.


    “I think we ought to try and arrange something, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “After all, it’s in a very good cause. It’s the same hospital Paddington collected for last year, and if it wasn’t for him we shouldn’t be invited anyway.”


    “We’ll take him along to Heather and Sons and have him fitted out for the evening,” said Mrs Bird decidedly, as she bustled around clearing up the breakfast things. “They hire out evening clothes and it says in their advertisements they fit anyone while they wait.”


    Mr Brown eyed Paddington’s figure doubtfully. “We need it tomorrow night,” he said. “Not next year.”


    Paddington looked most upset at this last remark. It was bad enough writing things in initials, let alone French ones, but having to wear special clothes simply in order to dance seemed most complicated.


    However, he brightened considerably at the thought of going up to London to be fitted out. And when Mr Brown, recognising defeat at last, announced that he would meet them afterwards and take them all out to lunch as a special treat, he joined in the general excitement.


    Paddington liked visiting London and he couldn’t wait to get started, especially when Mr Brown brought out his copy of a guide to good restaurants and began searching for a likely eating place.


    “They have a restaurant at Heather’s now,” said Mrs Brown. “We could combine the two things. It’ll save a lot of trouble.”


    Mr Brown made a quick check. “It isn’t a Duncan Hyde recommended,” he said disappointedly. “He doesn’t even mention it.”


    “It only opened last week,” replied Mrs Brown, “so it wouldn’t be. But not many people know about it yet so at least it won’t be crowded.”


    “All right,” said Mr Brown. “You win!” He snapped the book shut and handed it to Paddington. “Perhaps you can test a few of the dishes at lunchtime,” he continued, as the others hurried upstairs. “If they’re any good we’ll send a recommendation to Mr Hyde.”


    “Thank you very much, Mr Brown,” said Paddington gratefully. He’d spent many happy hours browsing through the pages of Mr Hyde’s book and he put it away carefully in the secret compartment of his suitcase while he got ready to go out.


    Duncan Hyde spent his time visiting restaurants all over the country, awarding them various shaped hats for their cooking, ranging from a very small beret for run-of-the-mill dishes to a giant-size bowler hat for the very best, and some of the dishes he described were very mouthwatering indeed.


    Although no one had ever met him, for he preferred to remain anonymous, it was widely agreed that he must be a person of great taste, and when they arrived at Heather and Sons later that morning, Paddington peered through the restaurant window with interest in case there was anyone around carrying a hat.


    As they trooped through the main entrance, the Browns were greeted by a man in morning dress.


    “We’d like to fit this young bear out for a special occasion,” said Mrs Brown. “Can you direct us to the right department, please?”


    “Certainly, Modom. Please step this way.” With scarcely the flicker of an eyelid, the supervisor turned and led the way towards a nearby lift. “Does the young… er, gentleman, have an appointment at Buckingham Palace?” he asked, glancing down at Paddington as the doors slid shut. “Or is he simply going out?”


    “Neither,” said Paddington, giving the man a hard stare. “I’m coming in!” After the warmth of the underground, the air outside had struck particularly cold to his whiskers and he didn’t want to be sent out again.


    “He’s going to a ball,” explained Mrs Brown hastily. “We want to hire some evening dress.”


    “A ball?” The man looked slightly relieved. “One of the Spring functions, no doubt?” he remarked hopefully.


    “No,” said Mrs Bird firmly. “One of the Christmas ones. It’s for tomorrow night, so there’s no time to be lost.”


    “It says in the advertisement you fit anyone,” broke in Jonathan.


    “While you wait,” added Judy imploringly.


    “Er… yes,” said the supervisor unhappily. He looked down at Paddington again. “It’s just that the young… er… gentleman’s legs are a bit… ahem… and we may have to do some drastic alterations if it’s to be from stock.”


    “My legs are a bit ‘ahem’?” exclaimed Paddington hotly.


    He began giving the supervisor some very hard stares indeed, but fortunately the lift came to a stop before any more could be said. As the doors slid open and the man gave a discreet signal to an assistant hovering in the background, Mrs Brown exchanged glances with the others.


    “I was wondering,” she said, “if it wouldn’t be better for the rest of us to carry on with our Christmas shopping? We can all meet again in the restaurant downstairs at one o’clock.”


    “A very good idea, Modom!” The supervisor sounded most relieved. “Rest assured,” he continued, as he ushered Paddington from the lift, “we will use our best endeavours and leave no stone unturned. I’ll get our Mr Stanley to look after the young gentleman. He does all our difficult cases and there’s nothing he likes better than a challenge.”


    “That’s as may be,” said Mrs Bird ominously, as the gates slid shut again, “but I have a feeling he’s going to have to turn over a good few stones before that bear’s fitted out.You mark my words!”


    The Browns’ housekeeper didn’t entirely approve of leaving Paddington to the tender mercies of Heather and Sons, impressive though their shop was, but as it happened the supervisor’s confidence in his staff was not misplaced, for no sooner had the Browns departed than everyone sprang into action.


    “I’ll put ‘Thimbles’ Martin on the job,” announced Mr Stanley, making notes as he circled Paddington with a tape measure. “He’s the fastest man with a needle and thread in the business. He’ll fix you up in no time at all.”


    Looking suitably impressed, Paddington settled down to read his Duncan Hyde book while he waited, and indeed, it seemed only a very short while before Mr Stanley reappeared proudly carrying an immaculately pressed set of evening clothes.


    “You’ll look a blade in these and no mistake, sir,” he exclaimed enthusiastically, as he led Paddington into a changing cubicle.


    “Quite the young bear about town,” agreed the supervisor. “Mind you,” he continued, allowing himself a smile of satisfaction as he helped Paddington on with the jacket, “you’ll have to watch your p’s and q’s. There’s no knowing who you might not get mistaken for dressed like that. Will you be taking them with you, or shall we send them?”


    Paddington examined his reflection in the mirror – or rather, since there were mirrors on all four walls, what seemed like a never-ending line of reflections stretching away into the distance.


    Although he felt very pleased to get his evening dress so quickly he was looking forward even more to the thought of carrying out Mr Brown’s suggestion and investigating some dishes for the guide.


    “I think,” he announced at last, “I’ll wear them, thank you very much.” And disregarding the anxious expressions he was leaving behind, he picked up his belongings and headed for the lift.


    As Mrs Brown had forecast, not many people knew about Heather’s restaurant and what with that and the early hour, it was still practically empty when Paddington entered.
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    Just inside the door there was an enormous sweet trolley and his eyes nearly popped out with astonishment as he took in the various items. There were so many different shapes, sizes and colours he soon lost count, and it was while he was on his paws and knees examining the mounds of chocolate mousse and the oceans of fruit salads on the bottom shelf that he suddenly realised someone was talking to him.


    “May I be of assistance?” asked one of the waiters.


    Paddington stood up and raised his hat politely. “No, thank you very much,” he said sadly. “I was only looking.” Holding up the Duncan Hyde book he ran his eye over the trolley again. “I was hoping I might be able to do some testing later on. I think some of your dishes might be worth a bowler.”


    To Paddington’s surprise, his words seemed to have a magical effect on the waiter. “Pardon me, sir,” he exclaimed, jumping to attention. “I didn’t realise who you were. If you care to wait just one moment, sir, I’ll call the manager.”


    Bowing low as he backed away, the man disappeared from view, only to return a moment later accompanied by an imposing figure dressed in a black coat and striped trousers.


    “I can’t tell you,” boomed the second man, rubbing his hands with invisible soap, “how delighted we are that you’ve decided to honour us with your presence. It’s just what our restaurant needs.” Taking in Paddington’s dress suit, hat and whiskers he gave a knowing wink at the book. “I see you’ve been hiding your light under a bushel!”


    “I have?” exclaimed Paddington, looking more and more surprised at the turn the conversation was taking.


    “We’ll put you in the window, sir,” announced the manager, leading the way across the floor. “We have some very special dishes on today,” he confided with another wink, as he helped Paddington into a chair. “I’m sure we can find something to titivate your palate.”


    “I expect you can,” said Paddington, politely giving the man a wink in return. “But I’m not sure if I can afford them.”


    “My dear sir.” The man raised his hands in mock horror as he whisked the menu away. “We don’t want to bother ourselves with mere money.”


    “Don’t we?” exclaimed Paddington excitedly.


    The manager shook his head. “You need only sign the bill,” he explained. “Let’s think about food first. That’s much more important. We want you to feel perfectly at home.”


    “Oh, I do already,” said Paddington, grasping his knife and fork. “When can I start?”


    “That’s what I like to see,” replied the manager, beaming all over his face. “Well,” he continued, rubbing his hands in anticipation, “I can certainly recommend our avocado pear filled with sea-fresh prawns and cream sauce.


    “After that,” he said, “may I suggest either pot-fresh lobster, Dover-fresh sole, farm-fresh escalope of veal, or oven-fresh steak and kidney pudding?”


    All the talk of food was beginning to make Paddington feel hungry and it didn’t take him long to make up his mind. “I think I’d like to try some of each,” he announced rashly.


    If the manager was surprised, he concealed his feelings remarkably well. In fact, a look of respect came over his face as he handed Paddington’s order to a waiter who was hovering nearby. “I must say,” he remarked, “you take your job very seriously, sir. There aren’t many people in your position who would take the trouble to try everything on the menu. Would you care to test one of our rare old wines?”


    Paddington thought for a moment. “I think I’d sooner test some of your tin-fresh cocoa,” he said.


    “Tin-fresh cocoa?” For one brief moment the manager’s calm seemed to desert him, then he brightened. “I have a feeling you’re trying to catch us out,” he said, wagging his finger roguishly.


    “Perhaps,” he added, waving in the direction of the trolley, “you would care to contemplate the sweets over the cheese.”


    Paddington gave him an odd look. “I’d sooner eat them,” he said. “But I think I’d better leave a little bit of room. I’m having lunch with someone at one o’clock.”


    A look of renewed admiration came over the man’s face. “Well,” he said, bowing his way out as the first of the dishes began to arrive, “I’ll leave you to your task, but I do hope you’ll see fit to mention us when the time comes.”


    “Oh, yes,” replied Paddington earnestly. “I shall tell all my friends.”


    Paddington still wasn’t sure why he was being treated in such a Royal manner, but he wasn’t the sort of bear to look a gift horse in the mouth and as everyone obviously wanted him to enjoy his meal, he was only too willing to oblige.


    Already quite a large crowd had gathered on the pavement outside Heather’s. In fact, the window was black with faces and it was getting darker with every passing moment.


    Paddington’s every move was watched with increasing interest and as he settled down to his gargantuan meal, the applause which greeted each new course was exceeded only by the one which followed.


    But if the vast majority of the audience viewed the goings-on inside the restaurant with wonder and delight, there were five newly-joined members who stood watching with horror and dismay on their faces.
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    The Browns had arranged to meet outside the shop, but like most of the other passers-by, they had been drawn to the crowd gathered around the window, and now, as they pushed their way to the front, their worst fears were realised.


    “Mercy me!” cried Mrs Bird. “What on earth is that bear up to now?”


    “I don’t know what he’s up to,” said Mr Brown gloomily, as a loud groan rose from the audience. “But whatever it is, I think it’s coming to an end.”


    A sudden change had indeed taken place on the other side of the glass, and the Browns watched with sinking hearts.


    It all began when a waiter arrived bearing a large sheet of folded paper on a plate. Handing Paddington a pen, he stood over him with a deferential smile on his face while he signed his name. Then gradually the smile disappeared only to be replaced by an expression which the Browns didn’t like the look of at all.


    “Come on,” cried Judy, grabbing her mother’s arm. “We’d better do some rescuing.”


    “Oh, Lord!” groaned Mr Brown, as they pushed their way back into the crowd. “Here we go again.”


    Unaware that help was on its way, Paddington stared at the waiter as if he could hardly believe his eyes let alone his ears. “Eighty pounds and sixty-two pence!” he exclaimed. “Just for a meal?”


    “Not just for a meal,” said the waiter, eyeing all the stains. “About ten meals if you ask me. We thought you were Duncan Hyde, the famous gourmet.”


    Paddington nearly fell backwards off his chair at the news. “Duncan Hyde, the famous gourmet?” he repeated. “I’m not Duncan Hyde. I’m Paddington Brown from Darkest Peru and I’m a bear.”


    “In that case,” said the waiter, handing back the bill. “I’m afraid it’s cash. It includes the ‘cover-charge’,” he added meaningly, “but not the tip.”


    “A cover charge?” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “But I didn’t even have one. It was all open.” He peered at the piece of paper in his paw. “Ten pounds and seventy pence for a bombe surprise!”


    “That’s all part of the surprise,” replied the waiter nastily.


    “Well, I’ve got one for you,” said Paddington. “I’ve only got twenty pence!”


    Paddington felt most upset about the whole affair, especially as he hadn’t intended eating in the first place. Apart from putting his signature on the bill as he’d been asked, he’d even added his special paw print to show it was genuine, and he looked very relieved when he caught sight of the Browns heading in his direction.


    Since he’d arrived, a great change had come over the restaurant and it was now full almost to overflowing. The Browns had to weave a tortuous path in and out of the other diners and before they were able to reach Paddington’s table, they found their way barred by the manager.


    “Does this young gentleman belong to you?” he asked, pointing in Paddington’s direction.


    “Er… why do you ask?” queried Mr Brown, playing for time.


    “Henry!” exclaimed Mrs Brown.”How could you?”


    “I’ve never seen you before either, Mr Brown,” called Paddington, entering into the spirit of things.


    Mr Brown heaved a deep sigh as he reached for his wallet. “Since you ask,” he said, “I’m afraid he does.”


    “Afraid?” The manager stared at the Browns. “Did you say afraid?” He waved an all-embracing hand round the restaurant. “Why, this is the best thing that’s happened to us since we opened. That young bear’s attracted so many new customers we don’t know whether we’re coming or going. There’s certainly no charge.”


    He turned back to Paddington. “I wish we could have you sitting in the window every day of the week. You may not be a Duncan Hyde, but you’re certainly worth your weight in Lobster Souffle…”


    The manager broke off and looked at Paddington with concern. For some reason or other, his words seemed to be having a strange effect.


    “Are you all right, sir?” he asked. “Your whiskers seem to have gone a very funny colour. Let me help you up. Perhaps you’d like to try some of our bean-fresh coffee with cream.”


    Paddington gave another groan. If he’d had to make a list of his needs at that moment, getting up would have figured very low while food and drink would have been lucky to get a mention at all.


    Dropping his guidebook, he sank back into the chair and felt for the buttons on his jacket. “I’d rather not do any more testing today, thank you very much,” he gasped.


    Apart from all his other troubles, Paddington had noticed a rather ominous tearing sound whenever he moved, and although he’d minded his ‘peas’ during lunch he had a feeling that both Mr Stanley and ‘Thimbles’ Martin were in for a busy afternoon dealing with his q’s.


    All the same, he had to admit he’d never had quite such a meal in his life before.


    “I think,” he announced, “that if I was a food tester, I would award Heather’s one of my uncle’s hats!”


    Mr Brown smacked his lips in anticipation. “It must be good then,” he said, reaching for the menu. “I shall enjoy my lunch.


    “After all,” he continued, amid general agreement, “one of Paddington’s hats must be worth a whole wardrobeful of Duncan Hyde’s bowlers any day of the week!”
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    MR BROWN HUNG his dressing gown on the bedroom door and then sat on the bed rubbing his eyes.”Three times I’ve been down to the front door,” he grumbled, “and all the time it was Paddington banging about in his room!”


    “I expect he’s practising his dancing,” said Mrs Brown sleepily. “He said he was having trouble with his turns last night.”


    “Well, I’m having trouble with my sleep this morning,” said Mr Brown crossly. “I’ve put my foot down.”


    “I can see you have,” replied Mrs Brown, eyeing her husband’s slippers as he took them off. “Right in the middle of Paddington’s rosin! I think you’d better scrape it off. He’ll be most upset if there’s any missing. He bought it specially to stop his paws slipping on the linoleum. He had several nasty falls yesterday.”


    Mr Brown looked at his soles in disgust. “Only a bear,” he said bitterly, “would want to do the tango at half past six on a Saturday morning. I only hope they don’t have a bear’s ‘excuse me’ at the ball tonight. Anyone who lands Paddington as a partner is in for a pretty rough time.”


    “Perhaps he’ll have improved by then,” said Mrs Brown hopefully. “It can’t be easy rehearsing with a bolster.”


    Mrs Brown turned over and closed her eyes, though more in an effort to blot out the mental picture of events to come than with any hope of going back to sleep. For although one half of her was looking forward to Mrs Smith-Cholmley’s ball that evening, the other half was beginning to have grave doubts about the matter, and recent events only served to tip the scales still further on the side of the doubts.


    But daylight lends enchantment to the gloomiest of views and some, at least, of Mrs Brown’s worst fears were relieved when Paddington arrived downstairs a little later that morning looking unusually spick-and-span despite his disturbed night.


    “I must say you look very smart,” she remarked, amid murmurs of approval from the others. “There can’t be many bears who sit down to breakfast in evening dress.”


    “There’ll be one less,” said Mrs Bird, striking a warning note, “if certain of them get any marmalade down their front!”


    Mrs Bird had suffered from ‘bumps in the night’ as well, and with Christmas looming large on the horizon, she didn’t want her kitchen turned into a bear’s ballroom.


    Paddington considered the matter for a moment while he tackled his bacon and egg. He was the sort of bear who believed in getting value for money, and having heard how much Mr Brown was paying for the hire of his suit, he wanted to make the most of it. All the same, if the Browns were having second thoughts on the subject of dancing, he had to admit that he was having third and even fourth ones himself.


    In the past he often watched dancing programmes on the television and wondered why people made so much fuss, for it all looked terribly easy – just a matter of jumping about the floor in time to some music. But when he’d tried to do it he soon found that even without a partner his legs got tangled up and he shuddered to think what it might be like when he had someone else’s in the way as well.


    In the end he’d tried doing it on his bed for safety, but that had been worse still – rather like running round in circles on a cotton-wool covered trampoline.


    All in all, he decided dancing was much more difficult than it looked at first sight, and to everyone’s relief he announced that he was going out that morning in order to consult his friend, Mr Gruber, on the subject.


    Over the years, Mr Gruber had turned up trumps on a variety of subjects and Paddington felt sure he would be able to find something among the many books which lined the walls of his antique shop. Even so, he was still taken by surprise when he arrived at Mr Gruber’s and found his friend doing a kind of jig around his nick-nacks table to the tune from an old gramophone.


    Mr Gruber looked at Paddington sheepishly over the top of his glasses as he drew up a chair. “I have a feeling you won’t be the only one with problems tonight, Mr Brown,” he said, panting a little after his exertions. “It’s a long time since I last tripped the Light Fantastic.”


    As Paddington had no idea that Mr Gruber could dance let alone do a Light Fantastic, the news that he was going to Mrs Smith-Cholmley’s ball came like a bolt from the blue, and he grew more and more excited when his friend drew his attention to a large poster in the window.


    “Practically anyone who’s anyone around here is going tonight, Mr Brown,” he said. “They’ve got Alf Weidersein’s orchestra, and Norman and Hilda Church are bringing their Formation Team.”


    Paddington looked most impressed as Mr Gruber went on to explain that Norman Church was a very famous ballroom dancer indeed, and that apart from bringing his team he would be judging the various competitions to be held during the course of the evening.


    And when Mr Gruber, with a twinkle in his eyes, reached up to one of the shelves and took down a book on dancing written by Mr Church himself, Paddington could hardly believe his good fortune. He felt sure if he studied a book written by the man who was actually going to act as judge he ought to do very well indeed.


    For the rest of that day, apart from odd strains of the Veleta and an occasional thump from Paddington’s room, number thirty-two Windsor Gardens remained remarkably quiet as everyone got ready for the big event.


    Paddington himself was waiting in the hall from quite early on in the evening, clutching Mr Gruber’s book in one paw and an alarm clock in the other, while he did some last-minute ‘promenades’ by the front door.


    Although Norman Church’s book was lavishly illustrated with footprints showing the various steps, none of them seemed to go anywhere, and as some were marked ‘clockwise’ and others ‘anticlockwise’, he got very confused trying to work out which ones to follow and watch the hands on the clock at the same time.


    The book was called Learning to Hold Your Own on the Dance Floor in Twenty-Five Easy Lessons, and with only a matter of minutes to go, Paddington rather wished Mr Church had made do with five hard ones instead, for he found it difficult enough getting through the title let alone read the instructions.


    All the same, when they set off shortly afterwards, he soon joined in the general gaiety, and as they drew near the ballroom, he grew more and more excited.


    But the journey itself was nothing compared to the atmosphere once they were inside and Paddington peered round with interest as he handed his duffle coat to an attendant.


    Strains of music floated out through a pair of double doors at the top of some stairs leading down to the dance floor, and beyond the stairs he could see couples in evening dress gliding about, their faces lit by twinkling reflections from an enormous mirrored globe revolving high above them.


    Mr Brown cocked an ear to the music as they joined Mr Gruber and a small queue of other new arrivals. “They’re playing ‘Goodbye Blues’,” he said. “That’s one of my favourites.”


    “’Goodbye Blues’?” repeated Paddington, looking most upset. “But we’ve only just arrived!”


    Mr Gruber gave a tactful cough. “I think there’ll be plenty more tunes before we leave, Mr Brown.”


    Bending down, he drew Paddington to one side as the queue moved forward. “I should put your best paw forward,” he whispered. “I think you’re about to be announced.”


    Mr Gruber pointed towards a man in an imposing wig and costume standing at the head of the stairs, and Paddington’s eyes nearly popped out as he heard Mr and Mrs Brown’s names ring out around the ballroom.


    “I don’t think I’ve ever been announced before, Mr Gruber,” he replied, hastily stuffing as many of his belongings as possible underneath his jacket.


    “Crumbs!” Judy gave a startled gasp as she gave Paddington a quick last-minute check. “You’ve still got your cycle clips on!”


    Catching her daughter’s words, Mrs Brown looked anxiously over her shoulder. “Do take them off, dear,” she warned. “You won’t feel the benefit otherwise.”


    Mindful of Mrs Bird’s remarks about keeping his evening dress clean, Paddington hadn’t wanted to take any risks with the trouser bottoms – which tended to slip down rather, and with a forecast of snow in the air, he’d decided to make doubly sure. All the same, he did as he was bidden and as he approached the man doing the announcements he bent down.


    “Excuse me,” he called in a muffled voice. “I’m Mr Brown and I’m having trouble with my cycle clips.”


    “Mr Cyclops Brown,” called the man in sonorous tones.


    “Cyclops Brown!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. He stood up clutching his clips, looking most upset that on the very first occasion of being announced, his name should have been wrongly called. But by that time the man was already halfway through announcing Mr Gruber, and Paddington found himself face to face with Mrs Smith-Cholmley, who was waiting to greet her guests at the foot of the stairs.


    “I’m so sorry,” said Mrs Smith-Cholmley, trying to pass the whole thing off with a shrill laugh as she took Paddington’s paw. “I always thought Cyclops only had one eye…” She broke off as she followed Paddington’s gaze towards the middle of the dance floor, for it was all too obvious that Paddington not only had two eyes but they were both working extremely well.


    “That’s Mr Church,” she explained, catching sight of a nattily dressed man posing beneath a spotlight. “He’s about to lead off.”


    As the music started up again, Mrs Smith-Cholmley turned back to Paddington. “Er… I see you’ve been doing your homework,” she continued, catching sight of Mr Gruber’s book in his other paw. “If Mr Church has trouble with his steps, he’ll know where to come…” Once again, Mrs Smith-Cholmley broke off, and a look of alarm came over her face. “I didn’t say he has got trouble,” she called. “I only said if. It was a joke. I…”


    But Paddington was already halfway across the floor. “Don’t worry, Mr Church!” he cried, waving his book. “I’m coming. I think it’s all on page forty-five.”
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    Paddington reached the centre of the floor in time to meet the first wave of advancing dancers. Norman and Hilda Church’s Formation Team were just getting into their stride, and if the smile on Mrs Smith-Cholmley’s face had begun to look a trifle fixed, the one Mr Church presented to his public looked as if it had been indelibly etched for all time.


    “Go away,” he hissed, as Paddington tapped him on the shoulder. “You’re upsetting my Alberts.”


    Norman Church looked as if he’d just thought up a few more choice items for his chapter on ballroom etiquette, but before he had time to put any of them into words a very strange thing happened.


    As his team turned to make a sweeping movement back down the floor, a bell started to ring somewhere in their midst.


    There was a note of urgency about it which caused the leaders to falter in their stride. In a moment, all was confusion as those in the rear cannoned into the ones in front, and in less time than it takes to form up for a Quadrille, the damage had been done.


    A hard core who thought a fire had broken out behind the bandstand jostled with a group who were equally convinced the floor was about to give way, and they, in turn, ran foul of those who simply wanted to see what was going on.


    In the middle of all this hubbub, Paddington suddenly reached inside his jacket. “It’s all right, Mr Church,” he called, holding up a large, round brass object. “It’s only my alarm clock!”


    In the silence that followed, Mr Brown’s voice sounded unusually loud. “Two minutes!” he groaned. “That’s all the time we’ve been here. Two minutes – and look at it!”


    There was no need to suggest looking at the scene on the dance floor, for the rest of the Browns were only too painfully aware of what it was like.


    Even Paddington, as he made his way back through the dancers, was forced to admit that he rather wished the floor had collapsed, for it would have afforded a quick means of escape from the glances of those around him.


    “Never mind,” said Judy, going forward to meet him. “We know you meant well.”


    “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully. “But I don’t think Mr Church does.”


    Casting an anxious glance over his shoulder, he allowed himself to be led off the floor in the direction of some tables to one side of the hall.


    “I think I’ll sit this one out, thank you very much,” he announced, after consulting his book.


    Although the chapter on ballroom behaviour didn’t include any mention of what to do following the kind of disaster he’d just experienced, there were quite a number of phrases Mr Church recommended for use when you didn’t want to dance, and Paddington felt it was a good moment to test one or two of them.


    “Not that anyone’s likely to ask him after what’s just happened,” said Mr Brown, as he whirled past the table a little later on.


    “It’s a shame, really,” agreed Mrs Brown, catching sight of Paddington deep in his book. “He’s been practising so hard. I don’t like to think of him being a wallflower and he’s been sitting there for ages.”


    Mr Brown gave a snort. “Anything less like a wallflower than Paddington would be difficult to imagine,” he remarked.


    Mr Brown was about to add pessimistically that the evening wasn’t over yet, but at that moment there was a roll of drums and all eyes turned in the direction of the band rostrum as Norman Church climbed up and grasped the microphone in order to announce the start of the competitions.


    Now that the dance was in full swing, Mr Church seemed to have recovered his good humour. “Now I want everyone, but everyone to join in,” he boomed. “There are lots of prizes to be won… lots of dances… and a special mammoth Christmas hamper for the best couple of the evening…”


    Mr Church’s words had a livening effect on the ball and during the items which followed he proved his worth as a Master of Ceremonies. He kept up such a steady flow of patter, even Paddington began to get quite worked up, and a marmalade sandwich which he’d brought along to pass the time with lay untouched on the table beside him.


    It was while the fun was at its height that Mrs Smith-Cholmley suddenly caught sight of him peering through a gap in the crowd.


    “Come along,” she called. “You heard what Mr Church said. Everyone has to join in.”


    Paddington gave a start. “Thank you very much, Mrs Smith-Cholmley,” he called excitedly. “I’d like to very much.”


    “Oh!” Mrs Smith-Cholmley’s face dropped. “I didn’t mean… that is, I… er…” She looked at Paddington uneasily and then glanced down at her programme. “It is the Latin America section next,” she said. “I believe you come from that part of the world.”


    “Darkest Peru,” agreed Paddington earnestly.


    Mrs Smith-Cholmley gave a nervous laugh. “I’m not sure if Mr Weidersein knows any Peruvian dances,” she said, “especially dark ones, but we could try our hand at the rumba if you like.”


    “Yes, please,” said Paddington gratefully. “I don’t think I’ve done one of those before.”


    Paddington was very keen on anything new, and after slipping the cycle clips over one of his sleeves for safety, he hastily thrust the marmalade sandwich behind his back, picked up his book, and rose from the table.


    “I see you’re ‘with it’,” said Mrs Smith-Cholmley, mistaking the sudden flurry of movement for a dance step.
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    Paddington clasped Mrs Smith-Cholmley firmly with both paws. “I’m never without it,” he replied.


    Peering round his partner’s waist, he consulted the etiquette section of Mr Church’s book again.


    “Do you come here often?” he inquired politely.


    Mrs Smith-Cholmley looked down at her feet, both of which were submerged beneath Paddington’s paws. “No,” she replied, in a tone of voice which suggested she was rather regretting her present visit. “Haven’t you got any pumps?” she asked.


    Paddington glanced down at his cycle clips. “I haven’t even got a bike,” he exclaimed, looking most surprised.


    Mrs Smith-Cholmley gave him a strange look. “You really ought to have pumps,” she said, breathing heavily as she tried to lift her own and Paddington’s feet in time to the music. “It would make things so much easier.”


    Paddington returned her look. He was beginning to get a bit fed up with the way the conversation was going. It wasn’t at all like any of the examples in Mr Church’s book, most of which were to do with sitting out on balconies eating snacks. “I think Mr Brown’s got a spare wheel,” he replied helpfully. “Have you got a puncture?”


    “No,” said Mrs Smith-Cholmley through her teeth, “I haven’t. But if you stand on my feet much longer, I’m liable to have one!”


    Paddington’s claws were rather sharp and they were digging deeper and deeper into her instep with every passing moment. “I’d be obliged if you would find somewhere else to put your paws.”


    Paddington relaxed his grasp on Mrs Smith-Cholmley and tried jumping up and down experimentally a few times. “I don’t think I can,” he gasped at last. “I have a feeling they’re caught in your straps.”


    To his surprise, when he looked up again, Mrs Smith-Cholmley’s face seemed to have gone a very funny colour indeed. And not only that, but she had begun to wriggle in a way which certainly wasn’t included in any of Mr Church’s illustrations for the rumba.


    “My back!” she shrieked. “My back! There’s an awful creature crawling down my back!” Almost turning herself inside out, Mrs Smith-Cholmley reached behind herself and withdrew something long, golden and glistening, which she gazed at with increasing horror.”It’s all wet and sticky… ugh!”


    Paddington peered at the object dangling between his partner’s forefinger and thumb with interest. “I don’t think that’s a creature, Mrs Smith-Cholmley,” he exclaimed. “It’s a chunk. I must have dropped my marmalade sandwich down the back of your dress by mistake!”


    Unaware of the drama that was taking place behind their hostess’s back, Mr Brown gave his wife a nudge. “Good Lord, Mary,” he said. “Look at those two. They’re going great guns.”


    Mrs Brown turned and glanced across the dance floor. “Well I never!” she exclaimed with pleasure. “Who would have thought it?”


    But if Mr and Mrs Brown were astonished at the sight of the gyrations on the other side of the floor, the rest of the dancers were positively astounded.


    One by one the other couples dropped out in order to take a closer look as Paddington and Mrs Smith-Cholmley, seemingly moving as one, rocked and wriggled in time to the music.


    At a signal from Mr Church, the man in charge of the spotlight concentrated his beam on the two figures, and as Alf Weidersein began urging his orchestra to greater and greater efforts, the shouts of encouragement, the clapping and the stamping of feet, began to shake the very rafters of the hall.


    Paddington himself became more and more confused as he clung to his partner and, far from needing an alarm clock to show him the way, he found himself wishing he’d brought a compass, for he hadn’t the least idea where he’d started from, let alone where he was going.


    From the word go, the winners of the mammoth hamper for the best couple of the evening were never in doubt. Indeed, it would have taken a very brave man indeed to have gone in the face of the cheers which rang out as the music came to an end at last.


    For some reason, as soon as willing hands had disentangled Paddington’s paws from her shoe straps, Mrs Smith-Cholmley beat a hasty retreat; and when she did reappear at long last it was in a different dress, but in the excitement, this went largely unnoticed.


    “A lovely little mover,” said Norman Church enthusiastically, turning to Paddington as he presented the prize. “Very fleet. I wouldn’t mind using you and your lovely lady in my Formation Team when we do our final demonstration.”


    Mrs Smith-Cholmley gave a shudder. “I don’t think Mr Brown and I are open to engagements,” she broke in hastily, as she caught a momentary gleam in Paddington’s eye.


    Paddington nodded his agreement. “I haven’t brought any more marmalade sandwiches either, Mr Church,” he said.


    “Er… yes.” Mr Church looked slightly taken aback. “Talking of marmalade sandwiches,” he continued, recovering himself, “what are you going to do with all this food?”


    Paddington contemplated the prize for a moment. It was a large hamper. An enormous one, in fact, and it was difficult to picture the many good things there must be inside it.


    “I think,” he announced, amid general applause, “I’d like to send my half to the Home for Retired Bears in Lima – if it can be got there in time for Christmas. I don’t think they can always afford very much extra.”


    “It’ll be done,” said Mr Church. “Even if I have to fly it myself and divide it when I get there.”


    “There’s no need to divide it,” said Mrs Smith-Cholmley, amid renewed applause. “They can have my half as well. After all, there’s no time to be lost, and it sounds a very good cause. Especially,” she added with a wry smile at her partner, “if the Home is full of bears like Paddington. I wouldn’t like to think of them going short of marmalade.”


    


    “I wonder what Mrs Smith-Cholmley meant by that last remark?” said Mr Brown, as they drove home later that night, tired but happy. He glanced across the front seat. “Have you any idea, Paddington?”


    


    Paddington rubbed the steam from the window with his paw and peered out into the night. “I think it was to do with my chunks, Mr Brown,” he replied vaguely.


    Mrs Brown gave a sigh. Life with a bear was full of unsolved mysteries. “I know one thing,” she said. “There may be a lot of deserving cases in the Home – and none more so than Aunt Lucy, I’m sure – but I very much doubt if they have any other bears quite like Paddington.”


    “Impossible!” agreed Mrs Bird firmly.


    “Absolutely!” said Judy.


    “With a capital I,” added Jonathan.


    But Paddington was oblivious to the conversation going on around him. The first snowflakes of winter were already falling and with the promise of more to come, not to mention the approach of Christmas itself, he was already looking forward to things in store.


    “I think,” he announced to the world in general, “I shall keep my bicycle clips on in bed tonight. I want to keep myself warm in case I have any more adventures!”
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  “PADDINGTON HAS TO go to school?” exclaimed Mrs Brown. She clutched at the front door of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens and gazed at the man standing on the step. “But there must be some mistake. Paddington isn’t a…” She broke off as Mrs Bird gave her a nudge. “I mean, he’s a…”


  “May I ask why he has to go to school?” interrupted the Browns’ housekeeper.


  The man consulted a pile of papers in his hand. “According to our information,” he said, “he’s been living here for a number of years and we’ve no record of a single attendance at St Luke’s or anywhere else for that matter.”


  “But he was brought up in Darkest Peru,” exclaimed Mrs Brown. “His Aunt Lucy taught him all she knew before he left. She had to go into a Home for Retired Bears in Lima, you see, and…” Her voice trailed away as she caught sight of the expression on the School Inspector’s face.


  “I’m very much afraid,” he said, allowing himself a slight smile, “that neither the Home for Retired Bears in Lima nor Aunt Lucy happen to be on our list of approved establishments.”


  He snapped the file shut with an air of finality. “We shall expect to see him at school first thing tomorrow morning,” he continued sternly, “otherwise certain steps will have to be taken.”


  Mrs Brown gazed after the Inspector as he disappeared down the road. “Tomorrow morning!” she repeated. “What are we going to do?”


  “I think,” said Mrs Bird wisely, “there’s only one thing we can do. Make sure that bear arrives on time. After all,” she added meaningly, “we do have his circumstances to think of. I daresay it’s only a matter of the authorities setting their records to rights, but until they do, I think we’d better tread very carefully.


  “And if Paddington is going to school tomorrow,” she continued, “we’d better get busy as well. I must sew a name-tag on his duffle coat for a start. We shall never hear the last of it if that gets lost.” Mrs Bird paused at the kitchen door. “Will you tell him or shall I?”


  Mrs Brown gave a sigh. “I will,” she said.


  She knew exactly what Mrs Bird meant. Ever since Paddington first arrived on the scene, she’d had a nagging fear in the back of her mind that something like this would happen if only because they’d never actually reported his arrival to anyone, and the thought of breaking the news to him was not one she exactly relished.


  But Paddington took the matter surprisingly well, and while the others busied themselves getting his things ready, he spent the afternoon going through some of Jonathan and Judy’s old text books. The rest of the time he spent polishing his suitcase, and that evening he even had a bath without being asked, which was most unusual.


  All in all, he looked so spick and span the following morning, even Mrs Bird’s eagle eyes were unable to find fault.


  “I still can’t believe it,” said Mrs Brown, as he set off down the road. “The house’ll seem so quiet without him.”


  Mrs Bird gave a snort. “I should make the most of it,” she said. “You mark my words, it’ll be four o’clock and he’ll be back home again before we’ve had time to turn round.”


  All the same, it was noticeable that the Browns’ housekeeper spent an unusually long time cleaning the step that morning, and she didn’t finish it until long after the small figure in a duffle coat and hat had disappeared around the corner.


  But Paddington himself didn’t have any time to dwell on the matter. The school was only a short distance away from Windsor Gardens and as he drew near, one of the teachers hurried forward to greet him.


  “Good morning,” he said. “I take it you’re one Brown, P?”


  “One brown pea?” repeated Paddington in surprise. He gave the man a hard stare. “No, I’m not. I’m Paddington Brown.”


  The man let go of Paddington’s paw. “Er… that’s really what I was asking,” he said nervously. “I have instructions to check your arrival. If you hurry, you’ll just be in time for the roll.”


  Paddington licked his lips. A roll sounded a very good way in which to start the day. “I think I shall enjoy that,” he announced.


  “Good,” said the man, looking somewhat relieved. “We thought we’d put you in the Lower Fourth to start with. Mr Eustace’s class. That’s until we’ve had time to check your capabilities.” He beckoned to a boy who was standing nearby. “Young Smith here will show you where to go.”


  “Gosh! Fancy putting you into old Eustace’s class,” said the boy sympathetically, as he led the way into the main building. “Hard luck! I should watch it. If he gets his knife into you, you’ll be for it.”


  Paddington looked around nervously as he followed the boy into the classroom. It was a large room with windows running the length of one side. There was a blackboard on an adjoining wall and a number of desks were dotted around facing it. But although there were several other pieces of equipment he couldn’t see any actual cutlery, and he breathed a sigh of relief as he was ushered towards the front of the class.


  There were about thirty other pupils already in the room and they all crowded around, anxious to make his acquaintance. Paddington was a popular figure in the neighbourhood and most of the class wanted him to sit near them.
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  There was soon an argument raging, and it was while the excitement was at its height that the door suddenly opened and an angular figure in a tweed suit entered the room.


  “What’s the meaning of this?” he bellowed. “Back to your desks at once!”


  Standing on a platform in front of the blackboard, he glowered down at the class as they scurried to their places.


  “Now,” he called sarcastically, when order had been restored, “I assume I have your permission to take the roll?”


  Anxious to make a good impression on his first day, Paddington busied himself behind his desk lid. “I shan’t be a moment, Mr Eustace,” he called. “I’ve nearly finished. I’ve got over thirty-three already!”


  “Over thirty-three?” repeated the Form teacher in surprise.


  “That’s right,” said Paddington. “That’s one each and three spare.”


  “One each and three spare?” Mr Eustace stared at Paddington as if he’d suddenly lost the use of his hearing. “Three spare what?”


  “Marmalade sandwiches,” explained Paddington cheerfully. He lowered his desk lid. “I hope they’ll do. I’m afraid I didn’t bring any rolls. But I’ve got some sliced loaf and some of my special marmalade from the cut-price grocers.”


  “Marmalade sandwiches!” spluttered Mr Eustace. He bounded from the platform, all thoughts of checking the list of those present driven from his mind as he peered inside Paddington’s desk.


  “I’ve a good mind to take these to the headmaster!” he cried.


  It was Paddington’s turn to look as if he could hardly believe his ears. “All thirty-three?” he exclaimed in amazement. “Even I’ve never managed that many.”


  “Silence!” shouted Mr Eustace as a titter ran around the room.


  “I mean,” he said, breathing heavily as he turned back to Paddington, “that I am confiscating them. Marmalade sandwiches indeed! I’ve never heard of such a thing.”


  Paddington slumped back into his seat. He’d never heard of anyone having their marmalade sandwiches confiscated either, and he looked most offended.


  “You’re not here to learn how to make sandwiches,” said the teacher as he removed the pile and placed it on his own desk. “You’re here to learn the three Rs.”


  “The three Rs?” repeated Paddington in surprise. Despite his feeling of indignation at the unexpected loss of his sandwiches, he couldn’t help being interested at this sudden turn of events. “I didn’t know there were three Rs.”


  “Ah,” said Mr Eustace, with satisfaction. “We learn something new every day. The three Rs,” he continued, “are Reading, Writing and Arithmetic, and today we happen to be starting with arithmetic.”


  He turned to the blackboard. “Now,” he said, pointing to some figures, “I have written out a little problem, and I’ve made a deliberate mistake. Can anyone tell me what it is?”


  In his haste to be first with the answer, Paddington nearly fell off his seat. “I can!” he exclaimed, raising his paw as high as he could.
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  “Ah, Brown,” said the teacher, eyeing him slightly less disapprovingly. “I’m glad to see you’re quick off the mark. What is your answer?”


  “You don’t spell arithmetic with an R, Mr Eustace,” said Paddington excitedly.


  Mr Eustace stared at him. “I know you don’t spell it with an R,” he said impatiently.


  Paddington’s jaw dropped. “But you just said you did,” he cried hotly. “You said there were three Rs. Reading, Writing and Arithmetic.”


  “You did, sir,” chorused the rest of the class.


  Mr Eustace passed a trembling hand over his forehead. It suddenly seemed unusually warm in the classroom. “I may have said it,” he began,” but I didn’t mean it. That is… I…”


  “I remember what it looks like,” continued Paddington, pressing home his point. “My Aunt Lucy taught me, and she used to write it down. It begins with an A.”


  “I’m afraid,” said the teacher wearily, “that I’m not familiar with your Aunt Lucy’s curriculum.”


  Paddington opened his suitcase. “I’ll show you a picture of her if you like, Mr Eustace,” he announced. “Then you’ll be able to recognise it. She had it taken just before she went into the Home for Retired Bears…”


  “I mean,” said Mr Eustace testily, “that I don’t know anything about her teaching capabilities – if she has any.”


  Paddington gave him a hard stare. It was one of his hardest ever. He was a polite bear at heart, but he was beginning to get upset by the way the conversation was going, especially when it had to do with his Aunt Lucy.


  “She’s very good at spelling, Mr Eustace,” he said stoutly. “She’s always sending me postcards…”


  “Are you suggesting, bear,” thundered Mr Eustace, “that I am not?”


  “Oh, no, Mr Eustace,” said Paddington earnestly. “I’m sure it’s very good to get one out of three right.”


  Mr Eustace mopped his brow again as another titter ran round the room. He was normally very keen on discipline, but for some reason or other, he seemed to be losing his touch on this particular morning. It was definitely one of those days. For a moment or two he appeared to be taking advantage of his own arithmetic lesson by practising some counting, and then, as his eye alighted on the pile of marmalade sandwiches, a thought seemed to strike him.


  “Since,” he said, “you clearly have an interest in food, you may like to go out and do some shopping for me.”


  “Oh, yes, please,” said Paddington eagerly. He felt as keen as Mr Eustace to bring the present topic of conversation to an end. “I often do Mrs Bird’s shopping for her.”


  “Good,” said Mr Eustace. “Perhaps we’ve found our true vocation at last.”


  Paddington’s face fell. “Are you coming too, Mr Eustace?” he asked.


  “No,” said Mr Eustace, slowly and distinctly. “I shall not be coming too. But it so happens I need some fish…”


  “Some fish?” echoed Paddington, nearly falling over backwards with astonishment. If Mr Eustace had asked for some chalk for the blackboard or even some rolls, he wouldn’t have been surprised; but fish was the last thing he’d expected.


  “Fish,” repeated Mr Eustace, handing him some money. “Something in the nature of a herring or two would do admirably. You may,” he added hopefully, “take as long as you like.”


  “Bears are good at shopping,” said Paddington as he took the money and hurried towards the door, watched by thirty envious pairs of eyes. “I shan’t be long.”


  Mr Eustace gazed after the retreating figure as if that was exactly what he feared, and sure enough, he’d hardly had time to bring the mathematics lesson to an end when the door burst open and Paddington hurried back into the room clutching a parcel wrapped in newspaper.


  He looked rather apprehensive as he made his way towards the platform. Mr Eustace was clutching a knife in one hand and he appeared to be doing something to the contents of an old tin can.


  “That was quick, bear,” he said, trying to make the best of things as he looked up. “We’re about to get under way with the next lesson.”


  Placing the knife on the table, Mr Eustace took the parcel and started to unwrap it. As he did so, the smile slowly disappeared from his face. Normally fairly red, his features began to resemble an overripe beetroot as he undid the last of the folds.


  “And what is this, pray?” he demanded, holding a package up to the light.


  “It’s some fish fingers, Mr Eustace,” said Paddington. “They were on special offer in the supermarket. The man said they would be all right so long as you eat them before next Tuesday.”


  “Eat them!” Mr Eustace glared at the package. “I don’t want to eat them. I want to cut them up! They’re for my biology lesson.”


  Reaching over, he grasped the knife on his desk and with one sweeping movement, pushed the tin can towards Paddington.


  “Take this, bear,” he thundered. “I shall call on you when it’s time for practicals.”


  Paddington didn’t need asking twice. He had no idea what Mr Eustace had in mind, but from the look on his face and the way he was brandishing the knife, he had no wish to stay and find out. Clutching the tin in his right paw, he backed towards the classroom door. When he reached it, he held his other paw up as high as it would go.


  “If you please, Mr Eustace,” he exclaimed, “I think I would like to be excused.” And without waiting for an answer, he disappeared up the corridor as fast as his legs would carry him.
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  Paddington was the sort of bear who believed in going right to the top in times of trouble, and this definitely seemed to be one of those occasions.


  On his way in that morning he’d noticed a door marked ‘headmaster’ and he didn’t stop until he reached it.


  The headmaster looked up in surprise as Paddington entered his study and collapsed into a chair in front of his desk. “I think Mr Eustace is going to put his knife into me!” he gasped.”He wants to call on me for his practicals!”


  St Luke’s was a large school, and like all large schools it had its fair share of problems. Even so, the headmaster began to look more and more unhappy as he listened to Paddington’s tale of woe. He hadn’t been best pleased when the Inspector had passed on the news of a new arrival halfway through the term, especially one who apparently hadn’t been to school before, and it seemed as though his worst fears were being realised.


  He stood up as a bell began to ring somewhere in the distance. “It does seem as though it’s been one long misunderstanding,” he said. “That’s the midday bell. Perhaps we can talk about it over lunch. There’s nothing like a spot of food for calming the nerves.”


  Ushering Paddington through the door, he led the way down the corridor. “You may eat at the teachers’ table,” he continued. “Just for today I’ll make you food monitor. That means you’ll be in charge of all the serving.”


  Paddington began to look more cheerful as he listened to the headmaster’s words, and when he saw the pile of food laid out ready for them he grew more cheerful still, despite the fact that out of the corner of his eye he could see Mr Eustace glaring at him from the other end of the table.


  After he’d finished serving out the soup, Paddington turned his attention to an enormous tureen full of stew.


  “I think I shall like school after all,” he announced, licking his lips as he passed the first plateful to the headmaster.


  “I’m very pleased to hear it,” said the Head. “After all,” he added, “you’ll be with us until you’re sixteen, and that’s a long time.”


  “Sixteen!” The ladle fell unheeded from Paddington’s paw, and his eyes nearly popped out of their sockets as he gazed at the headmaster. “Sixteen! But I thought I was only here for the day!”


  The headmaster gave a nervous chuckle. “I’m afraid it’s the law now,” he said, hurriedly turning to one of his colleagues. “And there’s no getting away from it.”


  Paddington served the rest of the food as if in a dream. In fact he was so taken up with his thoughts that he quite forgot to give himself any, and several of the teachers were already passing their plates up for seconds.


  When he came to again, Paddington began peering into the pot with a thoughtful expression on his face.


  “Come along, bear,” called Mr Eustace impatiently “Don’t let it get cold. There’s nothing worse than cold stew.”


  The headmaster looked round. “Is anything the matter?” he asked. “You look as if you’ve lost something.”


  Paddington poked the contents of the pot with a spoon.


  “I think I may have dropped Mr Eustace’s tin in the stew by mistake,” he announced.


  All eyes turned towards the end of the table as a loud groan followed Paddington’s remark.


  The headmaster jumped to his feet in alarm. “Are you all right, Mr Eustace?” he asked. “You seem to have gone quite pale.”


  Looking at Mr Eustace, even his best friends would have had to admit that the headmaster’s remarks about his complexion were the understatement of the year. He looked positively green as he sat clutching his stomach. “That tin,” he moaned, “happens to belong to my biology class. It’s the one I keep my worms in!”


  Paddington looked up from the stewpot. “Would anyone else like any seconds?” he asked hopefully.


  


  The headmaster removed an invisible speck of dust from his lapel as he gathered his thoughts. It had taken him a long while to explain to the Browns all that had happened to Paddington at St Luke’s. It hadn’t been an easy task, particularly as he still wasn’t sure of all the facts himself.


  “The long and short of it is,” he said, “we… er… that is, my colleagues and I, feel that until young Mr Brown has a proper school uniform he’d be much better off staying at home.”


  “A school uniform?” broke in Mrs Brown. She looked at Paddington. “But we shall never get one to fit him.”


  The headmaster gave a cough as he rose to his feet. “Er… exactly” he said. “I’ve had a word with the Inspector and in the circumstances he’s perfectly happy to take my advice. All in all I think it will be much the best thing.”


  He paused at the door and looked back at Paddington with the suspicion of a twinkle in his eye. “I’m sure you’ll be pleased to know,” he said, “that your suspicions were ill-founded. Mr Eustace’s tin hadn’t fallen in the stew after all. We found it under the table. Both the worms and Mr Eustace are doing very well.


  “I have a feeling,” he said, addressing Mrs Brown as he made to leave, “that in any case, there’s not much we at St Luke’s can teach bears.”


  “I wonder what he meant by that last remark?” said Mrs Brown, when she came into the room after saying goodbye to the headmaster. “Have you any idea, Paddington?”


  But Paddington had his eyes closed. One way and another it had been a tiring day at school and he wasn’t at all sorry to put his paws up.


  Mrs Brown sighed. She sometimes wished it wasn’t quite so hard to tell what he was thinking.


  “If you ask me,” said Mrs Bird, reading her thoughts, “it’s probably just as well. There’s no knowing what we might find out – especially when it comes to school-bears!”
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    PADDINGTON PEERED THROUGH the letter box at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens with a look of surprise on his face.


    In point of fact, he’d been watching out for the postman, but instead of the blue-grey uniform he’d hoped to see, Mr Curry, the Browns’ next-door neighbour had loomed into view. Mr Curry looked as if he was in a bad temper. He was never at his best in the morning, but even through the half-open flap it was plain to see he was in an even worse mood than usual. He was shaking a rug over the pavement, and from the cloud of dust surrounding him it looked as though he had been cleaning out his grate and had just had a nasty accident with the ashes.


    The expression on his face boded ill for anyone who happened to come within his range of vision, and it was unfortunate that his gaze alighted on the Browns’ front door at the very moment when Paddington opened the letter box.


    “Bear!” he bellowed. “How dare you spy on me like that? I’ve a very good mind to report you!”


    Paddington let go of the flap as if it had been resting in hot coals, and gazed at the closed door with a very disappointed air indeed. Apart from an occasional catalogue, he didn’t get many letters, but all the same, he always looked forward to seeing the postman arrive, and he felt most aggrieved at being deprived of his morning’s treat, especially as he’d been half-expecting a postcard from his Aunt Lucy in Peru. Something she’d said when she’d last written had given him food for thought and he was anxiously awaiting the next instalment.


    All the same, he knew better than to get on the wrong side of Mr Curry, so he decided to forget the matter and pay his daily visit to the nearby market in the Portobello Road instead.


    A few minutes later, having taken his shopping basket on wheels from the cupboard under the stairs, he collected Mrs Bird’s shopping list, made sure the coast was clear, and set out on his journey.
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    Over the years, Paddington’s basket on wheels had become a familiar sight in the market, and it was often much admired by passers-by. Paddington took great care of it. He’d several times varnished the basketwork, and the wheels were kept so well oiled there was never a squeak. Earlier in the year, Mr Brown had bought him two new tyres, so all in all it still looked as good as new.


    After he’d completed Mrs Bird’s shopping, Paddington called in at the bakers for his morning supply of buns. Then he carried on down the Portobello Road in order to visit the antique shop belonging to his friend, Mr Gruber.


    Paddington liked visiting Mr Gruber. Apart from selling antiques, Mr Gruber possessed a large number of books, and although no one knew if he’d actually read them all, it certainly seemed as though he must have, for he was a mine of information on almost every subject one could think of.


    When he arrived he found Mr Gruber sitting on the horsehair sofa just inside his shop, clutching a particularly large volume.


    “You’ll never guess what today’s book is about, Mr Brown,” he said, holding it up for Paddington to see. “It’s called ‘Diseases of the Cocoa Bean’, and there are over seven hundred and fifty pages.”


    Paddington’s face grew longer and longer as he listened to Mr Gruber recite from the long list of things that could happen to a cocoa bean before it actually reached the shops. He always rounded off his morning excursions with a visit to his friend, and Mr Gruber’s contribution to the meeting was a never-ending supply of cocoa, which he kept at the ready on a small stove at the back of the shop. It didn’t seem possible that this could ever come to an end.


    “Perhaps we’d better get some more stocks in, Mr Gruber,” he exclaimed anxiously, when there was a gap in the conversation.


    Mr Gruber smiled. “I don’t think there’s any risk of our going short yet awhile, Mr Brown,” he replied, as he busied himself at the stove. “But I think it does go to show how we tend to take things for granted. We very rarely get something for nothing in this world.”


    Paddington looked slightly relieved at Mr Gruber’s reassuring words. All the same, it was noticeable that he sipped his cocoa even more slowly than usual, and when he’d finished he carefully wiped round his mug with the remains of a bun in order to make sure he wasn’t letting any go to waste.


    Even after he’d said goodbye to Mr Gruber, he still had a very thoughtful expression on his face. In fact, his mind was so far away, it wasn’t until he rounded a corner leading into Windsor Gardens that he suddenly came back to earth with a bump as he realised that while he’d been in the shop, someone had pinned a note to his shopping basket.


    It was short and to the point. It said:


    


    


    YOUR SHOPPING BASKET ON WHEELS IS IN SUCH GOOD CONDITION IT SHOWS YOU HAVE CHARACTER, DRIVE AND AMBITION. THIS MEANS YOU ARE JUST THE KIND OF PERSON WE ARE LOOKING FOR.YOU COULD EARN £200 PER WEEK WITH NO MORE EFFORT THAN IT TAKES TO VISIT THE GROCERS. I WILL BE IN TOUCH SOON WITH FURTHER DETAILS.


    


    It was written in large capital letters and it was signed YOURS TRULY. A WELL-WISHER.


    Paddington read the note several times. He could hardly believe his eyes. Only a moment before he’d been racking his brains to think up ways of earning some extra money so that he could buy Mr Gruber a tin or two of cocoa; and now, out of nowhere, came this strange offer. It couldn’t have happened at a better moment, especially as he’d been tempted to break into the savings which he kept in the secret compartment of his suitcase, and which he held in reserve for important occasions, like birthdays and Christmas.


    It was hard to believe he could earn so much money simply because he’d kept his shopping basket clean, but before he’d had a chance to consider the matter he saw a man in a fawn raincoat approaching. The man was carrying a large cardboard box which seemed to contain something heavy, for as he drew near he rested it on Paddington’s basket while he paused in order to mop his brow.


    He looked Paddington up and down for a moment and then held out his hand. “Just as I thought!” he exclaimed. “It’s nice when you have a picture of someone in your mind and they turn out exactly as you expected. I’m glad you got my note. If you don’t mind me saying so, sir, you should go far.”


    Paddington held out his paw in return. “Thank you, Mr Wisher,” he replied. “But I don’t think I shall go very far this morning. I’m on my way home.” He gave the man a hard stare. Although he was much too polite to say so, he couldn’t really return the man’s compliments. From the tone of the letter, he’d expected someone rather superior, whereas his new acquaintance looked more than a trifle seedy.


    Catching sight of Paddington’s glance, the man hastily pulled his coat sleeves down over his cuffs. “I must apologise for my appearance,” he said. “But I’ve got rid of… er, I’ve obtained so many new clients for my vacuum cleaners this morning I don’t know whether I’m coming or going. I haven’t even had time to go home and change.”


    “Your vacuum cleaners!” exclaimed Paddington in surprise.


    The man nodded. “I must say, sir,” he continued, “it’s your lucky day. It just so happens that you’ve caught me with my very last one. Until I take delivery of a new batch later on, of course,” he added hastily.


    Taking a quick glance over his shoulder, he produced a piece of pasteboard, which he held up in front of Paddington’s eyes for a fleeting moment before returning it to an inside pocket.


    “My card,” he announced. “Just to show that all’s above board and Sir Garnet like.


    “You, too, could become a member of our happy band and make yourself a fortune. Every new member gets, free of charge, our latest model cleaner, and… for today only, a list of do’s and don’ts for making your very first sale.


    “Now.” He slapped the box to emphasise his point. “I’m not asking forty pounds for this very rare privilege. I’m not asking thirty-five. I’m not even asking thirty. To you, because I like the look of your face, and because I think you’re just the sort of bear we are looking for, twenty-five pounds!”


    His voice took on a confidential tone. “If I was to tell you the names of some of the people I’ve sold cleaners to, you probably wouldn’t believe me. But I won’t bore you with details like that. You’re probably asking yourself what you have to do in order to earn all this money, right? Well, I’ll tell you.


    “You sell this cleaner for thirty pounds, right? You then buy two more cleaners for twenty-five pounds each and sell them for thirty, making fifteen pounds in all, right? Then you either keep the money or you buy six more cleaners and sell those. If you work hard, you’ll make a fortune so fast you won’t even have time to get to the bank.


    “Another thing you may be asking yourself,” he continued, before Paddington had time to say anything, “is why anyone who already has a vacuum cleaner should buy one of ours?”


    He gave the box another slap. “Never fear, it’s all in here. Ask no questions, tell no lies. With our new cleaner, you can suck up anything. Dirt, muck, ashes, soot… pile it all on, anything you like. A flick of the switch and whoosh, it’ll disappear in a flash.


    “But,” he warned, “you’ll have to hurry. I’ve a queue of customers waiting round the next corner.”


    Paddington needed no second bidding. It wasn’t every day such an offer came his way, and he felt sure he would be able to buy an awful lot of cocoa for fifteen pounds. Hurrying behind a nearby car, he bent down and opened his suitcase.


    “Thank you very much,” said the man, as Paddington counted out twenty-five shiny one pound coins. “Sorry I can’t stop, guv, but work calls…”


    Paddington had been about to enquire where he could pick up his next lot of cleaners, but before he had a chance to open his mouth, the man had disappeared.


    For a moment, he didn’t know what to do. He felt very tempted to take the cleaner straight indoors in order to test it in his bedroom, but he wasn’t at all sure Mrs Bird would approve. In any case, number thirty-two Windsor Gardens was always kept so spotlessly clean, there didn’t seem much point.


    And then, as he reached the end of the road, the matter was suddenly decided for him. Mr Curry’s front door shot open and the Browns’ neighbour emerged once again carrying a dustpan and brush.


    He glared at Paddington. “Are you still spying on me, bear?” he growled. “I’ve told you about it once before this morning.”


    “Oh, no, Mr Curry,” said Paddington hastily. “I’m not spying on anyone. I’ve got a job. I’m selling a special new cleaner.”


    Mr Curry looked at Paddington uncertainly. “Is this true, bear?” he demanded.


    “Oh, yes,” said Paddington. “It gets rid of anything. I can give you a free demonstration if you like.”


    A sly gleam entered Mr Curry’s eyes. “As a matter of fact,” he said, “it does so happen that I’m having a spot of bother this morning. I’m not saying I’ll buy anything, mind, but if you care to clear up the mess I might consider it.”


    Paddington consulted the handwritten list of instructions which was pinned to the box. He could see that Mr Curry was going to come under the heading of CUSTOMERS – VERY DIFFICULT.


    “I think,” he announced, as the Browns’ neighbour helped him up the step with his basket on wheels, “you’re going to need what we call the ‘full treatment’.”


    Mr Curry gave a snort. “It had better be good, bear,” he said. “Otherwise I shall hold you personally responsible.”


    He led the way into his dining-room and pointed to a large pile of black stuff in the grate. “I’ve had a bad fall of soot this morning. Probably to do with the noise that goes on next door,” he said meaningly.


    “My cleaner’s very good with soot, Mr Curry,” said Paddington eagerly. “Mr Wisher mentioned it specially.”


    “Good,” said Mr Curry. “I’ll just go and finish emptying my dustpan and then I’ll be back to keep an eye on things.”


    As the Browns’ neighbour disappeared from view, Paddington hurriedly set to work. Remembering the advice he’d been given a short while before, he decided to make certain he gave Mr Curry a very good demonstration indeed.


    Grabbing hold of a broom which was standing nearby, he quickly brushed the soot into a large pile in the middle of the hearth. Then he poked the broom up the chimney and waved it around several times. His hopes were speedily realised. There was a rushing sound and a moment later an even bigger load of soot landed at his feet. Ignoring the black clouds which were beginning to fill the room, Paddington removed the cardboard box from his basket, and examined Mrs Bird’s shopping. As he’d feared, some of it had suffered rather badly under the weight and he added the remains of some broken custard tarts, several squashed tomatoes, and a number of cracked eggs to the pile.
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    It was while he was stirring it all up with the handle of the broom that Mr Curry came back into the room. For a moment he stood as if transfixed.


    “Bear!” he bellowed. “Bear! What on earth do you think you’re doing?” Paddington stood up and gazed at his handiwork. Now that he was viewing it from a distance he had to admit it was rather worse than he intended.


    “It’s all part of my demonstration, Mr Curry,” he explained, with more confidence than he felt.


    “Now,” he said, putting on his best salesman’s voice as he consulted the instructions again, “I’m sure you will agree that no ordinary cleaner would be any good with this mess.”


    For once in his life it seemed that Mr Curry was in complete and utter accord with Paddington. “Have you taken leave of your senses, bear?” he spluttered.


    Paddington gave the cardboard box a slap. “No, Mr Curry,” he exclaimed. “Never fear, it’s all in here. Ask no questions, I’ll tell no lies.”


    Mr Curry looked as if there were a good many questions he was only too eager to ask, but instead he pointed a trembling finger at the box.


    “Never fear, it’s all in here!” he bellowed. “It had better all be in there! If it’s not all in there within thirty seconds, I shall… I shall…”


    Mr Curry paused for breath, suddenly at a loss for words.


    Taking advantage of the moment, Paddington opened the lid of the box and withdrew a long piece of wire with a plug on the end.


    He peered at the skirting board. “Can you tell me where your socket is, Mr Curry?” he enquired.


    If Paddington had asked the Browns’ neighbour for the loan of a million pounds he couldn’t have had a more unfavourable reaction. Mr Curry’s face, which had been growing redder and redder with rage, suddenly went a deep shade of purple as he gazed at the object in Paddington’s paw.


    “My socket?” he roared. “My socket? I haven’t any sockets, bear! I don’t even have any electricity. I use gas!”


    Paddington’s jaw dropped, and the plug slipped from his paw and fell unheeded to the floor as he gazed at the Browns’ neighbour. If Mr Curry’s face had gone a deep shade of purple, Paddington’s – or the little that could be seen of it beneath his fur – was as white as a sheet.


    He wasn’t sure what happened next. He remembered Mr Curry picking up the cardboard box as if he was about to hurl it through the window, but he didn’t wait to see any more. He dashed out through the front door and back into number thirty-two Windsor Gardens as if his very life depended on it.
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    To his surprise the door was already open, but it wasn’t until he cannoned into Mr Gruber that he discovered the reason why. His friend was deep in conversation with the other members of his family.


    For some reason they seemed even more pleased to see him than he was to see them.


    “There you are!” exclaimed Mrs Bird.


    “Thank goodness,” said Mrs Brown thankfully.


    “Are you all right?” chorused Jonathan and Judy.


    “I think so,” gasped Paddington, peering over his shoulder as he hastily closed the door behind him.


    “No one’s tried to sell you a vacuum cleaner?” asked Mrs Bird.


    Paddington stared at the Browns’ housekeeper in amazement. It really was uncanny the way Mrs Bird ‘knew’ about things.


    “There have been some ‘goings-on’ down at the market this morning, Mr Brown,” broke in Mr Gruber. “That’s why I popped in. Someone’s been selling dud vacuum cleaners and when I heard you’d been seen talking to him I began to get worried.”


    “When you were so late back we thought something might have happened to you,” said Mrs Brown.


    “Well,” said Paddington vaguely, “I think it has!”


    Paddington launched into his explanations. It was a bit difficult, partly because he wasn’t too sure how to put some of it into words, but also because there was a good deal of noise going on outside. Shouts and bangs, and the sound of a loud argument, followed a moment or so later by the roar of a car drawing away.


    “Fancy trying to take advantage of someone like that,” said Mrs Bird grimly, when Paddington had finished.


    “He seemed quite a nice man, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington.


    “I didn’t mean the vacuum cleaner salesman,” said Mrs Bird. “At least he gave you something for your money – even if it didn’t work. I meant Mr Curry. He’s always after something for nothing.”


    “He’s too mean to get his chimney swept for a start,” said Judy.


    “And I bet he’s still waiting to see if electricity catches on before he changes over,” agreed Jonathan.


    They broke off as the telephone started to ring and Mrs Bird hurried across the hall to answer it.


    “Yes,” she said after a moment. “Really? Yes, of course. Well, we’ll do our best,” she added after a while, “but it may not be for some time. Probably later on this morning.”


    The others grew more and more mystified as they listened to their end of the conversation.


    “What on earth was all that about?” asked Mrs Brown, as her housekeeper replaced the receiver.


    “It seems,” said Mrs Bird gravely, “that the police think they may have caught the man who’s been selling the dud vacuum cleaners. They want someone to go down and identify him.”


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t really like the idea of Paddington being involved in things like that.”


    “Who said anything about Paddington?” asked Mrs Bird innocently. “Anyway, I suggest we all have a nice hot drink before we do anything else. There’s no point in rushing things.”


    The others exchanged glances as they followed Mrs Bird into the kitchen. She could be very infuriating at times. But the Browns’ housekeeper refused to be drawn, and it wasn’t until they were all settled round the kitchen table with their second lot of elevenses that she brought the matter up again.


    “It seems,” she mused, “that the man they arrested was caught right outside our house. He was carrying a cleaner at the time. He said his name was Murray, or Hurry or something like that… Anyway, he insists we know him.”


    “Crumbs!” exclaimed Jonathan as light began to dawn. “Don’t say they picked on Mr Curry by mistake!”


    “I bet that’s what all the row was about just now,” said Judy. “I bet he was coming round here to complain!”


    “Which is why,” said Mrs Bird, when all the excitement had died down, “I really think it might be better if Paddington doesn’t go down to the Police Station. It might be rubbing salt into the wound.”


    “I quite agree,” said Mr Gruber. “In fact while you’re gone perhaps young Mr Brown and I can go next door and clear up some of the mess.”


    “Bags we help too,” said Jonathan and Judy eagerly.


    All eyes turned to Paddington, who was savouring his drink with even more relish than usual. What with Mr Gruber’s book on diseases and the disastrous events in Mr Curry’s house he’d almost begun to wonder if he would ever have any elevenses again.


    “I think,” he announced, as he clasped the mug firmly between his paws, “I shall never take my cocoa for granted again!”
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    MR GRUBER WAS still laughing over Paddington’s adventure with the vacuum cleaner when they met the next morning.


    “Fancy all that coming about just because I happened to be reading a book on cocoa beans, Mr Brown,” he said.


    He gave another chuckle. “I wish I’d seen Mr Curry being marched off to the Police Station. It must have been a sight for sore eyes.”


    Paddington nodded his agreement. His own eyes were feeling sore at that moment, but mostly through keeping them tightly shut in case he bumped into Mr Curry.


    Apart from his eyes, his paws were also rather stiff. It had taken them quite a while to clear up the mess in Mr Curry’s dining-room, but many hands make light work, and it was generally agreed that not even the Browns’ neighbour could have complained about the way his room looked after they had finished.


    “Anyway,” said Mr Gruber, as he brought out the tray for their elevenses, “all’s well that ends well. Although I must say it’s a good job it didn’t happen in some countries I could think of. In some countries, Mr Brown, you are thought to be guilty until you are proved innocent, whereas here it’s the other way round. It’s a very fine point, but it can make a great deal of difference sometimes.”


    Paddington listened carefully while Mr Gruber went on to explain about the workings of the Law.


    “It sounds very interesting, Mr Gruber,” he said at last. “But it’s a bit hard to understand if you’ve never been inside a court.”


    Mr Gruber slapped his knee. “Why didn’t I think of it before?” he exclaimed. “If you could spare the time, Mr Brown, perhaps we could have one of our excursions. It’s about time we had another outing. We could visit the Law Courts and then you could see what goes on. Would you like that?”


    “Ooh, yes please, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington eagerly. “I would like that very much indeed.”


    Paddington polished off the rest of his elevenses with all possible speed and then hurried back home to tell the others.


    While he made some marmalade sandwiches, Mrs Bird prepared a flask of hot cocoa, and shortly afterwards he donned his duffle coat again and disappeared back up the road carrying his suitcase.


    “I do hope they’ll be all right,” said Mrs Brown. “It’s not that I don’t trust Mr Gruber, but things do happen to Paddington and you know what some of these judges are like. I would hate to think of them both ending up in gaol.”


    “Knowing that bear,” said Mrs Bird darkly, “I think it’s much more likely that any judge he meets will end up giving himself six months!”


    Paddington would have been most offended had he been able to overhear Mrs Bird’s last remark, but by then he was already heading towards the bus stop where he’d arranged to meet Mr Gruber.


    Paddington liked bus journeys, especially when he was able to sit on the top deck and listen to his friend talking. Mr Gruber knew a great deal about London, and if Paddington had any complaint at all, it was that he always made the journey pass twice as quickly, so that it seemed no time at all before they drew up outside a group of imposing grey stone buildings and Mr Gruber announced that they had reached their destination.


    He led the way through some tall iron gates and then up a flight of stone steps.


    Paddington’s eyes grew larger and larger as they passed through the entrance and he found himself in an enormous hall, almost as large as a cathedral. It was full of people bustling to and fro: some in ordinary clothes, others dressed in wigs and black gowns, and it was quite unlike anything he’d ever seen before.


    Mr Gruber consulted his guidebook. “This is the main hall of the Royal Courts of Justice,” he explained. “It’s seventy-two metres long and twenty-four metres high.”
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    He led the way up some more steps and suddenly they found themselves in a maze of corridors. “The courts themselves,” he went on, “are dotted around the outside of the main hall, and you’ll find that each one is hearing a different case.


    “There are two sides to every disagreement, Mr Brown,” he continued. “It’s the job of the lawyers to argue the rights and wrongs and find out who is telling the truth.”


    “Can’t they just ask them?” suggested Paddington.


    Mr Gruber chuckled. “Unfortunately,” he said, “the truth isn’t always quite as simple as it looks, and even more unfortunately people aren’t always as truthful as they like to make out. In the end it’s the judge who has to make up his mind. That’s why he’s so important. It’s like watching a television play – except, of course, it’s much more serious if you happen to be playing one of the leading roles.


    “Justice,” said Mr Gruber, as he paused outside a door, “not only has to be done, but it has to be seen to be done as well. That’s why they have a Public Gallery, and it’s the right of every citizen to be present if he so wishes.”


    Mr Gruber’s face fell as he tried the handle. “Oh dear,” he said. “It seems to be locked. How very disappointing. I’m sure there must be some mistake. If you care to wait here a moment I’ll see if I can find someone in authority.”


    Excusing himself, Mr Gruber hurried off down the corridor, leaving Paddington to wait outside the door. In point of fact he wasn’t at all sorry to have a moment’s rest so that he could take in all that Mr Gruber had told him, and there was so much activity all around he was only too happy to sit back and watch for a while.


    Opening his suitcase, he took out a marmalade sandwich and then poured himself a cup of cocoa to while away the time. Mrs Bird’s Thermos flask was a very good one indeed. It always kept things extremely hot, and the present contents were no exception. In fact, so much steam rose from the cup of cocoa, he had to wipe his eyes several times in order to see what was going on.


    He put the top back on the flask and had only just finished closing his suitcase again when a man in uniform came up to him.
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    He stared at Paddington in surprise. “What do you think you’re doing?” he asked. “This isn’t a snack bar, you know.”


    “I’m waiting to go in,” said Paddington. “I want to see justice done.”


    The man gave him an odd look. “What’s your name?” he enquired.


    “Brown,” said Paddington. “Paddington Brown.”


    “Brown?” echoed the man. A change suddenly came over him. “Dear, oh dear,” he said. “It’s a good thing for you I came along. They’re calling for you downstairs!”


    “They’re calling for me downstairs?” exclaimed Paddington. “Mr Gruber must have been quick!”


    “I don’t know about Mr Gruber,” said the man, helping him to his feet, “but if you take my advice you’ll get a move on.”


    Paddington didn’t need asking twice. Grabbing hold of his suitcase he hurried down a flight of steps after the man and rounded a corner into another long corridor where, sure enough, he heard someone calling his name.


    “Here he is,” called his companion. “Found him upstairs having a tuck in.”


    “Well, you’d better look slippy,” cried the second man, waving him on. “It’s old Justice Eagle today and he doesn’t like to be kept waiting.”


    Looking most alarmed, Paddington hurried through some doors and suddenly found himself in a room full of people.


    The whole of one half was taken up by rows of seats on tiers, not unlike a small theatre, and facing them behind a bench on a raised platform was an imposing-looking man wearing a large wig.


    He glared at Paddington over the top of his glasses. “Where have you been?” he asked severely.”I suppose you realise you’ve been keeping the court waiting?”


    Paddington raised his hat politely. “I’m very sorry, Mr Eagle, “he announced,” but I’m afraid my eyes got steamed up.”


    “Your eyes got steamed up?” repeated the judge. “Upon my soul! In all my years I’ve never heard of that one before!”


    “Mr Gruber and I were trying to get in,” said Paddington, “but we were locked out.”


    “You were locked out!” exclaimed the judge. He gazed round the court in the hope of seeing who might be responsible. “This is an outrage. I will not have people prevented from appearing in this way.”


    “Mr Gruber wasn’t very pleased either,” agreed Paddington. “He’s gone to see if he can find someone in authority.”


    “Er… quite so,” said the judge, looking slightly more benevolent. He motioned to a man sitting in the well of the court. “Let us proceed. We’ve lost enough time already.”


    To Paddington’s surprise, the man led him to a box-like compartment at the side of the court and opened a small door for him.


    Feeling very pleased that he was being given a seat with such a good view of all that was going on, Paddington climbed inside and was about to settle down when the man handed him a book.


    “Do you swear…?” he began.


    “Never,” said Paddington firmly. “Mrs Bird wouldn’t like that at all. And even if she did, I wouldn’t.”


    The man looked around apprehensively at the judge and then decided to have another go. “Do you swear,” he repeated, “to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?”


    “Oh, yes,” said Paddington more cheerfully. “I was brought up by my Aunt Lucy, and she taught me never to tell lies.”


    “Silence in Court!” exclaimed the judge, as a titter ran round the assembly.


    He consulted a sheaf of papers in front of him and then directed his gaze at a man in a wig and gown on the other side of the room.


    “I see no mention of Aunt Lucy, Mr Cloudsworthy,” he said. “Do I take it that the prosecution are not going to call her?”


    “I don’t think she would hear if you did, Mr Eagle,” said Paddington. “She’s in Peru.”
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    “Aunt Lucy’s in Peru?” repeated the judge. He adjusted his glasses and gazed at the prosecuting counsel. “I find this very hard to accept.”


    Mr Cloudsworthy looked as if he found Aunt Lucy’s absence even harder to accept than the judge. Looking most confused, he shuffled through his own pile of papers and then had a hurried conversation with one of his assistants.


    “Er, with respect, me lud,” he said. “I don’t think she’s very important.”


    Paddington gave Mr Cloudsworthy a hard stare. “Aunt Lucy’s not important!” he exclaimed. “She brought me up!”


    “I think,” said the judge, after a long pause, “that you’d better start your questioning, Mr Cloudsworthy. We will deal with the matter of Aunt Lucy later.”


    “Yes, me lud,” said Mr Cloudsworthy. He turned and directed his attention towards Paddington.”I take it,” he said, “that you realise why you are here today?”


    “Oh, yes,” said Paddington. “I’m here because it’s my right as a citizen.”


    Mr Cloudsworthy looked slightly taken aback. “Er, yes,” he said. “Very commendable. Very commendable indeed. I take it, from your reply, that you have some knowledge of the law. May I ask if you’ve ever taken articles?”


    “Never!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “That’s worse than telling lies.”


    “I didn’t mean those sort of articles,” said Mr Cloudsworthy crossly. “I mean the sort you have to take when you learn a profession. It’s like an agreement to say you have to stay with someone until…” He broke off under Paddington’s steady gaze and hurriedly changed the subject.


    “I’ll have you know,” he continued, “that I have a very big case here.”


    Paddington peered at him with interest. “I’ve got a small one,” he announced, holding up his suitcase. “I brought it with me all the way from Darkest Peru. It’s got a secret compartment where I keep all my important papers.”


    “Really?” said Mr Cloudsworthy, trying to strike a jocular note as he caught sight of the expression on the judge’s face. “I thought perhaps that was where you kept your briefs.”


    “My briefs?” echoed Paddington. “I’m only here for the day.”


    The judge took hold of his gavel and rapped the desk sharply. “Silence!” he bellowed. “This is no laughing matter.


    “Briefs,” he said, turning to Paddington, “are papers lawyers have to bring with them when they attend court.”


    “Oh, I don’t have any of those,” said Paddington, opening his case. “But I’ve got some marmalade sandwiches.”


    “May I see that?” asked the judge, as Paddington held one of them up for everyone to see.


    Paddington handed the sandwich to one of the ushers, who in turn crossed and passed it up to the judge.


    “Is this really part of the evidence you are submitting, Mr Cloudsworthy?” demanded the judge distastefully, as he took a closer look. “A bear’s sandwich!”


    Mr Cloudsworthy looked as if he was hardly sure of anything any more. Removing a handkerchief from inside his gown, he lifted up his wig and began mopping his brow.”Er… I… er, I’m not really sure, me lud,” he stuttered.


    “Mark this sandwich ‘Exhibit A’,” said the judge, handing it back to an official. “I will examine it more closely later.”


    “My sandwich is being marked ‘Exhibit A’!” exclaimed Paddington excitedly. “That’s some of Mrs Bird’s special home-made marmalade. She will be pleased.”


    “We’d better call her then,” said the judge. “Perhaps she’ll be able to throw some more light on the matter.”


    “I’ve never even heard of Mrs Bird!” cried Mr Cloudsworthy.


    The judge looked at him severely. “I really don’t think, Mr Cloudsworthy,” he said, “that you are conducting your case in the best possible fashion. You don’t even appear to know your own witnesses. Call Mrs Bird!”


    “Call Mrs Bird!” shouted someone at the back of the court.


    “Call Mrs Bird!” echoed a voice outside.


    “I don’t think she’s here either, Mr Eagle,” said Paddington.


    “Mrs Bird’s not here?” repeated the judge. “But she’s obviously a most important witness. Why isn’t she here?”


    “I expect she’s out shopping with Mrs Brown,” said Paddington. “She always goes out on Tuesday afternoons.”


    “Really!” barked the judge. “This is intolerable.” He glared across the courtroom at the unfortunate counsel. “I’ve a very good mind to call a halt to the whole case.”


    Mr Cloudsworthy took a deep breath. “With the greatest respect, me lud,” he said, “I would like to ask the witness one more question.”


    “Granted,” said Mr Justice Eagle reluctantly. “But please do be brief.”


    Placing two trembling thumbs beneath his lapels, Mr Cloudsworthy fixed Paddington with his gaze as he made one last despairing effort.


    “Where were you on the morning of the twenty-ninth?” he asked slowly and distinctly. “Think carefully before you answer.”


    Paddington did as he was told and considered the matter for a moment or two. “What time on the morning of the twenty-ninth, Mr Cloudsworthy?” he asked.


    “At around eleven o’clock,” said the counsel, looking slightly relieved that he was making some progress at last.


    “I expect,” said Paddington, “I was having my elevenses with Mr Gruber. We always have them around then. That’s why we call them elevenses.”


    “Call Mr Gruber,” said the judge wearily.


    “Call Mr Gruber,” said a voice at the back of the court.


    “Call Mr Gruber,” came an answering echo from outside.


    By that time, everyone had become so used to the non-appearance of witnesses that a buzz of excitement went around the court as the door suddenly opened. Mr Gruber was accompanied by another man, and he looked more than pleased when he saw Paddington standing in the witness box.


    “If you please, my lord,” he said, addressing the judge. “I fear there has been a slight misunderstanding. As I’m sure your Lordship realises, there are a good many Browns in this world, and I have a feeling that two of them have become mixed up.” He motioned to the man standing next to him. “I believe this is the Mr Brown you really wanted to see!”


    The judge first gazed at Mr Gruber and then at Paddington, rather as if he not only agreed that there were a good many Browns in the world, but that there was even one too many for his liking. He appeared to be about to say something and then changed his mind and rose to his feet.


    “It’s been a very trying day,” he said, wearily. “I think I shall hear the rest of this case in my private chambers!”


    


    Paddington and Mr Gruber paused at the entrance to the Law Courts and gazed back at the great hall, still seething with life.


    “What a good thing I heard my name being called when I did,” said Mr Gruber, “otherwise there’s no knowing what might have happened. It only goes to show how very careful you have to be in these matters, and that even a judge should never take things for granted.”


    Paddington looked as if he couldn’t agree more. “Fancy Mr Eagle liking marmalade sandwiches,” he said. “He told me he wished he could have some in his chambers every day.”


    “Judges are only human,” said Mr Gruber. “They may look very grand when they’re in court, but take away their wig and robes and they’re just like anyone else. Except, of course, they need to be much wiser than most people. And often much more understanding.


    “I don’t suppose there are many bears who can say they’ve been inside a judge’s private chambers,” he continued, “let alone shared their sandwiches with one.”


    It had taken Mr Gruber some while to explain matters to the judge, but in the end even Mr Cloudsworthy had taken the matter in good part.


    “Mr Cloudsworthy said that he wouldn’t mind having me as a witness on his side another time,” said Paddington. “Especially if my eyes were steamed up. I wonder what he meant by that?”


    Mr Gruber coughed. “We shall probably never know, Mr Brown,” he said tactfully, “but if you want my verdict, after all the goings-on we’ve been through I think we ought to have a nice cup of tea. There’s a restaurant near here where they used to serve some delicious crumpets. If you still have any room left it might be worth investigating. What do you think?”


    Paddington licked his lips. “I think, Mr Gruber,” he said, as they made their way down the steps and into the world outside, “that you would make a very good judge too if you ever decided to be one.”
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    PADDINGTON PRESSED HIS nose against the door of the Brightsea Imperial Theatre and peered at a notice pinned to a board on the other side of the glass.


    “I think we’re in time, Mr Brown!” he exclaimed excitedly. “It’s called ‘Bingo Tonight’, and it’s on for two weeks.”


    Mr Brown joined Paddington at the door and looked in at the darkened interior of the foyer. “That’s not a play,” he said. “It’s a game.”


    “You know,” said Jonathan. “All the sixes, clickety-click.”


    “All the sixes, clickety-click!” repeated Paddington. He had no idea what the others were talking about, but he didn’t like the sound of it at all.


    “It means they’ve closed the theatre down,” exclaimed Judy. “It’s been turned into a Bingo Hall.”


    The Browns gazed at each other in dismay. It was Paddington’s summer birthday, and as a treat they had decided to take him to see a show. The day had dawned bright and sunny and on the spur of the moment they’d set off to visit Brightsea, a large town on the south coast, where plays were often tried out before being put on in London.


    Paddington had talked of nothing else all the way down, and the news that he was to be done out of his treat was, to say the least, a bad start to the day.


    “Perhaps you’d like to go and see the gnomes in Sunny Cove Gardens instead?” suggested Mrs Brown hopefully. “I did hear they’ve all been repainted this year…” Her voice trailed away as she caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s face. Even the brightest of gnomes was hardly a substitute for a visit to the theatre, especially when it was a birthday treat.


    “We could go down to the beach while we think about it,” said Judy.


    Mr Brown hesitated. “All right,” he replied. “We’ll get some ice creams on the way to be going on with.”


    Paddington brightened considerably at Mr Brown’s remark, and after casting one more glance at the deserted theatre, he turned and followed the others as they made their way along the road leading to the promenade.


    Although he was disappointed about the play, Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear to stay down in the dumps for long, and when they came to a halt alongside a van and Mr Brown ordered six ice creams, including ‘a special large cone for a young bear who’s just suffered a disappointment’, he felt even better.


    Clutching the ice cream in one paw and his suitcase in the other, Paddington followed the rest of the family as they trooped on to the beach. His suitcase was full of birthday cards, a good many of which he hadn’t really had time to read properly, and he didn’t want to let them out of his sight before he’d been able to go through them all again.
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    Mr Brown put some deck chairs near the water’s edge, and while Jonathan and Judy changed into their costumes, Paddington made some holes in the wet sand with his paws and then let the incoming waves smooth them over again. It was all very pleasant, for the sea was warm, and calm enough to paddle in without getting the rest of his fur soggy.


    It was while he was in the middle of making a particularly deep hole that he happened to glance up hopefully in order to see if there were any more waves on the way, and as he did so he suddenly caught sight of a speedboat. His eyes nearly popped out of their sockets as it shot past. In fact, if his paws hadn’t been firmly embedded in the sand he might well have fallen over backwards with surprise.


    It wasn’t the boat itself that caused his astonishment, for the sea was alive with craft of all shapes and sizes: it was the fact that just behind it there was a man skimming along the surface of the water on what seemed to be two large planks of wood. But before he had a chance to take it all in, both boat and man had disappeared from view behind the pier.


    Paddington sat down on the beach in order to consider the matter. It looked just like the kind of thing for a birthday treat, and he wished he knew more about it. But Mr Brown had settled down behind his newspaper for a pre-lunch nap, and Jonathan and Judy were having a swimming race and had already gone too far to ask. For a moment or two he toyed with the idea of mentioning his idea to Mrs Brown, but she was busy helping Mrs Bird with a knitting problem. In any case, he had a feeling in the back of his mind that she might not entirely approve, so in the end he decided he would have to do his own investigations.


    Mrs Brown eyed him nervously as he stood up and announced his intention of taking a stroll along the promenade.


    “Don’t be too long,” she warned. “We’ll be having lunch soon. And I should take your duffle coat. It looks rather stormy.”


    Mrs Bird nodded her agreement. Since they’d arrived in Brightsea, a change had come over the weather, and the sky was now more than half-covered by clouds, some of which looked very dark indeed.


    “You’d better have my umbrella as well,” she said. “You don’t want to be taken unawares.”
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    Mrs Bird followed Paddington’s progress up the beach. She was never very happy when he went off on his own, especially when he was wearing one of his faraway looks.


    “Perhaps he wants to stretch his paws after the long car journey,” said Mrs Brown, with more conviction than she actually felt.


    The Browns’ housekeeper gave a snort. “He’s much more likely to be looking for the ice cream van again,” she remarked.


    All the same, Mrs Bird looked noticeably relieved when she turned and saw him peering at a row of posters on the promenade.


    On the way down to the beach, Paddington had spotted quite a number of advertisements, and although he hadn’t actually read any of them he felt sure there must be at least one which would provide an answer to his question.


    


    As he made his way along the front, he stopped and examined several of them very carefully, but as far as he could make out, all they dealt with were things like Band Concerts and Mystery Coach Tours: none of them so much as mentioned boats let alone where he could buy any planks of wood.


    Paddington had often noticed that whenever he went to the seaside, all the really good events were due to happen the following week, and it wasn’t until he was well past the pier that he suddenly came across the one he had been looking for.


    It showed a man standing on the crest of a wave behind a large red speedboat. With one hand he was hanging on to the stern of the boat, and with the other he was pointing to a sign which said QUEUE HERE FOR SIGNOR ALBERTO’S INTERNATIONAL SCHOOL OF WATER-SKIING.


    There was some more writing underneath, most of which had to do with a special Crash Course for beginners, in which not only did Signor Alberto guarantee to get any of his pupils, regardless of age, out of the water and on to their skis in only one lesson, but he promised to present them with a special certificate afterwards to show their friends.


    It all sounded very good value indeed, and Paddington was about to go down on the beach to where Signor Alberto’s boat was moored, when he caught sight of yet another notice hanging from a nearby post. It said, quite simply: GONE TO LUNCH – BACK SOON. Feeling somewhat disappointed, Paddington turned to retrace his steps. As he did so, he saw some figures waiting on a bench a little way along the promenade. The bench seemed to belong to the skiing school as well, for as one of the occupants shifted his position, he caught a brief glimpse of Signor Alberto’s name chiselled into the wooden back rest.


    In his advertisement, Signor Alberto had said that he catered for anyone, no matter what their age, but as far as Paddington could make out, some of his clients looked as if they would be hard put to make it to the boat, let alone climb inside. As he hurried along the front to join them he began to get more and more excited. He felt sure that if they were able to water-ski he would have no trouble at all.


    “May I join you?” he enquired, raising his hat politely.


    The nearest man gave him an odd look. “I don’t suppose it’ll do any harm,” he said grudgingly.


    “The more the merrier,” agreed the one sitting next to him as he shifted up to make room. “It’ll help keep us all warm.”


    Paddington thanked them both very much and then squeezed in at the end. He waited for a moment or two, but no one else spoke. Indeed one man at the other end of the bench looked as if he was in great danger of falling asleep at any moment.


    “Do you come here often?” he asked loudly, in the hope of livening things up a bit.


    The man next to him nodded. “I’ve been here every day for the last six years,” he said. “Come rain or shine. Mind you,” he added, “you ’as to wrap up a bit on days like today.”


    “Wouldn’t do to catch a chill,” agreed his friend.


    “You mean I can keep my duffle coat on?” exclaimed Paddington.


    “Bless you, yes,” said the first man encouragingly. “It’s a free world. You do as you like.”


    Paddington settled back again with a pleased expression on his face. He’d been wondering what he could do with his belongings.


    “Does it take you very long to get up?”


    The man gave him another funny look. “About ten minutes,” he replied. “But once I’m up, I’m up. Mind you, that includes shaving.”


    “Shaving!” exclaimed Paddington, nearly falling off his bench with surprise. He looked at his acquaintance with new respect. He’d been most impressed by the picture on the poster of the man hanging on to a rope with only one hand, but shaving at the same time was quite a different matter.


    “I hope we don’t have long to wait!” he exclaimed excitedly.


    “I’ve been here since nine o’clock this morning,” said a third man gloomily. “I got here at nine o’clock and I’ve been here ever since.”


    Paddington’s face fell. Four hours sounded a very long time to wait for a skiing lesson, and he was just trying to make up his mind whether to go back and tell the Browns where he was and risk losing his place, or stay on for a little while longer in the hope that the queue would begin to move, when he felt a dig in the ribs.


    “Watch out!” warned his neighbour. “Here comes the man in charge.”


    Paddington stared at the approaching figure. From the drawing on the poster he’d expected Signor Alberto to be large and bronzed, whereas the person coming along the promenade seemed quite the reverse. In fact, he was rather like a walking advertisement for indigestion tablets, and from the look on his face as he caught sight of Paddington it seemed as though he was just about to have another bad attack of his complaint.


    As he drew near he held out his hand. “Right,” he said grumpily. “Where’s your book?”


    “My book?” repeated Paddington. “But I haven’t got one.”


    “Hah!” said the man triumphantly. “I thought as much. I daresay that explains why you’re here. You probably can’t read either.”


    Paddington gave him a hard stare. “I do a lot of reading!” he exclaimed hotly. “I always read a story under the blankets at night before I go to sleep. Mrs Bird gave me a torch specially.”


    “I’m sorry,” said the man sarcastically, “but we don’t provide blankets here. I shall have to ask you to move on. Unless,” he added, “you’re over sixty-five?”


    “Over sixty-five?” Paddington stared at the man as if he could hardly believe his ears. Although he had two birthdays a year he felt sure his latest one hadn’t caused him to look that much older.


    Already several passers-by had stopped to watch the proceedings and some of them started to join in.


    “Fancy wanting blankets,” said one. “Don’t know what it’ll come to next.”


    “Mollycoddling, I calls it,” agreed another.


    “Let him be,” called a woman somewhere near the back. “We’ve all got to go that way sooner or later.”


    “Shame!” shouted someone else.


    “That’s all very well,” said the man. “But I ’as my job to do. Suppose I let every Tom, Dick and Harry sit here, what then?”


    “Tom, Dick and Harry?” repeated Paddington. He looked most upset. “I’m not one of those, Signor Alberto. I’m a Paddington.”


    “You’re a Paddington?” echoed the man. Scratching his head, he turned to the crowd for sympathy. “What is he on about?”


    The man who’d been sitting next to Paddington rose to his feet as light began to dawn. “I think I know,” he said.


    He pointed to a notice on the back of the bench and then turned back to Paddington. “This isn’t a queue for Signor Alberto,” he explained. “This is a special bench for Senior Citizens. This gentleman’s Alf, the deck chair attendant.”


    “Alf, the deck chair attendant!” exclaimed Paddington, as if in a dream. He gazed at the newcomer indignantly. “Do you mean to say I’ve been waiting all this time for nothing?”


    “Not for nothing,” said the attendant, taking a ticket machine triumphantly from his inside pocket. “For ten pence. If you can’t produce your old-age pension book on demand you ’as to pay ten pence an hour or else.”


    But he might just as well have saved his breath. Out of the corner of his eye Paddington had seen some activity around the ski boat, and taking advantage of the argument, he stuffed Mrs Bird’s umbrella inside his duffle coat and crawled through a gap in the crowd while the going was good.


    He felt sure that if ever there was a time to take to the water this was it, and, hurrying down the beach towards the boat, he approached a sweater-clad figure bending over the outboard motor.


    “Excuse me, Signor Alberto,” he announced, tapping him urgently on the shoulder. “I should like to take one of your crash courses in skiing, please. Starting now, if I may!”


    


    The Browns gathered in a worried group on the promenade as they exchanged notes. There was so much noise going on – bursts of cheering alternating with loud groans – that it was difficult to make themselves heard; all the same it was obvious that in their search for Paddington they had drawn a blank.


    “We’ve been to both ends of the promenade,” said Jonathan.


    “We’ve even tried the amusement arcade on the pier,” added Judy. “There isn’t a sign of him anywhere.”


    “I do hope he’s not doing the undercliff walk,” said Mrs Brown anxiously. “There isn’t a way up for miles and he’ll be most upset if he misses lunch – especially today of all days.”


    “Perhaps we could try asking the deckchair attendant?” suggested Judy. She pointed to a figure a little way along the front. “I bet he’s good at remembering faces.”


    The deckchair attendant was hovering on the edge of a crowd who were leaning on the railings watching something that was taking place far out to sea, and he didn’t look best pleased at being interrupted.


    “A bear?” he said. “Wearing a duffle coat and carrying an umbrella. I expect that’ll be the one I moved on about half an hour ago.”


    “You moved him on!” exclaimed Mrs Bird severely. “I’ll have you know it’s his birthday!”


    “I daresay,” said the man, wilting under her gaze, “but I never intended to move him on that far.”


    He pointed to a spot beyond the end of the pier, where a speedboat was bobbing up and down in the water. As the Browns turned to follow the direction of his arm, there was a roar from his engine and the boat moved off. Almost immediately a small, but familiar figure rose up out of the water a little way behind. It hovered on the surface for a moment or two and then, to a groan of disappointment from the crowd, slowly disappeared into the sea again.
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    It was only a fleeting glimpse, but brief though it was, the Browns gasped with astonishment.


    “Good gracious!” cried Mrs Bird.”What on earth’s that bear doing now?”


    Mrs Bird’s question wasn’t unreasonable in the circumstances, but it was one which even Paddington himself would have been very hard put to answer. In fact, he’d been asking himself the very same thing a number of times over the last half hour. Although he had to admit that he’d enrolled for one of Signor Alberto’s special ‘crash’ courses, he hadn’t expected there to be quite so many crashes. As far as he could make out, every time he tried to do anything at all it ended in disaster.


    But if Paddington was taking a gloomy view of the proceedings, Signor Alberto looked even more down in the mouth. The change in the weather had brought about a big enough drop in his takings as it was, but with what seemed like the whole of Brightsea watching his attempts to teach Paddington to water-ski he was beginning to think that trade might never pick up again. As he sat huddled in the back of the boat he looked as if he very much wished he was back on the sunny shores of his native Mediterranean again.


    “Please,” he called, making one last despairing effort, “we will try once more. For the very last time. Relax. You are toa da stiff. You ava to relax. You are like a stick in zee water.”


    Listening to Signor Alberto’s instructions, Paddington suddenly realised that one of his problems was the fact that he still had Mrs Bird’s umbrella under his duffle coat, so while the other’s back was turned he hastily withdrew it, made some last minute adjustments to the tow rope and then lay back in the water again with the skis pointing upwards as he’d been shown.


    Signor Alberto looked back over his shoulder, but if he felt any surprise at seeing Paddington’s latest accessory, he showed no sign. In fact he looked as if nothing would surprise him ever again.


    “Now,” he called. “When I open zee throttle and we begin to move, you ’ave to pull on zee rope and push with your legs into zee water. Remember, whatever you do… watch zee ’eels.”


    Paddington looked most surprised at this latest piece of advice. He’d never actually seen a real live eel before, and as the boat moved away from him and took up the slack, he peered into the water with interest.


    Slowly and inexorably the boat gathered speed as Signor Alberto pushed home the throttle. Suddenly the rope tightened, and for a second or two it seemed as if he was about to be cut in two. Then gradually he felt himself begin to rise out of the water.


    He’d never experienced anything quite like it before, and grasping Mrs Bird’s umbrella, he began to wave it at Signor Alberto for all he was worth. “Help!” he shouted. “Help! Help!” “Bravo!” cried Signor Alberto. “Bravo!” But there was worse to follow, for no sooner had Paddington become accustomed to one motion than there was a click and a sudden tug, and to his alarm Mrs Bird’s umbrella suddenly shot open and he felt a completely new sensation as he rose higher and higher into the air.


    The promenade loomed up and then disappeared as they turned at the very last moment and headed out to sea again. The cheers from the watching crowd almost drowned the noise of the engine, but Paddington hardly heard, for by that time there was only one thing uppermost in his mind – and that was to get safely back on to dry land again.
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    Mrs Bird had said that he might need her umbrella in case he got taken unawares, but as far as Paddington was concerned, he’d never been taken quite so unawares in the whole of his life, for as he glanced down, he saw to his horror that the sea, which a moment before had been skimming past his knees, was now a very long way away indeed.


    


    Mrs Bird opened and closed her umbrella several times. “They certainly knew how to make them in those days,” she said with satisfaction.


    “I bet they never thought it would be used for a bear’s parachute skiing,” said Judy.


    “Perhaps Paddington could write a testimonial?” suggested Jonathan.


    “I think we’ve had quite enough testimonials for one day,” said Mrs Bird.


    The Browns were enjoying a late lunch in a restaurant overlooking Signor Alberto’s skiing school.


    Paddington in particular was tucking in for all he was worth. Although he was looking none the worse for his adventure, there had been a moment when he’d thought he might never live to enjoy another meal, and he was more than making up for lost time.


    He’d fully expected to be in trouble when he got back, but in the event the reverse had been true. The Browns had been so relieved to see him safe and sound they hadn’t the heart to be cross, and Signor Alberto had been so pleased at the success of his lessons he’d not only refused any payment but he’d even presented him with a special certificate into the bargain. It was the first time anyone in Brightsea had seen parachute skiing, and if the size of the queue on the promenade was anything to go by there would be no lack of customers at his school for some time to come. Even a man who ran an umbrella shop nearby had come along to offer his congratulations. Despite the fact that the sun had come out again, he was doing a roaring trade.


    “What beats me,” said Mr Brown, “is how you managed to stand up on the skis at all. I didn’t think you’d ever make it.”


    Paddington considered the matter for a moment. “I don’t think I could really help myself, Mr Brown,” he said truthfully.


    In point of fact, he’d wrapped the rope around himself several times just to make sure, but he’d had such a lecture from Signor Alberto afterwards about the dangers of doing such a thing ever again he decided he’d better not say anything about it, and wisely the Browns didn’t pursue the matter.


    “Perhaps you’d like to round things off with a plate of jellied eels?” suggested Mr Brown, some while later as they took a final stroll along the promenade.


    Paddington gave a shudder. What with the ice cream, the water skiing, and an extra large lunch into the bargain, he decided he’d had quite enough for one day, and eels were the last thing he wanted to be reminded of.


    All in all, he felt he would much rather round off his birthday treat in as quiet a way as possible.


    “I think,” he announced, “I’d like to sit down for a while. Perhaps we could all go to Sunny Cove Gardens. Then you can watch the gnomes while I read my birthday cards.”
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    CLENCHING HIS PAW as tightly as he could possibly manage, Paddington slowly raised his right arm until it was level with his shoulder. Then he bent it at the elbow until the paw itself was only a couple of centimetres or so away from the top of his head. Breathing heavily under the strain, he held the pose for several moments while he peered hopefully at his reflection in the bedroom mirror; but apart from a few slight trembles there wasn’t really much to see, and as the glass began to steam up he let out his breath and relaxed again.


    Mopping his brow with the end of the counterpane, he collapsed on to his bed and gazed disconsolately at a large pamphlet spread out in front of him.


    It was full of brightly coloured pictures, most of which showed a day in the life of a gentleman called Grant Stalwart. Mr Stalwart, who seemed to spend most of his time dressed only in a pair of mauve tights, was shown in a variety of poses, a number of which were not unlike the one Paddington had just attempted.


    However, looking at the pamphlet did nothing to dispel Paddington’s feeling of gloom. In fact, the more he studied it, the more downcast he became.


    If the picture was anything to go by, Grant Stalwart was able to do the most extraordinary things with his muscles. Bags of cement, iron bars; nothing was too heavy for him to lift, or too strong for him to bend in two. One picture even showed him standing alongside a gaily decorated Christmas tree, surrounded by a crowd of onlookers in paper hats who watched admiringly as he cracked some after-dinner nuts for them between his biceps.


    Having fur didn’t exactly help matters, but looking at his own arms, Paddington had to admit that he couldn’t see any muscles large enough to dent a soft-boiled egg, let alone crack walnut shells.


    It was all most disappointing and after one more glance at the pamphlet, he bent down and began to open a large cardboard box.


    The box was labelled GRANT STALWART’S WORLD FAMOUS HOME BODY-BUILDING OUTFIT, and on the lid was yet another picture of Mr Stalwart himself.


    Paddington’s interest in the subject had begun soon after his visit to the seaside. While at Brightsea, he’d noticed some lifeguards doing their exercises on the beach, and at the time he’d been most impressed by the things they were able to do. Then, shortly afterwards, he’d come across an article in one of Mrs Brown’s magazines about the dangers of taking oneself for granted, and his interest had been aroused again.


    After reading Mrs Brown’s article, he’d spent several mornings doing press-ups on the bathroom floor, carefully testing himself on the scales both before and after. But either there was something very wrong with the scales at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens, or the marmalade sandwiches he’d eaten afterwards in order to restore his energy had more than made up for any lost weight, for if anything the needle had gone up slightly each day rather than down.


    It was when he’d been glancing through the magazine again in the hope of seeing where he might have gone wrong that he’d come across Grant Stalwart’s advertisement.


    Not even his worst enemy could have accused Grant Stalwart of taking his body for granted, and the advertisement was ringed with pictures of cups and medals he’d won in nearly every country in the world. According to Mr Stalwart, the apparatus which had turned him into such a strong-man was worth thirty pounds of anybody’s money, but notwithstanding that he seemed more than eager to share the secret of his success with anyone who cared to write in, provided they enclosed a five pound note. However, the thing which really clinched matters for Paddington was the solemn promise to any of his customers that if by the end of the first week they weren’t filled to the brim with boundless energy he would refund their money without question.


    There was a lot more in small print at the bottom of the advertisement, but Paddington didn’t bother to read it; instead, he turned his attention to a section marked ‘Testimonials from Satisfied Customers’. Although none of them seemed to be from bears, it still struck him as a very good bargain indeed, and he lost no time in completing his application form and sending it in.


    But far from being filled with boundless energy, Paddington felt so worn out after his exercises it was as much as he could do to read through the instructions again, let alone ask for a refund.


    The apparatus consisted of two tightly coiled springs which were attached at one end to a large metal plate. Each spring had a wooden handle at its opposite end, and the plate itself came ready-drilled with four holes and some special nonslip screws, so that it could be fixed to a convenient wall.


    There were a lot of walls at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens, all of which looked only too convenient by Mr Stalwart’s standards, but somehow Paddington couldn’t picture the Brown family being very enthusiastic about having any springs screwed to them.


    He tried jamming the plate between the bedrails, but after pulling the bed round the room several times without the springs giving so much as a creak let alone showing any signs of expanding, he gave up in disgust and decided to try his luck in the garden.


    A few moments later he hurried outside armed with Mr Brown’s bag of tools and was soon hard at work screwing the plate to a part of the fence that was safely hidden from the house by the garden shed.
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    After testing it several times in order to make sure it was firmly fixed, Paddington consulted his instructions again.


    Mr Stalwart seemed to have no trouble at all with his apparatus. Muscles rippling, his tanned body gleaming, he scarcely batted an eyelid as he extended the springs to almost double their normal length; but however hard Paddington tried, he couldn’t manage to pull his own springs apart by more than a centimetre or two, and when he did let go for a quick breather they shot back, catching his fur in the spirals and pinning him to the fence.


    After a short rest, Paddington decided to have one more go. He freed himself from the springs and then gathered some spare stones from Mr Brown’s rockery and placed them in a row along the ground so that he would have a good foothold.


    This time he had much more success. After he’d got beyond a certain point it became easier, and he was just glancing round to see if there were any more stones when he nearly jumped out of his skin as a loud cry rang out.


    “Bear! What are you doing to my fence, bear?”


    Paddington wasn’t at all sure what happened next, but in his fright he let go of the springs and as he toppled over he heard a loud crash from somewhere behind him.


    When he picked himself up and looked round he saw to his horror that Mr Curry was dancing up and down on the other side of the fence clutching his nose.


    Ever since the unfortunate incident with the vacuum cleaner, Paddington had managed to avoid meeting Mr Curry. In fact, had he been asked to produce a short list of the people he least wanted to see, Mr Curry’s name would have occupied the first three places.


    Anxious to make amends, Paddington hurried across the garden and peered over the top of the fence at the Browns’ neighbour. “I’m sorry, Mr Curry,” he exclaimed. “I didn’t know you were poking your nose into my business.”


    Mrs Bird was always going on about Mr Curry, and the way he poked his nose into other people’s affairs, but as soon as the words had left his mouth Paddington realised he had said the wrong thing.


    He held up the springs.” I was only testing my new body-builder, Mr Curry,” he exclaimed. “If I’d known you were there I would have waited until you had gone.


    “Perhaps you would like to have a go?” he added hopefully, picking up Mr Stalwart’s brochure and opening it at a page where a particularly skinny-looking man was shown struggling with a dumb-bell. “It’s meant for seven-stone weaklings. There’s a letter here from one just like you.”


    “What!” Mr Curry grew purple in the face. “Are you calling me a seven-stone weakling, bear?”


    Paddington nodded, oblivious to the gathering storm clouds on Mr Curry’s brow. “He’s written a testimonial saying how good they are,” he continued eagerly. “I expect if you had a go every day you could become an eight-stone weakling in no time at all. It’s worth over thirty pounds and if it doesn’t work you get your money back.”


    Mr Curry had been about to launch forth into a long tirade on the subject of bears in general and the one living next door to him in particular, but he suddenly seemed to change his mind.


    “Thirty pounds?” he mused. “And you say there’s a money-back guarantee?”


    “Oh, yes, Mr Curry,” said Paddington earnestly. “I wouldn’t have got them otherwise.”


    “In that case,” said Mr Curry briskly, “they certainly need a proper trial. I suggest you use the wall in my boxroom.”


    Paddington looked at Mr Curry rather doubtfully. “I think I would sooner use one of Mr Brown’s walls, if you don’t mind…” he began.


    “Nonsense, bear!” snorted Mr Curry. And to avoid any further argument he reached over the fence in order to assist Paddington over.


    “I shall test them myself,” he announced grimly. “And if they don’t work I shall lodge a complaint with the manufacturers. Don’t you worry – I’ll make sure we get our money back.”


    “Our money, Mr Curry?” repeated Paddington. “But…”


    Mr Curry held up his hand. “Don’t say another word, bear!” he exclaimed. “Fair’s fair. I shall have to deduct the cost of making good the damage you did the other day in my dining-room, of course. But I see no reason why you shouldn’t receive a small percentage as well… if there’s any left over.”


    Paddington began to look more and more unhappy as he carried his belongings into the house and followed Mr Curry up the stairs leading to his boxroom.


    The Browns’ neighbour had a way of twisting words so that even the most outrageous things sounded perfectly reasonable. All the same, he knew better than to argue for fear of making an already bad situation even worse, and he watched carefully while Mr Curry cleared a space and demonstrated exactly where he wanted the apparatus fixed.


    “If you make a good job of it, bear,” he growled, “I may not report our little upset just now. I shall be out for a while doing my shopping. I have to go to the chemist to get some ointment for my nose. You can have it ready for me to test when I get back.”


    Mr Curry took a deep breath and pounded his chest. “There’s nothing like a spot of limbering up before the real thing.”


    Whatever else he might have said was lost in a burst of coughing, as he staggered out of the room and disappeared down the stairs. A moment later there was a loud bang from the direction of his front door and all was quiet again.


    Heaving a deep sigh, Paddington turned his attention to the matter in hand. He wasn’t at all keen on doing jobs for the Browns’ neighbour, for they had a nasty habit of going wrong, and it was with a distinct lack of enthusiasm that he picked up Mr Brown’s drill and set to work on the first hole.
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    Paddington had drilled holes in walls on several previous occasions and he’d always found it much harder than it looked when other people were doing it, but for once he had a pleasant surprise. Either Mr Curry’s plaster was unusually soft, or Mr Brown’s drill was extra sharp, for it went into the wall like a knife through butter and in no time at all, he had four neat, round holes ready to take the plugs for the screws.


    However, if Paddington had learnt one lesson in life it was that there is a reason for everything, and it was when he pushed a plug into the first hole that he discovered why it had been so easy. Mr Curry’s boxroom wall wasn’t made of brick at all, but some kind of soft plasterboard. No matter how many plugs he pushed into the hole they simply disappeared from view, falling down behind as if into some bottomless pit. Mr Brown’s box of plugs was a big one, but even so it was only a matter of moments before it was completely empty.


    Paddington surveyed the scene with growing dismay. After Mr Curry’s dire warnings there was only one thing he could picture which would be worse than making a poor job of fixing the springs to the wall, and that was leaving four unfilled holes instead.


    As a last resort he tried using some extra-long screws in the hope that they would go right through into the other side, but as he contemplated the drunken way the apparatus was hanging he had to admit at long last that he was beaten.
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    Paddington took another look inside the box. Considering the number of different walls Mr Stalwart seemed to use for his equipment he felt sure he must have come up against the same problem at some time in his life; and sure enough, attached to the inside of the lid was a small packet he hadn’t noticed before, and which had been there to deal with just such a situation.


    When he opened the packet, four screws fell out, and each had spring-loaded side pieces, especially made to pop out behind hollow walls as soon as they reached the other side.


    It needed only a few seconds’ work with a screwdriver and the plate was safely in place. He was only just in the nick of time, for as he was putting the finishing touches to the last screw he heard the front door bang, and Mr Curry’s footsteps began to draw near.


    As he entered the room he eyed Paddington’s handiwork approvingly. “Very good, bear!” he exclaimed, removing his coat. “Stand well back. I’ll just show you how it should be done before I get in touch with the manufacturers.”


    Rubbing his hands together, Mr Curry picked up the handles, closed his eyes, and gave the springs a sharp tug.


    If he didn’t actually look like Grant Stalwart, it wasn’t for want of trying. With his lips tightly compressed, he struggled to gain a foothold on the linoleum. Paddington did as he was told and stood well back, for he had no wish to be in the way if his screws did come out. But Mr Stalwart’s special expanding screws were more than equal to the task. The plate was firmly fixed.


    “I think, Mr Curry,” he announced, “that the wall may come away before my springs do.”


    In the past, Paddington had often noticed that many a true word was spoken in jest, but even so, he was even less prepared than Mr Curry for what happened next.


    The words had hardly left his mouth when there was a splintering noise and the Browns’ neighbour suddenly shot past. Taking with him a sizeable part of the wall as well, he disappeared through the open doorway like a bullet from a gun.


    In the silence that followed there was a sound not unlike dried peas raining down as Mr Brown’s plugs fell through the gap in the wall and rolled across the floor. But Paddington was oblivious to them. He did the only thing possible under the circumstances. Hurrying across the room he hastily locked the door before Mr Curry had time to recover. Then he sat down on his box and gloomily contemplated the hole in the wall while he waited for the storm to break.


    


    Mr Curry held out a sheet of typewritten paper. “Sign here, bear,” he growled.


    Paddington looked round at the Browns for guidance and then, at a nod from Mrs Bird, he picked up a pen and carefully wrote down his name, adding his special paw mark for good measure in order to show that it was genuine.


    “Good,” said Mr Curry. “I hope this will teach you a lesson, bear.


    “This piece of paper,” he reminded his audience, “makes over all rights in the apparatus to me.


    “That means,” he continued, “that any money due back under the guarantee will now come straight to me. I had intended,” he said meaningly for the Browns’ benefit, “to share the proceeds, but in the circumstances I feel quite within my rights to keep it all. Good day!”


    Mr Brown looked from one to the other as Mr Curry left the house. He’d come back from his office rather late in the proceedings and so far he had only received a garbled version of all that had taken place.


    “You’re not letting him get away with it, are you?” he said. “If you ask me, seeing how he more or less browbeat Paddington into lending him the springs in the first place it would serve him right if he lost the thirty pounds and had to keep them.”


    “Thirty pounds?” echoed Mrs Bird, with a twinkle in her eyes. “Who said anything about thirty pounds?”


    Mrs Brown held up a copy of her magazine and pointed to Grant Stalwart’s advertisement. “They may be worth that much,” she said, “after they’ve been paid for. But I’m afraid the five pounds Paddington sent in was only a deposit. There are another twenty-five to go.”


    Paddington nearly fell off his chair with surprise.


    “I’ve got another twenty-five pounds to go!” he exclaimed in alarm.


    “No, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “You haven’t, but Mr Curry has.”


    As the full meaning of the situation sank in, Mr Brown began to chuckle. Then he felt in his wallet and took out a five pound note.


    “I think,” he said, “that Paddington ought to have his deposit back. It’s worth every penny just to see right triumph over wrong for a change.”


    “Thank you very much, Mr Brown,” said Paddington gratefully.


    “I should be careful how you spend it this time,” said Mrs Bird. “And always read the small print at the bottom of any advertisements.”


    Paddington locked the note away in his suitcase and then put the key inside his hat for safety. “Oh, I shall, Mrs Bird,” he said earnestly.


    “Perhaps,” he added, as he considered the matter, “I could buy myself a magnifying glass just to make sure.”


    He reached out in order to help himself to some much needed toast and marmalade, and as he did so, he caught sight of his reflection on the side of the teapot.


    “And if I have any change,” he added thoughtfully, “I may buy some nutcrackers. I don’t think my muscles will ever be big enough to manage your Christmas walnuts.”
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    “GOOD HEAVENS!” EXCLAIMED Mr Brown, as he opened the post at breakfast one morning. “Fancy that!”


    “Fancy what, Henry?” enquired Mrs Brown.


    Mr Brown held up a short, handwritten note for everyone to see. “We’ve been invited to a rugby match,” he replied.


    Mr Brown’s announcement had a mixed reception from the rest of the family. Mrs Brown looked as if she didn’t fancy the idea at all. Jonathan and Judy, who were enjoying the first day of their Christmas holiday, obviously fell in opposing camps. Mrs Bird passed no comment, and it was left to Paddington to sway the balance.


    “A rugby match!” he exclaimed excitedly. “I don’t think I’ve ever been to one of those before, Mr Brown.”


    “Well, it’s really through you we’ve been asked at all,” said Mr Brown, as he re-read the note. “It’s from the headmaster of your old school. It seems they’re having an end-of-term game in aid of charity. It’s between the sixth form and a touring side from South America – the Peruvian Reserves. I expect that’s why they thought of you.”


    “I didn’t even know they played rugby in Peru,” said Mrs Brown.


    “Well, there must be at least twenty-six of them,” said Mr Brown, “if they’ve managed to send over their reserves.”


    “You can borrow one of my old rattles if you like,” said Jonathan.


    “It had better be one that works both ways,” broke in Judy. “Don’t forget, Paddington’s loyalties are going to be divided.”


    Paddington jumped up from the table clutching a half-eaten slice of toast and marmalade in his paw. “My loyalties are going to be divided!” he exclaimed in alarm.


    “Well,” said Judy, “you won’t know which side to cheer. After all, it is your old school, and you do come from Darkest Peru.”


    Paddington sat down again. “Perhaps I’d better have two rattles,” he said. “Just to be on the safe side.”


    “Don’t you think a couple of flags might be better?” said Mrs Brown nervously.


    “Small ones,” agreed Mrs Bird. “We don’t want any eyes poked out in the excitement. You know what rugby crowds are like, and there’s no knowing what might happen once that young bear gets worked up.”


    With the memory of other sporting functions Paddington had attended still clear in her mind, the Browns’ housekeeper was beginning to wish she’d taken a firmer stand at the start of the conversation.


    But it was too late. Paddington was already helping Mr Brown compose a letter of thanks to the headmaster, and as soon as breakfast was over he made preparations to go down to the market in order to see his friend, Mr Gruber.


    Paddington had sometimes seen rugby being played on television, but it had always looked rather complicated and he’d lost interest after a moment or two. Going to see a real game, particularly one involving his country of birth and his old school, was quite a different matter and he decided he ought to know something more about the game. Paddington felt sure that among his many books Mr Gruber would have something on the subject, and as usual he wasn’t disappointed.


    After a few minutes’ search his friend came up with one entitled “RUGBY – ALL YOU NEED TO KNOW FOR A POUND”, which seemed very good value indeed.


    But Mr Gruber waved aside both Paddington’s money and his thanks. “I’ve had that book for more years than I care to remember, Mr Brown,” he said, “and if it helps you out then I shall be more than pleased.”


    As Paddington got ready to leave, Mr Gruber announced that he would be closing his shop the following afternoon so that he, too, could go and watch the match. “I’ll probably see you in the stand, Mr Brown,” he said.


    Paddington looked rather embarrassed. “I think we shall be sitting down, Mr Gruber,” he said. “Mrs Bird told me I would have to wrap up well and to take a cushion because the seats are very hard.”


    Mr Gruber laughed. “When you go to a rugby match, Mr Brown,” he said, “they call the places where you sit ‘stands’. I’m afraid it’s rather like the game itself – it’s a bit difficult to explain.”


    As he took in this piece of news, Paddington felt more pleased than ever that he’d managed to get hold of a book on the subject and he hurried home to study it.


    After a quick lunch time snack, he wasn’t seen again for the rest of the afternoon, but if the sounds emerging from his bedroom were anything to go by it was obvious that he was getting a good deal of value out of Mr Gruber’s book. Some of the bangs and thumps were very loud indeed, and they were punctuated every now and then by piercing blasts from a whistle and a noise which sounded not unlike that of crunching gears.


    “Thank goodness the Peruvians haven’t sent over a team of bears!” exclaimed Mrs Bird, voicing everyone’s thoughts as Paddington’s rattles rent the air for the umpteenth time. “If it sounds like that now, goodness only knows what it’ll be like on the day.”


    When Paddington eventually came downstairs again his forehead looked suspiciously damp and there were several pillow feathers sticking to his fur. He had reached a particularly interesting section of his book called TACKLES – AND HOW TO DO THEM, and for the remainder of that day the Browns gave him a wide berth, especially as he kept casting thoughtful glances at their ankles whenever they went past.


    Paddington slept well that night. In fact, after all his exertions he overslept and when he eventually came down, he was already dressed for the afternoon’s match. Remembering Mrs Bird’s warnings, he was wearing not only his duffle coat and hat, but two enormous scarves into the bargain; a blue one in honour of the Peruvian side, and a red one in the school colours.
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    Apart from that, he was also carrying a large cushion, his suitcase, two rattles, a flag, a Thermos of hot cocoa, and a pile of marmalade sandwiches – several of which he ate in order to pass the time while he was waiting to go.


    Because of the importance of the occasion, the school had taken over a small stadium next to their grounds, and when the Browns left the house a sizeable crowd was already beginning to make its way there.


    Catching sight of some of his friends from the market, Paddington began to wave his flag, and by the time they joined Mr Gruber in the stand and the moment for kick off drew near, even Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird began to be infected by the general air of excitement.


    Mindful of the nearness of Paddington’s rattles, Mrs Bird handed round some pieces of cotton wool for their ears, and as the two teams trotted out on to the field they all settled back to enjoy themselves.


    Paddington decided to keep one rattle in his right paw for St Luke’s, who were at the far end of the field, and the other one in his left paw for the visiting team.


    At first there was very little to choose between the two, but gradually the amount of noise issuing from his left paw grew less and less until eventually it petered out altogether.


    It was clear from the start, that, good though they were, the visiting side were no match for Paddington’s old school. The sixth form towered above their opponents and no matter how they tried, the Peruvian forwards couldn’t penetrate their defences. In fact, the only good thing about it all was that for the most part, play took place at the end of the field where the Browns were sitting, so that Paddington had a good view of the game.


    Despite reading Mr Gruber’s book, he was hard put to follow what was going on. As far as he could make out, as soon as anyone picked up the ball, the referee blew the whistle and they had to put it down again, after which most of the players formed up in a circle with their heads together as if they were having some kind of discussion.


    Paddington grew more and more upset as the game progressed, and when, towards the end of the first half, one of the Peruvian players was sent off the field for what seemed like no reason at all, he looked very unhappy indeed. Far from being divided, his loyalties were now almost completely on the side of the visitors.


    “I’m afraid he’s been sent off because he’s got what they call a ‘loose arm’,” explained Mr Gruber, when he saw the look on Paddington’s face.


    Paddington gave the referee a hard stare. “I’m not surprised!” he exclaimed.


    In his letter to the Browns the headmaster had said the match was to be a friendly one, but from where Paddington was sitting it looked as if the game was getting rougher with every passing moment. The way the Peruvians kept getting thrown to the ground, he wouldn’t have been surprised if some of them had been sent off with loose legs as well.


    During the interval Mr Gruber explained that having a loose arm simply meant the player in question hadn’t been holding on to the man next to him in the scrum, and that he’d been sent off because he’d been guilty of the offence more than once.


    “A scrum,” said Mr Gruber, “is when the players form up into a group with their arms round each other in order to restart the game. It’s very important to have it properly conducted.”


    Mr Gruber went on to list the various reasons for stopping and starting the game, but Paddington’s mind was far away; and when, just after the middle of the second half, yet another of the Peruvian players retired hurt he could scarcely contain his indignation.


    Mr Brown glanced at his programme. “That’s hard luck,” he said. “They’re only allowed two substitutes and it seems they still have several players on the injured list from the last game. That means they’ll be one short for the rest of the match!”


    “Crikey!” said Jonathan. “They’re eight points down already. They don’t stand a chance.”


    He looked round in order to sympathise with Paddington, but to his surprise the space next to Mr Gruber was empty.


    “I think young Mr Brown is taking things rather to heart,” said Mr Gruber. “He’s gone off somewhere.”


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “I do hope he doesn’t get lost in the crowd.”


    The words were hardly out of her mouth when Judy jumped up from her seat with excitement. “Look!” she cried, pointing towards the field. “There he is!”


    Following the direction of her gaze, the Browns saw a familiar figure in a duffle coat and hat hurrying across the pitch.


    “Oh gosh!” groaned Jonathan. “Trust Paddington.”


    The match was being refereed by the St Luke’s Games teacher and he’d been about to blow his whistle to restart it when something about the way the crowd was cheering made him pause. He turned and stared at the approaching figure in surprise.


    “Excuse me,” said Paddington,” but I’ve come to offer my services. I’d like to join the Peruvian Reserves, please.”


    The Games teacher looked at him uneasily. Although he hadn’t actually met Paddington before, he knew all about him from the other teachers.


    “I’m very sorry,” he said, “but I don’t think I can allow that. It really has to be someone from the country concerned.”


    “I come from Peru,” said Paddington firmly. “Darkest Peru. And I’m very concerned.”


    “It’s true, sir,” broke in the school captain. “I’m sure the Head wouldn’t mind.”


    The Games teacher ran his fingers round his collar. “It’s all highly irregular,” he said. “I’m really supposed to know the names of any substitutes before the match, but…” he looked round nervously as sounds of unrest came from the crowd, “it is in aid of charity, and… er… if no one objects…”


    “We certainly don’t,” said the St Luke’s captain sportingly.


    “All right,” said the Games teacher, turning to Paddington. “I’ll hold up play for a moment while you get rid of your duffle coat.”


    “Get rid of my duffle coat!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. He gave the teacher a hard stare. “I’m afraid I can’t do that. Mrs Bird said I had to wrap up well.”


    The Games teacher gave a sigh. He knew he was fighting a losing battle. “Perhaps,” he said, as the other players gathered round, “you’d better meet the rest of your side.”


    “You are good at rugby, no?” asked the Peruvian captain as he shook Paddington’s paw while he introduced the other members of his team.


    “Well, no,” agreed Paddington. “You see, I haven’t actually played before. But I’ve read all about it in a book Mr Gruber lent me, and I practised some tackles in my bedroom yesterday with one of my pillows.”


    Fortunately the visiting team’s command of English wasn’t quite up to Paddington’s explanations, otherwise they might not have greeted the arrival of their new team-mate with quite so much enthusiasm.


    In any case, there was no time to dwell on the matter, for with the crowd beginning to stamp and whistle at the long delay, the players quickly formed up again and waited for the referee to blow his whistle.


    Paddington watched as they formed a scrum and one of the St Luke’s team threw the ball into the tunnel formed by their legs.
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    There was a flurry of movement and almost immediately the ball came flying out again and as luck would have it, landed right at his feet.


    Paddington raised his hat politely to thank the player who had thrown it, and then picked the ball up in order to examine it more closely. He’d never actually seen one close to before and he hadn’t expected it to be quite so oval in shape. He was just wondering if he ought to tell the referee in case it had been squashed with all the rough play, when there was a pounding of feet from somewhere behind and what seemed like a tonne weight suddenly landed on top of him.


    For a moment, Paddington lay where he had fallen, all the breath knocked from his body, and with a hard lump in the middle of his chest which, as he came to, he gradually realised came about because he was still clutching the ball.


    “Very good,” said the Peruvian captain as he helped Paddington to his feet. “We have gained two metres. Only eighty more to go. Now we have another scrum.”


    “Another one!” exclaimed Paddington in alarm. He began to move back in case the same thing happened again, but before he had time to get very far, let alone regain his second wind, the game was in full swing once more and one of the Peruvian forwards was already racing full pelt towards him.


    “Catch!” he shouted, throwing the ball to Paddington.


    “I don’t want it, thank you very much,” cried Paddington, and as the ball landed in his paws he threw it up the field as hard as he could.


    Almost immediately, the referee blew his whistle.


    “You’re not supposed to throw it forwards,” he said. “You’re supposed to throw it back down the field.”


    Paddington stared at him in astonishment. If that was the sort of rule the Peruvians were up against, it was no wonder they were losing.


    “Perhaps,” said the captain, as the players formed up again, “you would like to be our ‘hooker’?”


    “That’s the chap who has to try and get the ball when it’s thrown into the scrum,” explained one of the St Luke’s side, catching sight of the puzzled look on Paddington’s face.


    Paddington eyed the other players doubtfully. He didn’t like the way some of them were looking at him at all. All the same, he was a game bear at heart, and after a moment’s hesitation he joined in the scrum and waited for the ball to arrive.


    To his surprise it landed somewhere in the middle of the legs and then bounced straight back into his paws.


    Hastily putting it inside his duffle coat for safety, he broke free of the scrum and hurried off down the field as fast as his legs would carry him. As he neared the far end he took a quick glance over his shoulder, but the rest of the players seemed to be having some sort of an argument with the referee and no one except the crowd was taking the slightest interest in his activities.


    The roar which went up as Paddington placed the ball on the outer side of the touchline completely drowned the cries from the other players when they discovered what had happened. But, jumping with joy, the Peruvian side came running down the field in order to pat Paddington on the back.
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    “Is a very good try,” said the captain. “Is a best try I never seen.


    “Now,” he added dramatically, “all you ’ave to do ees improve it and we are ’aving five points.”


    “I don’t think I could improve it,” gasped Paddington. “I don’t think I could run any faster if I tried.”


    The Games teacher took a deep breath. He still couldn’t understand how Paddington had managed to escape his and the other players’ notice, but seeing was believing.


    “He doesn’t mean he wants you to do it all again,” he said wearily. “He means you’ve scored three points for placing the ball over the line. Now, if you manage to kick the ball between the posts and over the cross bar you get two more points. That’s what’s known as ‘improving’ it.”


    Paddington gazed up at the goal posts while he considered the matter.


    “I think I like it the way it is,” he announced.


    “In that case,” said the captain, “I will call on Fernando.”


    Signalling to one of the other members of the team he stood back with the rest of the players and waited expectantly.


    “Hooray!” shouted Jonathan, as there was the sound of leather hitting leather and the ball sailed between the posts. “Five points to Peru!”


    “Darkest Peru!” added Judy.


    But their voices were lost amid the renewed cheers which rose from all around at the unexpected turn of events.


    “Do you think they’ll do it again?” asked Judy anxiously as the two teams ran back up the field amid a buzz of excitement.


    Mr Brown glanced at his watch. “They’ll have to look slippy,” he said. “We’re into extra time already.”


    Although none of the Peruvian side knew how Paddington had managed to fool their opponents, they knew better than to change their luck once it was running their way, and they made sure he was given possession of the ball as soon as it was in play.


    Once again, with it safely tucked beneath his duffle coat, he hurried back down the field.


    But this time the other side had him marked, and with one half of the team protesting to the referee as they realised what was happening, the rest set off in hot pursuit. Like hounds who had caught the scent of a fox, they gave chase, uttering whoops of revenge.


    Paddington ran as fast as he could, but size for size his legs were no match for the sixth formers of St Luke’s, and they were gaining on him rapidly.


    To roars of encouragement from the crowd, he reached the line barely a whisker’s length ahead, and with no time to look over his shoulder let alone stop to put the ball on the ground, he tore on for all he was worth.


    He was dimly aware of a figure approaching him across the turf. Whoever it was had come from the crowd behind the goal area and was waving at his pursuers. He only just managed to pull up in time before they collided. As it was, they both fell to the ground and any remarks they might have exchanged were lost for all time.


    At almost the same moment a long drawn-out blast from the referee’s whistle brought both the St Luke’s forwards and the game to a halt.


    “What rotten luck!” exclaimed Jonathan. “Fancy getting in the way just as Paddington was about to save the game!”


    “Rotten luck, nothing!” said Mr Brown, waving his programme in the air. “That’s one of the rules of the game. You don’t have to touch the ground. You can score a try by touching a spectator or an official provided they’re not more than ten metres beyond the goal.”


    “That means they’ve drawn, then!” cried Judy excitedly. “Listen to everyone cheering.”


    “I’m not surprised,” said Mr Brown. “Whatever the rights and wrongs of the matter, I think the crowd’s had its money’s worth. I doubt if they’ll see a better game this season.”


    “Hear! Hear!” agreed Mr Gruber. “And I think a draw is a very fair result in the circumstances.” He broke off as he suddenly caught sight of a strange expression on Mrs Bird’s face. “Is anything the matter?” he asked with concern.


    “I’m not sure,” said the Browns’ housekeeper faintly. “I’m really not sure at all. Will someone please tell me if I’m seeing things?”


    As the others turned, they too caught their breath in surprise as they saw Paddington heading in their direction accompanied by his helper from the crowd.


    She wore an odd-looking bowler hat and a poncho which was more than a little mud-stained and ruffled, but there was something very familiar about her nevertheless.


    “Excuse me,” said Paddington as they drew near, “but I’d like to introduce you to my Aunt Lucy!”
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    TO SAY THAT the Browns could have been knocked down with a feather by Aunt Lucy’s unexpected appearance at the rugby match wouldn’t have been too much of an exaggeration.


    They had all become so accustomed to the thought of her being a part and parcel of the Home for Retired Bears in Lima that never in their wildest dreams had they pictured her ever leaving its gates, let alone visiting England.


    “Mind you,” said Mrs Bird, when she came downstairs the next morning carrying Aunt Lucy’s breakfast tray, “the more I think about it the less surprised I am. I can see now where Paddington gets his sense of adventure from.”


    “Don’t tell us she stowed away in a lifeboat too!” exclaimed Mr Brown.


    “No,” said Mrs Bird. “She came by air – on a package tour. She’s a founder member of the Peruvian Reserves Supporters Club, and she gets special privileges.”


    “Does that mean she won’t be staying very long?” asked Mrs Brown.


    “Ah, now that I can’t answer,” replied the Browns’ housekeeper. “And I’m not sure if we ought to mention it at this stage. It might sound rather rude.”


    It was obvious that as far as Mrs Bird was concerned, Aunt Lucy could stay as long as she liked, and the Browns hastily changed the subject.


    In any case, there were lots of things to talk about, and so many plans to be made that Jonathan, Judy and Paddington filled up several pages of an old exercise book with a list that included everything from a visit to Paddington station to watching the Changing of the Guard.


    When Aunt Lucy finally appeared she was dressed ready to go out. To the Browns’ surprise she still had a label attached to her poncho. It was not unlike the one Paddington had first worn. On one side it said: PERUVIAN RESERVES SUPPORTERS CLUB, while on the other it had her name, AUNT LUCY, written in large capital letters, and her address: C/O THE HOME FOR RETIRED BEARS, LIMA, PERU.


    “Never go out anywhere without a label,” she said firmly, when she saw the others looking at it. “Especially in a foreign country. You never know what might happen.”


    “Very wise,” agreed Mrs Bird. “It’s a pity more people don’t do it.”


    The next few days were hectic indeed. With Paddington and Aunt Lucy in tow, the Browns left home early each morning, seldom returning until late in the evening. And every night, over cups of cocoa, Aunt Lucy regaled them with stories of life in Peru, and of the vast plains and mountains that lay beyond the city of Lima. At the end of it all, they were usually so tired they just tumbled into bed and fell asleep as soon as their heads touched the pillows.
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    All in all, they weren’t sorry when, a few evenings later, she announced before retiring to bed that she would like to spend a quiet time the following day doing some shopping.


    Mr Brown suddenly discovered he had some urgent business to attend to at his office, and it was agreed that Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird would take the rest of the family round the shops.


    For some reason best known to herself, Aunt Lucy seemed rather pleased when she heard Mr Brown wouldn’t be coming with them, but it wasn’t until the next day that she revealed exactly why.


    “I want to buy him a Christmas present,” she announced.


    “Oh, you don’t have to do that,” began Mrs Brown.


    “But I do,” said Aunt Lucy firmly. “It’s been a great comfort to me over the years to know that Paddington has been in safe hands and I’d like to do something in return.”


    “Perhaps you could get him some pipe-cleaners,” said Mrs Brown vaguely. “He’s always running out.”


    “Pipe-cleaners!” repeated Aunt Lucy, looking most upset. “I’d like something more than that.”


    “How about something for his boat, Mrs Brown?” suggested Paddington.


    Recently Mr Brown had begun taking an interest in boats and he’d even talked about buying an inflatable dinghy large enough to take the family on summer outings. With Christmas looming up the Browns had already started buying some accessories to go with it, in the hope that he wouldn’t change his mind.


    “We could go to the place where we bought them,” said Judy.


    “It’s jolly good,” agreed Jonathan. “They’ve even got a special machine where they teach you to sail. You put a coin in and it goes up and down just as if you were really at sea.”


    Aunt Lucy took all this information in. “I think I like the sound of that,” she said, nodding her approval.


    With the rest of the family wanting to do some Christmas shopping as well, it was quite late in the day before they finally reached their destination. As they entered the shop, a salesman detached himself from the counter and came forward to greet them. If he was surprised by the sudden arrival of so many unseasonable visitors, he managed to conceal it well.


    “And what can I do for you?” he asked, rubbing his hands together in anticipation.


    “We’re really looking for something suitable for an inflatable dinghy,” said Mrs Brown. “It’s for a small Christmas present.”


    The man’s face fell. “Perhaps,” he said, “you’d like a pump… or a puncture outfit?”


    “A puncture outfit!” exclaimed Paddington, looking most upset. “Mr Brown hasn’t even got his boat yet!”


    He gazed round for Aunt Lucy to see if she had any ideas, but she was already clambering into a large boat which stood in a position of honour in the centre of the showroom.
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    “This is what I would like!” she said.


    The salesman’s face lit up. “Ah!” he exclaimed. “I can see I’m dealing with someone who knows about these things. That, madam, is our very best model. It’s our luxury, self-inflating dinghy, as used by the navies and shipping lines all over the world.” He pointed to a small canvas bag standing alongside. “You may find it hard to believe, but that’s the bag it comes in. All you have to do is pull a string and in ten seconds it blows itself up, ready to use.


    “It’s practically unsinkable,” he continued, “but should you ever find yourself in trouble, everything has been thought of. It comes complete with an automatic radio distress signal, sea-sickness tablets, electric torch, fishing-line and hook, iron rations, safety-pins, and a bag of suitable sweets. It isn’t simply a boat – it’s a way of life!”


    Paddington and Aunt Lucy exchanged glances. “It sounds very good value,” said Paddington.


    “I’ll take one,” said Aunt Lucy, opening her purse.


    Mrs Brown put her hand to her mouth. “But you can’t…” she began.


    Aunt Lucy fixed her with a stare. “I’ve made up my mind,” she said.


    “It’s much too expensive,” warned Mrs Bird.


    “I have my savings,” said Aunt Lucy. “And Paddington’s allowance.”


    “Paddington’s allowance?” echoed the Browns.


    “He’s always put some money by out of his bun allowance,” said Aunt Lucy. “He’s often sent me a postal order, but I’ve never spent it.”


    The Browns looked at each other. They were learning something new with every passing moment.


    “It all adds up,” said Aunt Lucy. “Look after the centavos and the pounds will look after themselves,” she added decidedly. “Besides, it will give me a great deal of pleasure.”


    The Browns stood back, powerless to intervene. In any case the salesman had already called over another assistant to help deal with his important new customer and they were both so busy washing their hands in invisible soap it was obvious there was no turning back. The Browns had no idea what the boat cost, for it didn’t actually have a price written on it, and they didn’t dare ask for fear of receiving another shock. But Aunt Lucy’s purse was obviously more than able to withstand the strain, for the transaction was all over in a matter of seconds.


    The salesman was so pleased he even let them have some free rides on the training machine, and Aunt Lucy in particular had such an enjoyable time pulling the lever which made it rock to and fro, it looked at one moment as if the boat might even capsize.


    But much to everyone’s relief she at last consented to climb out, and with their shopping finished, they made for the nearest bus stop.


    The bus was crowded when it arrived, but Aunt Lucy and Paddington managed to find a vacant seat at the front of the top deck; Jonathan and Judy sat just behind them; and Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird made do with some seats near the back.


    They hadn’t travelled very far when Aunt Lucy suddenly looked round. “I feel sick!” she announced at the top of her voice.


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “Perhaps it was the boat? She did stay on rather a long time.”


    “And hungry!” added Aunt Lucy as an afterthought.


    “But she can’t…” began Mrs Brown, and then she broke off. She’d been about to say that no one could possibly feel both things at the same time, but she changed her mind. If anything, Aunt Lucy was able to look even more determined about matters when she had a mind to than Paddington.


    “Perhaps I could get some sea-sickness tablets out of Mr Browns dinghy bag,” said Paddington eagerly. “The man said there are some suitable sweets as well.”


    “I should get the tablets out first,” called Mrs Brown. “But do it carefully,” she warned. “It’s so nicely packed. We don’t want to get all the bits and pieces over the bus.”


    Paddington opened the flap of the canvas bag and felt inside. “It’s all right, Mrs Brown,” he called. “I think I can manage.” He gave a tug at something inside. “I’ll just get this piece of string out of the way first.”


    No one, least of all Paddington, knew quite what happened next. In any case, there was certainly no time to think about it. As he pulled the string, there was a loud hissing noise. The canvas bag started to bulge and as he staggered back, clouds of material began to billow forth like some gigantic flower, growing bigger and bigger with every passing moment. The other occupants of the bus watched in silent fascination as the boat began to take shape. It filled the gangway, pressed against the roof, and overflowed on to the seats, letting nothing stand in its way.


    The man in the shop had said the operation was over in ten seconds but as Paddington clambered on to his seat for safety, it felt as if his whole lifetime was passing before him.


    When the hissing finally came to an end, the hullabaloo that broke out as the passengers struggled to free themselves more than made up for the silence that had gone before.


    The noise brought the conductor running up the stairs, and when he reached the top he nearly fell backwards down them again at the sight which met his eyes.


    “’Ere!” he cried. “Who brought that up?”


    “I didn’t bring it up,” gasped Paddington, as he peered over the stern. “It happened! I think I must have pulled the wrong piece of string by mistake.”


    The conductor reached up and rang the bell. “Well, you’d better pull the right one and get it off again, mate!” he exclaimed. “Toot suite! I’m not ’aving these sort of goings on on my bus!”


    Paddington gazed at the dinghy and then at the narrow staircase behind the conductor. “I don’t think I can,” he said unhappily.


    “We’ll see what the Inspector ’as to say about that,” said the conductor, making for the stairs. “’Ere, Reg,” he called.”There’s a young bear up ’ere with a boat!”


    A pounding of feet heralded the arrival of the Inspector. Taking in the situation at a glance, he removed a penknife from an inside pocket and started to open it. “It’s got a thing-a-me-jig for getting stones out of horses’ hooves,” he said, “but I don’t know about getting boats out of buses. I’ll have to use one of me blades.”


    Mrs Bird grasped her umbrella in no uncertain manner. “You’re not sticking any blades in that dinghy,” she said sternly. “It cost a lot of money.”


    The Inspector stared at her. “Are you with this bear?” he demanded.


    “Yes,” said Mrs Bird firmly. “I am.”


    “And so am I,” said Mrs Brown, coming to the rescue.


    “And we are too!” called out Jonathan and Judy.


    The Inspector looked slightly taken aback at this rallying of forces, but before he had a chance to say anything else there was a loud groan from the front of the bus.


    “Crikey!” said Jonathan. “That must be Aunt Lucy!”


    “I’d forgotten about her in the excitement,” broke in Judy.


    The Inspector gazed in astonishment as Aunt Lucy suddenly appeared round the side of the dinghy. Her poncho was back to front; her hat was all askew; and altogether she looked very much the worse for wear.


    “Are you all right, madam?” he asked, grateful for even the slightest kind of diversion he could actually understand and deal with.


    “No,” said Aunt Lucy sternly, “I am not all right. Why has the bus stopped? I want to go home!”


    “She’s come all the way from Peru,” explained Mrs Brown, “and she’s not really used to all this rushing about. I’m afraid she’s feeling a trifle seedy.”


    The Inspector was still so taken up with Paddington and Aunt Lucy he really only half heard Mrs Brown’s remark, but as he caught the tail end of it, his whole attitude suddenly changed.


    “Why ever didn’t you say so before?” he exclaimed.


    He turned to Paddington. “If you’ll kindly tell me your destination, sir,” he said respectfully, “I’ll go down and direct the driver.”


    “Well, we were on our way to Windsor Gardens,” said Paddington doubtfully. “Number thirty-two Windsor Gardens…”


    “It’s not on your route,” broke in Mrs Brown.


    “Think nothing of it,” said the Inspector graciously. He gave the conductor a nudge. “We don’t want any diplomatic incidents, do we?”


    The Browns exchanged glances as he clattered back down the stairs.


    “I wonder what on earth he meant by that?” exclaimed Mrs Brown.


    “I don’t know,” said Mrs Bird. “And I certainly don’t intend to ask.” She cast a glance at Aunt Lucy, huddled on one of the seats with a very woebegone expression on her face indeed. “If you ask me, the sooner we get back home, the better.”


    The Inspector was as good as his word. Shortly after the bus started up it turned off the normal route and began threading its way through the maze of side streets leading to Windsor Gardens.


    By the time they reached number thirty-two they had been joined by several more vehicles: two police cars, an ambulance, and a red tender belonging to the fire brigade.


    Mr Brown was already at home, and the noise as the procession drew up outside the house brought him to the door.


    “Stand back, sir,” said one of the policemen as he jumped from his vehicle. “We’ve an emergency here. This bus has been sending out a May Day signal all the way from the West End.”


    “A May Day signal!” exclaimed Paddington in surprise as he helped Aunt Lucy down the stairs. “But it’s the middle of December.”


    The policeman took out his notebook as a babble of voices rose from all sides.


    “A May Day signal,” he said severely, “is an automatic radio signal for emergencies only. It’s used by ships at sea and/or aircraft when they’re in distress. But I don’t know as I’ve ever heard it being used by a bus before.”


    Aunt Lucy fixed him with a hard stare. “I’m in distress!” she said firmly. “And I think I may have an emergency any moment now!”


    The others stared after her as she hurried indoors closely followed by Paddington.


    “I thought you said that bear was going to the Peruvian Embassy?” exclaimed the conductor.


    “The Peruvian Embassy?” repeated Mrs Brown indignantly. “We certainly said no such thing.”


    “But you said she was C.D.,” broke in the Inspector. “That stands for Corps Diplomatique, and people in the Diplomatic Corps are entitled to special treatment. That’s why we brought her here.”


    “No,” said Mrs Bird, as light began to dawn. “We didn’t say CD We simply said she was feeling seedy. That’s quite a different matter.”


    Mrs Brown turned to her husband. “Aunt Lucy bought you a Christmas present,” she explained. “But I’m afraid it won’t be a surprise any more. It’s stuck on the top deck!”


    The policeman snapped his notebook shut. It was becoming more and more difficult to catch up with all that had been going on, and he wasn’t at all sure he wished to pursue the matter.


    “I know one thing,” he said. “I bet that’s the only Christmas present this year that’s arrived gift-wrapped in a number fifty-two London bus. Though how we’re going to get it out without spoiling it is another matter.”


    “Perhaps,” said Mrs Bird,” we could try pulling the plug out?”


    “Try pulling the plug out?” repeated Mr Brown. “What is it? A bath?”


    “You’ll see, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “You’ll see.”


    It was some time before order was finally restored, but when the Browns went back indoors carrying Mr Brown’s boat they were pleased to find Aunt Lucy sitting at the dining-room table looking her normal self again.


    Mr Brown could still hardly believe his good fortune, but she waved aside his thanks and pointed to a row of parcels neatly laid out in front of her.


    “They’re really meant for Christmas,” she said. “But as Mr Brown’s had his, I thought I’d like to see the rest of you open yours before I leave.”


    “Before you leave?” exclaimed Mr Brown. “Don’t say you’re not stopping for Christmas Day?”


    “I’m only on an excursion,” said Aunt Lucy.”Besides, I always have my dinner in the Home. We have special crackers with marmalade pudding to follow.”


    Mrs Bird opened her mouth. She was about to say that both these items would be readily available at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens if Aunt Lucy cared to stay, but she had obviously made up her mind, so instead she joined in the general excitement as everyone began opening their parcels.


    Her own present was a paw-embroidered shawl, and there was a similar one for Mrs Brown.


    “What a nice thought,” she said. “It will be just the thing for the long winter evenings.”


    Jonathan and Judy each had an enormous jar of honey. “Made,” said Aunt Lucy, “by bees who live in the gardens of the Home for Retired Bears. It’s very sweet because they’re always getting at the marmalade.”


    Last, but not least, Paddington opened his parcel. It contained a wrap-round dressing-gown, and a pair of Peruvian slippers.


    Everyone applauded as he put them on, and a few moments later, after Aunt Lucy had shaken hands all round, he followed her out of the room in order to test them in his bedroom.
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    “You don’t think,” said Mrs Bird thoughtfully, as their footsteps died away, “that Paddington’s planning to go back to Peru with her, do you?”


    A sudden chill filled the air.


    “It’s really for him to decide,” said Mrs Bird. “We can’t stop him if he wants to.”


    “He’d have said something by now if he meant to,” replied Mr Brown.


    He was trying to strike a cheerful note, but he failed miserably as everyone sat lost in their own thoughts. A gloom descended on the gathering and it remained that way until a little later in the evening when the door opened again and Paddington reappeared. To their relief he was still wearing his dressing-gown.


    “Isn’t Aunt Lucy coming down too?” asked Mrs Brown.


    Paddington shook his head. “I’m afraid she can’t,” he said rather sadly. “She’s gone home.”


    “Gone home?” echoed the Browns.


    “Aunt Lucy doesn’t like goodbyes,” explained Paddington, when he saw the look of consternation on everybody’s face. “She asked me to say them for her.”


    He felt in his dressing-gown pocket and took out a sheet of paper. “And she gave me this for you to read.”


    Mr Brown took the note and held it up for all to see. It was written in large capital letters, and at the bottom there was a paw-mark to show it was genuine. It wasn’t quite as neat as Paddington’s, but there was an unmistakable likeness.


    “THANK YOU VERY MUCH FOR HAVING ME AND FOR LOOKING AFTER PADDINGTON,” he read. “NOW THAT I’VE GOT USED TO IT, IT DOES SEEM A FUNNY NAME FOR A RAILWAY STATION. AUNT LUCY.”


    Mrs Brown gave a sigh as Paddington took back the note and disappeared upstairs again.”I suppose we ought to be thankful he isn’t going,” she said. “But I do wish Aunt Lucy had stopped a little longer. There are so many things I wanted to ask her. About Paddington’s parents…”


    “And his uncle,” broke in Judy. “I’ve often wondered what happened to him.”


    “And how many bears there are in the Home,” added Jonathan. “And what they do all day.”


    “Don’t you think,” said Mrs Bird wisely, “that in this world it’s rather nice to have some things left unanswered?


    “Anyway,” she continued, as she stood up, “if we don’t go upstairs quickly we shan’t be able to say our goodnights to Paddington. After all the excitement he’s had today I should think he’ll be asleep in no time at all.”


    But for once Mrs Bird was wrong. When they entered his room he was still very wide awake. He was sitting up in his dressing-gown, and from the bulge under his blankets it looked suspiciously as though he still had his new slippers on as well.
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    He was busily writing in his scrapbook. “I thought I would get everything down while I can still think of it,” he said, dipping his pen absentmindedly into a nearby jar of marmalade. “So many things happen to me I have a job to remember them all sometimes, and it wouldn’t do to miss any out. Aunt Lucy always likes to hear what I’ve been doing.”


    “We thought perhaps you were going back to Peru with her,” said Mrs Brown, as she tucked him in extra tightly for the night.


    “Go back to Peru!” exclaimed Paddington. He looked most upset for the moment. “I’m not old enough to retire! Besides, I don’t think Aunt Lucy would like to think of me leaving home, even if I wanted to.”


    It was left to Mrs Bird to voice everyone’s thoughts as they said goodnight, closed the door and crept back downstairs again.


    “If anyone can think of a nicer Christmas present than that,” she said, “I’d like to meet them!”
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  Paddington gave the man facing him one of his hardest stares ever. “I’ve won a bookmark!” he exclaimed hotly. “But I thought it was going to be a Rolls-Royce.”


  The man fingered his collar nervously. “There must be some mistake,” he replied. “The lucky winner of the car has already been presented with it. And the second prize, a weekend for two in Paris, has gone to an old age pensioner in Edinburgh. If you’ve had a letter from us, then you must be one of the ten thousand runners-up who merely receive bookmarks. I can’t think why one wasn’t enclosed.”


  “I’m one of ten thousand runners-up?” repeated Paddington, hardly able to believe his ears.


  “I’m afraid so.” Regaining his confidence, the man began rummaging in one of his desk drawers. “The trouble is,” he said meaningly, “so many entrants to competitions don’t bother to read the small print. If you care to take another look at our entry form you’ll see what I mean.”


  Paddington took the leaflet and focused his gaze on a picture of a large, sleek, silver-grey car. A chauffeur, standing beside one of the open doors, was flicking an imaginary speck of dust from the upholstery with one of his gloves, while across the bonnet, in large red letters, were the words ALL THIS COULD BE YOURS!


  Having slept with an identical picture under his pillow at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens for several weeks, Paddington felt he knew it all by heart. He turned it over and on the back were the same instructions for entering the competition, together with an entry form.


  “Now look inside,” suggested the man. Paddington did as he was told, and as he did so his face fell. He’d been so excited by the picture of the Rolls-Royce he hadn’t bothered to look any further, but as he pulled the pages apart he found it opened out into a larger sheet. On the left-hand side there was a picture of a French gendarme pointing towards a distant view of the Eiffel Tower, and on the right, under the heading TEN THOUSAND CONSOLATION PRIZES TO BE WON, there was a picture of a bookmark, followed by a lot of writing.


  By the end of the page some of the print was so small Paddington began to wish he’d brought his opera glasses with him, but there was no escaping the fact that the bookmark had an all-too-familiar look about it. One exactly like it had arrived that very morning in the envelope containing news of his success.
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  “I don’t think a bookmark is much consolation for not winning a Rolls-Royce!” he exclaimed. “I put mine down the waste disposal. I didn’t think it was a prize.”


  “Oh dear!” The man gave a sympathetic cluck as he riffled through a pile of papers on his desk to show the interview was at an end. “How very unfortunate. Still, at least you’ve had the benefit of eating some of our sun-kissed currants.” He opened one of his desk drawers again and took out a packet. “Have some more as a present,” he said.


  “But I don’t even like currants!” exclaimed Paddington bitterly. “And I ate fifteen boxes of them!”


  “Fifteen?” The man gazed at Paddington with new respect. “May I ask what your slogan was?”


  “A currant a day,” said Paddington hopefully, “keeps the doctor away.”


  “In that case,” said the man, permitting himself a smile, “you shouldn’t require any medical attention for quite a…” His voice trailed away as he caught sight of the look Paddington was giving him.


  It had taken Paddington a long time to get through fifteen boxes of currants, not to mention think up a suitable slogan into the bargain. And, if the expression on his face was anything to go by, the whole thing had left him in need of more medical attention rather than less.


  In fact, as he made his way back down the stairs Paddington began to look more and more gloomy. The news that he wasn’t after all the proud possessor of a gleaming new motor car was a bitter blow; one made all the worse because he hadn’t even wanted it for himself – it had really been intended as a surprise for Mr Brown.


  Mr Brown’s present car was a bit of a sore point in the Brown household. The general feeling at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens was that it ought to have been pensioned off years ago. But Mr Brown had held on to it because it was hard to find anything large enough to convey the whole of the family, not to mention Paddington and all his belongings, when they went on their outings.


  Apart from its age it had a number of drawbacks, one of which was that instead of flashing lights, it relied on illuminated arms to indicate intended changes of direction. It was the failure of one of these arms, when Mr Brown had been turning into a main road one day, that had attracted the attention of a passing policeman who’d taken his number.


  Paddington had been most upset at the time because he’d been sitting alongside Mr Brown, ready to help out with paw signals when necessary.


  The magistrate had had one or two pointed things to say about drivers who relied on bears for their signals, and much to Mr Brown’s disgust he’d been ordered to retake his driving test.


  It was shortly after this disastrous event that Paddington had come across a leaflet in the local supermarket announcing a competition in which the first prize was a car. And it was not just any old car, but a Rolls-Royce. Paddington felt sure that with a car as grand as a Rolls, Mr Brown couldn’t possibly fail his coming test, let alone have any motoring problems ever again.


  The competition was sponsored by a well-known brand of currants, and the lady in the supermarket assured Paddington that there had been nothing like it in the dried-fruit world before. When he consulted the leaflet with the aid of his torch under the bedclothes that night, he could quite see what she meant, for it couldn’t have been more simple. All that was required was a suitable slogan to do with currants, together with three packet tops to show that the entry was genuine.


  But the thing which really clinched matters for Paddington was the discovery that not only was the result of the competition being announced on the same day that Mr Brown was due to take his test, but that the firm who were running it occupied a building in the very same street as the Test Centre.


  Paddington was a great believer in coincidences. Some of his best adventures had come about in just such a way — almost as if they had been meant to happen — and after buying some extra packets of currants in order to make doubly sure of success, he lost no time in sending off his entry.


  The fact that in the end it had all come to nought was most disappointing, and as he left the building he paused in order to direct a few more hard stares in the direction of the upper floors. Then he collected his shopping basket on wheels from the car park outside and made his way slowly along the road towards the Test Centre.


  He was much earlier than he had expected to be and so he wasn’t too surprised to find Mr Brown’s car still standing where it had been parked earlier that morning. Neither Mr Brown nor Mrs Brown was anywhere in sight, and being the sort of bear who didn’t believe in wasting time, Paddington parked his shopping basket on wheels alongside it. Then he climbed into the driver’s seat and switched on the radio while he awaited developments.


  Like the car itself, Mr Brown’s radio had seen better days. It somehow managed to make everything sound the same, rather like an old-fashioned horn gramophone, and in no time at all Paddington found himself starting to nod off. His eyelids got heavier and heavier and soon the sound of gentle snoring added itself to the music.


  Paddington had no idea how long he slept, but he was just in the middle of a very vivid dream in which he was driving down a long road, battling against a storm of currants as big as hailstones, when he woke with a start and found to his surprise that two men were standing outside the car peering through the window at him. One of them was carrying a large clipboard to which was attached a sheaf of very important-looking papers, and he was tapping on the glass in no uncertain manner.
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  Paddington hastily removed his paws from the steering wheel and opened the driver’s door.


  “Is your name Brown?” demanded the man with the clipboard, trying to make himself heard above the radio. “From number thirty-two Windsor Gardens?”


  “That’s right,” said Paddington, looking most surprised.


  “Hmm.” The man gave him an odd look and then consulted the papers on his board. “Er … I take it you are a British subject?” he asked.


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. “Well,” he said, “yes and no…”


  “Yes and no?” repeated the man sharply. “You can’t be yes and no. You must be one thing or the other.”


  “I live at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens,” said Paddington firmly, “but I come from Darkest Peru.”


  “Darkest Peru? Oh!” The man began to look as if he rather wished he hadn’t brought the matter up. Hastily changing the subject, he motioned with his free hand towards his companion. “I take it you won’t mind if we’re accompanied?” he asked. Then, lowering his voice, he gave Paddington a knowing wink. “We instructors have to be tested every now and again as well, you know. It’s my turn today.”


  “I didn’t know,” said Paddington with interest. “Perhaps I could ask you some questions on the Highway Code. I’ve been testing the others at breakfast all this week.”


  The examiner glared at him. “No you can’t!” he snorted, above the sound of martial music from the radio. He looked as if he would have liked to say a good deal more, but instead he recovered himself and opened the rear door of the car for his superior to enter.


  “Colonel Bogey,” said the other man briefly, nodding towards the front of the car as he settled himself in the back seat.


  Paddington raised his hat politely as the examiner made his way round the front of the car and climbed into the passenger seat. “Good morning, Mr Bogey,” he said.


  The man clucked impatiently. He was about to explain that his superior had only been giving the name of the tune on the radio, not an introduction, but he thought better of it. Instead, he reached forward for the switch. “I think we’ll have the radio off for a start,” he said severely. “I can’t concentrate properly with that row on and I’m sure you can’t eith…” He broke off and a strange look came over his face as he felt the seat. “I’m sitting on something,” he cried. “Something wet and sticky!”


  “Oh dear,” said Paddington, looking most upset. “I expect that’s my marmalade sandwiches. I put them there for my elevenses.”


  “Your marmalade sandwiches?” repeated the man as if in a dream. “They’re all over my new trousers.”


  “Don’t worry,” said Paddington. He lifted up his hat and withdrew a small package. “I’ve got some more. I always keep some under my hat in case of an emergency.”


  The examiner’s face seemed to go a funny colour. But before he had a chance to open his mouth the man in the back reached over and tapped him on the shoulder. “Don’t you think we ought to get cracking,” he said meaningly. “Time’s getting on and we’ve a lot to get through.”


  The examiner took a deep breath as he gathered himself together. “I take it,” he said, between his teeth, “you hold a current licence?”


  “A currant licence?” It was Paddington’s turn to look taken aback. He’d never heard of anyone needing a licence just to eat currants before. “I don’t think Mrs Bird would let me be without one,” he said, giving the man a hard stare.


  The examiner wilted visibly under Paddington’s gaze. “Perhaps you would like to switch the engine on?” he said hastily. “We, of the Department of Transport,” he continued, in an attempt to regain his normal icy calm, “do find it easier to conduct our tests actually driving along the road.”


  Anxious to make amends, Paddington reached forward and pushed a nearby button with one of his paws. A grinding noise came from somewhere outside.


  The man in the back seat gave a cough. “I think you’ll find that’s the windscreen wiper, Mr Brown,” he said. “Why don’t you try the button next to it?


  “Don’t worry,” he continued, raising his voice as Paddington did as he was asked and the engine suddenly roared into life, “we all get a little nervous at times like these.”


  “Oh, I’m not nervous,” said Paddington. “It’s just that they all look the same without my opera glasses.”


  “Er, quite!” The examiner gave a high-pitched laugh as he tried to humour his superior by joining in the spirit of things. “Perhaps,” he said, “before we actually set out we could have a few questions on the Highway Code. Especially,” he added meaningly, “as you say you’ve made such a study of it. What, for instance, do we look out for when we’re driving at this time of the year?”


  Paddington put on his thoughtful expression. “Strawberries?” he suggested, licking his lips.


  “Strawberries?” repeated the examiner. “What do you mean — strawberries?”


  “We often stop for strawberries at this time of the year,” said Paddington firmly. “Mrs Bird makes some special cream to go with them.”


  “I would hardly call strawberries a hazard,” said the examiner petulantly.


  “They are if you eat them going along,” said Paddington firmly. “It’s a job to know what to do with the stalks — especially if the ashtray’s full.”


  “Good point,” said the man in the back approvingly. “I must remember that one. So ought you,” he added pointedly, addressing Paddington’s companion.


  The examiner took a deep breath. “I was thinking,” he said slowly and carefully, “of sudden showers. If the weather has been dry for any length of time a sudden shower can make the road surface very slippery.”


  Removing a sheet of paper covered with drawings from his clipboard, he decided to have another try. “If you were going along the highway,” he said, pointing to one of the drawings, “and you saw this sign, what would it mean?”


  Paddington peered at the drawing. “It looks like someone trying to open an umbrella,” he replied.


  The examiner drew in his breath sharply. “That sign,” he said, “happens to mean there are roadworks ahead.”
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  “Perhaps they’re expecting one of your showers?” suggested Paddington helpfully. He gave the man another stare. For an examiner he didn’t seem to know very much.


  The man returned his gaze as if in a dream. In fact, if looks could have killed, the expression on his face suggested that Paddington’s name would have been added to the list of road casualties with very little bother indeed. However, once again he was saved by an impatient movement from the back of the car.


  “Perhaps we should move off now?” said a voice. “We seem to be getting nowhere very fast.”


  “Very good.” Taking a firm grip of himself, the examiner settled back in his seat. “Go straight up this road about two hundred metres,” he commanded, “then when you see a sign marked BEAR LEFT…”


  “A bear’s been left?” Paddington suddenly sat bolt upright. He wasn’t at all sure what was going on and he’d been trying to decide whether to obey his next set of instructions or wait for Mr Brown to arrive back. The latest piece of information caused him to make up his mind very quickly indeed.


  “I’m afraid I shall have to stand up to drive,” he announced, as he clambered to his feet. “I can’t see out properly if I’m sitting down, but I’ll get there as quickly as I can.”


  “Now, look here,” cried the examiner, a note of panic in his voice. “I didn’t mean there was a real bear lying in the road. I only meant you’re supposed to…” He broke off and stared at Paddington with disbelieving eyes. “What are you doing now?” he gasped, as Paddington bent down and disappeared beneath the dashboard.


  “I’m putting the car into gear,” gasped Paddington, as he took hold of the lever firmly with both paws. “I’m afraid it’s a bit difficult with paws.”


  “But you can’t change gear with your head under the dashboard,” shrieked the examiner. “No one does that.”


  “Bears do,” said Paddington firmly. And he gave the lever another hard tug just to show what he meant.


  “Don’t do it!” shouted the examiner. “Don’t do it!”


  “Let the clutch out!” came a voice from the back seat. “Let the clutch out!”


  But if either of the men expected their cries to have any effect they were doomed to disappointment. Once Paddington got an idea firmly fixed in his mind it was very difficult to get him to change course, let alone gear, and apart from hurriedly opening the car door to let out the clutch he concentrated all his energies on the task in hand.


  In the past he had often watched Mr Brown change gear. It was something Mr Brown prided himself on being able to do very smoothly indeed, so that really it was quite hard to know when it had actually taken place. But if Paddington hoped to emulate his example he failed miserably. As he gave the lever one final, desperate shove there was a loud grinding noise followed almost immediately by an enormous jerk as the car leaped into the air like a frustrated stallion. The force of the movement caused Paddington to fall over on his back and, in his excitement, he grabbed hold of the nearest thing to hand.


  “Look out!” shrieked the examiner.


  


  But he was too late. As Paddington tightened his grip on the accelerator pedal the car shot forward with a roar like an express train. For a second or two it seemed to hover in midair, and then, with a crash which made the silence that followed all the more ominous, it came to a halt again.


  Paddington clambered unsteadily to his feet and peered out through the windscreen. “Oh dear,” he said, gazing round at the others. “I think we’ve hit a car in front.”


  The examiner closed his eyes. His lips were moving as if he was offering up a silent prayer.
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  “No,” he said, slowly and distinctly. “You haven’t got it quite right. We haven’t hit anything, you have. And it isn’t just a car, it’s…”


  The examiner broke off and gazed up at the driving mirror in mute despair as his eyes caught the reflection of those belonging to his superior in the back seat.


  “It happens to be mine,” said a grim voice from behind.


  Paddington sank back into his seat as the full horror of the situation came home to him.


  “Oh dear, Mr Bogey,” he said unhappily. “I do hope that doesn’t mean you’ve failed your test!”


  


  As with Mr Brown’s encounter with the Police, Paddington’s disaster at the Test Centre was a topic of conversation in the Brown household for many days afterwards. Opinions as to the possible outcome were sharply divided. There were those who thought he would be bound to hear something more, and others who thought the whole thing was so complicated nothing would be done about it, but none of them quite foresaw what would happen.


  


  One evening, just as they were sitting down to their evening meal, there was an unexpected ring at the front-door bell. Mrs Bird hurried off to answer it, and when she returned she was accompanied, to everyone’s surprise, by Paddington’s examiner.


  “Please don’t get up,” he exclaimed, as Paddington jumped to his feet in alarm and hurried round to the far side of the table for safety.


  He removed a large brown envelope from his briefcase and placed it on the table in front of Paddington’s plate. “I … er … I happened to be passing so I thought I would drop this in for young Mr Brown.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “It looks very official. I do hope it isn’t bad news.”


  The man permitted himself a smile. “Nothing like that,” he said. “Congratulations on passing your test,” he continued, turning to Mr Brown. “I was glad to hear you were able to take it again so quickly. All’s well that ends well, and I’m sure you’ll be pleased to know that now my superior officer has had his bumper straightened you’d hardly know anything had happened.”


  He mopped his brow with a handkerchief as the memory of it came flooding back. “It all sounded much worse than it actually was. As you know, I was being examined myself at the time, so I was under a certain amount of strain. As a matter of fact, I came through with flying colours. The chief examiner thought that in the circumstances I did extremely well. He’s even recommended me for promotion.”


  “But whatever is it?” cried Judy, as Paddington opened the envelope and withdrew a sheet of paper with an inscription on it.


  The examiner gave a cough. “It’s a special test certificate,” he said. “It enables the owner to drive vehicles in group S.”


  “Trust Paddington!” said Jonathan. “I bet he’s the only one who’s ever driven into the back of an examiner’s car and still passed his test into the bargain.”


  Mr Brown gave the examiner a puzzled look. “Group S?” he repeated. “I didn’t know there was such a thing.”


  “It’s very rare.” The examiner permitted himself another smile. “In fact there probably isn’t another one like it in the whole world. It’s for shopping baskets on wheels. I noticed young Mr Brown had one with him at the time of our … er … meeting.”


  “Gosh, Paddington,” Judy gazed at him in relief. “What are you going to do with it?”


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. He really felt quite overwhelmed by his latest piece of good fortune. “I think,” he announced at last, “I shall fix it to the front of my basket. Then if I ever have trouble at the supermarket cash desk I shall be able to show it.”


  “What a good idea,” said the examiner, looking very pleased at the reception his gift had met. “And you’ll be pleased to see it’s made out for life. That means,” he added, gently but firmly, “that you need never, ever, ever, come and see us to take your test again!”
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  One morning, soon after the visit from the driving examiner, Paddington was pottering about in the garden doing some testing of his own in order to make sure Mr Brown’s fruit was properly ripe, when he happened to glance through a knothole in the nearby fence. As he did so he nearly fell over backwards into the raspberry canes with astonishment at the sight which met his eyes.


  The fence belonged to the Browns’ neighbour, Mr Curry, and in the normal course of events there was seldom anything of any great interest to see. Gardening wasn’t one of Mr Curry’s strong points. Apart from one or two shrubs and a couple of old trees, most of the ground was given over to what he called ‘the lawn’, but which in reality was nothing more than a patch of rough grass.


  For once, however, it was looking unusually neat and tidy. In fact, overnight it had undergone nothing less than a transformation. The grass had been newly mown, the bushes pruned, and the trees had been lopped of their lower branches. There was even a small table in the centre of the lawn on which had been placed a tray with a glass and a jug of what looked like orangeade.


  Paddington rubbed his eyes and then took a closer look through the hole. Now that he thought about it, he remembered hearing the sound of sawing the day before. At the time he hadn’t taken much notice of it, and never in his wildest dreams had he pictured it coming from Mr Curry’s garden.


  The Browns’ neighbour had obviously been busy, but it wasn’t the view of his actual garden, nor the orangeade that caused Paddington’s astonishment; it was the sight of something very odd suspended between the two trees. At first glance it seemed to be a cross between a very large hairnet that had been hung out to dry, and some overgrown knitting that had gone sadly wrong; in fact he couldn’t remember having seen anything quite like it before in the whole of his life.


  It was all very strange and Paddington was about to go indoors in order to tell Mrs Bird about it when he had his second shock of the morning.


  Having rubbed his eyes once more so as to make doubly sure he wasn’t dreaming the whole thing, he opened them again in order to take one last look, only to find to his surprise that the scene had disappeared. Something or other was now covering up the knothole.


  Paddington was not the sort of bear to be beaten by such trifles. After finding a suitable cane from among the pile in the raspberry patch, he bent down again and poked it through the hole as hard as he could in order to remove the offending object. A second later the cane fell from his paw like a red-hot poker as a yell of pain rang round the garden.


  “Bear!” roared a familiar voice. “Is that you, bear? How dare you!”


  Paddington scrambled to his feet and gazed mournfully at the sight of the Browns’ neighbour as he bobbed up and down on one leg on the other side of the fence.


  “That was my shin you poked, bear!” howled Mr Curry. “What were you doing? Spying on me? Mark my words … I shall report you for this!”
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  “Oh no, Mr Curry,” gasped Paddington. “I wasn’t spying. I wouldn’t do that. I was only trying to see what was going on. There’s something hanging from your trees and I wondered if you knew about it.”


  “What’s that, bear?” Mr Curry hopped closer to the fence and gave a snort as he peered over the top. “Of course I know about it. I put it there. There’s no need to go around telling everyone.”


  “Oh, I wasn’t going to tell everyone, Mr Curry,” said Paddington earnestly. “Only Mrs Bird.”


  “Mrs Bird!” For some reason best known to himself, Paddington’s words had a strange effect on Mr Curry. He stopped rubbing his leg and drew nearer the fence. “Come now, bear,” he said. “There’s no need to do that. It’s only a hammock. Haven’t you ever seen one before?”


  “A hammock, Mr Curry?” repeated Paddington. “No, I don’t think I have.”


  “Hmm.” Mr Curry looked somewhat relieved by Paddington’s reply. “Well, bear,” he said, in a slightly better humour, “a hammock is what sailors used to sleep in on board ship. Nowadays they have bunks, but people still use hammocks in their gardens. They’re ideal for relaxing in. There’s nothing nicer on a warm summer afternoon than a quiet doze in a hammock. Provided,” he added meaningly, “there are no unseemly interruptions from the neighbours!”


  Paddington looked most surprised as he listened to all Mr Curry had to say on the subject of hammocks. “I’ve never heard of a bed with holes in it before,” he exclaimed. “Is it safe?”


  “Safe?” Mr Curry gave another snort. “Safe? Of course it’s safe! Why shouldn’t it be? What’s wrong with it?” he demanded.


  “Oh, I didn’t mean yours wasn’t a good one, Mr Curry,” said Paddington hastily, anxious to make amends. “It’s just that it looks rather old. I … mean … have you had it very long?” he added lamely.


  “Er … well, I…” Mr Curry broke into a loud cough. Once again he seemed anxious to change the subject. He glanced around to make sure no one else was about and then stared thoughtfully at Paddington.


  “How much do you weigh, bear?” he barked.


  Paddington was taken by surprise at the question. The Browns’ neighbour had a habit of turning matters to his own ends and it was sometimes difficult to follow what he had in mind. “I don’t know, Mr Curry,” he said, cautiously playing for time. “Sometimes I weigh a lot — sometimes I don’t. It depends on how many marmalade sandwiches I’ve eaten. Mrs Bird says it must be over a tonne sometimes after Sunday lunch.”


  “Hmm.” Mr Curry considered Paddington’s answer for a moment and then came to a decision. “Look, bear,” he said, as he removed a piece of the fence in order to make room for Paddington to climb through, “you can do me a little favour if you like. I’m just going upstairs to change. I shall only be five minutes, but while I’m gone you can test my hammock for me as a treat … just to make sure it’s sa … er … comfortable.


  “But make sure you do it properly,” he continued, as he helped Paddington through the gap in the fence. “And no helping yourself to my orangeade while I’m not looking. I’ve marked the jug, so I shall know at once.”


  Mr Curry broke off and took a closer look at Paddington’s whiskers, several of which had some suspiciously red stains on them. “While you’re at it,” he said, “you might like to gather a few raspberries for me. If you do I may let you have a proper go with the hammock later on … after I’ve finished with it for the day.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Curry,” said Paddington doubtfully. “I shall look forward to that.”


  He gazed unhappily after the retreating figure of the Browns’ neighbour. Doing favours for Mr Curry was something which had long ago lost its appeal; more often than not things went wrong. For a moment or two he toyed with the idea of climbing back through the fence and going to see Mrs Bird first, but he hastily changed his mind as Mr Curry turned and gave him a final glare before disappearing down the side of his house.


  Pushing his doubts to one side, Paddington turned his attention to the hammock. He was the sort of bear who liked anything new, or, at least, anything which was new to him; for seen at close quarters, the hammock looked, if possible, even older than it had from a distance.


  Although, as Mr Curry had explained to him, the hammock was meant to have holes, some of them looked far larger than they had started off as originally, and all in all Paddington decided he didn’t much like the look of it.


  But it was when he actually tried to climb into it that his troubles really began, for he soon discovered that looking at a hammock is one thing; getting into one is quite another matter.


  To start with it was rather higher off the ground than he would have liked, and not for the first time Paddington found himself wishing bears were born with longer legs, for when he tried to lift one of his up in order to climb in, it didn’t come anywhere near the edge.


  Trying a different approach, Paddington grasped the hammock from underneath with both paws, then taking a deep breath he heaved both legs off the ground in the hope of getting them round the middle and gripping it from either side like a pair of pincers.


  The first part of his manoeuvre went very well indeed, and for several moments he hung suspended beneath the hammock while he took stock of the situation. It was when he tried to carry out his next move that things started to go wrong, for without Wellington boots his claws got stuck in the rope mesh and try as he might he couldn’t free them. In the end he had to let go with his paws and hope for the best. For a moment or two he hung upside down with his head a few inches from the ground until there was a sudden ‘ping’ and the string broke.


  Paddington was very glad he’d been wearing his hat, for Mr Curry’s lawn felt decidedly hard. As it was, the marmalade sandwich he usually kept there in case of an emergency went some way towards breaking his fall, and for a moment or two he lay where he was gasping for breath while he tried hard to think of some other way of tackling the problem.


  Without a book of instructions it was very hard, and in the end he decided the only answer was to take the bull by the horns and make a run at it. Crossing to the far side of the lawn he took another deep breath, pulled his hat down over his ears, and then hurried towards the hammock as fast as his legs would carry him. As it loomed up in front of him he took a tremendous leap in the air, and clutched blindly at the first thing which met his grasp.


  Paddington wasn’t quite sure what happened next. He was vaguely aware of a feeling of relief as his paws met with rope, which he clung to as hard as he could, then to his relief he felt the rest of him land in something soft. After that everything became a blur. Almost at once he started spinning round and round like a top. Gradually, however, the spinning slowed down until at last he came to a stop with only his head poking out. The rest of him had the appearance of a tightly-trussed chicken; one moreover which was not only oven-ready but practically ready to serve up for Sunday lunch. Far from being relaxed in the way Mr Curry had described, Paddington felt more like a sailor who had just rounded Cape Horn during a particularly bad storm.
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  But the worst was yet to come. He hardly had time to free one of his paws in order to make sure his hat was still on when he felt himself start to spin in the opposite direction, slowly at first, then with ever-increasing speed, until he was suddenly ejected from the hammock like a stone from a catapult, only to land on the ground a moment later in almost the very same spot as before.


  This time he lay where he was for rather longer, while he considered his next move. Paddington wasn’t the sort of bear to be beaten by trifles. In fact, the more things went wrong the more determined he usually became to put them to rights.


  It was as he lay gazing up at the sky while he pondered the matter that he suddenly caught sight of something dangling overhead, and as he did so another idea gradually entered his mind.


  In his haste to clear a space so that he could erect the hammock between the two trees, Mr Curry had left a rope tied to one of the upper branches.


  Paddington came to a decision. Mr Curry’s fruit trees were old and rather gnarled and just right for climbing. Having made up his mind, in no time at all Paddington was up one of the trunks and sitting astride a main branch ready for action. Grasping it firmly with his legs he reached over to grip the rope and then began lowering himself gently down it to a point where he was directly over the middle of the hammock.


  Feeling very pleased with himself, Paddington paused for a moment in order to mop his brow before continuing. As he did so he noticed a particularly juicy-looking apple only a few inches away. He licked his lips. Climbing trees was hard work and he felt sure that even Mr Curry wouldn’t begrudge one small apple from so many in the circumstances.
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  Hastily stuffing the handkerchief back into his duffle coat pocket he reached out his paw and was about to remove it from the branch when an upstairs window in Mr Curry’s house suddenly shot open and the familiar face of the Browns’ neighbour appeared. As he caught sight of Paddington his eyes nearly popped out of their sockets and his face started to go a funny colour.


  “Bear!” he bellowed. “What are you doing now, bear? How dare you pick my apples without permission. Get down off that rope at once!”


  “Oh dear, Mr Curry,” gasped Paddington. “I wasn’t climbing your rope — I was coming down. I…” In his confusion Paddington tried to let go of the apple with one paw and raise his hat with the other. A moment later, and for what seemed like the umpteenth time that morning, he felt himself falling through space.


  Paddington closed his eyes tightly and braced himself for the shock, but in the event it came rather later than he expected. The delay was only for a fraction of a second, but it was accompanied by a very ominous rending sound indeed, one moreover which caused Mr Curry’s face to go an even deeper shade of purple than it had been before. If the Browns’ neighbour had found it hard to believe his eyes when he’d first seen Paddington up his tree, he found it even more difficult as he gazed at the gaping hole in the middle of his hammock through which Paddington had just passed. For once he seemed totally at a loss for words.


  “Bear!” he spluttered at long last. “Bear! What have you done to my hammock? Come back at once, bear!”


  But Paddington had disappeared. Without even bothering to look back he dived through the hole in the fence as if his very life depended on it. He’d had quite enough of hammocks for one day — especially ones which belonged to Mr Curry.


  


  Mrs Bird gave a snort as she listened to Paddington’s tale of woe later that same day. “His hammock, indeed!” she exclaimed. “The cheek of it. That’s our old hammock. Mr Brown came across it when he was clearing out the garage the other day.”


  “It’s been in there for years,” agreed Mrs Brown. “No wonder you went straight through it. It was as rotten as they come.”


  “Mr Curry ought to think himself lucky he didn’t go through it,” said Judy. “I bet we should never have heard the last of it if he had.”
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  “Dad put it out for the dustmen yesterday morning,” explained Jonathan. “Mr Curry must have seen it and taken it away before they arrived. The old scrounger.”


  Paddington listened to the conversation with growing surprise. Although he’d often been in Mr Brown’s garage he’d never come across the hammock before; not that he would have known what it was if he had found it. Now he rather wished he’d been able to have a proper go when it was all right to use.


  “Perhaps,” he said hopefully, “I could sew some holes together and make you a new one. Bears are quite good at that sort of thing.”


  The Browns exchanged glances. “Shall we tell him?” asked Jonathan.


  Judy glanced out of the window. “Let’s,” she said. “I think Daddy’s almost ready.” And without further ado she led the way into the garden.


  Paddington looked more and more mystified as he followed on behind.


  “There!” said Judy when they were all outside. And she pointed towards the middle of the lawn.


  Paddington nearly fell over backwards with surprise again as he received his third shock of the morning. For there, in the middle of the grass, was another hammock, suspended between two poles of a large frame.


  “It’s a special stand,” explained Jonathan. “That means it’ll be easier to climb into…”


  “And much safer once you’re in,” added Judy.


  Mr Brown stood back in order to admire the result of his labours, then he turned to Paddington. “If you like,” he said generously, “you can be the first to test it.”


  Paddington considered the matter carefully for a moment or two as he approached the hammock and took a closer look at it. Then he stood back and held out his paw.


  “No, thank you, Mr Brown,” he announced politely. “After you!


  “In fact,” he added hastily, in case the others insisted, “After everyone!”
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  Paddington’s friend, Mr Gruber, chuckled no end when he heard about the goings-on with Mr Curry’s hammock.


  “There’s many a slip ’twixt cup and lip, Mr Brown,” he said. “Or, in this case, ’twixt the hammock and the ground. I think I shall stick to my old horsehair sofa.”


  Paddington nodded his agreement from behind a cloud of cocoa steam. It was good to be back in the comparative safety of Mr Gruber’s antique shop, enjoying a chat over their morning elevenses.


  “Mind you,” continued Mr Gruber, as Paddington handed him a bun from his morning supply, “I must say all this talk of hammocks takes me back to the days when I was a boy. Many a happy hour I spent in the garden during the school holidays, munching an apple and reading a book as I swung to and fro in the sunshine.” Mr Gruber gave a sigh and a dreamy expression came over his face as he cast his mind back. “It’s probably only my imagination, Mr Brown, but the summers always seemed longer and warmer in those days — especially in my native Hungary.”


  Paddington nearly fell off the sofa with surprise at Mr Gruber’s words. As long as he’d known him his friend had always seemed the same — neither young nor old, and it was hard to picture him looking any different.


  Mr Gruber chuckled again as he caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s face.


  “All that was many moons ago, Mr Brown.” He waved his hand in a circular motion over his head to take in the contents of the shop. “In those days lots of the things you see around you here were ordinary everyday objects such as you or I would use — or throw out when we’d finished with them. Now, people pay ten or even a hundred times what they cost in the first place.”


  Paddington took another bite out of his bun and then gazed around Mr Gruber’s shop. He was so used to the scene he rather took for granted all the various items of gold and silver and copper and bronze; the pictures, and the piles of bric-a-brac which sometimes filled it full almost to overflowing. The thought that once upon a time people had actually used some of Mr Gruber’s antiques had never really occurred to him before and it made him see everything in a new light.


  “Times change,” said Mr Gruber sadly, “sometimes for the better and sometimes for the not so good. Nowadays the only time you see many of these things is in an antique shop like mine or in a Stately Home.”


  “A Stately Home, Mr Gruber?” exclaimed Paddington. “I don’t think I’ve ever been in one of those.”


  It was Mr Gruber’s turn to look surprised. “You’ve never been inside a Stately Home, Mr Brown?” he repeated. “Never?”


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment while Mr Gruber topped up his cocoa. “I’ve been to the Home for Retired Bears in Lima,” he said at last. “The one where Aunt Lucy lives. But I don’t think that was very stately.”


  Mr Gruber slapped his knee. “In that case, Mr Brown,” he said, “I have an idea. Tomorrow is early closing; it’s about time we had one of our little outings and I’ve been racking my brains trying to think where to take you. Tomorrow,” he said impressively, “tomorrow, Mr Brown, I will take you to a Stately Home!”


  


  Paddington could hardly believe his ears and he grew more and more excited as he hurried home in order to tell the others.


  Mr Gruber had also invited Jonathan and Judy along to share the outing and they, too, could hardly wait when he told them the good news.


  That night Paddington had an extra-special bath in honour of the occasion and at Mrs Bird’s suggestion he went to bed early so that he would be fully rested the next day.


  “I think Paddington ought to go on more outings,” said Mrs Brown, as he disappeared up the stairs. “I’ve never seen him quite so spick and span. He looks like a new bear.”


  “Hmm,” said the Browns’ housekeeper. “That’s as may be, but beauty’s only fur deep. It’s still the same underneath and I’d sooner Mr Gruber than me. Any home that bear visits is likely to be in a state rather than stately by the time he’s finished with it.”


  Mrs Bird spoke from bitter experience of past outings. Nevertheless, when Mr Gruber turned up the next day and set off down the road with his party even she had to admit that Paddington’s appearance would have raised the tone of any expedition.


  His duffle coat had been freshly ironed; his hat newly washed; and even his Wellington boots had an extra-special shine to them.


  Mr Gruber had come armed with a plentiful supply of books and maps to while away their journey, and as they changed from bus to train and then back to a bus again he told them about Stately Homes in general and the one he was taking them to in particular.


  “The problem is,” he explained, as they neared their destination, “no one can really afford to run a Stately Home any longer, so the owners have to open them up to the public, and to make the public want to come they have to offer other things besides. Some have Safari Parks, where they have lots of lions and tigers; others have Fun Fairs. The one we’re going to is Luckham House where they specialize in concerts. It has a very good restaurant into the bargain as well. Lord Luckham likes his food.”


  Mr Gruber smiled as they alighted from the bus outside some large wrought-iron gates and he caught sight of the expression on Paddington’s face. “I thought that might appeal to you, Mr Brown,” he said. “I know how much you like music.”


  Judy took hold of Paddington’s paw as they made their way up the long drive. “I think someone’s pulling your leg,” she whispered. “I happen to know Mr Gruber’s treating us all to dinner tonight.”


  Paddington licked his lips. He always enjoyed eating out and to have a meal in a Stately Home sounded very good value indeed.


  “They do a very good Beef Wellington,” said Mr Gruber, as he caught the tail end of the conversation. “It’s one of Lord Luckham’s specialities. I had one the last time I was here and I’m looking forward to repeating the experience.”


  Paddington had never heard of Beef Wellington before, but apart from explaining that it was beef cooked in a special kind of casing, Mr Gruber refused to be drawn on the subject. “A surprise is not a surprise if you know all about it, Mr Brown,” he said, and he directed their attention to some of the other delights they had in store.


  As it happened there were so many things to see, Paddington soon forgot about his forthcoming meal anyway. It was really like strolling through another world; a giant version of Mr Gruber’s shop and the rest of the Portobello Market rolled into one, with everything from collections of china and dolls to a giant four-poster bed, in which, according to Mr Gruber’s notes, Queen Elizabeth the First had once slept while on her way to York.
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  Paddington was most impressed. All the same, what with walking through endless galleries lined with pictures, not to mention climbing innumerable flights of stairs — more of which seemed to go up than ever came down again — he was more than glad when at long last Mr Gruber ushered them into a large chair-filled room where the concert was due to take place.


  Paddington had never been to a concert before and he applauded loudly as a man in a dark suit climbed on to the platform and crossed to a piano.


  Mr Gruber gave a cough. “I rather think,” he whispered, “he’s only come to open the piano lid.” But like the kindly man he was, he joined in Paddington’s applause in order to save his friend embarrassment.


  Fortunately, Paddington was able to continue his applause as almost at once a second man approached the front of the stage and began announcing the first item on the programme; a selection of songs from famous operas rendered by a Miss Olive Marks and a Mr Gilbert Street, who were billed as ‘Partners in Song’. Following Mr Gruber’s example, he cupped his chin in his paws and then sat forward eagerly in his seat ready to take it all in.


  Gradually, however, his smile became more and more fixed and he gazed anxiously up at the ceiling as Miss Marks opened her mouth and first one piercing note then another emerged and began rattling the chandeliers overhead. He rather wished he’d put his ears instead of his chin inside his paws, but it was much too late to change his mind.


  Miss Marks was nothing if not generous with her notes, although from the look on her face and the way she rolled her eyes, the effort obviously caused her a certain amount of pain; a pain that was certainly being shared by a high percentage of her audience. In fact it was noticeable that even her partner, Mr Street, was careful to stand well clear.


  That apart, as far as Paddington could make out it seemed to take her twice as long as anyone he’d ever met before to make up her mind about even the simplest thing. Three times she announced in song that she would like to close the window, and as many times again that she was about to leave. However, ten minutes later, when Gilbert Street knelt at her feet in order to sing, the window was still wide open and Miss Marks very much on stage.


  Mr Street had chosen an aria called ‘Your Tiny Hand is Frozen’, but there was nothing in the least bit small about any part of the object of his affections, let alone her hand. Far from being tiny, Miss Marks’s hand was one of the largest Paddington had ever seen, and under the heat of the overhead lights it glistened like a freshly-boiled lobster.


  


  Paddington’s applause as the couple finally took their leave was louder than most, and caused Mr Gruber to cast an anxious glance in his direction.


  “I shouldn’t clap too loudly, Mr Brown,” he whispered in an aside. “They might do an encore.”


  In his haste to stop clapping Paddington dropped his programme on the floor and, captured by a draught from a nearby door, it sailed several rows away.


  “Oh dear!” Judy caught her brother’s eye and gave a groan as Paddington disappeared from view and began peering between the legs of the people in front.


  But luckily for her own and her brother’s peace of mind, the disturbance was covered by the arrival on stage of a group of musicians who were due to play some works by Mozart.


  During Paddington’s temporary absence, and while the music stands were being arranged, Mr Gruber passed the time by explaining the next item to Jonathan and Judy.


  “If you look on your programme,” he said, “you will see it’s got a number after it … K280. That’s the catalogue number to make sure the works were always played in the right order. In German it’s called a Köchel number, after the man who catalogued Mozart’s works.”
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  “What’s that, Mr Gruber?” called Paddington, as he climbed into view again. “We’re going to have some cocoa?” He licked his lips in anticipation at the thought. Crawling about on the floor looking for a programme was thirsty work — especially in a duffle coat.


  “Not cocoa … Köchel…” began Judy. “That’s quite a different matter.” She gave another sigh. It was sometimes rather difficult explaining matters to Paddington.


  “Köchel?” repeated Paddington in surprise. “I don’t think I’ve ever tasted any of that before.”


  “Ssh!” said someone loudly from behind as the first notes of music filled the air.


  Paddington turned and gave the person who’d shushed a hard stare before directing his attention to the platform. He couldn’t see any mugs let alone cups and saucers, and during a particularly loud passage of music he consulted the programme once again. It was a bit hard to see as the lights in the audience had been dimmed. Apart from that there were one or two footmarks where it had been trodden on, which made it even more difficult to read, but for the life of him he couldn’t see any mention of refreshments being served.


  It was as he began reading about the item being played that his face fell still further. According to the notes there were fifteen variations to be got through. Paddington didn’t think much of the original version let alone any possible variations. He was quite keen on music, but his tastes ran more towards the loud kind which could be rendered on a comb and paper rather than the complicated variety.


  He stole a sidelong glance at Mr Gruber, but his friend had his eyes closed in order to concentrate on the music, and beyond him Jonathan and Judy appeared to be making a close study of the chandeliers.


  Paddington came to a decision. He had no wish to offend his friend, especially as he had gone to so much trouble, but from the look of rapture on Mr Gruber’s face there was little fear of that.


  A few moments later, taking advantage of another loud passage, he made a move, only this time it was in the direction of a door marked EXIT.


  It had been a long and tiring afternoon and Paddington knew just the very spot where he wanted most of all to be at that very moment. It was up some stairs at the end of a long corridor and it was labelled QUEEN ELIZABETH’S ROOM.


  Having a bed with curtains round it seemed a very good idea indeed — especially if you didn’t want to be disturbed.


  In much less time than it would have taken Miss Marks to sing Jack Robinson, Paddington was up the stairs, into the room, and pulling the curtains tightly round him. They came together with a satisfying swish and with a sigh of contentment he closed his eyes and lay back with his head on the pillow, drinking in the sound of distant music and the faint aroma of something delicious as it wafted up from the nearby kitchens.


  But Paddington’s satisfaction was short-lived. In the normal course of events he was quite good at sleeping; given a few cushions or an armchair by the fire he could be away in no time at all. But gradually it dawned on him that he had never been less comfortable in his life. Compared with his own bed at Windsor Gardens it was like trying to sleep on boards; boards moreover which contained more than their fair share of knots, and he could quite see why Queen Elizabeth the First had only stayed one night.
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  He tried lying on top of the pillow, but if anything it was even more lumpy than the bed. The bird used to provide the stuffing had obviously suffered from a bad attack of hardening of the feathers, for the ends stuck out through their outer covering like thorns on a rose bush.


  Paddington’s opinion of life in a Stately Home reached a new low, and he was about to try his luck elsewhere when he heard voices and the door to the room suddenly opened.


  Closing his eyes again as tightly as they would go, Paddington lay where he was, hardly daring to breathe. He was only just in time, for a split second later the curtains round the bed were flung open and whoever had been talking broke off in mid-sentence. “Blimey!” said a voice, “Is that ’er?” “That’s what it says in the guide,” came a woman’s voice. “Queen Elizabeth slept ’ere on the way to York.”


  “Who’d ’ave thought it,” came the first voice again. “No wonder she never got married.” The owner of the voice gave a sniff. “Smells of marmalade too. Enough to put anyone off. ’Course, they never went in for washing much in them days.”


  “Didn’t know they wore duffle coats either,” added his friend. “The things you learn. Only goes to show.”


  If stares had been made capable of passing through closed eyelids, the two speakers would have received the full benefit of one of Paddington’s hardest ever. As it was, blissfully unaware of their narrow escape, they pulled the curtains together and continued their tour of the room.


  Left on his own again, Paddington was about to relax when all that had been said before was suddenly wiped from his mind as he caught another snatch of conversation.


  “Pity about the Beef Wellington being off,” said the man. “Sounded a bit of all right, that.”


  “I know,” said his companion sympathetically, “’ad me taste buds all of a-quiver it did. The waiter said they was ’aving trouble with the pastry chef and…”


  Paddington strained his ears in an effort to catch the rest of the conversation, but it was cut off in midair by a click as the door swung shut and the speakers continued on their way.


  For a moment he lay where he was, growing more and more upset. It wasn’t often Mr Gruber gave himself a treat, and when he did he always made sure he shared it with others. One of the things he’d specially mentioned about the present outing was the Beef Wellington, and the thought of his being done out of it was most upsetting. Paddington had a strong sense of right and wrong. When he finally sat up the look on his face was not dissimilar to the one the previous occupant of the bed, Queen Elizabeth the First, must have worn the day she ordered Sir Francis Drake to do battle with the Spanish Fleet. It was a look which Paddington kept reserved for very special occasions and it boded ill for anyone who got in his way before his plans were complete.


  Carefully removing his boots, he picked them up in his paw, tiptoed across the room, opened the door, peered out in order to make sure the coast was clear, and then hurried off down the corridor in the direction of the kitchen as fast as his legs would carry him.


  


  Mr Gruber picked up his knife and fork and gazed reflectively across the dining-table as he prepared to do justice to his meal.


  There was something distinctly odd about the way Paddington was behaving. It wasn’t just the guilty expression on his face, or the fact that he’d arrived back in the concert hall only seconds before the end of the programme; the two might well have gone together. It wasn’t even the patches of white stuff — rather like flour — all over his duffle coat. It was almost as if something was missing, but for the life of him he couldn’t think what it could be.


  Then there was the question of the meal. Mr Gruber would have bet anything that Paddington would have chosen the same as everyone else, but in the event he’d stuck out very firmly for steak and kidney pie.
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  “Aren’t you going to make a start, Mr Brown?” he asked. “You don’t want to let it get cold.”


  “I’d really like to see how you get on first, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington politely.


  Mr Gruber hesitated. After making so much of the Beef Wellington he felt rather bad about complaining, but it really was giving off a very strange odour. Rubbery almost. Also, although the knife looked extremely sharp, he was finding it difficult, if not impossible to cut beyond the pastry covering.


  Jonathan and Judy exchanged glances. The same thought was passing through both their minds, but before they had a chance to say anything there was a commotion at a nearby table as a man threw down his cutlery and jumped to his feet.


  “I demand to see Lord Luckham!” he exclaimed. “This meat is as tough as old boots. I’ve never tasted anything like it.”


  “Old boots!” exclaimed Paddington hotly, as he jumped to his feet. “They’re not old. They’re my best Wellingtons. I wore them specially for the occasion and I only cleaned them last night.”


  Jonathan took a quick look down at Paddington’s feet and as he did so his jaw dropped. “Crikey!” he groaned, as a tall distinguished-looking man hurried across the Great Hall towards them. “Here we go again!”


  If it took the combined efforts of Mr Gruber, Jonathan and Judy some while to explain to Lord Luckham and the other diners the whys and wherefores of how Paddington’s Wellington boots came to be inside their pastry, it took them even longer to explain to Paddington why they shouldn’t have been there in the first place. He looked most aggrieved about the whole idea of calling something by the wrong name. It was very confusing.


  In the end it was Lord Luckham himself who came to the rescue. He announced that not only would anything else his guests like to order be ‘on the house’ that evening, but that he would be inviting all those present to a special Gala evening just as soon as it could be arranged.


  “I shall personally supervise the making of our famous Beef Wellington,” he boomed, amid general applause, “and I shall serve it with some of my own Béarnaise sauce into the bargain.”


  “To tell you the truth,” he said later that evening, when Mr Gruber thanked him for his generous action, “I happen to know there’s a certain person from a well-known newspaper here tonight, and I don’t doubt we shall be reading all about it in tomorrow’s editions.


  “We at Luckham House can always do with publicity,” he added, as he shook Paddington by the paw. “If you have any other ideas we shall be pleased to hear about them. I’m sure you’ll agree it will be a very sad day if we ever have to give up what we are doing.”


  Paddington joined in the general agreement at this last remark. One way and another, despite all that had gone wrong, he’d enjoyed his visit to a Stately Home. Now he was looking forward to going back to the comfort of his own bed at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens.


  “It was very kind of Lord Luckham to invite us back,” said Judy, as they waved goodbye and made their way back down the long drive.


  “Very kind,” agreed Mr Gruber. “You’ll be able to see what a real Beef Wellington tastes like, Mr Brown. Will you like that?”


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. “I think so, Mr Gruber,” he announced at last. “But if you don’t mind I won’t have any ‘Bear’s-nose’ sauce with mine. I don’t think that sounds very nice at all.”
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  Mrs Brown paused at her washing for a moment and then heaved a deep sigh as she glanced out of the kitchen window. “I wonder who thought up the idea for ‘bob-a-job’ week in the first place?” she said.


  Mrs Bird gave a snort as she joined Mrs Brown at the window and directed her gaze towards the bottom of the garden, where a small figure in blue was struggling beneath a heavily-laden clothes line. “Whoever it was they couldn’t have had bears in mind,” she replied. “If they’d known Paddington was going to lend a paw they would have had second thoughts. I feel quite worn out with it all.


  “It isn’t that I want to discourage him,” she continued, averting her eyes as something white fluttered to the ground, “but I sometimes think it would be cheaper and quicker in the long run to pay twice as much not to have things done.”


  The Browns’ housekeeper spoke with feeling, for Paddington’s involvement with ‘bob-a-job’ week was a sore subject in the household.


  It had all started a few days before when he’d come across an item in the local paper about the Scouts. According to the article, the local group were visiting houses in the neighbourhood all that week offering their services for the sum of fifty pence a go. No job, it said, would be too big or too small, and at the end of the week they planned to hold a jamboree in the Town Hall in aid of charity.


  Although Paddington had never actually been in the Scouts, or even the Cubs for that matter, the thought of making himself useful and being paid for it at the same time struck him as a very good idea indeed, and with the week already half over he lost no time in getting down to work.


  Jonathan gave him an old tent which had been cleared out of the garage at the same time as the hammock, and Paddington had erected it on the lawn so that he could use it as his headquarters.


  The article had ended by saying that after each visit the Scouts would leave a special sticker with a tick printed on it which the occupant of the house could display to show that the job had been satisfactorily completed.


  It was the decision to make his own stickers that had been the start of Paddington’s undoing. He wasn’t the sort of bear who believed in doing things by halves, and he’d sat up in bed quite late the first night carefully transferring his paw print from an ink pad on to some labels Mrs Bird had given him from her jam-making kit. But in the event he hadn’t been careful enough. By the time he went to turn out the light he found to his dismay that his sheets looked as if they’d been the subject of a none-too-successful ‘bob-a-job’ week themselves. They were covered from top to bottom with paw prints, and not for the first time Paddington wished he’d picked on a less unusual mark to show that things were genuinely his, for there was no disguising who was to blame.


  It was a bad start. He felt he couldn’t actually charge anything for washing the sheets, even though it took the best part of a day and innumerable goes with a scrubbing brush and soap to get them clean again.


  The fact that all the washing had left his paws clean for making the custard the following evening didn’t help things as much as he’d hoped either. Paddington liked making custard and normally he was very good at it, but for once everything seemed to go wrong. He wasn’t sure if it was because he was worn out after all his hard work, or whether it simply wasn’t his day, but as things turned out he made far too much and it all boiled over, landing on Mrs Bird’s clean laundry and ruining the saucepan into the bargain at the same time; all of which had taken several more hours to put right.


  [image: ]


  The truth was that despite all his hard work the front window of the Browns’ house was still sadly lacking in stickers, and he hadn’t a single penny, let alone any bobs, to show for it.


  Even the simple act of putting the clothes out to dry seemed to have problems, for Mrs Bird’s expanding clothes line had been stretched beyond its limits and a good deal of the washing was already gathering fresh dirt as it trailed on the ground.


  All in all, Paddington felt he’d done enough jobs to last a lifetime, and with dark hints from Mrs Bird that she expected to see her washing as she’d left it, the chances of progressing beyond number thirty-two Windsor Gardens seemed very remote indeed.


  The more Paddington considered the matter the more gloomy his prospects appeared to be; in fact he was so deep in thought it was some while before he realized with a start that someone was calling his name.


  Emerging from behind a large sheet, he removed a pillowcase from his head only to discover to his dismay that the voice belonged to Mr Curry.


  Paddington had kept well clear of the Browns’ neighbour ever since the episode with the hammock; in fact if he’d been asked to name all the people he least wanted to talk to, Mr Curry would have been very high on the list indeed, and for a moment he toyed with the idea of putting the pillowcase over his head again, but it was too late.


  However, for once the Browns’ neighbour seemed in an unusually friendly mood.


  “Glad to see you’re busy, bear,” he called, as he peered over the top of the fence. “Idle paws make for mischief — that’s what I always say.”


  “Oh, my paws haven’t been idle for a long time, Mr Curry,” said Paddington earnestly. “I’m doing ‘bob-a-job’ week and it’s keeping me very busy.”


  “‘Bob-a-job’ week?” Mr Curry rubbed his hands together with invisible soap. “That’s a coincidence. I hope you’re putting the money to a good cause. Not frittering it away.”


  “Oh yes, Mr Curry,” said Paddington. “I’m sending it all to the Home for Retired Bears in Lima. That is, if I get any,” he added sadly.


  “Hmm,” Mr Curry cleared his throat. “Er … talking of ‘bob-a-job’ week, I was wondering if you would care to do me a favour, bear?” He bent down for a moment in order to undo a parcel he’d been carrying and then reappeared holding a frilly white object. “I have a dress shirt which needs seeing to. I was just going to take it to the cleaners but I need it this evening and they always charge extra if you want things back in a hurry. I wonder if you have any spare room on your line?”


  “Why, yes, Mr Curry.” Paddington looked most relieved as he hurried forward to take the shirt. “I’d be very pleased.”


  “Now, take care of it, bear!” barked Mr Curry, some of his more normal bad-temper coming to the fore. “It’s a very expensive shirt and it’s meant for special occasions. No dropping it in the mud, mind.”


  The Browns’ neighbour looked around carefully and then lowered his voice. “As a matter of fact I’m going to the jamboree tonight. There’s a fancy-dress parade and I’m going as Beau Brummell, the famous dandy.”


  Paddington’s eyes grew larger and larger as he listened to Mr Curry. He’d never pictured the Browns’ neighbour joining in any sort of parade, let alone a fancy-dress one as a Brummell.


  “I hope your bows stay in place, Mr Curry,” he exclaimed as he eyed the shirt.


  Mr Curry glared at him suspiciously. “Are you making fun of me, bear?” he barked.


  “Oh, no, Mr Curry,” said Paddington, “there’s no need for anyone else to do that. I mean…” He broke off as Mr Curry’s face started to change colour.


  “I’ll have you know, bear,” he growled, “this is a very important event. There’s a prize for the most original costume, so make sure you take good care of it. There are a lot of frills and I don’t want any of them damaged otherwise it will be difficult to iron.”


  “Bears are good at frills, Mr Curry,” exclaimed Paddington, anxious to make amends. “If you like,” he added recklessly, “I’ll do a ‘bob-a-job’ for you and iron it when I do the rest of the laundry.”


  Mr Curry stared at him. “Do you mean to say Mrs Bird’s allowing you to iron her laundry?” he exclaimed.


  “Well,” said Paddington truthfully, “it isn’t so much that she’s letting me, she says I must do it … after I’ve finished the mending.”


  Mr Curry began to look more and more impressed, for Mrs Bird’s reputation as a housekeeper was second to none in the neighbourhood. He gave another surreptitious glance in the direction of the Browns’ house and then beckoned Paddington to come closer.


  “If you like, bear,” he said, lowering his voice so that no one else could overhear, “you can do it all in my house.”


  Mr Curry licked his finger and then held it up in the air. “My shirt won’t take long to dry in this breeze,” he continued. “While you’re finishing off some of your other jobs I’ll set everything up for you so that it will be ready. There are one or two small holes which need darning. I was going to have them invisibly mended but if you use a mushroom you shouldn’t find it too difficult.”


  “A mushroom, Mr Curry?” repeated Paddington in surprise.


  Mr Curry looked at him suspiciously. “I trust you know what you’re doing, bear?” he barked. “Everyone knows you need a mushroom when you’re doing the mending.”


  “Oh, yes, Mr Curry,” said Paddington hastily, as he caught sight of the gathering storm clouds on the face of the Browns’ neighbour. “I’ll get one from Mrs Bird. I know where she keeps them.”


  “Hmm.” Mr Curry gave him another searching look and then carried on with his instructions about the various tasks he wanted done.


  “I shall be out for the remainder of the afternoon,” he said. “I have to see about the rest of my costume and I’m not sure how long it will take, but you can lay my shirt out ready for me to change into when I get back. In fact,” he continued, “I have an even better idea. When you’ve finished you can take it straight to the Town Hall for me. I can change there and it’ll save me coming back home again.”


  While Mr Curry’s voice droned on Paddington considered the matter. He was usually very wary about doing any odd jobs for the Browns’ neighbour, especially ones which actually took place inside his house, but for once he couldn’t see anything against the idea. In fact the more he thought about it the better it seemed, for his present run of luck at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens had been so bad it couldn’t possibly get any worse.


  Having reached the end of his instructions Mr Curry paused in order to open up the gap in his fence. “If you make a good job of things,” he said, “I may add a little something to your collection later.”


  “Thank you very much, Mr Curry,” said Paddington gratefully.


  He cast a doubtful glance up the garden towards the Browns’ kitchen as he clambered through the hole, but to his relief there was no one to be seen, and a moment later the board slipped back into place behind him.


  Although he had almost convinced himself of the wisdom of his actions, Paddington had a nasty feeling that neither Mrs Brown nor Mrs Bird would entirely share his views.


  Fortunately for their peace of mind, however, they were both much too busy with their cleaning to notice any of the comings and goings outside.


  It wasn’t until much later that same afternoon that Mrs Bird suddenly paused in the middle of her household chores and looked out of the dining-room window with an air of surprise.


  “That’s funny,” she said. “All the washing’s gone. It was there a few minutes ago.”


  “Perhaps Paddington’s taken it somewhere,” said Mrs Brown vaguely. “I saw him go past the window with a large pile just now.” She frowned. “I wish he’d do one thing at a time. It was cooking just now — at least, I think it was. He was poking about in the vegetable basket looking for something.”


  A worried expression came over Mrs Bird’s face, for she was suddenly reminded of the fact that Paddington had also been searching for a needle and thread at one point. “I do hope he didn’t take my lecture to heart this morning,” she said. “I know I told him I expected to see the washing how I’d left it, but I didn’t really mean him to go to all that trouble. Where can he have gone with it?”


  Despite her stern exterior, the Browns’ housekeeper was a kindly soul at heart, and she began to look even more unhappy at the thought of Paddington taking her remarks amiss.


  All the same, unhappy though Mrs Bird looked, it was safe to say she would have looked even more disturbed had she been able to see the object of her thoughts at that particular moment.


  For Paddington was in Mr Curry’s kitchen. Not only that, but he was in a mess. Far from things being better with a change of scene, they had become ten times worse than he could possibly have imagined in his wildest dreams.


  He stared mournfully at Mr Curry’s ironing board. Or rather, to be strictly accurate, he directed his gaze towards a tightly compressed bundle of brown and white material which was lying in the middle, and from which rose a steady stream of dense, black smoke.


  Picking up a wooden spoon which was lying nearby, he gingerly poked what was left of Mr Curry’s shirt and then stepped back hastily as another, even larger cloud rose from the smouldering embers.


  Paddington sniffed the air unhappily. It was a strange smell; a mixture of steam, burnt cloth and rotting vegetation. Worse still, it showed no signs of wanting to go away. Despite several goes with an air freshener and opening the kitchen window to its widest extent, it continued to lie like some heavy jungle mist over the ironing board.


  But it wasn’t so much the smell that caused Paddington’s woebegone look, it was the thought of how he was going to get out of his present difficulties.


  Mr Curry’s shirt had started life as one of the collar-attached variety; now there was little if anything attached to it at all. The collar itself hung by a thread, rather as if it had been sewn on by an absent-minded tailor just before closing time.


  Had he been asked to explain what had gone wrong, Paddington would have been hard put to sort matters out in his own mind let alone put them into words.


  The first big setback had been the iron. Although he’d often watched Mrs Bird with her laundry he’d never actually done any ironing before, and it had all turned out much harder than he had expected. Mrs Bird had an electric steam iron which positively glided over her laundry, hardly ever leaving the slightest trace of a singe, let alone any burn mark. Mr Curry’s iron, on the other hand, had to be heated first on the gas stove, and before he went out he demonstrated how to test it in order to make certain it was hot enough to use.


  “The old-fashioned ways are the best, bear!” he barked, and taking a mouthful of water he picked up the iron and blew spray all over the bottom, causing spluttering globules of water to bound off in all directions. “That’s something my mother taught me.”
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  Paddington had been so surprised at the thought of Mr Curry having a mother he hadn’t really concentrated on the rest of the lecture. As a result he missed what, if anything, the Browns’ neighbour had to say on the subject of testing irons to make sure they weren’t too hot.


  In the event, either bears’ spray was different to Mr Curry’s or he should have stuck to water instead of cocoa, for having made the iron extra specially hot in the hope of getting it right first time, Paddington found to his horror that it seemed intent on setting fire to anything and everything that happened to come within range.


  Nothing was sacred; the cloth top on the ironing board; the plastic cover on the kitchen table; the linoleum; even the heat-proof stand had gone a funny colour.


  In the end, with the safety of his whiskers very much in mind, he’d been forced to let go of the iron, as bad luck would have it, right on top of Mr Curry’s shirt. It was then, as a strange sizzling noise filled the air, that he suddenly remembered he’d left a mushroom up one of the sleeves by mistake, and it was this that was giving off most of the smell.


  He had been a bit doubtful about the mushroom right from the start, but Mr Curry had been most insistent that it was the only proper way to mend things. Paddington found that having paws made sewing a bit difficult at the best of times, and either Mrs Bird’s mushrooms were extra soft or Mr Curry was used to particularly hard ones, for he’d got through a whole pound in no time at all.


  Paddington clambered on to Mr Curry’s kitchen stool and stared unhappily at the result of his labours.


  Apart from the telltale mushroom stains, it would have taken a very short-sighted person indeed not to have spotted where the mending had taken place. Far from being invisible, it looked more like a relief map of the Himalayas.


  The only good thing about it as far as he could see were the creases, which were certainly nice and sharp. Mr Curry had mentioned his creases quite a few times, and he certainly wouldn’t have had any cause to complain about the lack of them, for his shirt had the appearance of a squashed concertina. Unfortunately, though, that was where the resemblance ended, for when Paddington tried pulling it apart it made a most unmusical sound and several bits came away in his paw.


  A hurried search through the kitchen drawers yielded a few well-worn dusters and a pile of old rags, but nothing remotely suitable for use as patches.


  It was as he was gazing out of the window in search of inspiration that a faint gleam of hope suddenly appeared in Paddington’s eyes. In the past he’d often found that some of his best ideas came at the very moment when things looked their blackest — almost as if they were intended, and although the present one was but a tiny flicker at the end of a very long tunnel, things were too desperate for it to be ignored.


  A moment later there was a click from the back door as it shut behind him and for the second time that day the boards in Mr Curry’s fence parted and a familiar-looking hat followed by some equally familiar-looking whiskers appeared in the gap.


  Paddington was about to put one of his plans into action and with the sun already sinking below the rooftops there was no time to be lost.


  


  The Browns paused at the entrance to the Town Hall ballroom and braced themselves as they prepared to join the milling mass of people inside.


  Mrs Brown glanced anxiously over her shoulder. “Come along, Paddington,” she called. “Keep with us, or you’ll get lost.”


  “If he does we shall find him soon enough,” said Mr Brown gloomily. “Anyone can see who it is a mile away. I know it’s a fancy-dress parade but does he have to wear dark glasses and a beard?”


  “I don’t think he’s actually going in for anything, Henry,” said Mrs Brown vaguely. “He’s just … well, he’s just wearing them. I expect he’s got his reasons.”


  “That,” said Mr Brown, “is what I’m afraid of.”


  Mrs Brown lapsed into silence and exchanged anxious glances with the rest of the family. There was really no answer to Mr Brown’s question. At least, none that sprang readily to mind.


  The fact of the matter was, Paddington had been behaving very strangely all evening. On his return from wherever he’d been he had a quick bath without being asked, which was most unusual, and then he’d retired to his room armed with his disguise outfit. He’d stayed there with the curtains tightly drawn until it was time for supper, and when he’d finally emerged from his room wearing his beard and dark glasses, his hat had been pulled down very tightly over his face indeed.
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  “He hardly touched his shepherd’s pie,” remarked Mrs Brown. “That’s always a bad sign.”


  “He’ll touch it soon enough when he’s hungry,” said Mrs Bird darkly.


  The Browns’ housekeeper had her suspicions on the subject of Paddington’s desire not to be recognised, but before she had a chance to say any more their attention was caught by a sudden commotion from the far side of the room.


  “Mercy me!” she cried, as a strange, white, billowing object clambered on to the stage. “Whatever is it?”


  But like Mr Brown before her, the Browns’ housekeeper posed her question in vain, for the apparition was such a mixture of frills and bows and tapes and seemingly miles of cloth entangled with long pieces of cord, it beggared description.


  It was so peculiar that even the Master of Ceremonies was momentarily at a loss for words, and it wasn’t until he reached forward and poked his microphone through a flap in the front of the material that the awful truth suddenly dawned on the Browns.


  “What a good idea coming as a tent,” said the Master of Ceremonies, silencing the applause with a wave of his other hand. “What gave you the idea?”


  “Tent?” came a muffled, but all-too-familiar voice. “Tent? How dare you! I’ll give you tent!”


  The red face of Mr Curry emerged from the folds and glared towards the audience. “Bear!” he bellowed. “Are you in the hall, bear? If you are, come up here at once. I’ll teach you to mend my best shirt with a tent! I’ll … I’ll…”


  The Master of Ceremonies looked slightly put out as he jumped back in alarm and found he’d entangled his microphone lead with what seemed to be a lot of guy ropes. “I only wanted to congratulate you on winning first prize,” he said. “There’s no need to be like that.”


  “What’s that?” It was Mr Curry’s turn to be taken aback. “Did you say first prize?”


  “That’s right.” The Master of Ceremonies recovered his composure. “Yours is one of the most original entries I’ve seen for a long time. But as it now appears to have been a joint effort I think we shall have to split the prize down the middle.”


  “I’m having my joint split down the middle!” exclaimed a voice behind the Browns. They turned just in time to see Paddington coming out from beneath a table where he had been hiding. He was looking most upset.


  “No, dear,” said Mrs Brown hastily. “You haven’t actually won a joint. Mr Curry’s won some money and the man in charge has very kindly suggested he shares it with you.”


  “If I were you I’d go up and get your half while you’ve got the chance,” broke in Jonathan. “You may never see it otherwise.”


  Paddington needed no second bidding, and he hurried up to the platform as fast as his legs would carry him.


  “I’m sorry about the guy ropes, Mr Curry,” he called, as he positioned himself as far away from the Browns’ neighbour as possible. “I’m afraid I left them on by mistake.”


  “Er, yes,” said the Master of Ceremonies. “Quite. Now,” he pointed the microphone towards Paddington, “tell me, what do you plan to do with your half of the money?”


  Paddington raised his hat politely. “I’m giving it to the Home for Retired Bears in Lima,” he announced. “That’s what I was collecting it for in the first place.”


  “What a nice idea,” said the M.C. over the applause. “But won’t you be keeping any for yourself?”


  Paddington removed his beard while he considered the matter. What with one thing and another he’d had a very hard week doing his jobs and until now there had been absolutely nothing to show for it.


  “I think,” he announced at last, “I may keep Mr Curry’s bob.”


  The Browns’ neighbour stared at him in astonishment. “My what?” he gasped.


  Paddington hastily put his beard back on and took a deep breath before replying. “Your bob, Mr Curry,” he said. “The one you promised me for doing your ironing.”


  If Mr Curry’s face had been like thunder before, it grew positively purple with rage as Paddington’s words sank in. For a second or two he looked as if he was about to stomp off the stage. Then he hesitated as a loud shout of “Give him the money” rang out. Paddington was a well-known figure in the Portobello Market and over the years he’d gained a good many friends among the street traders, quite a few of whom were present and only too happy to take up the cry.


  “Quite right, too,” said Mrs Bird, trying to keep the note of pleasure from her voice as with a great deal of ill grace Mr Curry began feeling inside his shirt. “I’m not given to betting, but if I had to put a shirt on anyone’s back it would be Paddington’s rather than Mr Curry’s. One way and another bears do have a habit of coming out on top in the end — I’m very pleased to say.”
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  “Eight pounds ninety-nine pence!” exclaimed Paddington. “Just to say ‘Congratulations’!” He grabbed the edge of the Post Office counter as he nearly fell backwards off his suitcase with surprise. “But it’s only one word!”


  The lady behind the window gave a superior sniff. “You don’t get something for nothing in this world,” she said severely. “Especially when it comes to sending telegrams.”


  Paddington gazed up at her, adding one of his special hard stares for good measure. As far as he was concerned he felt so aggrieved he would have liked nothing better than to send the Post Office a telegram congratulating them on being able to charge so much, but he thought better of it, for it sounded a very expensive way of complaining.


  “Anyway,” said the lady, wilting slightly under his unblinking gaze, “it isn’t only one word — it’s seventeen. There’s the address as well, you know.”


  She put on her superior face again as she pushed Paddington’s piece of paper across the counter and jabbed at it with a pencil. “Talking of which, I rather feel we have a few unnecessary words here, don’t you? “‘MR HENRY BROWN’,” she read, “‘NUMBER THIRTY–TWO WINDSOR GARDENS, LONDON, ENGLAND, EUROPE, THE WORLD, THE UNIVERSE. CONGRATULATIONS. PADDINGTON’.”


  Paddington gave the lady an even harder stare. “We wanted to make sure it got there,” he said firmly, and taking the piece of paper from under the grille he opened his suitcase, placed it in the secret compartment and, after raising his hat politely, left the building.


  Paddington had never sent a telegram before and as far as he was concerned he wasn’t likely to in the future either — not even if the Post Office paid him to do so.


  All of which, however, didn’t go very far towards solving his immediate problem; in fact it only made it worse.


  It had to do with the fact that Mr Brown’s birthday was looming up, and for one reason and another he hadn’t done a thing about it. Apart from anything else, Mr Brown wasn’t very easy to buy presents for — especially if you didn’t have much pocket money.


  Although he was much too polite to mention the matter, Paddington hadn’t had a rise in his pocket money ever since he’d first gone to live with the Browns. Luckily, extras in the way of Christmas and birthday presents helped matters along, not to mention the odd sums he earned from time to time. But the years had seen a steady increase in the price of buns, and although he never really wanted for anything, it wasn’t always easy to make both ends meet.


  However, in the circumstances, it hardly seemed the right moment to bring the matter up, so he’d been driven to trying to think of unusual but cheap ways of wishing Mr Brown a Happy Birthday.


  He’d already made a special card, and the idea of sending a Greetings telegram as well had come to him one morning when he’d seen an advertisement on a hoarding in the market. According to the advertisement it was a very inexpensive way of making people feel happy, and at the time it had seemed like a very good idea indeed; now, his hopes had received a severe setback.


  Paddington decided to consult his friend Mr Gruber on the subject. Mr Gruber was good at solving life’s problems, and even if he didn’t come up with an answer straight away he had a happy knack of making things seem better than they were at first sight.


  Having directed another hard stare at the outside of the Post Office, he set off in the direction of the market, his duffle coat hood pulled well up over the top of his hat in order to keep out the chill morning air.


  In the space of a few days a change had come over the weather and autumn had given way to winter with a vengeance; so much so that Paddington rather wished he’d plucked up courage to tell Mrs Bird that he’d used his best Wellingtons during his cooking exploits at Luckham House.


  His old ones had long since seen better days, and the first flakes of the winter snow were already seeping through some gaps in the bottom, making the fur round his toes quite soggy.


  It was while he was sheltering in a doorway not far from the Portobello Road, nibbling a much-needed sandwich before completing the remainder of his journey, that Paddington’s eye suddenly alighted on a notice pinned to the door itself.


  It said, quite simply: MR ROMNEY MARSH, R.A. LIFE CLASSES. PORTRAIT PAINTING A SPECIALITY. MODEL WANTED — URGENTLY. TOP RATES PAID.


  It didn’t take Paddington long to make up his mind. It seemed too good an opportunity to miss, and a moment later found him hurrying up the stairs as fast as his legs would carry him.


  Mr Marsh’s studio was at the top of the building, and as Paddington knocked on the door and entered he gazed around with interest. Apart from the walls it was not unlike being inside an enormous greenhouse, for almost the entire roof area was glassed in. In the centre of the room there was a platform with a small table on which stood a bowl of fruit, while to one side there was an unlit coke stove around which sat a small group of people with easels.


  It was yet another reminder to Paddington of his visit to Luckham House, for it wasn’t unlike the scene from the opera he’d listened to, although from the way some of the students were holding their brushes their hands weren’t simply frozen with cold, they were totally without feeling.


  Mr Marsh himself was obviously made of sterner stuff, for unlike his students, who were all wearing overcoats, he was clad quite simply in a large flowing smock which billowed out behind him as he caught sight of Paddington and crossed the room to bid him welcome.
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  “My dear sir,” he announced. “Welcome to our little gathering. Have you come to enrol?”


  Paddington raised his hat politely as he shook Mr Marsh’s outstretched hand with his other paw. “No, thank you,” he announced. “I’ve just had a marmalade sandwich.”


  “Oh! Oh, dear me!” Mr Marsh gave a nervous giggle. “In that case … er … what can we do for you?”


  “I’d like to be a model if I may,” said Paddington.


  “A model what?” said a gloomy voice from somewhere among the students.


  “Silence!” Mr Marsh raised his hand imperiously as he joined Paddington in giving the group a hard stare. “This is not a laughing matter. Stop that tittering at once.”


  He whirled back to address Paddington. “You couldn’t have come at a more opportune moment,” he exclaimed, as he led Paddington towards the platform. “Between you and me,” he whispered, “we’re getting a little tired of painting fruit. Besides, it’s so expensive at this time of the year and you only have to turn your back for a moment and you find someone’s eaten it.”


  He placed Paddington in the centre of the platform alongside the table and then stood back, holding his brush at arm’s length and eyeing it through half-closed eyes in order to size up the situation.


  “Let me tell you,” he said, turning to his class, “that anyone who captures those whiskers in oils will have their work cut out.”


  “Capture my whiskers in oils!” exclaimed Paddington. “But they’re not even loose.”


  “We shall need our burnt umber,” continued Romney Marsh, ignoring the interruption, “with perhaps a touch of orange madder here and there. Some of the stains are really quite remarkable in their depth of colour.” He stroked his beard thoughtfully. “Black for the nose, obviously … and the mouth. I would suggest forest green for the tongue…”


  “Forest green!” cried Paddington in alarm. He peered at his reflection in a nearby full-length mirror and then his face cleared. “That’s not my real tongue,” he said thankfully. “I expect it’s where I licked the end of my pen when I tried to send a telegram this morning.”


  “Er … yes … quite!” Mr Marsh came back down to earth with a bump as he realized Paddington was talking to him. “Now, would you mind removing your duffle coat, please? After all, this is supposed to be a life class. Perhaps you could pretend you’re sunbathing on the beach or something?” he added brightly.


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. All in all, he had quite a good imagination when he put his mind to it, but as he gazed round the unheated studio, try as he might he couldn’t even begin to picture the kind of scene Mr Marsh obviously had in mind; and he certainly had no intention of taking off his duffle coat.


  “Bears don’t do sunbathing,” he said firmly. “They do shade bathing instead. I think I’ll keep it on if you don’t mind.”


  Romney Marsh clucked impatiently. “I suppose we mustn’t look a gift horse in the mouth,” he said. “One has to take what one can get these days, but really!


  “We’ll just have to pretend you’re some kind of statue.” He eyed Paddington’s old Wellingtons doubtfully as he began arranging him in a suitable pose. “Some of you may have trouble with the legs. It’s hard to tell where they begin let alone where they end up. Still,” he gave a sigh, “life is nothing without a challenge.


  “Now,” he continued, addressing Paddington as he stood back in order to view his handiwork, “whatever you do — don’t move. I want you to keep absolutely still.”


  Paddington did as he was told and for the next few minutes, apart from some movement in the class itself as the members took up new positions in order to get the best view of their latest subject, all was quiet.


  To start with Paddington felt quite pleased with his new occupation. Although he had often heard Mrs Bird grumble about the way some people seemed to get paid for nothing, he’d never heard of anyone being paid to stand absolutely still while they did it, and it seemed very good value indeed.


  But gradually, as time went by, he began to wish more and more that he’d taken up Mr Marsh’s first suggestion and pretended he was sunbathing. Practically any kind of pose would have been better than the one he’d finally ended up with, but making believe he was lying on a beach enjoying the sunshine sounded nicest of all in the circumstances. As it was he felt more like a ballet dancer who’d got a bad attack of cramp while trying to execute a particularly difficult movement. The only time he could remember feeling quite so uncomfortable was when he’d been caught unawares in a waxworks museum, and that had only lasted a matter of minutes, whereas Mr Marsh’s class showed every sign of going on for ever. From the little he could see out of the corner of his eye most of them were still busy with their charcoals making preliminary sketches, and even Romney Marsh himself had only just started on his burnt umber.


  To make matters worse, a fly was beginning to take more than a passing interest in him. Paddington had often wondered where flies went in the winter time, now he knew. It circled round him several times trying to make up its mind, and then, unable to resist the attraction of some marmalade which had accidentally got left on his whiskers, it landed on the end of his nose.


  Paddington could stand it no longer. Taking advantage of a moment when everyone seemed to have their heads bent over their easels, he lowered one paw, brushed his whiskers clean and gave a swipe at the offending fly at the same time. Then he tried to resume his former position.


  But if Paddington thought his movement would go unnoticed he was doomed to disappointment. The howl of protest which went up from the class couldn’t have been any louder if he’d gone out for a walk, done his shopping in the market, and then returned after a hearty lunch.


  “That takes the biscuit!” exclaimed a student bitterly, pointing to his canvas. “I’d just got the folds in his duffle coat right — now look at it!”


  “His whiskers are pointing a different way, too,” said another voice. “And some of them have changed colour. They were all orange to begin with.”
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  Romney Marsh’s beard quivered with indignation. “It’s too bad,” he said. “One pound an hour I’m paying, and look what happens…”


  “One pound an hour!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “But your card said you pay top rates.”


  “That,” said Mr Marsh, drawing himself up to his full height, “is for professional models. We don’t give it to every Tom, Dick or bear who happens to drop in on the offchance. Anyway,” he added, “if you come every day for a week until the pictures are finished it’ll soon add up.”


  “Every day for a week!” Paddington stared at Romney Marsh as if he could hardly believe his eyes let alone his ears. It had been a bad enough experience until then, but the thought of it carrying on for another four days was hard to contemplate, and he decided to take matters into his own paws without further ado.


  But as he tried to bend down to pick up his bag Paddington made yet another discovery. Standing for a long time was one thing; trying to move off again afterwards was another matter again. What with the cold of the studio and the lack of circulation, his legs positively refused to co-operate. As he began to topple he clutched wildly at the nearest available object, and for a second or two it held him. Then it began to slide and a moment later everything in the room seemed to turn upside down and round about as he fell to the floor, with first the bowl of fruit, then the table on top of him.


  For a while Paddington lay where he was with his eyes tightly shut, hardly daring to breathe, and then gradually he became aware of voices as everybody crowded round to give assistance.


  “Perhaps you’d better give him the kiss of life?” suggested one of the students.


  Mr Marsh eyed the recumbent form distastefully as he removed the table. Although Paddington had managed to wipe most of the marmalade from his whiskers, there were still a few traces, and these had now been added to by a number of squashed grapes and the remains of a pear.


  “I’m afraid I’m not very good at first aid,” he said hastily. “I think perhaps I’d better have some volunteers.


  “All right,” he said crossly, when no one moved. “One volunteer. Surely there’s someone who knows about these things.”


  But Romney Marsh needn’t have bothered. Paddington wiggled himself several times to make sure he was still working, and having decided he was in one piece after all, he jumped to his feet and made off down the stairs as fast as he could go.


  His legs might not have been in peak condition, but they were still capable of a good turn of speed, and they didn’t stop until he arrived outside Mr Gruber’s and there they propelled him, still panting, on to the horsehair sofa inside the shop.


  If Mr Gruber was surprised by the sudden arrival of his friend he showed no sign, and while Paddington got his breath back and began relating the story of the morning’s events, he busied himself on the small stove he kept at the back of the shop, making the cocoa for their elevenses.


  “I daresay you could do with this, Mr Brown,” he said a bit later, when he arrived carrying two steaming mugs and set them down on the table in front of the sofa. “I know Mr Marsh’s studio of old and it’s one of the coldest spots in the Portobello Road.


  “I must say,” he continued, as he sat down alongside his friend, “making both ends meet can be a bit of a problem at times — especially if you don’t get your sums right.”


  “Oh, I’m always very careful with my accounts, Mr Gruber,” said Paddington. “I do them every night before I go to bed.”


  “I daresay,” said Mr Gruber, “and I’m sure you’re very good at it, Mr Brown. But then, it’s like saying ‘how long is a piece of string?’ or ‘what do two and two make?’. The answer is ‘it all depends’. You can prove almost anything by mathematics.”


  Mr Gruber stirred his cocoa thoughtfully. “Your story reminds me of an old music-hall joke in which it’s proved that a man can work for three hundred and sixty-five days in a year and yet, with holidays and weekends, work no time at all. It’s so long ago since I saw it I’ve forgotten the details, but in much the same way I could prove to you that you are actually better off now by three pounds ninety-nine pence than when you set out this morning.


  “The fact is, Mr Brown,” he continued, “if you had worked as a model at Mr Marsh’s studio for an hour a day at one pound an hour, in one week you would have earned five pounds, but you didn’t, so you are five pounds worse off, right?”


  Paddington nodded his agreement from behind a cloud of cocoa steam.


  “On the other hand, if you had sent Mr Brown his telegram it would have cost you eight pounds ninety-nine pence, but you didn’t, so you are eight pounds ninety-nine pence better off, right?”


  Paddington thought the matter over and then nodded his agreement yet again.


  “In that case,” said Mr Gruber, “even if you take away the five pounds you are still three pounds ninety-nine pence better off.” He reached over and held up a bun to Paddington with one hand while tapping his open duffle coat pocket with the other. “To prove I’m right, Mr Brown,” he said with a twinkle in his eye, “try feeling in there.”


  Paddington did as his friend suggested and then nearly dropped his cocoa with astonishment as his paw touched some coins. They certainly hadn’t been there that morning, and yet when he took them out and counted them they came to exactly three pounds ninety-nine pence. It was all most mysterious.


  Mr Gruber chuckled when he saw the look on Paddington’s face. “Sometimes mathematics has to do with conjuring as well,” he said.


  “Perhaps I could send Mr Brown a very short telegram?” exclaimed Paddington excitedly.


  Mr Gruber shook his head. “If I were you I would keep it, Mr Brown,” he said. “Besides, I have a much better idea. One which I’m sure will be appreciated even more. It has to do with something I came across years ago when I was in America, and if you like I will tell you all about it. “


  


  “Cats!” exclaimed Mr Brown bitterly. “Why is it they always wait until you’re fast asleep before they make a din?” He switched on the bedside light and focused his eyes on the alarm clock. “One minute past twelve! Anyone would think they’ve been waiting for midnight. Right outside our front door, too!”


  Mrs Brown sat up rubbing her eyes. “Where are you going, Henry?” she called.


  Mr Brown paused at the bedroom door. “To fetch a jug of cold water,” he said grimly. “It happens to be my birthday today and I want to make the most of it.”


  “Just listen!” he exclaimed, as he came back into the room. “Have you ever heard anything like it?”


  Mrs Brown hesitated. Now that it had been mentioned there was something vaguely familiar about the noise outside. It had a kind of rhythm to it, a beginning and an end, which reminded her of something.


  “Careful, Henry,” she called, as Mr Brown started to open the window. “I don’t think that’s a cat. I think it’s someone singing.”


  “Singing?” echoed Mr Brown. “Singing? I’ll give them singing if I catch them. Don’t tell me it’s carol singers already. I know they get earlier and earlier each year, but this is ridiculous.”


  Mrs Brown gave a sigh as her husband’s voice disappeared down the stairs. Then she got out of bed, put on her dressing gown, and joined the rest of the family on the landing as they too appeared, wakened by all the noise.


  Paddington looked most upset when Mr Brown flung open the front door and he heard what he’d been mistaken for.


  “I’m not a cat, Mr Brown,” he exclaimed. “I’m a singing telegram boy. They used to have them in America and they kept them for very special occasions.”


  And to show what he meant he launched into yet another verse of ‘Happy Birthday’.


  Mr Brown went quite pink about the ears. “Er … yes, well … thank you very much, Paddington,” he said. “It’s very kind of you, I’m sure. Most unusual.”


  “Oh, it wasn’t really my idea,” admitted Paddington. “It was Mr Gruber’s. He told me all about it.”


  “Mr Gruber’s idea it may have been,” said Mrs Bird briskly, as she took charge of the situation. “But I doubt very much if he intended you delivering your telegram tonight, so upstairs with you. It’s time certain bears were tucked up in bed. And that goes for the rest of us, too.”
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  “Er … before you go,” Mr Brown called after the retreating figure of Paddington, “you might like to know I’ve decided to put you on my birthday honours list.”


  Paddington peered down at the others over the top of the banisters. “Your birthday honours list, Mr Brown?” he exclaimed in surprise. “I thought only the Queen had those.”


  “Well, I’m having one this year,” said Mr Brown grandly. “I’ve decided to give you a rise in your pocket money. I’m told you haven’t had one since you came, so there’s a lot to be made up. We’ll talk about it in the morning.”


  “Henry!” said Mrs Brown some while later, as a very excited Paddington at last made his way up to bed. “How awful! Fancy us forgetting a thing like that. What ever made you think of it?”


  “A little bird told me,” said Mr Brown vaguely.


  “A little bird?” chorused Jonathan and Judy.


  “Well, maybe it’s not so little,” admitted Mr Brown. “It’s called the Gruber bird. Wise as an owl, knowledgeable as a Secretary bird, and very good on the telephone. He rang me earlier this evening and mentioned it to me. Very politely, of course, and full of apologies. But he’s absolutely right.”


  He glanced up the stairs, but Paddington had already disappeared from view in the direction of his room. He had a lot on his mind and he wanted to write it all down in his scrapbook before it disappeared. As for his rise; that demanded a very special postcard indeed to his Aunt Lucy in Peru — one of the giant ones from the stationer’s in the market.


  “I still can’t think how it ever came about,” said Mrs Brown.


  “Perhaps,” said Mrs Bird, as she joined the others at the foot of the stairs, “it’s because we often take for granted the things that mean the most to us.


  “Something we should never, ever do,” she added, amid general agreement, “especially when it comes to bears.”
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  On the morning of Mr Brown’s birthday Paddington overslept, which was most unusual. When he did finally emerge from his slumbers it was to the sound of a strange knocking noise. At first he thought it was to do with a dream he’d been having; all about a woodpecker which had accidentally got trapped inside his hat. But his hat was still lying on the dressing table where he’d left it the night before, and when he felt his head it didn’t show any signs of having been pecked.


  In any case, having rubbed his eyes several times to make doubly sure he was properly awake, he discovered the noise hadn’t stopped. If anything it seemed to be getting worse, and it appeared to be coming from somewhere outside.


  Paddington hurried to his bedroom window and peered out. As he did so he nearly fell over backwards with surprise, for while he’d been asleep a strange-looking wooden hut had appeared in the garden. It was standing in the middle of the snow-covered cabbage patch, and as far as he could make out it had no windows at all, although it made up for this by having a short chimney, out of which rose a thin column of steam.


  The noise was being caused by two workmen who were busy putting some finishing touches to the flat roof, and as one of them paused in order to rest from his hammering he looked up and caught sight of Paddington.
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  “You wait till this ’eats up properly, mate,” he called. “It’ll take the cobwebs out of your whiskers and no mistake.”


  Paddington had never heard of a hut for removing cobwebs before, so he put on his duffle coat and after a quick look at his own whiskers in the bathroom mirror, hurried downstairs in order to tell the others.


  Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird exchanged uneasy glances as he burst into the dining-room. Knowing how keen Paddington was on trying things out, they had been hoping to keep the whole matter a secret until the last possible moment.


  “It’s Daddy’s birthday present,” explained Judy. “It’s what’s known as a sauna.”


  “It’s meant to be a surprise,” added Jonathan. “That’s why the workmen are in such a hurry. We want to get it ready and working by the time he gets home.”


  Paddington listened carefully while the others explained all about saunas and how they worked.


  “You see,” said Judy, “you have lots of large stones which you stand on a special place inside the hut. You heat them up and then pour cold water over them and it turns into steam. It’s supposed to be very good for you. It opens up all the pores.”


  “In some parts of the world they even beat you with birch twigs afterwards,” added Jonathan. “It gives you a nice glow. Dad keeps on about wanting to lose weight — that’s why we’ve bought it for him.”


  Paddington considered the matter for a moment. He’d never heard of anyone having stones as a birthday present before, and although he was quite sure Mr Brown would be surprised by it all, being soaked in steam and then beaten by birch twigs didn’t seem a very good way of celebrating the occasion.


  All the same, it definitely sounded worth investigating, even if he didn’t actually test it out.


  “Perhaps,” he announced, “I’ll just have a look through the keyhole, otherwise my whiskers might go soggy.”


  “Very wise,” said Mrs Bird. “Not that a sauna mightn’t do certain of those amongst us some good,” she added meaningly, as Paddington donned his Wellington boots. “Mr Brown isn’t the only one who could do with losing a few pounds.”


  Paddington looked most offended at this last remark, but as he hurried out into the garden he quickly forgot about it in his excitement.


  By the time he reached the hut the workmen had already left, but they had obviously got the stones in a state of readiness for Mr Brown’s homecoming. Steam was billowing out through the chimney and from odd cracks in the woodwork. In fact, the whole thing looked rather like some primitive space machine a few moments before launching.


  Paddington approached it gingerly and was about to apply his eye to a knothole which was low down in the door and looked slightly less steamy than the rest, when he heard a familiar voice bark out his name.


  He jumped to his feet and as he turned round he saw to his dismay that Mr Curry was gazing at him over the top of the fence.


  “What’s going on, bear?” demanded Mr Curry. “Was that you making all that noise just now?”


  “Oh, no, Mr Curry,” said Paddington hastily. “It woke me up. I was asleep, too.”


  “Asleep!” exclaimed Mr Curry. “I wasn’t asleep. I never sleep.” He gazed suspiciously across the fence. “What’s that monstrosity? And what’s all that smoke doing? It ought not to be allowed. I’ve a good mind to report it.”


  “Oh, that isn’t smoke, Mr Curry,” said Paddington knowledgeably. “That’s steam. It’s a special birthday surprise for Mr Brown. It’s what’s known as a sauna.”


  “A sauna, eh?” Mr Curry took a closer look at the hut.


  “It’s supposed to be very good for you,” said Paddington, warming to his subject as he went on to repeat all that he’d been told about the matter.


  “Very interesting, bear,” said Mr Curry when he’d finished. “Very interesting indeed. You say it’s all ready to use?”


  Paddington nodded. “They’ve heated the stones specially,” he explained. “And they’ve put some cold water on to make the steam. Look…” and he opened the door slightly to show the Browns’ neighbour what he meant.


  “Thank you very much, bear,” said Mr Curry unexpectedly. “That’s very kind of you. I’ve always wanted to try one. I’ll go in and change now.”


  Paddington’s jaw dropped as the Browns’ neighbour disappeared from view. He was used to Mr Curry’s habit of twisting other people’s words to suit his own ends, but never in his wildest dreams had he meant to invite him over.


  


  “The cheek of it!” exclaimed Mrs Bird when she heard the news. “That’s typical of Mr Curry — always poking his nose in and wanting to get something for nothing.”


  “He’ll get steam up his nose if he pokes it in there,” said Jonathan, glancing out of the window.


  “I hope he doesn’t let it all out,” said Judy. “Daddy must be the first one to try it. After all, it’s his present.”


  A feeling of indignation ran round the Browns’ dining-room. They had gone to great lengths to keep Mr Brown’s present from him until it was ready, even to the extent of persuading him to go into work that morning instead of taking the whole day off as he usually did, and they had no wish to spoil his homecoming by indulging in an argument with Mr Curry.


  “We should have put a padlock on the door,” said Mrs Brown. “I don’t know why I didn’t think of it at the time.”


  While the others were talking a thoughtful expression gradually crept over Paddington’s face. Opening up his suitcase he felt inside the secret compartment and withdrew a small parcel done up in brightly-coloured wrapping paper.


  “Perhaps,” he announced, “you could use my present to Mr Brown?” And to everyone’s astonishment he unwrapped the paper and held up a small silvery object.


  “I was going to send a telegram as a surprise,” he said, “but I had a bit of trouble, so I bought this instead. It was really meant for his tool shed, but I expect it will look much better on a sauna — especially a new one.”


  “Gosh!” said Jonathan enviously, as he examined Paddington’s present. “It’s a special combination lock. I bet Dad’ll be pleased.”


  “Just so long as he doesn’t forget the number,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “You know what he’s like when it comes to things like that. It would be awful if he couldn’t get the door open on the first day.”


  “It’s all right, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington. He looked round carefully to make sure no one else could overhear. “The man in the shop adjusted it specially so that it used my birthday date. He said that way we would never forget.”


  “A good idea,” said Mrs Bird approvingly. “And if you want my advice you’ll put it on the door straight away. It’ll stop Mr Curry taking advantage.”


  Paddington needed no second bidding and a few seconds later he hurried back down the garden path again as fast as his legs would carry him. There was already a hasp on the door and it was a moment’s work to push the flap home and slip the padlock into place. As he squeezed the two halves together they met with a satisfying click. He twiddled the various sets of numbers several times with his paws, just as the man in the shop had shown him, and then stood back breathing heavily, before testing it once more to make sure all was well.


  It had been a race against time, but in the circumstances Paddington felt sure Mr Brown would be more than pleased with his extra present. He could still hardly believe his good fortune at having chosen something which worked in so well with the Browns’ gift, for no matter how hard he pulled the padlock it showed no sign of coming apart again.


  The heat from the sauna was slightly overpowering, and it was as he moved away in order to mop his brow that a puzzled expression came over Paddington’s face. It was very strange, but it was almost as if he could hear a repetition of the knocking which had woken him earlier in the day.


  Admittedly it was rather more muffled than it had been before, but it was getting louder with every passing moment, and it seemed to be coming from inside the hut. In fact, even as he watched, the door began to shake, just as if someone was rattling it from the other side.
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  He gave the door a couple of taps with his paw. “Excuse me,” he called. “Is anyone there?”


  Paddington wasn’t quite sure what, if anything, he expected by way of a reply, but in the event he nearly jumped out of his skin with surprise.


  “Yes, there is!” bellowed an all-too-familiar voice. “Is that you, bear? Let me out at once!”


  Paddington gazed at the door in alarm. It hadn’t occurred to him for one moment that Mr Curry might have beaten him to it.


  Recovering in double-quick time he took hold of the padlock. “Coming, Mr Curry,” he called. “Don’t worry. I’ve only got to set up my birthday date.”


  “Your what?” shouted Mr Curry.


  “My birthday date,” called Paddington. “It’s the twenty-fifth of June.”


  Paddington’s words were the signal for a renewed burst of banging on the door. “But it’s not the twenty-fifth of June,” roared Mr Curry. “That was months ago. And it’s not your birthday. It’s Mr Brown’s!”


  But Paddington wasn’t listening. Instead he gazed unhappily at the door. He couldn’t remember ever having seen one quite so tightly shut before. Even allowing for the fact that Mr Curry wasn’t exactly helping matters by banging it, something seemed to have gone very wrong with the lock. No matter how hard he pulled, the two halves showed no sign whatsoever of coming apart.


  “I shan’t be long, Mr Curry,” he gasped, giving the lock one more tug. “It’s a bit difficult with paws and the steam keeps going in my eyes…”


  “The steam keeps going in your eyes!” bellowed Mr Curry. “What do you think’s happening to mine? I’m being boiled alive in here!”


  Bending down, Paddington peered through the knothole he’d used earlier that morning. At first it was difficult to make out anything through the steam, but as his eyes grew accustomed to the gloom he gradually made out the shape of the Browns’ neighbour. Even through the haze he could see what Mr Curry meant. During the short space of time he’d been locked inside the hut, he’d taken on the appearance of an over-boiled lobster. A lobster, moreover, which was jumping up and down and showing every sign of wanting to get its pincers on the person responsible for its present condition.


  Paddington looked round for help, but there wasn’t a soul in sight. In desperation he opened his suitcase to see if there were any instructions which went with the lock, but apart from several testimonials on the outside of the box — all saying how impossible it was to open once it had been set — there was nothing at all.


  As he gazed mournfully at his own lock Paddington felt he could have written a very good testimonial himself at that moment, and given a tape recorder he could have provided some appropriate sound effects to go with it into the bargain as well.


  He rummaged through the suitcase again. “Would you like an old marmalade sandwich to be going on with, Mr Curry?” he called. “I expect I could push some bits through one of the holes.”


  Paddington was a hopeful bear at heart, but even he had to admit that if Mr Curry’s reply was anything to go by, the market for sandwiches was at a particularly low ebb at that moment.


  It was as he was about to close the lid of his suitcase that his gaze alighted on an object lying in the bottom. Over the years Paddington had collected quite a number of souvenirs, and he usually carried a selection of the more important ones around with him. By a strange coincidence the particular one which had just caught his eye had been given to him some years before when he’d visited Mr Curry in hospital.


  It was a stethoscope, and seeing it reminded him of a film he’d recently seen on television, all about a famous safe-breaker called ‘Lobes’ Lavone. In the film no lock had been too complicated for Mr Lavone. A few moments on his own with a stethoscope and even the toughest of strongroom doors would swing open to reveal its secrets. It had been a most exciting programme and before he’d gone to bed that night Paddington had spent some time testing his own stethoscope on the Browns’ front door. However, he’d never actually tried it out on a real combination lock before and it seemed a very good opportunity.


  Paddington donned the earpieces as fast as he could, and then began twiddling the numbers while he applied the business end of the stethoscope to the lock. As he did so his face fell. Apart from the background music which always accompanied his escapades, Mr Lavone insisted on working in complete silence. In fact, he got very cross if anyone so much as dared to breathe within earshot, whereas, heard through earpieces, Mr Curry’s wheezing sounded not unlike a herd of elephants trying to get over a heavy cold. Far from being able to detect any telltale clicks, all Paddington could hear was the sound of banging and crashing as the Browns’ neighbour stomped about inside the hut.


  Taking advantage of a sudden lull, he was about to have one final go when his eardrums were nearly punctured by an unusually loud bellow from what seemed like five centimetres away.


  “I can see you, bear!” roared Mr Curry. “What are you doing now? Listening to the radio? How dare you at a time like this?”


  Paddington dropped his stethoscope like a hot potato. “I wasn’t listening to the radio, Mr Curry,” he called. “I was having trouble with my combinations.”


  “Your combinations?” The Browns’ neighbour sounded as if he could hardly believe his ears. “I’ll give you combinations!”


  Paddington looked round hopefully for inspiration. “Stay where you are, Mr Curry,” he called. “I’ll think of something.”


  “Stay where I am!” spluttered Mr Curry. “Stay where I am! I can’t do anything else, thanks to you. It’s disgraceful. I’m being boiled alive. Call the Fire Brigade. Ooh! Help!”


  But Mr Curry’s cries fell on deaf ears, for Paddington was already halfway up the garden. Desperate situations demanded desperate measures, and something Mr Curry said had triggered off an idea in his mind.


  


  Mrs Brown glanced out into the garden and as she did so a puzzled look came over her face. “What on earth is that bear up to now?” she exclaimed.


  As the others joined her at the dining-room window she pointed towards a small figure clad in a duffle coat and hat struggling to prop a ladder against the side of the sauna hut.


  “And what’s he doing with my best plastic bucket?” demanded Mrs Bird.


  If the Browns’ housekeeper was expecting an answer to her question from the others, she was disappointed, for they were as mystified as she was. In any case they were saved the trouble, for almost before she had finished speaking Paddington had climbed up the ladder and was crawling across the roof of the hut as if his very life depended on it. Before their astonished gaze, he filled the bucket with snow and then removed the cowl from the top of the chimney and began pouring the contents down the open end.


  As he did so the column of steam which rose from the hole surpassed anything that had gone before. For a moment or two Paddington completely disappeared from view. Then, as the mist gradually cleared, he once again came into view looking, if anything, even more worried than he had before.
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  As a distant roar of rage followed by the sound of renewed banging came from somewhere inside the hut, Jonathan and Judy looked at each other. The same thought was in both their minds.


  “Come on,” said Jonathan. “If you ask me, Paddington’s in trouble!”


  “And what,” called Mrs Bird, as she hurried down the garden path after the others, “do you think you’re doing up there? You’ll catch your death of cold in all that steam.”


  Paddington peered down unhappily from the roof of the sauna hut. “I think I’ve shut Mr Curry inside by mistake, Mrs Bird,” he announced. “I think something’s gone wrong with my padlock.”


  “Crumbs! Let me have a go.” Jonathan took hold of the lock and began twiddling the dials as a sudden thought struck him. Almost at once there was a satisfying click and to everyone’s surprise the two halves parted. “Stand by for blasting!” he called, as he removed the lock from the hasp and the door swung open.


  The others waited with bated breath to hear what Mr Curry would have to say as he emerged from the hut. Far from losing weight he seemed to have gained several pounds as he swelled up in anger at the sight of the Browns. Then, just as he opened his mouth in order to let forth, he gave a shiver and pulled his towel tightly round himself as a sudden draught of cold air caught him unawares. In the end all he could manage was a loud “Brrrrrrr!”


  “Perhaps I could beat you with birch twigs, Mr Curry?” called Paddington hopefully. “I expect bears are good at that and it’ll warm you up.”


  As he peered over the edge of the roof a lump of snow detached itself from his hat and landed fairly and squarely on top of Mr Curry’s head.


  “Bah!” The Browns’ neighbour found his voice at last. “Come down here at once, bear. Wait until I get dressed. I’ll … I’ll…”


  Mrs Bird took a firm grip of her broom handle. “You’ll what?” she asked.


  Mr Curry swelled up again and opened his mouth as if he was about to say something. Then he thought better of it and a moment later he stalked off and disappeared through the hole in the fence.


  “Thank goodness for that!” said Mrs Brown in tones of relief. “Anyway, at least we know Henry’s present works.”


  “Even if Paddington’s doesn’t,” said Judy. “Perhaps they’ll change it for you if you take it back to the shop,” she added, catching sight of the disappointed look on his face as he clambered back down the ladder.


  “It’s a bit difficult with paws,” said Paddington sadly as he tested the lock. For some reason or other it seemed to have jammed shut again. He glanced hopefully at the sauna hut. “Perhaps my pores need opening?”


  “Pores nothing!” broke in Jonathan. “What date did you say you used?”


  “My birthday date,” replied Paddington. “June the twenty-fifth.”


  “That’s your summer one,” said Jonathan. “You want to try the winter one next time. December the twenty-fifth.” And to prove his point he took the lock from Paddington, twiddled the dials, and then opened and closed it several times in quick succession.


  “I always knew there must be something against having two birthdays a year,” said Mrs Brown. “Now I know. Life must be very confusing sometimes — especially if you’re a bear.”


  “Especially,” agreed Paddington, “if you’re a bear with combinations.”
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  The Browns exchanged glances as they pushed their way through the crowds thronging the street outside the Alhambra Theatre.


  While Judy took a firm grip of Paddington’s left paw, Mrs Bird clasped her umbrella and took up station on his other side.


  “Don’t let go of my hand whatever you do,” said Judy. “We don’t want you to get lost.”


  “And watch your hat,” warned Mrs Bird. “If it gets knocked off and trampled underfoot you may never see it again.”


  Paddington needed no second bidding, and with his other paw he placed his suitcase firmly on top of his head.


  It was the start of the pantomime season in London and as a special Christmas treat Mr Brown had reserved seats for the opening night of Dick Whittington.


  It was a long time since Paddington had been taken to a theatre, and he’d certainly never ever been to a pantomime before, so he was very much looking forward to the occasion.


  Mr Gruber, who’d also been included in the party, brought up the rear, and as they made their way up the steps he tapped Paddington on the shoulder and motioned him to listen to an announcement coming through on a loudspeaker. It was all about the dangers of buying souvenir programmes from unauthorized sellers outside the theatre who were apparently charging no less than five pounds a time.


  Paddington could hardly believe his ears and he gave one man, wearing an old raincoat, a very hard stare indeed from beneath his suitcase as a brightly-coloured booklet was thrust under his nose.


  “Five pounds for a programme!” he exclaimed.


  “I’ve never heard of such a thing!” agreed Mrs Bird, poking the man menacingly with her umbrella.


  The man gave them a nasty look. “Just you wait,” he said. “Some people don’t know when they’re well off.”


  “I wonder what he meant by that?” asked Mr Brown, as they reached the entrance doors at long last.


  Paddington didn’t know either, but before he had time to consider the matter he found himself being addressed by a superior-looking official standing inside the foyer.


  “Good for you,” said the man approvingly. “I wish more of our patrons took such a firm line with these people. It’s costing us a small fortune in lost sales. Allow me to offer you one of our official programmes.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully. “I’ll have seven, please.”


  “Seven!” The man looked even more impressed as he signalled one of the usherettes to join them.


  “Seven of our special souvenir programmes for the young bear gentleman, Mavis,” he called.


  “Thank you very much, sir,” said the girl as she counted out the programmes and handed them to Paddington. “That’ll be forty-two pounds, please.”


  “Forty-two pounds!” exclaimed Paddington, nearly falling over backwards in alarm. “That’s six pounds each. I wish I’d bought some outside now!”


  Mr Gruber gave a cough. “I think perhaps we’d better have one for you to keep, Mr Brown,” he said, before anyone else had time to speak. “And seven ordinary ones for the rest of us.”


  “Seven, Mr Gruber?” echoed Judy. “Don’t you mean six?”


  “I expect young Mr Brown would like to send one to his Aunt Lucy when he next writes,” said Mr Gruber. And ignoring the protests from the others he handed over the money. “It’s my pleasure,” he said. “I don’t know when I last went to a pantomime.”


  After thanking Mr Gruber for his kind act, Paddington gave the staff in the foyer some very dark glances indeed as they went on their way. They suggested he was going to have a great deal to say on the subject of theatres when he next wrote to his Aunt. In fact, it was going to take a very large postcard indeed to get it all in.


  But as they took their seats in the front row of the stalls and he examined his programme, Paddington began to cheer up again, for it was full of coloured pictures with lots of reading as well, and despite the high cost the more he looked at it the better it seemed.


  “That’s a picture of the Principal Boy,” explained Judy, as she caught a puzzled look on his face. “It’s being played by a girl.”


  “The Dame’s played by a man,” broke in Jonathan.


  If they thought their explanations were going to help Paddington’s understanding of pantomimes they were mistaken.


  “Why don’t they change over?” he asked. “Then everything would be all right.”
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  “They can’t,” said Jonathan. “The Dame is always played by a man.”


  “And the Principal Boy is always a girl,” agreed Judy. “It’s traditional.”


  “I don’t see why,” insisted Paddington.


  The others lapsed into silence. Now that Paddington mentioned it, they couldn’t think of a very good reason either, but luckily the orchestra chose that moment to launch into the overture and so the subject was dropped for the time being.


  Mrs Brown glanced along the row. “Don’t miss the opening scene, dear,” she called. “You’ll see Dick Whittington’s marmalade cat.”


  Paddington licked his lips. “I shall enjoy that, Mrs Brown,” he announced.


  The Browns looked at each other uneasily. “Well…” began Mr Brown. “Don’t be too disappointed. It isn’t a real cat.”


  “I shouldn’t think so,” said Paddington. “Not if it’s made of marmalade.”


  “It isn’t actually made of marmalade either,” said Judy.


  “Besides, it’s in two parts,” remarked Jonathan.


  “Dick Whittington’s cat’s in two parts!” exclaimed Paddington. He jumped up from his seat in order to consult his programme. Once, when he’d been taken to the theatre there had been a small slip tucked inside saying that one of the actors was indisposed, but either words had failed the management on this occasion, or they were keeping the matter very dark, for no matter how hard he shook his programme nothing fell out.


  “I didn’t mean the cat was in two parts,” hissed Jonathan as the house lights dimmed. “I meant two people take turns to play it.”


  “It’s hard work,” said Judy. “It gets very hot inside the fur.”


  “I get very hot inside my fur sometimes,” said Paddington severely, “but there’s only one of me.”


  Judy gave a sigh. Paddington was inclined to take things literally and sometimes it was difficult explaining matters to him, but fortunately she was saved any further complications as the curtain rose to reveal the street outside the home of the famous London shipping merchant, Alderman Fitzwarren.


  The Browns settled back to enjoy the show and as the cast went into the opening chorus even Paddington seemed to forget the problem.


  He cheered loudly when Dick Whittington arrived on the scene with Sukie, the cat, and when both Dick and Sukie collapsed on the steps of Alderman Fitzwarren’s house, faint with hunger, it was with difficulty that the Browns managed to restrain him from going up on stage.


  “I don’t think a marmalade sandwich would help, dear,” whispered Mrs Brown nervously, as Paddington began feeling inside his hat.


  “It happens every night,” hissed Mr Brown.


  “Twice nightly on Thursdays and Saturdays,” agreed Jonathan.


  Paddington fell back into his seat. He found it hard to picture anyone going without food at the best of times, let alone twice nightly on Thursdays and Saturdays, and having already removed the marmalade sandwich from under his hat he decided to make the most of it.


  For the rest of the first act, apart from a few boos at appropriate moments, much to everyone’s relief the only sound to be heard from Paddington’s direction was that of a steady munching as he polished off the remains of his emergency supply.


  During the interval, while Mr Brown went to fetch some ice-cream, Mr Gruber attempted to explain some of the plot to Paddington.


  “You see, Mr Brown,” he said, “Dick Whittington came to London because he thought the streets were paved with gold, but like many others before him he soon found his mistake. Luckily, he was taken in by Alderman Fitzwarren — rather like Mr and Mrs Brown took you in when they found you on Paddington Station. Alderman Fitzwarren was so pleased at the way Sukie drove off all the rats in his house, that when he sent one of his ships to the West Indies he let Dick and Sukie go along, too.”


  “The second half is all about how they land on the Boko Islands and how Sukie saves the day there,” said Judy.


  “There’s a magic act as well,” broke in Jonathan, reading from his programme. “He’s called the ‘Great Divide.’”


  Paddington pricked up his ears as he polished off the remains of his ice-cream. He was keen on conjuring and, all in all, now that he’d got over his first confusion, he decided he liked pantomimes. There was a bit too much singing and dancing for his taste, but some of the scenery was very good indeed, and he applauded no end when Dick and Sukie arrived on the island and in the excitement of a quick change one of the scene shifters got left on stage by mistake.


  But he reserved his best claps for the moment when a black velvet cloth came down and in the glow of a single spotlight the majestic figure of the magician, resplendent in top hat and a flowing black cape, strode on to the stage.


  After removing several rabbits and a goldfish bowl from his hat, and a seemingly endless string of flags of all nations from his left ear, the Great Divide came forward to address the audience, while behind him several girls in tights and gold costumes wheeled on an assortment of mysterious-looking boxes.


  “And now,” he said, silencing a drum roll with his hand, “I would like one volunteer from the audience.”


  “Oh dear, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, as there was a sudden flurry of movement from alongside them. “I knew it was a mistake to sit in the front row.”


  “Trust Paddington,” agreed Jonathan.


  “How was I to know this would happen?” said Mr Brown unhappily.


  The Browns watched anxiously as Paddington clambered on to the stage carrying his suitcase. But if the Great Divide was at all taken aback he managed to hide his feelings remarkably well, and after some more chit-chat he opened one of the boxes with a flourish and motioned Paddington to sit inside.


  “I don’t think I’ve ever sawn a bear in two before,” he said, as he snapped the box shut.


  “What!” exclaimed Paddington in alarm. “You’re going to saw me in two!”


  “They don’t call me the Great Divide for nothing,” chuckled the magician in an aside to the audience.


  “You’d better watch the toggles on your duffle coat,” he warned, as an assistant handed over one of the largest saws Paddington had ever seen and he pinged it with his finger to show it was genuine. “We don’t want any trouble with splinters. I don’t think there’s a doctor on the island.”


  “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown nervously. “I hope he doesn’t damage Paddington’s coat — we shall never hear the last of it if he does.”


  “It’s not that bear’s coat I’m worried about,” said Mrs Bird grimly.


  The Browns watched in silent fascination as the Great Divide placed his saw in a groove and began moving it rapidly to and fro in time to the ‘Tritsch Tratsch Polka’.


  Although they knew nothing could possibly go wrong, the sound of metal going through wood seemed all too realistic. Their sighs of relief as the trick finally came to an end were matched only by Paddington’s as he staggered round the stage feeling himself carefully in order to make sure he was still in one piece.


  “And now,” once again the Great Divide raised his hand for silence. “As you have been such a good assistant, I’m going to make you disappear.”


  “Thank you very much,” said Paddington gratefully.


  He turned to leave, but before he had time to gather his wits about him he found himself being led into an even larger box. A moment later, as the doors slammed shut, he felt himself start to whirl round and round with ever-increasing speed as the magician began turning it on its wheels and the music rose to a crescendo.


  A round of applause greeted the Great Divide as he brought the box to a stop and then opened up the doors in order to demonstrate how empty it was.


  “Don’t worry,” said Mr Gruber, as he caught sight of the look on Judy’s face. “It’s all done by mirrors. I’m sure young Mr Brown will be all right.”


  As if to prove his statement, there came a loud knocking from somewhere on stage. “Let me out!” cried a muffled voice. “It’s all dark.”


  Almost immediately the Great Divide abandoned his intention of producing some more rabbits out of thin air. He gave his assistants a quick glance of warning and hastily closed the cabinet doors. After twirling it round several more times he brought it to a stop again and reopened the doors.
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  The applause as Paddington staggered out on to the stage was even louder than it had been for the first trick.


  “There, now,” said the magician. “That wasn’t so bad, was it? Tell everyone you are all right.”


  “I’m not,” said Paddington, looking most upset. “I feel sick and I’ve lost my suitcase.”


  “You’ve lost your what?” repeated the Great Divide.


  “My suitcase,” said Paddington. “It’s got all my important things inside it. I had it with me when I went inside your box — now it’s disappeared.”


  The Great Divide’s smile became even more fixed. For a moment or two he looked as if he was about to do a variation of his earlier trick, this time sawing Paddington not only in two, but into as many pieces as possible.


  “Fancy taking a suitcase with you,” he hissed, as he closed the doors once again. “In all my years on the stage I’ve never had this happen to me before.


  “We’d better make sure everything’s still in there,” he continued sarcastically as he redid the trick, and after removing Paddington’s suitcase from the box, opened it up in order to show the audience.


  But as the Great Divide shook the case and nothing fell out his face fell. “I thought you said it was full of things,” he exclaimed.


  “It is, Mr Divide,” said Paddington firmly. “I’ll show you.” And taking his suitcase from the magician he turned his back and began feeling in the secret compartment.


  “That’s a photograph of my Aunt Lucy,” he announced, waving a postcard in the air. “And that’s my passport. Then there’s my savings. And that’s a map of the Portobello Road … and a photograph I took with my camera … and my opera glasses … and a marmalade chunk … and…”


  The rest of Paddington’s remarks were lost in the storm of applause which rang out from all directions as object after object landed at the feet of the Great Divide.


  “Bravo!” shouted someone sitting near the Browns. “Best double act I’ve seen in years.”


  “Had me fooled,” agreed someone else nearby. “I thought it was just someone ordinary from the audience.”


  “Ordinary!” Mrs Bird turned and fixed her gaze on the speaker. “Whatever else he is, Paddington certainly isn’t ordinary. That’s the last thing he is.”


  “Mind you,” she remarked, as she settled back in her seat again while Paddington and his belongings were helped off the stage, “I always knew he kept a lot of things in that case of his, but I never dreamed he had quite so much.”
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  After Paddington’s appearance the rest of the pantomime seemed almost tame by comparison, although it soon picked up again and by the time Dick Whittington and Sukie arrived back in England, triumphant after their long voyage, Paddington was already safely in his seat and joining in the choruses. In fact, when Dick asked Alderman Fitzwarren for his daughter’s hand in marriage and the news was given out that he would soon become Lord Mayor of London, he nearly lost his hat in the general excitement.


  When the curtain finally came down some envious glances were cast in the Browns’ direction as they were ushered backstage in order to meet the cast. Several people stopped Paddington and asked for his autograph, and he added his special paw print to show that it was genuine.


  “I hope you’ll be very happy, Miss Whittington,” he said, as they had their photograph taken together.


  “I don’t know about Dick Whittington being happy,” said the manager. “I certainly am. This picture is going straight into our souvenir programme. It’ll make it even better value than ever and it’ll teach those rascals outside a thing or two.”


  Even the Great Divide came out of his dressing-room to say goodbye, and to mark the occasion he presented Paddington with one of his magic saws.


  It was a happy party of Browns who eventually climbed into the car for the journey home. To round things off Mr Brown drove through the centre of London so that they could see the Christmas lights, and then on to Westminster Abbey where Mr Gruber pointed out a stained-glass window which showed a picture of Dick Whittington’s cat.


  But as they turned for home Paddington grew more and more thoughtful.


  “Is anything the matter?” asked Mrs Brown.


  Paddington hesitated. “I was wondering if anyone had a large wooden box they don’t want,” he said hopefully.


  “A large wooden box?” repeated Mr Brown. “Whatever do you want that for?”


  “I think I can guess,” said Mrs Bird, with a wisdom born of long experience of reading Paddington’s mind. “And the answer is ‘no’.”


  “I don’t begrudge people their pleasures,” she added, as they turned a corner into Windsor Gardens and she picked up Paddington’s present from the Great Divide. “But I am not having anyone sawn in two in our house, thank you very much. Least of all a certain bear.”


  “I quite agree,” said Mr Gruber. “After all, Mr Brown,” he added, with a twinkle in his eye, “there’s a lot of truth in the old saying ‘two’s company, three’s a crowd’. If there were two of you I might have trouble sharing out our elevenses in future, and I wouldn’t want that to happen — not for all the cocoa in the world.”
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    “MY SHOPPING BASKET on wheels has been towed away!” exclaimed Paddington hotly.


    He gazed at the spot where he had left it before going into the cut-price grocers in the Portobello Market. In all the years he had lived in London such a thing had never happened to him before and he could hardly believe his eyes. But if he thought staring at the empty space was going to make it reappear he was doomed to disappointment.


    “It’s coming to something if a young bear gent can’t leave ’is shopping basket unattended for five minutes while ’e’s going about ’is business,” said one of the stallholders, who normally supplied Paddington with vegetables when he was out shopping for the Brown family. “I don’t know what the world’s coming to.”


    “There’s no give and take any more,” agreed a man at the next stall. “It’s all take and no give. They’ll be towing us away next, you mark my words.”


    “You should have left a note on it saying ‘Back in five minutes’,” said a third one.


    “Fat lot of good that would have done,” said another. “They don’t give you five seconds these days, let alone five minutes.”


    Paddington was a popular figure in the market and by now a small crowd of sympathisers had begun to gather. Although he was known to drive a hard bargain, he was much respected by the traders. Receiving his custom was regarded by many as being something of an honour: on a par with having a sign saying they were by appointment to a member of the Royal Family.


    “The foreman of the truck said it was in the way of his vehicle,” said a lady who had witnessed the event. “They were trying to get behind a car they wanted to tow away.”


    “But my buns were in it,” said Paddington.


    “Were, is probably the right word,” replied the lady. “I dare say even now they’re parked in some side street or other wolfing them down. Driving those great big tow-away trucks of theirs must give them an appetite.”


    “I don’t know what Mr Gruber is going to say when he hears,” said Paddington. “They were meant for our elevenses.”


    “Look on the bright side,” said another lady. “At least you’ve still got your suitcase with you. The basket could have been clamped. That would have cost you £80 to get it undone.”


    “And you would have to hang about half the day before they got around to doing it,” agreed another.


    Paddington’s face grew longer and longer as he listened to all the words of wisdom. “Eighty pounds!” he exclaimed. “But I only went in for Mrs Bird’s bottled water!”
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    “You can buy a new basket on wheels in the market for £10,” chimed in another stallholder.


    “I dare say if you haggle a bit you could get one for a lot less,” said another.


    “But I’ve only got ten pence,” said Paddington sadly. “Besides, I wouldn’t want a new one. Mr Brown gave mine to me soon after I arrived. I’ve had it ever since.”


    “Quite right!” agreed an onlooker. “You stick to your guns. They don’t come like that these days. Them new ones is all plastic. Don’t last five minutes.”


    “If you ask me,” said a lady who ran a knickknacks stall, “it’s a pity it didn’t get clamped. My Sid would have lent you his hacksaw like a shot. He doesn’t hold with that kind of thing.”


    “Pity you weren’t here in person when they did it,” said another stallholder. “You would have been able to lie down in the road in front of their truck as a protest. Then we could have phoned the local press to send over one of their photographers and it would have been in all the papers.”


    “That would have stopped the lorry in its tracks,” agreed someone else from the back of the crowd.


    Paddington eyed the man doubtfully. “Supposing it didn’t?” he said.


    “In that case you would have been on the evening news,” said the man. “Television would have had a field day interviewing all the witnesses.”


    “You’d have become what they call a martyr,” agreed the first man. “I dare say in years to come they would have erected a statue in your honour. Then nobody would have been able to park.”


    “What you need,” said the fruit and vegetable man, summing up the whole situation, “is a good lawyer. Someone like Sir Bernard Crumble. He lives just up the road. This kind of thing is just up his street. He’s a great one for sticking up for the underdog…” he broke off as he caught Paddington’s eye. “Well, I dare say he does underbears as well. He’d have their guts for garters. Never been known to lose a case yet.”


    “Which street does he live in?” asked Paddington hopefully.


    “I shouldn’t get ideas above your station,” warned another trader. “If you’ll pardon the pun. They do say ’e charges an arm and a leg just to open ’is front door to the postman.”


    “If I were you,” said a passer-by, “before you do anything else, I suggest you go along to the police station and report the matter to them. I dare say they’ll be able to arrange counselling for you.”


    “Whatever you do,” advised one of the stallholders, “don’t tell them you’ve been towed away. Be what they call non committal. Just say your vehicle has gone missing.”


    He gazed at the large pack of bottled water Paddington had bought in the grocers. “You can leave those with me. I’ll make sure they don’t come to any harm.”


    Paddington thanked the man for his kind offer and after waving goodbye to the crowd he set off at a brisk pace towards the nearest police station.


    But as he turned a corner and a familiar blue lamp came into view, he began to slow down. Over the years he had met a number of policemen and he had always found them only too ready to help in times of trouble. There was the occasion when he’d mistaken a television repairman for a burglar, and another time when he had bought some oil shares from a man in the market and they had turned out to be dud.


    But he had never actually gone into a police station all by himself before, and not knowing what to expect he began to wish he had consulted his friend, Mr Gruber, before taking the plunge. Mr Gruber was always ready to help, and he most certainly would have done so had he heard their buns were missing. He might even have closed his shop for the morning.


    And if he couldn’t do that for any reason, there was always Mrs Bird. Mrs Bird looked after the Browns, and she didn’t stand for any nonsense, especially if she thought Paddington was being hard done by.


    However, as things turned out, he was pleasantly surprised when he mounted the steps and pushed the door slightly ajar. Apart from a man in uniform behind a counter, the room was completely empty.


    The man was much younger than he had expected. In fact, he didn’t seem much older than Mr and Mrs Brown’s son, Jonathan, who was still at school. He looked slightly apprehensive when he caught sight of Paddington, rather as though he didn’t know quite what to make of him.


    “Er… Sprechen Sie Deutsch?” he ventured nervously.


    “Bless you,” said Paddington, politely raising his hat. “You can borrow my handkerchief if you like.”


    The policeman gave him a funny look before trying again.


    “Parlez-vous français?”


    “Not today, thank you,” said Paddington.


    “Pardon me for asking,” said the officer. “But it’s ‘Be Polite to Foreigners Week’. Strictly unofficial, of course. It’s the Sergeant’s idea because we get a lot of overseas visitors at this time of the year, especially round the Portobello Road area, and I thought perhaps…”


    “I’m not a foreigner,” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “I’m from Darkest Peru.”


    The policeman looked put out. “Well, if that doesn’t make you a foreigner, I don’t know what does,” he said. “Mind you, it takes all sorts. I must say you speak very good English, wherever you’re from.”


    “My Aunt Lucy taught me before she went into the Home for Retired Bears in Lima,” said Paddington.


    “Well, she did a good job, I’ll say that for her,” said the policeman. “What can we do for you?”
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    “I’ve come to see you about my vehicle,” said Paddington, choosing his words with care. “It isn’t where I left it.”


    “And where was that?” asked the policeman.


    “Outside the cut-price grocers in the market,” said Paddington. “I always leave it there when I’m out shopping.”


    “Oh, dear,” said the officer. “Not another one gone missing. There’s a lot of it about at the moment, especially round these parts…” He reached for a computer keyboard. “I’d better take down some details.”


    “It had my buns in it,” said Paddington.


    “That’s not a lot to go on,” said the policeman. “I was wondering what make it is?”


    “It’s not really a make,” said Paddington vaguely. “Mr Brown built it for me when I first went to stay with them.”


    “Home-made,” said the officer, typing in the words. “Ahhhhh! Colour?”


    “I think it’s called wickerwork,” said Paddington.


    “I’ll put down yellow for the time being,” said the man. “Did you leave the handbrake on? That always slows them down a bit when they want to make a quick getaway.”


    “It doesn’t have a handbrake,” said Paddington. “It doesn’t even have a paw brake. If I need to stop on a hill I usually put some stones under the wheels. Especially if I’ve been to get the potatoes.”


    “Potatoes?” echoed the policeman. “What have potatoes got to do with it?”


    “They weigh a lot,” explained Paddington. “Especially King Edwards. If my vehicle started to roll down a hill I don’t know what I would do. I expect I would close my eyes in case it hit something and all the potatoes fell out.”


    The policeman looked up from his keyboard and stared at Paddington. “I’ll pretend I didn’t hear that,” he said, not unkindly. “That sort of thing wouldn’t go down too well if it was read out in court. You might find yourself ending up in prison.


    “Mind you,” he continued. “It’s probably on its way to the Czech Republic or somewhere like that by now.”


    “The Czech Republic!” exclaimed Paddington hotly. “But it’s only just gone ten o’clock.”


    “You’d be surprised,” said the man. “These people don’t lose any time. A quick going over with a spray gun. Who knows what colour it is by now. A new numberplate… On the other hand we don’t let the grass grow under our feet.” He picked up a telephone. “I’ll put out an all stations call.”


    “I don’t have one of those,” said Paddington, looking most relieved.


    “One of what?” asked the policeman, holding his hand over the mouthpiece.


    “A numberplate,” said Paddington.


    The policeman replaced the receiver. “Hold on a minute,” he said. “You’ll be telling me next you haven’t renewed your road tax…”


    “I haven’t,” said Paddington. He stared back at the man with growing excitement. It really was uncanny the way he knew about all the things he hadn’t got.


    “I’m glad I came here,” he said. “I didn’t know you had to pay taxes.”


    “Ignorance of the law is no excuse,” said the policeman sternly. Reaching under the counter he produced a large card showing a selection of pictures.


    “I take it you are conversant with road signs?”


    Paddington peered at the card. “We didn’t have anything like that in Darkest Peru,” he said. “But there’s one near where I live.”


    The policeman pointed at random to one of the pictures. “What does that one show?”


    “A man trying to open an umbrella,” said Paddington promptly. “I expect it means it’s about to rain.”


    “It’s meant to depict a man with a shovel,” said the policeman wearily. “That means there are roadworks ahead. If you ask me, you need to read your Highway Code again. Unless, of course…”


    “You’re quite right,” broke in Paddington, more than ever pleased he had come to the police station. “I’ve never read it.”


    “I think it’s high time I saw your driving licence.” said the policeman.


    “I haven’t got one of those either,” exclaimed Paddington excitedly.


    “Insurance?”


    “What’s that?” asked Paddington.


    “What’s that?” repeated the policeman. “What’s that?”


    He ran his fingers round the inside of his collar. The room had suddenly become very hot. “You’ll be telling me next,” he said, “that you haven’t even passed your driving test.”


    “You’re quite right,” said Paddington excitedly. “I took it once by mistake, but I didn’t pass because I drove into the examiner’s car. I was in Mr Brown’s car at the time and I had it in reverse by mistake. I don’t think he was very pleased.”


    “Examiners are funny that way,” said the policeman. “Bears like you are a menace to other road users.”


    “Oh, I never go on the road,” said Paddington. “Not unless I have to. I always stick to the path.”


    The policeman gave him a long, hard look. He seemed to have grown older in the short time Paddington had been there. “You do realise,” he said, “that I could throw the book at you.”


    “I hope you don’t,” said Paddington earnestly. “I’m not very good at catching things. It isn’t easy with paws.”


    The policeman looked nervously over his shoulder before reaching into his back pocket.


    “Talking of paws,” he said casually, as he came round to the front of the counter. “Would you mind holding yours out in front of you?”


    Paddington did as he was bidden, and to his  surprise there was a click and he suddenly found his wrists held together by some kind of chain.


    “I hope you have a good lawyer,” said the policeman. “You’re going to need one. You won’t have a leg to stand on otherwise.”


    “I shan’t have a leg to stand on?” repeated Paddington in alarm. He gave the man a hard stare. “But I had two when I came in!”


    “I’m going to take your dabs now,” said the policeman.


    “My dabs!” repeated Paddington in alarm.
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    “Fingerprints,” explained the policeman. “Only in your case I suppose we shall have to make do with paws. First of all I want you to press one of them down on this ink pad, then on some paper, so that we have a record of it for future reference.”


    “Mrs Bird won’t be very pleased if it comes off on the sheets,” said Paddington.


    “After that,” said the policeman, ignoring the interruption, “you are allowed one telephone call.”


    “In that case,” said Paddington, “I would like to ring Sir Bernard Crumble. He lives near here. He’s supposed to very good on motoring offences. I don’t know if he does shopping baskets on wheels, but if he does, they told me in the market that he will have your guts for garters.”


    The policeman stared at him. “Did I hear you say shopping basket on wheels?” he exclaimed. “Why ever didn’t you tell me that in the first place?”


    “You didn’t ask me,” said Paddington. “I have a special licence for it. It was given to me when I failed my driving test in a car. They said it would last me all my life. I expect Sir Bernard will want to see it. I keep it in a secret compartment of my suitcase. I can show it to you if you like. At least, I could if I had it with me and I was able to use my paws.”


    He stared at the policeman, who seemed to have gone a pale shade of white. “Is anything the matter?” he asked. “Would you like a marmalade sandwich? I keep one under my hat in case of an emergency.”


    The policeman shook his head. “No, thank you,” he groaned, as he removed the handcuffs. “It’s my first week on duty. They told me I might have some difficult customers to deal with, but I didn’t think it would start quite so soon…”


    “I can come back later if you like,” said Paddington hopefully.


    “I’d much rather you didn’t…” began the policeman. He broke off as a door opened and an older man came into the room. He had some stripes on his sleeve and he looked very important.


    “Ah,” said the man, consulting a piece of paper he was holding. “Bush hat… blue duffle coat… Fits the description I was given over the phone… You must be the young gentleman who’s had trouble with his shopping basket on wheels.”


    He turned to the first policeman. “You did well to keep him talking, Finsbury. Full marks.”


    “It was nothing, Sarge,” said the constable, who seemed to have got some of his colour back.
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    “It seems there’s been a bit of a mix-up with the lads in the tow-away department,” continued the sergeant, turning back to Paddington. “They put your basket on their vehicle for safe keeping while they were removing a car and forgot to take it off again. It went back to the depot with them.


    “They’ve put some fresh buns in it for you. Apparently, somehow or other, the ones that were in it got lost en route. Even now, the basket’s on its way back to where you left it. And there’s nothing to pay. What do you say to that?”


    “Thank you very much, Mr Sarge,” said Paddington gratefully. “It means I shan’t have to speak to Sir Bernard Crumble after all. If you don’t mind, I shall always come here first if ever my shopping basket on wheels gets towed away.”


    “That’s what we’re here for,” said the sergeant. “Although I think I should warn you; it may be a bit heavier now than when you first set out this morning.”


    


    “Quite right too,” said Paddington’s friend, Mr Gruber, when they eventually sat down to their elevenses and Paddington told him the full story, including the moment when he got back to the market and found to his surprise that his basket on wheels was full to the top with fruit and vegetables.
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    “You have been a very good customer over the years and I dare say none of the traders want to see you go elsewhere. It is a great compliment to you, Mr Brown.


    “All the same,” he continued, “it must have been a nasty experience while it lasted. If I were you, I would start your elevenses before the cocoa gets cold. You must be in need of it.”


    Paddington thought that was a very good idea indeed. “Perhaps,” he said, looking up at the antique clock on the wall of the shop, “just this once, Mr Gruber, we ought to call it ‘twelveses’.”
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    LIKE MOST HOUSEHOLDS up and down the country, number thirty-two Windsor Gardens had its own set routine.


    In the case of the Brown family, Mr Brown usually went off to his office soon after breakfast, leaving Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird to go about their daily tasks. Most days, apart from the times when Jonathan and Judy were home for the school holidays, Paddington spent the morning visiting his friend, Mr Gruber, for cocoa and buns.


    There were occasional upsets, of course, but on the whole the household was like an ocean liner. It steamed happily on its way, no matter what the weather.


    So when Mrs Bird returned home one day to what she fully expected to be an empty house and saw a strange face peering at her through the landing window, it took a moment or two to recover from the shock, and by then whoever it was had gone.


    What made it far worse, was the fact that she was halfway up the stairs to her bedroom at the time, which meant the face belonged to someone outside the house.


    She hadn’t seen any sign of a ladder on her way in; but all the same she rushed back downstairs again, grabbed the first weapon she could lay her hands on, and dashed out into the garden.


    Apart from a passing cat, which gave a loud shriek and scuttled off with its tail between its legs when it caught sight of her umbrella, everything appeared to be normal, so it was a mystery and no mistake.


    When they heard the news later that day, Mr and Mrs Brown couldn’t help wondering if Mrs Bird had been mistaken, but they didn’t say so to her face in case she took umbrage.


    “Perhaps it was a window cleaner gone to the wrong house,” suggested Mr Brown.


    “In that case he made a very quick getaway,” said Mrs Bird. “I wouldn’t fancy having him do our windows.”


    “I suppose it could have been a trick of the light,” said Mrs Brown.


    Mrs Bird gave one of her snorts.


    “I know what I saw,” she said darkly. “And whatever it was, or whoever it was, they were up to no good.”


    The Browns knew better than to argue, and Paddington, who had been given a detective outfit for his birthday, spent some time testing the windowsill for clues. Much to his disappointment he couldn’t find any marks on it other than his own. All the same, he took some measurements and carefully wrote the details down in his notebook.


    In an effort to restore calm, Mr Brown rang the police, but they were unable to be of much help either.


    “It sounds to me like the work of ‘Gentleman Dan, the Drainpipe Man’,” said the officer who came to visit them. “They do say he’s usually in the Bahamas at this time of the year, but he could be back earlier than usual if the weather’s bad.
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    “He didn’t get his name for nothing. He bides his time until he sees what he thinks are some empty premises, and then he shins up the nearest drainpipe. He can be in and out of a house like a flash of lightning. Never leaves any trace of what we in the force call ‘his dabs’, on account of the fact that being a perfect gentleman he always wears gloves.”


    The Browns felt they had done all they could to allay Mrs Bird’s fears, but the officer left them with one final piece of advice.


    “We shall be keeping a lookout in the area for the next few days,” he said, “in case he strikes again. But if I were you, to be on the safe side, I’d invest in a can of Miracle non-dry, anti-burglar paint and give your downpipes a coat as soon as possible.


    “It’s available at all good do-it-yourself shops. Mark my words, you won’t be troubled again, and if by any chance you are, the perpetrator will be so covered in black paint, he won’t get very far before we pick him up.


    “Not only that,” he said, addressing Mr Brown before driving off in his squad car, “you may find you get a reduction on your insurance policy.”


    “It sounds as though he’s got shares in the company,” said Mr Brown sceptically, as he followed his wife back indoors. “Either that or he has a spare-time job as one of their salesmen.”


    “Henry!” exclaimed Mrs Brown.


    In truth, the next day was a Friday, and after a busy week at the office Mr Brown had been looking forward to a quiet weekend. The thought of spending it up a ladder painting drainpipes was not high on his list of priorities.


    In normal circumstances he might not have taken up Paddington’s offer to help quite so readily.


    “Are you sure it’s wise?” asked Mrs Brown, when he told her. “It’s all very well Paddington saying bears are good at painting, but he says that about a lot of things. Remember what happened when he decorated the spare room.”


    “That was years ago,” said Mr Brown. “Anyway, the fact that he ended up wallpapering over the door and couldn’t find his way out again had nothing to do with the actual painting. Besides, it’s not as if it’s something we shall be looking at all the time. Even Paddington can’t do much harm painting a drainpipe.”


    “I wouldn’t be so sure,” warned Mrs Bird. “Besides, it isn’t just one drainpipe. There are at least half a dozen dotted round the house. And don’t forget, it’s non-dry paint. If that bear makes any mistakes, the marks will be there for ever more.”


    “There must come a time when it dries off,” said Mr Brown optimistically.


    “We could get Mr Briggs in,” suggested Mrs Brown, mentioning their local decorator. “He’s always ready to oblige.”


    But Mr Brown’s mind was made up, and when he arrived back from his office that evening he brought with him a large can of paint and an assortment of brushes.


    Paddington was very excited when he saw them, and he couldn’t wait to get started.


    That night, he took the can of paint up to bed and read the small print on the side with the aid of a torch and the magnifying glass from his detective outfit.
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    According to the instructions, a lot of burglars climbed drainpipes in order to break into people’s homes. In fact, the more he read, the more Paddington began to wonder why he had never seen one before; it sounded as though the streets must be full of them. There was even a picture of one on the back of the tin. He looked very pleased with himself as he slid down a pipe, a sack over his shoulder bulging with things he had taken. There was even a ‘thinks balloon’ attached to his head saying: ‘Don’t you wish you had done something about your pipes?’


    Paddington opened his bedroom window and peered outside, but luckily there were no drainpipes anywhere near it, otherwise he might have tested the paint there and then, just to be on the safe side.


    Before going to sleep he made out a list of all the other requirements ready for the morning. Something with which to open the tin; a wire brush for cleaning the pipes before starting work; a pair of folding steps – the instructions suggested it was only necessary to paint the bottom half of the pipe, there was no need to go all the way up to the top; and some white spirit to clean the brushes afterwards.


    The following morning, as soon as breakfast was over, he waylaid Mrs Bird in the kitchen and persuaded her to let him have some plastic gloves and an old apron.


    Knowing who would be landed with the task of getting any paint stains off his duffle coat if things went wrong, the Brown’s housekeeper was only too willing to oblige.


    “Mind you don’t get any of that stuff on your whiskers,” she warned, as he disappeared out of the back door armed with his list. “You don’t want to spoil your elevenses.”


    Paddington’s suggestion that it might be a good idea to have them before he started work fell on deaf ears, so he set to work gathering the things he needed from the garage. While he was there he came across a special face mask to keep out paint fumes.


    Clearly, it wasn’t meant for bears, because although it covered the end of his nose, it was nowhere near his eyes. All the same, having slipped the elastic bands over his ears to hold it in place, he spent some time looking at his reflection in the wing mirror of Mr Brown’s car and as far as he could make out all his whiskers were safely tucked away inside it.


    Once in the garden he set to work with a wire brush on a rainwater pipe at the rear of the house.


    “I must say he looks like some creature from outer space,” said Mrs Bird, gazing out of the kitchen window.


    “At least it keeps him occupied,” said Mrs Brown. “I can’t help being uneasy whenever he’s at a loose end.”


    “The devil finds work for idle paws,” agreed Mrs Bird; almost immediately wishing she hadn’t said it in case she was tempting fate.


    But much to everyone’s surprise Paddington made such a good job of the first pipes, even Mrs Bird’s eagle eyes couldn’t find anything amiss when she inspected them. There wasn’t a single spot of paint to be seen anywhere on the surrounding brickwork.
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    And even if it meant she would never be able to use her plastic gloves or her apron again, she didn’t have the heart to complain. It was a small price to pay for having number thirty-two Windsor Gardens made secure, and keeping Paddington occupied into the bargain.


    “What did I tell you, Mary?” said Mr Brown, looking up from his morning paper when she passed on the news.


    “I only hope he doesn’t try shinning up the pipes to see if it works,” said Mrs Brown. “You know how keen he is on testing things.”


    “It’s a bit like giving someone a hot plate and telling them not to touch it,” agreed Mrs Bird.


    As it happened, similar thoughts had been going through Paddington’s mind most of the morning. At one point when he stopped for a rest he even toyed with the idea of hiding round a corner in the hope that Gentleman Dan might turn up, but with only one more drainpipe to go he decided he’d better finish off the work as quickly as possible.


    It was the one just outside the landing window at the side of the house, which had been the cause of all the trouble in the first place, and he had left it until last because he wanted to make an especially good job of it for Mrs Bird’s sake.


    Having scrubbed the bottom section of the pipe clean with the wire brush, he mounted the steps and began work on the actual painting.


    He hadn’t been doing it for very long before he heard a familiar voice.


    “What are you doing, bear?” barked Mr Curry.


    Paddington nearly fell off the steps with alarm. The last person he wanted to see was the Browns’ next-door neighbour.


    “I’m painting Mr Brown’s drainpipes,” he announced, regaining his balance.
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    “I can see that,” growled Mr Curry suspiciously. “The thing is, bear, why are you doing it?”


    “It’s some special paint which never dries,” said Paddington. “It’s very good value.”


    “Paint which never dries?” repeated the Browns’ neighbour. “It doesn’t sound very good value to me.”


    “It was recommended to Mr Brown by a policeman,” said Paddington importantly. “I’ve nearly finished all the pipes and I haven’t used half the tin yet.


    “Mrs Bird saw a face at the window when she came home from her shopping the other day,” he explained, seeing the sceptical look on Mr Curry’s face.


    “The policeman thought it might have been someone called ‘Gentleman Dan, the Drainpipe Man’ who climbed up this very pipe. Mrs Bird said it gave her quite a turn. She hasn’t got over it yet.”


    “I’m not surprised,” said Mr Curry. “Let’s hope they catch him.”


    “I don’t think he’ll be back,” said Paddington. “Not if he saw Mrs Bird on the warpath, but Mr Brown thinks it’s better to be safe than sorry.”


    “Hmm,” said Mr Curry. “What did you say it’s called, bear?”


    “Miracle non-dry paint for outside use,” said Paddington, reading from the can. He held it up for Mr Curry to see. “You can buy it at any good do-it-yourself shop.”


    “I don’t want to do-it-myself, bear!” growled Mr Curry. “I have more important things to do. Besides, I’m on my way out.”


    He paused for a moment. “On the other hand, I would be more than interested in having my own pipes done. I do have some very valuable items about the house. Family heirlooms, you know.”


    “Have you really?” said Paddington with interest. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen an heirloom before.”


    “And you’re not starting with mine,” said the Browns’ neighbour shortly.


    “I don’t have them on display for every Tom, Dick and bear to see. I keep them tucked away - out of the sight of prying eyes.”


    Paddington couldn’t help thinking if that were the case there was no point in the Browns’ neighbour having his drainpipes painted, but Mr Curry was notorious for being unable to resist getting something for nothing, even if it was something he didn’t need.


    A cunning look came over his face. “Did you say you have over half a tin of paint left?” he asked.


    “Nearly,” said Paddington. He was beginning to wish he hadn’t mentioned it in the first place.


    Mr Curry felt in his trouser pocket. “Perhaps you would like to have a go at my pipes while you’re at it,” he said. “I’m afraid I don’t have very much change on me, but I could stretch to ten pence if you do a good job.”


    Paddington did a quick count-up on his paws. “Ten pence!” he exclaimed. “That’s less than tuppence a pipe!”


    “It’s a well-known fact in business,” said Mr Curry, “that the bigger the quantity, the less you pay for each individual item. It’s what’s known as giving discount.”


    “In that case,” said Paddington hopefully, “perhaps I could do one of your pipes for five pence?”


    “Ten pence for the lot,” said Mr Curry firmly. “That’s my final offer. There’s no point in having only one done.”


    “I think I’d better ask Mr Brown if he minds first,” said Paddington, clutching at straws. “It is his paint.”


    “Now you don’t want to do that, bear,” said Mr Curry, hastily changing his tune. “Let it be between ourselves.”


    Reaching into his pocket again, he lowered his voice. “As I say, I have to go out now and I probably won’t be back until this evening, so that will give you plenty of time to get it done. But, if you make a really good job of it, I may give you a little extra. Here’s something to be going on with.”


    Before Paddington had a chance to answer, something landed with a ‘plop’ on the gravel at the foot of his steps.
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    Climbing down, he picked up the object and gazed at it for a moment or two before glancing up at Mr Curry’s house. Unlike the Browns’ drainpipes, they looked as though they hadn’t seen a paintbrush in years. His heart sank as he turned the coin over in his paw. For a start it didn’t even look English. In fact, the more he thought about it the less exciting Mr Curry’s offer seemed, particularly when it meant doing something he hadn’t bargained on in the first place.


    While Paddington was considering the matter, he heard Mr Curry’s front door slam shut. It was followed almost immediately afterwards by a clang from the front gate, and that, in turn, triggered off one of his brainwaves.


    Shortly afterwards Paddington was hard at work again, and this time, knowing how cross the Browns would be on his behalf were they able to see what he was doing, he intended getting it over and done with as quickly as possible.


    


    Later that day the Browns were in the middle of their afternoon tea when the peace was shattered by the sound of a violent commotion in the road outside their house.


    At one point Mrs Bird thought she heard loud cries of “Bear”, and shortly afterwards there was the sound of a police siren, but by the time she got to the front window all was quiet.


    They had hardly settled down again before there was a ring at the front door bell.


    “I’ll go this time, Mrs Bird!” said Paddington eagerly, and before the others could stop him he was on his way.


    When he returned, he was accompanied by the policeman who had visited them earlier in the week.


    “Will someone please tell me what’s going on?” said Mr Brown.


    “Allow me,” said the officer before Paddington had a chance to open his mouth.


    He produced his notebook. “First of all, a short while ago we received a call from one of your neighbours reporting a disturbance outside number thirty-three. We arrived at the scene as quickly as we could. The gate was wide open and a gentleman covered in black paint was dancing about in the gutter, shouting his head off. Assuming it must be Gentleman Dan, the Drainpipe Man, we placed him under immediate arrest.


    “On our way back to the station, we managed to quieten him down…” the policeman looked up from his notebook, “which was no easy task, I can tell you. He informed us he was your next-door neighbour, so we removed the handcuffs and brought him back. I dare say you will be able to confirm you have a Mr Curry living next door.”


    “I’m afraid we do,” said Mrs Brown.


    “What did he look like?” asked Mr Brown.


    “Well, he’s not exactly a bear lover for a start,” said the policeman. “Kept going on about the iniquities of someone called Paddington…”


    “Say no more,” broke in Mrs Bird. “That’s him.”


    “Well,” continued the officer, “when we arrived back at his house, who should we meet coming out of the gate, but none other than Gentleman Dan, the Drainpipe Man. He must have seen us drive off and seized his chance.


    “He had the cheek to say he’d gone to the wrong door by mistake.”


    “Did he get away with much?” asked Mr Brown.


    “Didn’t have a thing on him,” said the officer, “which is a pity, because I gather from Mr Curry that he has a lot of valuable items, and we could have booked him on the spot.


    “On the other hand, I don’t think he’ll be bothering us again for a while. Thanks to this young bear’s efforts, we’ve not only got a picture of him, but we have his ‘dabs’ for good measure.”


    He turned to Paddington. “I’d like to shake you by the paw for your sterling work,” he said.


    Paddington eyed the policeman’s hand doubtfully. There was a large lump of something black attached to the palm.


    “Perhaps you would like to borrow some of Mr Brown’s white spirit first,” he said. “You won’t want to get any of that on your steering wheel.”


    “You’ve got a point,” said the policeman, taking a look at it himself. “Seeing as how I recommended it in the first place, I can’t really complain, but…”


    “I still don’t quite understand,” said Mr Brown, after the officer had left. “What’s all this about painting Mr Curry’s front gate?”


    Paddington took a deep breath. “I thought if I stopped any burglars getting into his garden in the first place, they wouldn’t be able to break into his house, and it would save using up all your paint on his downpipes. I forgot Mr Curry still had to get back in!”


    The Browns fell silent as they digested this latest piece of information.


    “It seemed like a good idea at the time,” said Paddington lamely.


    “You can’t really blame Paddington, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “You did take him up on his offer after all.”


    “How much was Mr Curry going to pay you for doing his pipes?” asked Mr Brown.


    “Ten pence,” said Paddington


    “In that case,” said Mrs Bird, amid general agreement, “I have no sympathy. That man deserves all he gets. And he knows it.


    “If he says anything to you about it,” she added grimly, turning to Paddington, “tell him to come and see me first.”


    “Thank you very much, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington gratefully. “If you like, I’ll go round and tell him now.”


    The Browns exchanged glances. “It’s very kind of you, Paddington,” said Mrs Brown. “But you’ve had a very busy day, and I do think it’s a case of ‘least said, soonest mended’. Why don’t you put your paws up for a while?”


    Having considered the matter, Paddington thought it was a very good idea indeed. And funnily enough, Mr Curry never did mention the day he didn’t get his drainpipes painted, although for some weeks to come, whenever Paddington waved to the Browns’ neighbour over the garden fence he received some very black looks in return.


    They were even darker than the colour of his front gate, which now remained permanently open.


    On the other hand, Mrs Bird never again saw a face looking at her through the landing window.
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    PADDINGTON ALWAYS LOOKED forward to his morning chats with Mr Gruber. One of the things that made visiting his friend’s antique shop in the Portobello Road so special was the fact that it was never the same two days running. People came from far and wide to seek Mr Gruber’s advice. If it wasn’t someone looking for an old painting or a bronze statue, it was someone else browsing through his vast collection of books, which covered practically every subject under the sun.


    In time, Paddington became quite knowledgeable about antiques himself; so much so, he could immediately tell a piece of genuine Spode china from an ordinary run-of-the-mill item of crockery, although he would never had dared pick any of it up in case he dropped it by mistake.


    “Better safe than sorry,” was Mr Gruber’s motto.


    That apart, since both of them had begun life in a foreign country, they were never short of things to talk about.


    During the summer months they often had their elevenses sitting in deck chairs on the pavement outside the shop, discussing problems of the day in peace and quiet before the crowds arrived.


    Paddington couldn’t help but notice his friend usually had a faraway look in his eyes whenever he spoke of his native Hungary.


    “When I was a boy,” Mr Gruber would say, “people used to dance the night away to the sound of balalaikas. That doesn’t seem to happen any more.”


    Having been born in Darkest Peru, Paddington had no idea what a balalaika was, let alone what it sounded like, but with Mr Gruber’s help he did learn to play a tune called “Chopsticks” on an ancient piano at the back of the shop.


    It wasn’t easy, because having paws meant he often played several notes at the same time, but Mr Gruber said anyone with half an ear for music would recognise it at once.


    “Music is a wonderful thing, Mr Brown,” he was wont to say. “Chopsticks may not be top of what is known as ‘the Pops’, but if you are able to play it on the piano you will always be in demand at parties.”


    On cloudy days, when there was a chill in the air, they made a habit of retiring to an old horsehair sofa at the back of the shop, and it was on just such a morning, soon after his adventure with the shopping basket on wheels, that Paddington arrived rather earlier than usual and found to his surprise that Mr Gruber had acquired a new piano.


    It was standing in almost exactly the same spot as the old one had been; near the stove where his friend made the cocoa.


    There was no sign of Mr Gruber, which was most unusual, so to pass the time Paddington decided to have a go at playing what had become known as ‘his tune’, when something very strange happened.


    As he raised his paws to play the opening notes, the keys began going up and down all by themselves!
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    He had hardly finished rubbing his eyes in order to make sure he wasn’t dreaming, when he had yet another surprise. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Mr Gruber crawl out from underneath a nearby table.


    “Oh dear,” said Paddington, “I hope I haven’t broken your new piano.”


    Mr Gruber laughed. “Have no fear of that, Mr Brown,” he said. “It is what is known as a ‘player piano’ and it works by electricity. You don’t see many around these days. I’ve just been plugging it in to make sure it works properly.”


    “I don’t think I have ever seen a piano that plays a tune all by itself before,” said Paddington. “We didn’t have anything like that in Darkest Peru. But then we didn’t have electricity either,” he added sadly.


    While Mr Gruber set about making the cocoa, Paddington took a closer look at the keyboard. It really was uncanny the way the keys went up and down in time to the music, and he tried following their movement with his paws without actually touching them. In the beginning he found it was hard to keep up with them, but after several goes it really began to look as though he was actually playing the tune.


    “Look, Mr Gruber,” he called. “I can even do it cross paws!”


    “I should watch out,” warned his friend, looking up from the saucepan. “It’s the Tritsch Tratsch Polka. You will need to sit very tight.”


    But it was too late. Even as Mr Gruber spoke, the music reached a crescendo and Paddington suddenly found himself lying on the floor with his legs in the air.
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    Mr Gruber ran to switch the machine off. “I’m afraid it’s a case of trying to run before you can walk, Mr Brown,” he said, helping Paddington to his feet. “I think perhaps you should try starting with something a little slower. I will see what I can find.”


    Opening the lid of a long cardboard box, he produced a roll of paper on a spindle, and unwinding it slightly, he held it up for Paddington to see.


    Although he didn’t say so, Paddington felt disappointed. It looked rather as if the moths had been at it.


    “It seems to have a lot of holes in it,” he said.


    “Well spotted,” said Mr Gruber. “You have hit the nail on the head as usual, Mr Brown. That is the secret behind a player piano. It works by blowing air through those holes as they go past. When the roll goes through at the correct speed, every time a hole passes a nozzle the blast of air sets a lever in motion, and that in turn operates the correct note on the keyboard.”


    While he was talking, Mr Gruber opened a small door above in the front of the piano, rewound the roll of paper already in there, and replaced it with the new one.


    “It sounds very complicated,” said Paddington, dusting himself down.


    “It is really no more complicated than you or I picking up a mug of cocoa and drinking it,” said Mr Gruber. “When you think about it, that is also something of a miracle. I suggest we have our elevenses first, and then you can try out the tune I’ve just put in. It’s Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata. I’m sure you will find it much easier.”


    It sounded a very good idea, and Paddington hastily unpacked the morning supply of buns.


    After they had finished the last of them and drained their mugs of cocoa, he climbed back on to the stool. This time, because the music was so much slower, he was even better at following the movement of the keys, and several passers-by stopped outside the shop to watch.


    “I wonder if Mr Beethoven did a Chopsticks roll?” he said. “I expect he would have been very good at playing that.”


    “I doubt it,” said Mr Gruber. “He was a very famous composer and he wouldn’t have had the time. Besides, this machine wasn’t invented until long after he died.


    “If you close your eyes,” he continued, “and sway gently with the music, I’m sure a great many people will think you really are playing it.”


    Following his friend’s instructions, Paddington had another go and by the time he reached the end of the piece, the pavement outside the shop was thronged with sightseers.


    “Bravo!” said Mr Gruber, joining in the applause as Paddington stood up and bowed to the audience. “What did I tell you, Mr Brown? I think even Beethoven himself would have been taken in.”
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    Shortly afterwards, having thanked Mr Gruber for the cocoa, Paddington bid him goodbye and made his way out of the shop, raising his hat to the crowd outside as he went. A number of people took his photograph, still more wanted his autograph, and several more dropped coins into his hat before he had a chance to put it back on. They felt quite cold when they landed on his head.


    One way and another, he was so excited he couldn’t wait to tell the Browns all about it, so as soon as he was able to escape from the crowd of admirers Paddington set off as fast as he could in the direction of Windsor Gardens.


    He hadn’t gone far before he realised he was being followed. In a strange way it wasn’t unlike the player piano. Each time he put a foot down on the pavement, it was echoed by a footstep close behind him.


    Looking back over his shoulder as he stopped at some traffic lights, he saw a figure wearing a long black overcoat and a fur hat waving at him.


    “Stop! Stop!” called the man.


    “This whole thing is quite extraordinary,” continued the newcomer, removing a glove as he drew near. “I have never seen a bear play the piano before. Allow me to shake you by the, er… paw.”


    Paddington hastily wiped the nearest one on his duffle coat before holding it out.


    “It’s quite easy really,” he began. “You see…”


    “Ah, such modesty.” The man glanced at Paddington’s shopping basket on wheels. “I see you take your sheet music everywhere with you. How very wise.”


    “It isn’t music,” said Paddington. “It’s Mrs Bird’s vegetables.”


    Reaching inside the basket he took out a carrot and held it up for the other to see.


    “Ah!” said the man, masking his disappointment. “It’s good to see you haven’t lost the common touch.”


    He pointed to a large poster on a nearby wall, one of many Paddington had recently seen dotted about the area. “I don’t suppose for one moment you would care to do a recital for me, would you? I’m putting on a concert in aid of charity and a piano-playing bear is just the kind of thing I need to round things off. The icing on the cake as it were.”


    “Jonathan and Judy will be home for the half term and Mr Brown is taking us all to see it as a treat,” said Paddington doubtfully. “So I shall be there anyway.”


    “Splendid!” exclaimed the man. “In fact, it couldn’t be better.”
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    “I shall have to ask Mr Gruber first,” said Paddington. “It is his piano and he says there aren’t many like it left in the world.”


    “Leave all that to me,” said the man. “Don’t say another word. You shall have the best piano that money can buy. One which will suit your unique talents. Your obbligatos have to be heard to be believed. As for your glissandos… words fail me.”


    Paddington had no idea what the man was talking about, but he couldn’t help feeling pleased. “It isn’t easy with paws,” he admitted. “I fell off the stool when I was playing the Trish Trash Polka.”


    “It happens to the best of players,” said the man, brushing it aside. “Perhaps we had better have your paws insured. On the other hand, you may have been trying to run before you could walk.”


    Paddington stared at him. “It happened only this morning,” he said excitedly. “And that’s exactly what Mr Gruber said.”


    He considered the matter for a moment or two. “I shall need some rolls,” he announced.


    “My dear sir,” the man raised his hands to high heaven. “You shall have all the rolls you need at the party afterwards. They will be yours for the asking.”


    “It will be too late then,” said Paddington. “I need them while I’m playing.”


    “You do?” the man looked at him in amazement.


    “This is fantastic,” he cried. “A novelty act! I can hardly believe my ears. There may be other bears in the world who play the piano, although I can’t say I’ve come across any before, but there can’t be many who have their supper at the same time.”


    “If you like,” said Paddington eagerly, “I could eat a marmalade sandwich while I’m playing. I usually keep one under my hat in case of an emergency.”


    The man went into ecstasies at the thought.


    “I can see it all,” he cried, closing his eyes as he gazed heavenwards. “You might save that until the end. It could bring the house down.”


    Paddington eyed him nervously. “I hope it doesn’t land on me,” he said.


    “Ah, so you tell jokes as well,” said the man. “This gets better and better.”


    Reaching into an inside pocket he produced some papers. “May I have your signature, kind sir? I just happen to have a form in my pocket.”


    While he was talking he handed Paddington a gold pen. “Just sign along the dotted line.”


    Paddington did his best to oblige, and because the man looked important, he added his special paw print to show it was genuine.


    “Forgive my asking,” said the man, eyeing the print with interest. “Are you by any chance Russian?”


    “I was,” said Paddington, “but I’m nearly home now.”


    His words fell on deaf ears as the man tried reading the writing above the blobs. “Is that where you were born… Paddington?”


    “No,” said Paddington. “It’s my name. I’ve always been called that, ever since Mr and Mrs Brown found me on the railway station.”


    “In that case, we must change it to avoid any confusion,” said the man. “We don’t want the audience turning up at the wrong place, do we?”


    “Change it!” repeated Paddington hotly.


    “How about Padoffski?” said the man. “It will look better when I over stamp the posters, but you’re not to tell anyone that.”


    “How about Mrs Bird?” asked Paddington. “She doesn’t like changes.”


    “Not until after the concert,” said the man, tapping the side of his nose. “Let it be a surprise.


    “Afterwards,” he said, “we must strike while the iron’s hot and look to the future. What would you say to a world tour?”


    “I wouldn’t mind visiting the Home for Retired Bears in Lima,” said Paddington. “It would be a nice surprise for Aunt Lucy.”


    “I don’t normally do retirement homes,” said the man. “More often than not the audience is fast asleep by the end of the programme.”


    “I’m sure Aunt Lucy would poke them with her knitting needle if they were,” said Paddington loyally.


    “Mmm, yes,” the man eyed him doubtfully. “We shall have to see. First things first. We need to think about your entrance on the night. It’s a pity you can’t come up through the floor, like cinema organs used to in the old days.”


    “I expect I could borrow Mr Brown’s saw,” said Paddington eagerly.


    “I must say you’re not short of ideas,” said the man admiringly. “We shall make a very good team. Now that I am your manager I can see it all.”


    “You are?” exclaimed Paddington, looking most surprised.


    “Remember,” said the man, holding the piece of paper aloft. “You signed along the dotted line. It’s all down here in black and white.


    “Do you happen to know Purcell’s Passing By?” he continued, before Paddington had a chance to reply.


    “Is he really?” said Paddington, looking round. “I didn’t see him.”


    “He is a famous composer,” said the man. “And that’s the name of a song he wrote. I thought I might include it in your programme.”


    “I’ll ask Mr Gruber,” said Paddington. “He’s bound to know.”


    “I would rather you didn’t,” said the man. “In fact, I would much rather you didn’t tell anyone.”
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    He tapped the side of his nose again. “Mum’s the word.”


    “How about Mrs Bird?” asked Paddington. “She’s not a mum and she knows everything.”


    “Especially Mrs Bird by the sound of it,” said the man. “Remember, walls have ears, and whatever else happens, we must keep it a secret until after the concert. Listen carefully and I will give you your instructions for the night.”


    


    “Wonders will never cease,” said Mrs Bird, two mornings later. “Paddington’s had a bath without being asked. He also wanted to know if I could get some stains off his duffle coat. He had a marmalade chunk stuck to one of the toggles.”


    “Oh, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “That is a bit worrying.”


    Having a bear about the house was a heavy responsibility and there were times when it was hard to picture what was going on in Paddington’s mind.


    “He’s been acting strangely these last two days,” she said. “Ever since he got back from the market. He was going round peering at the walls this morning, and when I asked him if anything was the matter all he said was ‘Mum’s the word’. Then he began tapping the side of his nose.”


    “I shouldn’t worry too much,” said Mrs Bird. “There are no flies on that bear.”


    “I suppose that’s why,” said Mrs Brown vaguely.


    “I only hope he enjoys the concert tonight,” said the Browns’ housekeeper.


    “Paddington enjoys anything new,” said Mrs Brown, trying to keep a brave face. “That’s one of the nice things about him. Henry thought it would be a treat.”


    It crossed Mrs Bird’s mind that since Mr Brown went off to work every morning he didn’t have to face the consequences, but wisely, she kept her thoughts to herself.


    “We shall have to wait and see,” she said.


    In the event, however, even Mrs Bird could hardly fault Paddington’s behaviour during the first half of the evening’s performance. He even insisted on being at the end of the row when they took their seats.


    “I expect he wants to be near the ice creams,” whispered Jonathan.


    Much to the Browns’ relief, it didn’t look as if the show involved any audience participation. It only needed a mind-reader to ask for volunteers to go up on stage, or a magician who wanted to saw a member of the audience in two, and Paddington was usually the first to offer his services; almost always with disastrous results.


    He didn’t even embarrass them by eating one of his marmalade sandwiches during the interval.


    “I’m saving it until later,” he announced rather mysteriously.


    The Browns heaved a sigh of relief. They still had vivid memories of the first time he had been taken to see a play. They had been occupying a box at the side of the stalls, and Paddington had been so excited he accidentally dropped one of his sandwiches on to the head of a man sitting in a seat below them. At least they were safe from anything like that happening.


    It wasn’t until the show was nearing the end that Mr Brown happened to glance along the row and realised Paddington was missing.


    “Where can he have got to?” asked Mrs Brown anxiously. “We shall never hear the last of it if he misses the Grand Finale. It’s supposed to be something spectacular.”


    “Miss it, nothing!” exclaimed Jonathan, who had been sitting next to him. He pointed towards the stage as the curtain began to rise. “Look! He’s in it!”


    “Mercy me!” cried Mrs Bird as she caught sight of a grand piano with a familiar figure seated at the keyboard. “Whatever is that bear up to now?”


    Sporadic applause greeted the surprise item, particularly as it was some while before anything actually happened. Having spent some time staring at an area above the keys with a hopeful expression on his face, almost as though he expected to see a door of some kind, Paddington climbed off the stool and went round to the side of the piano.


    Raising the lid as best he could, he peered inside. But if he was hoping to find what he was looking for, he was clearly disappointed. After several loud twangs as he felt around with his paw, he closed the lid and disappeared underneath the piano.


    Growing increasingly restive at the delay, certain sections of the audience began to boo, and there were one or two catcalls from rougher elements at the back of the hall.


    When Paddington finally emerged he was mopping his brow, and there was a hunted look on his face as he called out to someone at the side of the stage.


    “What did he say?” asked Mrs Bird.


    “Something about not being able to find a socket,” said Jonathan.


    “Chopsticks, Mr Brown!” came a loud voice from somewhere nearby. “Chopsticks!”


    “Hear! Hear!” shouted someone else, or it could have been the same person disguising his voice.


    Gradually, the call was taken up by others until it seemed as though everyone was stamping their feet and shouting ‘Chopsticks’ at the top of their voices.


    As Paddington obliged, someone – it might have been the person who called out in the first place – led the audience in clapping to the beat of the music, and towards the end, when he produced a sandwich from under his hat and took a large nibble, cheers shook the rafters.


    The applause as Paddington stood to take his bow was deafening. So much so, he began looking anxiously at the ceiling.
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    “Best turn I’ve seen in years,” remarked a neighbour of the Browns as they left the theatre. “We shall be seeing that bear’s name in lights one of these days.”


    “If you want my advice,” said Mr Gruber with a twinkle in his eye, when he bumped into them further along the road, “I should retire at your peak, Mr Brown. Otherwise, you may find the going downhill from now on.”


    Paddington stared at his friend. It really was uncanny how things kept repeating themselves.


    “That’s exactly what my manager said!” he exclaimed. “But he did tell me he’s earmarked some of the money for the Home for Retired Bears in Lima. I must send Aunt Lucy a postcard and tell her to expect it.”


    Jonathan gave his sister a nudge. “I didn’t know he had a manager. I wonder if that’s who it was calling out for Chopsticks?”


    “He certainly saved the day,” said Judy. “Have you any idea who it was, Mr Gruber?”


    But for some reason best known to himself, Paddington’s friend was making haste to wave goodnight.


    “To sum up,” said Mrs Bird, as they turned into Windsor Gardens and the familiar green front door of number thirty-two came into view, “it proves there’s a lot of truth in the old saying ‘A friend in need is a friend indeed.’”
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    ONE MORNING THE Brown family was about to sit down to breakfast as usual, when Mr Brown noticed something strange going on in the garden.


    “What is Paddington up to!” he said, as a familiar figure in a duffle coat dashed past the French windows. “That’s my best broom he’s got hold of.”


    “Perhaps he’s sweeping up,” said Jonathan. “It looks as though he’s got a book of instructions.”


    “Even Paddington can’t need instructions to sweep the patio,” said Mr Brown.


    “Besides, it’s my lawn broom. It’s a special one made of twigs.”


    “Quick!” cried Judy, as a shadowy figure shot past, heading back the way it had come. “There he goes again!”


    From the brief glimpse they had, it looked as though Paddington was trying to keep the business end of Mr Brown’s broom between his legs with one paw, whilst at the same time wave a book up and down with his other, not unlike a bird that had fallen out of its nest and was learning to fly.


    A moment later there was a loud clatter from somewhere outside and a dustbin lid rolled slowly past the French windows.


    Jonathan jumped to his feet. “It sounds as though he’s had a crash landing,” he cried.


    “Are you surprised?” asked Judy. “He had his eyes closed.”


    “It isn’t like him to go rushing around the garden before breakfast,” broke in Mrs Brown. “I do hope he’s all right.”


    “He was as right as rain when he went to bed last night,” said Judy. “I met him on the landing. He said he was going to do his accounts.”


    “Perhaps he found he was overdrawn,” said Mr Brown. “I’d better have a quiet word with him after breakfast.”


    Mrs Bird gave a snort as she came into the room carrying a coffee pot. “There’s nothing wrong with that bear’s accounts,” she said. “If you ask me, he’s planning something. Earlier on he was asking me if I had any pumpkins.”


    “Ssh!” warned Mrs Brown. “Here he comes.”


    The Browns were only just in time. They had scarcely settled down, trying to look as though butter wouldn’t melt in their mouths, when Paddington entered the room.


    After mopping his brow several times with a napkin, he joined them at the table, and while he was unscrewing the lid on the marmalade jar they managed to get a closer look at his book.


    Most of the cover was filled with the silhouette of an elderly lady astride a broomstick. The pointed hat she wore matched her sharply pointed nose as she hovered above a row of chimney pots. Far from being called ‘Teach Yourself to Fly’, the book bore the words: ‘Everything You Need to Know about Witches, Warlocks and Hobgoblins.’


    Mr Brown gave a groan. “Of course! It’s October 31st.”


    “Halloween,” said Judy.


    “Trick or treat time,” added Jonathan.


    Paddington spread a liberal helping of marmalade on his freshly buttered toast.


    “Mr Gruber lent it to me,” he explained. “I haven’t read anything about warlocks or hobgoblins yet, but there’s a very good chapter on witches and making masks. And there’s another one telling you how to decorate a patio using lanterns made out of hollowed out pumpkins. They’re called jack-o’-lanterns, and if you put a lighted candle inside them it keeps evil spirits away.


    “There’s another chapter on superstitions,” he continued. “It says if you take a three-legged stool and sit at some crossroads while the church clock strikes midnight it will tell you the names of all those who will die during the next twelve months.”


    “Very cheering, I must say,” said Mrs Bird. “I know one thing. Anyone who sits on a stool near our crossroads at midnight could well end up top of the list.”


    All the same, Paddington’s enthusiasm was infectious and as soon as the rest of the family finished their meal they gathered round his chair.
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    “I’ve never been to a Halloween party,” he said wistfully. “I don’t think they have them in Darkest Peru.”


    Mrs Brown caught her husband’s eye. “We haven’t had one for ages, Henry,” she said. “It might be fun.”


    “Please, Dad,” chorused Jonathan and Judy.


    Mr Brown weakened. “Perhaps a small one,” he said. “Just for the family, but no more. It’s bad enough as it is with all those people ringing the front door bell and calling ‘trick or treat’ through the letter box. The only time I didn’t answer it last year we lost our dustbin lid.”


    “It did get found in the canal,” said Jonathan.


    “I’ll get some chocolate bars in,” said Mrs Brown, hastily. “They always go down well.”


    Paddington turned over the page. “There’s a recipe for a witches’ brew,” he read.


    “It’s called stir-fly and it sounds very interesting.”


    “I think you must mean stir-fry, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “Unless, of course, it’s a misprint.”


    Jonathan took a closer look. “No,” he said firmly. “Paddington’s right. It is stir-fly.”


    “It gives the recipe,” announced Paddington, reading from the book. “It’s a mixture of toenail clippings, bats’ blood and dead flies.”


    “Charming,” said Mr Brown. “I can’t wait!”


    “They’re not real,” piped up Judy, seeing the look on everyone’s face. “You can make pretend toenail clippings out of pieces of chicory, and for the flies all you need is some old currants that have gone hard. Mix it all together with tomato ketchup and Bob’s your uncle.”


    “Bob’s welcome to it, whoever he is,” murmured Mr Brown. “I’m not sure I wouldn’t prefer the real thing.”


    “Look,” said Jonathan, gazing over Paddington’s shoulder. “There’s something here about taking a kipper to bed with you.”


    “That’s another very good chapter,” said Paddington, knowledgeably. “I read it under the eiderdown last night. It says if you take a kipper to bed and eat it before you go to sleep, the person you are going to marry will bring you a glass of water during the night to quench your thirst.”


    “Hmmm,” said Mrs Bird. “I hope whoever it turns out to be is prepared to wash the sheets in the morning, that’s all I can say.”


    “Anyway,” said Judy. “You’re not thinking of getting married are you?”


    “I might do,” said Paddington darkly.


    “There is another way,” he continued. “It says here, if you cut the letters of the alphabet out of some newspaper headlines and float them in a bowl of water they will spell out the name for you.”


    Mr Brown pointedly glanced at his watch, and then reached for his morning paper. “I think it’s time I went to the office,” he said. “It’s a bit early in the day for origami.”


    “What a bit of luck it’s half term,” said Jonathan, after Mr Brown had said his goodbyes. “We can help get everything ready.”


    “If I were you, Paddington,” said Mrs Bird, “I’d get down to the market as soon as possible. Once people begin to realise what day it is, there could be a run on pumpkins.” She reached for her handbag. “While you’re there you can get a box of night-lights to go inside them.”


    “Don’t forget we need some chicory for the toenails,” called Judy.


    Paddington made a note of it and in no time at all he set off with his list, leaving Jonathan and Judy to start making the masks.


    “Very wise,” said Mrs Bird approvingly, when she saw what they were up to.


    “Speaking from experience, that bear and glue pots are best kept as far apart as possible. He can help me with the pumpkins when he gets back.”


    “You don’t think Paddington was serious about getting married do you?” asked Judy, when she and Jonathan were on their own.


    “I can’t picture him carrying anyone over the threshold if that’s what you mean,” said Jonathan. “He’d be bound to drop them, or else get stuck halfway through the door, besides he’s got to find someone first.”


    “It’s hard to picture anyone wanting to share kippers in bed with him,” said Judy, reaching for the paint. “It would be a bad start to married life. I think we’re fairly safe.”


    By the time Paddington got back from the market, they had both made so many masks it was hard to find anywhere to sit. Having tried his paw unsuccessfully at painting one whilst standing up, Jonathan suggested he might look in the garage for some old pieces of frayed rope so that he could make a wig for himself.


    Mrs Bird set to work hollowing out the pumpkins, and as soon as that job was done, having left Jonathan and Judy to put the night-lights inside them, she turned her attention to the cooking, leaving Paddington to look for some way of dying his wig black.


    One way or another everyone was kept busy, but if the first half of the day passed quickly, waiting for it to get dark seemed to take for ever.


    In order to pass the time, Paddington retired to his bedroom to write some Halloween poems while he was trying out his costume.
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    “I’m ready for the trick or treat part,” he announced, when he came back downstairs at long last.


    With the addition of a black pointed hat, similar to the one on the cover of Mr Gruber’s book, everyone agreed he made a very good witch indeed. The finishing touch was a set of white fangs Judy had made for him out of some orange peel turned inside out.


    “I wouldn’t like to meet you on a dark night,” said Jonathan, when they went out into the front garden.


    “I thought perhaps we could start with Mr Curry as he’s nearest,” said Paddington.


    “Do you think that’s wise?” asked Judy.


    “I’ve written a special poem for him,” said Paddington. “I don’t want to waste it.”


    “You must like living dangerously,” said Jonathan. “I doubt if you’ll get anything out of him. It would be easier to get blood out of a stone.”


    “Pigs might fly!” agreed Judy.


    “I don’t suppose he’ll recognise me in my outfit,” said Paddington optimistically, as he set off through the front gate leaving the others to hide behind the fence.


    “I wouldn’t bank on it,” called Jonathan.


    But he was too late, for Paddington was already out of earshot.


    Having pressed Mr Curry’s bell push several times, he hid in the shadows, carefully keeping the lantern behind him so that his face wouldn’t show.


    “Yes?” barked the Browns’ neighbour, as he opened the door a fraction and peered through the gap. “Who is it?”


    “Hurry, hurry, Mr Curry,” called Paddington, disguising his voice. “Give me a gift, and I’ll be swift.”


    “Go away, bear!” exclaimed Mr Curry. “How dare you! Any more of that nonsense and I shall call the police.” And with that he slammed the door in Paddington’s face.


    “That settles it,” said Jonathan, when they heard what had happened. “It’s time for tricks, not treats.


    “I found a good one in your book while you were in the garage this morning. You tie one end of a length of cord to someone’s front door knob. Then you pull it tight and tie the other end to a convenient tree.


    “After that, you ring the front door bell and hide. If it’s done properly, when they try to open the door they think it’s stuck. I’ve brought some cord in case it was needed.”


    “It’ll serve him right for being so mean,” said Judy.


    “I’ll do it,” said Paddington eagerly. “Bears are good at knots.”


    He seemed so keen on the idea the others didn’t have the heart to say ‘no’. Instead, they kept watch while he hurried back to Mr Curry’s house armed with the cord.


    Tying it to the door knob took rather longer than he had bargained for, especially as he was trying to do it as quietly as possible, and it wasn’t until he looked round for something he could tie the other end to that he realised Mr Curry’s front garden was like the proverbial desert. There wasn’t a sign of a convenient shrub, let alone a tree.


    Paddington was about to go back home and ask Jonathan’s advice when the door suddenly opened.


    “Who’s that rattling my letter box?” barked Mr Curry.


    “I might have known!” he growled, when he caught sight of Paddington hiding behind his pumpkin. “Up to your tricks again, bear!”


    “Oh, no,” said Paddington hastily. “They’re not my tricks, Mr Curry. They’re in Mr Gruber’s book… I mean…”


    The Browns’ neighbour stared at him suspiciously. “What’s that in your paw?” he demanded.


    “It’s my jack-o’-lantern,” explained Paddington. He held the pumpkin up for Mr Curry to see. “It’s supposed to frighten off evil spirits, but it doesn’t seem to be working very well…” He broke off as he caught sight of the look on the other’s face.


    “I meant, what’s in your other paw?” barked Mr Curry. “The one behind your back.” And before Paddington could stop him he had grabbed hold of the cord.


    “I wouldn’t pull it if I were you, Mr Curry,” said Paddington anxiously.


    “Nonsense!” barked the Browns’ neighbour. “There’s only one way to find out where something goes – that’s to give it a good tug.” And without further ado he wound the cord round his other hand and pulled.


    There was a loud bang as his door slammed shut. It was followed almost immediately by a sound of tinkling as a metal object landed on the path at their feet.


    Mr Curry stared it. “That looks like a door knob,” he growled. “Have you any idea how it got there, bear? It might have caused a nasty accident.”


    Paddington held out his lantern and took a closer look. “I don’t think it’s one of ours, Mr Curry” he said. “Mrs Bird always keeps our door knobs polished.”
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    “That still doesn’t explain what it’s doing there,” growled Mr Curry.


    “I was looking for a convenient tree…” explained Paddington.


    “I don’t have any trees,” growled Mr Curry. “Nasty, untidy things, dropping their leaves everywhere.”


    “I know,” said Paddington unhappily. “That’s why the door knob trick didn’t work properly. Yours must have fallen off by mistake. It wasn’t meant to.”


    “I’ll give you tricks, bear,” barked Mr Curry. “They ought not to be allowed. If I had my way I’d…” he broke off.


    “Would you mind repeating what you’ve just said?”


    Mr Curry’s face had grown purple with rage. In fact, Paddington didn’t like the look of it at all and he hastily lowered his lantern to be on the safe side.


    “If you don’t mind,” he said, “I’d rather not.”


    But the Browns’ neighbour was already doing it for him. “Are you trying to tell me that’s my door knob, bear?” he spluttered.


    Clearly hardly able to believe his eyes, let alone his ears, he gazed at his front door, then looked at the end of the cord tied round the knob.


    “Do you realise,” he bellowed, “you have locked me out of my own house!”


    “No, Mr Curry,” said Paddington, glad to be on firm ground at last. “I didn’t lock you out. You did it yourself. It’s what Mrs Bird calls a self-inflicted wound. She often says you’re very good at those.”


    Raising his hat politely, he looked anxiously over his shoulder, but Jonathan and Judy were too well hidden to be of any help. “I think perhaps I’d better go now,” he said. “We’re having a Halloween party and I don’t want to be late.”


    Mr Curry paused from whatever it was he had been about to say and a cunning gleam came into his eyes. “Is that so, bear?” he said. “I thought I saw you doing a lot of coming and going this morning.”


    “There was a lot to get ready,” said Paddington, only too pleased to change the subject. “Mrs Bird’s been very busy, baking cakes, and making some special stir-fly mixture.”


    “Seeing I have been locked out of my house,” said Mr Curry, “it couldn’t have happened at a better time. It’s very kind of you to invite me, bear. Unless, of course,” he added meaningly, “you would rather I told the Browns what you’ve just done.”


    Jonathan stood up. “That’s torn it!” he said gloomily, overhearing the conversation. “Wait until Dad hears what’s happened. He won’t be pleased. Mr Curry is the last person he’ll want to see when he gets home.”


    “Paddington wasn’t joking when he said bears are good at knots,” agreed Judy. “How’s he going to get out of this one?”


    “I bet he finds a way,” said Jonathan loyally. “He usually comes out on top.”


    


    Mr Curry gazed round the Browns’ living room as he made himself comfortable in Mr Brown’s favourite armchair. Having helped himself liberally from a bowl of chocolates he gave a shiver and then stood up again.


    “I think I’ll move nearer the fire,” he said. “I got cold standing outside.”


    Much to everyone’s dismay he looked all set for the rest of the evening.


    “Now, bear,” he said, addressing Paddington. “It’s my turn. Seeing you have kindly invited me to your party, I have a poem for you.


    “You mentioned something just now about having some stir-fry… so first of all, trick or treat, give me some of that to eat!”


    Mrs Bird pursed her lips, but before she had time to say anything Paddington jumped to his feet. “Don’t worry, Mrs Bird,” he called, as he hurried out of the room.


    “Leave it to me.”


    It wasn’t long before he returned carrying a large bowl and a spoon on a tray.


    Mr Curry scooped up the last of the chocolates and placed them inside his jacket pocket before turning his attention to Paddington’s offering.


    “You cannot say I do not try,” said Paddington. “I’ll give it to you, then I must fly.”


    “Thank you, bear,” said Mr Curry, licking his lips. And without further ado he grabbed the spoon and began attacking the bowl.


    Paddington waited until the Browns’ neighbour had finished his second mouthful and was visibly slowing down. “I’m afraid it’s a bit chewy,” he said. “It’s a special Halloween recipe.”


    “Most unusual,” said Mr Curry. “I’ve never had anything quite like it before. Aren’t you having any, bear?”


    “I don’t think so, Mr Curry,” said Paddington. “Thank you very much. My Aunt Lucy always told me never to swallow flies. It’s a bit difficult in Darkest Peru. They have a lot of them there. She had to keep her jars covered whenever she was making marmalade in case some went in. They’re supposed to make you go thin.”


    Mr Curry gave a snort. “Nonsense!” he barked. “That’s an old wives’ tale if ever I heard one. Besides, what’s that got to do with…?” He broke off, the spoon halfway to his mouth.


    “Why are you telling me that, bear?”


    “I thought you might be interested,” said Paddington innocently. “I did give your bowl a good stir before I brought it in.”


    Mr Curry jumped to his feet. “Bear!” he bellowed.
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    “Are you trying to tell me I’ve been eating… stirred flies?”


    “May I get you another helping?” asked Mrs Bird sweetly, before Paddington had a chance to answer.


    “No, you may not!” spluttered Mr Curry. Clutching his stomach, he gave a loud groan. “That’s the very last time I accept an invitation to one of your parties, bear!”


    “Could we have that in writing?” murmured Jonathan, fortunately not loud enough for anyone other than Judy to hear.


    “Accept an invitation indeed!” said Mrs Bird. “I heard you browbeating Paddington just now. As for being locked out of your house-you know very well we keep a spare key for you in case of an emergency. Come with me.”


    And while Paddington took the remains of Mr Curry’s soup into the kitchen, Mrs Bird led their uninvited guest into the hall.


    Moments later, for the second time that evening the sound of a front door being slammed echoed round Windsor Gardens.


    “Who would have believed it?” said Mrs Brown.


    “I told you Paddington would find a way,” said Jonathan.


    “Still waters run deep,” said Judy.


    “There’s nothing still about that bear’s waters,” said Mrs Bird, as she came back into the room. “If you ask me, there’s a lot goes on under that hat we don’t know about.”


    “Would anyone else like any stirred flies?” she asked. “Or would you prefer pumpkin soup? I made it specially. You can’t make lanterns without having a lot of the inside fruit left over.”


    “It’s very good,” said Paddington, licking his lips as he arrived back from the kitchen. “I’ve just been testing it.”


    “In that case,” said Mr Brown. “Come on everyone… It’s party time!”


    Afterwards they all voted it was the best soup they’d had for a long time.


    “Aren’t you going to take your hat off, Paddington?” asked Mrs Brown, when it was time to go to bed.


    “If you don’t,” said Mrs Bird, “the glue may melt during the night, then you’ll be stuck with it.”


    Paddington considered the matter for a moment or two before he went upstairs. He felt very torn. “I suppose I’d better,” he said at long last, “otherwise I shan’t be able to raise it if I meet someone I know when I’m out shopping. But if you don’t mind I’ll take my lantern with me while the night-light is still burning. It’s been such a nice Halloween I don’t want to miss a minute of it.”


    “I know I’ve said it before,” said Mrs Bird, as Paddington disappeared up the stairs, “but I’ll say it again. That bear takes the biscuit!”
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    ONE BRIGHT DECEMBER morning Paddington decided to make himself useful in the garden. With Christmas not far away he was anxious to earn some extra pocket money, so he set to work at the front of the house, clearing up the last of the autumn leaves and generally tidying up the flower beds.


    He didn’t want a repeat of the previous year’s debacle, when he gave everyone in the family a diary he’d come across on a stall in the market. Like most bears, he had an eye for a bargain, and at the time five for the price of one sounded very good value indeed.


    It wasn’t until halfway through Boxing Day afternoon, when Mr Brown laid down his pen at long last, having finished the arduous task of transferring all the names and addresses and birthday reminders from his old diary into the new one, that he happened to glance at the date and discovered the two were identical.


    Having swept the leaves into a tidy pile, Paddington took some secateurs out of his duffle coat pocket and turned his attention to the rose bushes in case they needed a final prune before winter set in.


    A quick glance decided him against it. The roses were Mr Brown’s pride and joy and he went to great pains to ensure they were pruned close to an outward-facing bud.


    Whenever Paddington looked at them the only buds he could find always seemed to face the wrong way, and that day was no exception.


    He was in the middle of taking a closer look at one of the stems through his magnifying glass when he heard a cough. Looking round he realised he was being watched.


    “Ahem,” said a man, looking over the railings. “Forgive me. I can see you’re busy. Please don’t bother to stand up.”


    Paddington looked most offended. “I am standing up,” he announced.


    “Oh!” The newcomer sounded rather flustered. “I do beg your pardon, but I assumed you were a jobbing gardener; a refugee from some foreign clime, perhaps?


    “I wonder… are your employers at home?”


    “My employers!” repeated Paddington, growing more and more upset. “But I live here. I’m trying to make my ends meet in time for Christmas. I was looking for some outward facing buds, but I can’t find any.”


    “I know just how you feel,” said the man sympathetically.


    He held up a clipboard. “I’m trying to conduct a survey, but so far I haven’t found a single person to interview. Everybody in the road seems to be out.”


    “I expect it’s because of your board,” said Paddington knowledgeably. “Mrs Bird says she never opens the door to a man with a clipboard. It usually means they’re after something.”


    “Ah!” the man gave a hollow laugh. “Thank you very much for the tip. I’m not used to this kind of work, you see, and…” his voice trailed away under Paddington’s gaze.


    “Since you live here,” he continued, “perhaps you wouldn’t mind answering a few simple questions. It will only take up a minute or two of your valuable time. We are asking people about their views…”


    “I have a very good one from my bedroom window,” said Paddington, only too happy to oblige. “On a clear day I can see the British Telecom Tower.”


    The interviewer allowed himself a smile. “How very interesting.” He took a closer look at Paddington. “Forgive my mentioning it, but from your accent I take it you are not… well… I mean, where exactly are you from?”


    “Peru,” said Paddington. “Darkest Peru.”


    “Darkest Peru?” repeated the man. “I’ve come across a good many Bulgarians and Poles coming over here to work, but I’ve never met anyone from Darkest Peru before.” He consulted a sheet of paper on his clipboard. “There isn’t even a box I can tick. If you don’t mind my saying so, I hope there isn’t a flood this winter.”


    “Mr Curry had one last year,” said Paddington.


    “He did?” exclaimed the man excitedly. He jotted the name down. “Perhaps you could give me his address. I’ll see if I can jog his memory.”


    “I would rather you didn’t,” said Paddington anxiously. “He’s our next-door neighbour and we don’t get on very well.”


    “Oh, dear.” said the man. “Does it bring back unhappy memories for you?”


    “No,” said Paddington. “But it does for Mr Curry. He had a burst pipe in his bathroom and I was helping him mend it.


    “He gave me a hammer to hold and told me that when he nodded his head I was to hit it. So I did. I didn’t realise he meant the pipe.”


    “I see the problem,” agreed the man. “It’s not something you would forget in a hurry.”


    He turned over the page. “Changing the subject, do you have any complaints about the way you have been treated since you arrived in this country?”


    Paddington considered the matter for a moment. “Well, it wasn’t Mrs Bird’s fault,” he said, “but my boiled egg was a bit runny this morning.”


    “Your boiled egg was a bit runny?” The man had started to write something down, but he crossed it out. “I hardly think that’s a reasonable cause for complaint.”


    “It is if you’re a bear,” said Paddington hotly. “If you’re a bear and the yolk dries on your whiskers it makes them stick together and it’s very painful. It hurts every time you open your mouth.”


    “Er, yes,” said the interviewer, “I suppose it would. Did you register a complaint?”


    Paddington looked taken aback at the thought.
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    “I wouldn’t dare,” he said. “Mrs Bird rules the house with a rod of iron.”


    “Really?” The man looked round nervously. “Does she carry it with her?”


    “Oh, it’s only a pretend one,” said Paddington. “But she can be a bit fierce at times. Mr Brown says that deep down she has a heart of gold. Anyway, she’s out with Mrs Brown doing the Christmas shopping, and both Jonathan and Judy are away at school. They’re not due home until tomorrow, so I’ve been left in charge.”


    The man looked relieved. “This Mrs Bird,” he said. “I would like to know more about her. Do I take it she isn’t a very good cook?”


    “Not a very good cook?” repeated Paddington indignantly. “Mrs Bird’s dumplings are the best I’ve ever tasted. They’re well known in the neighbourhood.”


    “Dumplings well known in neighbourhood,” repeated the man, making an entry on his form.


    “So is her marmalade,” said Paddington. “It’s full of chunks.”


    Feeling under his hat, he produced a sandwich. “You can try this one if you like. I made it myself the week before last.”


    It looked somewhat the worse for wear, and the man eyed it doubtfully. “I think I would rather not,” he said.


    “I always keep one under my hat in case of an emergency,” explained Paddington, “but nothing’s gone wrong for several weeks now.”


    “I don’t suppose you happen to keep one of Mrs Bird’s dumplings under there as well do you?” asked the man. “I could take a picture of it on my mobile.”


    “A dumpling!” exclaimed Paddington. “Under my hat!” He gave the interviewer a very hard stare indeed.


    The man’s voice trailed away as he caught the look on Paddington’s face. “May I ask how you got here in the first place?” he enquired, hurriedly changing the subject.


    “I came in a small boat,” said Paddington. “I was a stowaway.”


    “All the way from Darkest Peru?” The interviewer raised his eyebrows. “I know a lot of you boat people are desperate, but that sounds like a world record to me. Your paws must have been sore after all that rowing.”


    “Oh, I didn’t have to row,” said Paddington. “The boat was fixed to the side of a big ship. It was my Aunt Lucy’s idea. I was a stowaway.”


    “All the same,” said the man, “it can’t have been easy.”


    “It certainly wasn’t in the Bay of Biscuits,” said Paddington. “I had a job to stand up. The sea was so rough I nearly got washed overboard several times.”


    “Surely you mean the Bay of Biscay?” said the man.


    “I called it the Bay of Biscuits,” said Paddington firmly. “Someone was hanging over the ship’s rails and they let go of a Garibaldi by mistake. It landed on my head, so I had it for dinner. I felt much better afterwards.”


    “How many B’s are there in Garibaldi?” asked the man as he wrote it down.


    “There aren’t bees in a Garibaldi,” said Paddington. “They have currants instead.”


    Taking a deep breath, the interviewer reached for his eraser. “This Aunt Lucy of yours,” he continued. “Can you tell me more about her?”


    “Well,” said Paddington. “She’s very wise. If it wasn’t for her I wouldn’t be here at all. Besides, she taught me all I know.”


    “Perhaps you could let me have her address,” said the man. “I’d like to take her on board and make her part of my team. She sounds just the kind of person we’re looking for.”


    “I don’t think that would be very easy,” said Paddington. “She’s living in the Home for Retired Bears in Lima. Besides, she doesn’t play any ball games.”


    The interviewer gave Paddington a glassy stare as he reached for his eraser again.


    “I had a clean form when I started out this morning,” he said plaintively. “Now look at it!


    “I suppose,” he continued, trying another tack, “since your Aunt Lucy is in a home, she’s… er… I mean, is there an uncle by any chance?”


    “Oh, yes,” said Paddington. “Uncle Pastuzo. But we haven’t seen him since the earthquake…”


    “You mean you’re an earthquake victim…” the man’s pen fairly raced across the page. “Tell me more…”


    “Well,” said Paddington, “there’s not much to tell. I was fast asleep in a tree at the time. There was a loud rumble and the earth began to shake. When I woke up everything looked different. Everyone else apart from Aunt Lucy had disappeared.”


    “Even your Uncle Pastuzo?” said the interviewer.


    “Especially Uncle Pastuzo,” said Paddington. “I think he must have known it was going to happen because he went out early that day. But he left his old hat and a suitcase with a secret compartment behind, along with a note to say I could have them if anything happened to him.”


    “And you have never heard any more of him since?”


    Paddington shook his head sadly. “That’s why Aunt Lucy brought me up. She taught me my tables, and she taught me to say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ when I’m out shopping, and to raise my hat whenever I meet someone I know.


    “She also taught me to count my blessings when things look black. It’s the first thing she does when she wakes in the morning. She says nine times out of ten you have more than you think you have.”


    “Would there were more about like her,” said the man. He turned the page. “One last thing before I leave you in peace. What are your feelings about being a blood donor?”


    “No, thank you,” said Paddington firmly. “I haven’t had my elevenses yet and it might make me go wibbly woo.”


    “I shouldn’t let that worry you,” said the man. “You can lie down afterwards, and they give you a nice cup of tea into the bargain.”


    “I prefer cocoa,” said Paddington. “Bears do, you know.”


    “No, I didn’t know that,” said the man, entering the information on his form.


    “While we are on the subject of medical matters,” he continued, “if you don’t fancy being a blood donor, how about donating one of your organs when the time comes?”


    Paddington considered the matter for a moment or two. He wondered if he ought to mention Jonathan’s mouth organ. It had been a nine days wonder at the time and everybody had breathed a sigh of relief when he took it back to school with him after the holidays.


    “I don’t have any myself,” he said.


    The man concealed a smile. “Oh, but you must have,” he said. “Everyone has organs.”


    “Mr Curry doesn’t for a start,” said Paddington.


    “Oh, dear,” said the interviewer. “Poor man. What with that and having his pipes frozen, he must be in a terrible state. I dare say he has to be tended day and night.”


    Paddington looked over his shoulder. “I don’t think so,” he said, lowering his voice. “He lives all by himself.”


    The man followed the direction of Paddington’s gaze. “It gets worse and worse,” he said. “Is that why the curtains are drawn?”


    “Mrs Bird says it’s because he doesn’t like people spying on him,” said Paddington.


    “I’m not surprised,” said the man, “if he has no organs.”


    “Jonathan had one once,” said Paddington. “But he swapped it with a boy at school for a pencil box.”


    The interviewer’s eyes nearly popped out of their sockets. “Jonathan swapped one of his organs for a pencil box?” he repeated. “Do you know which one it was?”


    “I don’t know the name,” said Paddington. “But it was very special. It had two tiers. One for ordinary pencils and another one for crayons.”


    “I don’t mean the pencil box,” said the man. “I mean which organ. This could be headline news! It’s just the kind of material my editor is looking for.”


    “Oh, dear!” Paddington suddenly wondered if he had said the right thing.


    “Are you absolutely certain you don’t want to set an example?” said the man. “I wasn’t meaning today, of course. It won’t happen until after you…” he shifted uneasily underneath Paddington’s hard stare. “Well, you know… after you er, um.”


    “After I er, um?” repeated Paddington.


    “That’s right,” said the man. “It happens to us all at some time.”


    “It hasn’t happened to me yet,” said Paddington.


    “I can see that,” said the man, looking as though he was beginning to wish it had.


    “One last thing,” he remarked casually. “Can you tell me the name of Jonathan’s school?”


    “I’m very sorry,” said Paddington, raising his hat politely to show the conversation was at an end. “I’m afraid I can’t.”


    “What’s it worth?” asked the interviewer. Taking out his wallet, he fingered some notes.


    “More than all the tea in China,” said Paddington, remembering one of Mrs Bird’s favourite phrases.


    “And if this doesn’t work?” asked the man, detaching one of the notes, crackling it enticingly between his thumb and forefinger.


    “I have a secret weapon,” said Paddington. “I’ll show you if you like…”


    Looking round to make sure nobody was watching, he gave the interviewer one of his hardest stares ever.


    The man shuddered as though he had been struck by lighting, and something fell to the ground.


    “That’s another thing Aunt Lucy taught me,” said Paddington. “It comes in very useful at times!”


    “I think I might call it a day,” said the man, hastily retrieving his pen. He handed the note across the railings. “You’d better have this anyway. It may help you to make your ends meet before Christmas.


    “We’re giving them away this week,” he added. “It’s a ‘Thank You’ present.”


    And with that he turned on his heels and disappeared down Windsor Gardens as though he had a train to catch.


    Paddington gazed at the note for a moment or two. It didn’t look like any sort of money he had seen before. Instead of the £ sign, there was a picture of an aeroplane, followed by a lot of words in small print. None of them seemed to make any sense, so he slipped it into his duffle coat pocket for safe keeping and hurried back into the house in case anyone else came along wanting to interview him.


    


    “What do you think ‘er, ums’ are?” asked Mr Brown.


    It was the following day, and he had just arrived back from the station having collected Jonathan and Judy, who were home for the Christmas holiday.


    “You’ve been reading Paddington’s postcard, Henry,” said Mrs Brown accusingly.


    “I couldn’t help it,” said Mr Brown. “It was lying on the hall table ready to be posted. Anyway, it sounds as though you’ve read it too.”


    “It’s addressed to his Aunt Lucy,” said Mrs Brown. “I have no idea what it means, but he told her not to worry.”


    “If you ask me,” said Mrs Bird, “a spoonful of castor oil might not come amiss.”


    “Poor old Paddington,” said Judy.


    “Worse things happen at sea,” said Jonathan cheerfully.


    “I don’t know about that,” said Mr Brown. “Look at this headline!”


    He held up the front page of a local newspaper.


    ORGAN REPLACEMENT SCANDAL ROCKS LONDON’S WEST END


    “I can’t say I’ve felt any tremors,” said Mrs Bird, reading it out loud.


    “I don’t know where they get all these stories from in the first place,” agreed Mrs Brown. “I can’t believe half of them are true. It doesn’t sound like anywhere round here, thank goodness!”


    “I wouldn’t be too sure,” warned Mr Brown. “It’s the same postcode as ours – W11.”


    He continued reading. “‘Where will it all end?’ asks our man on the spot. Posing as an interviewer, our intrepid reporter, Mervyn Doom, managed to infiltrate the gang and obtain in-depth information from one of its hammer-carrying members.”
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    “He makes it sound like some kind of ball game,” interrupted Mrs Brown. “Where on earth did you get the paper?”


    “On Paddington station while I was waiting for the train,” said Mr Brown.


    “Apparently the person he interviewed was disguised as a jobbing gardener. He gave the game away by saying he was looking for some outward-facing rosebuds, not realising it was long past the normal pruning season.”


    He looked up from the paper. “Can you imagine? It shows the type of person the authorities are up against.


    “During the course of the interview our informant also let slip the fact that an undercover trade in organ transplants is rife.


    “A local schoolboy swapped one of his for a pencil box – the name of the boy and the school have been withheld for legal reasons. Meanwhile, in this outwardly respectable neighbourhood, others - bereft of everything that makes them tick - lie behind drawn curtains waiting for help.”


    “What is the world coming to?” exclaimed Mrs Bird.


    “And another thing,” continued Mr Brown, “according to this paper the gates are about to open on a flood of boat people from Peru.


    “Our question is WHEN WILL SOMETHING BE DONE ABOUT IT?


    “THERE IS NO TIME TO BE LOST!”


    “Does it say who’s behind it?” asked Mrs Brown.


    “Apparently the Gang-master-in-chief is a woman,” said Mr Brown. “Notorious for her dumplings, and wielding an iron bar, she so terrifies those around her the subject of the interview is forced to hide his marmalade sandwiches under his hat.”


    The Browns looked at one another. Suddenly, it was all starting to sound much closer to home than they had thought.


    “You don’t think…” began Mr Brown.


    “Oh dear, Henry,” said Mrs Brown. “I’m very much afraid I do.”


    “He asked if he could borrow your secateurs yesterday morning,” said Mrs Bird.


    “He wanted to do some work in the front garden.”


    “Don’t tell me he was having a go at my roses?” exclaimed Mr Brown, the full seriousness of the situation suddenly coming home to him.


    “I don’t like the sound of that last bit,” said Mrs Bird. “If the ‘powers that be’ get hold of the story there’s no knowing what will happen. We can await the ring on the front door bell.”


    The Browns exchanged anxious glances. In the beginning Paddington had just sort of happened, but over the years he had become so much a part of the family they couldn’t picture life without him. They had certainly never thought of him as being a refugee; still less the possibility of his being an illegal one.


    “I think ‘they’ve’ started doing something about things already,” said Jonathan. “I saw an ambulance outside Mr Curry’s house soon after we got back. There was a terrible row going on. They were trying to tie him on to a stretcher.”


    “I suppose they might declare Paddington persona non grata,” said Mr Brown.


    “That’s means an unwelcome person,” said Judy, for her brother’s benefit.


    “Thanks a heap!” said Jonathan. “Who got an A Star in his GCSE?”


    “Anyway,” said Judy. “He’s not a person. He’s a bear.”


    “And he’s always welcome,” chimed in Mrs Bird. “If anyone tries to take him away after all this time they’ll have me to deal with.”


    “Who in the world would want to report him?” asked Judy.


    “I imagine Mr Curry for a start,” said Jonathan, “if Paddington had anything to do with what happened this morning. Perhaps we could hide him under the floorboards – like the French did with escaped prisoners during the last war.”


    “I shall never go out and leave that bear alone again,” said Mrs Bird.


    “I’m sure he meant well,” said Mrs Brown.


    “They can’t,” said Judy. “Take him away, I mean.”


    “There’s no such word in the English language as ‘can’t’,” said Mrs Bird grimly.


    “What shall we tell Paddington?” broke in Mr Brown, lowering his voice.


    “For the time being,” said Mrs Bird, “I suggest we don’t tell him anything. He’ll be most upset if he thinks the whole thing is his fault.”


    “He really will have trouble with his ‘er, ums’ then,” said Jonathan.


    “Careful,” hissed Judy, “I think he’s coming downstairs. I was wondering where he’d got to.”


    Sure enough, a moment later the door opened and a familiar face appeared round the gap.


    “Can anyone tell me what Air Miles are?” asked Paddington.


    “Well,” said Mr Brown, after he had gone. “That was a conversation stopper if ever I heard one. I wonder what he’s up to now?”


    “I shudder to think,” said Mrs Brown.


    “Time alone will tell,” said Mrs Bird. “I dare say we shall know soon enough.”
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    THE FOLLOWING MORNING, blissfully unaware of the dark cloud which had settled over number thirty-two Windsor Gardens, Paddington set out soon after breakfast.


    Heading in the opposite direction to the one he normally took, he made his way uphill towards a shop he remembered seeing on one of his outings with Mr Gruber.


    It was situated in a busy high street some distance from the Portobello Market, and it stuck in his mind, partly because at the time he had thought Oyster Travels seemed a very unusual name for a shop, and also because there had been a large revolving globe in the window. Mr Gruber had stopped to admire it, and as it went slowly round and round he had pointed out all the different countries as they went past.


    “Since they invented the aeroplane, Mr Brown,” he had said, “the world has shrunk. There are very few places left that cannot be reached in a matter of hours rather than weeks. I expect this shop took its name from the old saying: ‘the world is your oyster’. In other words ‘it is yours to enjoy’.”


    Mr Gruber had a happy knack of making even quite ordinary things sound exciting, and Paddington’s latest idea was far from ordinary. It had come to him during the night while he had been lying awake trying to think what to get the Browns for Christmas.


    The first time he had seen the shop it had been full of people, but as he drew near he was pleased to see that apart from a rather superior-looking man who looked as though he was about to open up for business, there was nobody else around.


    “The early bird catches the worm,” the man said approvingly, as he held the door open for Paddington.


    “I dare say you’ll be after one of our cheap day return trips,” he said, sizing up his first customer of the day. “A day out in Brightsea, perhaps? It can be very invigorating at this time of the year. The coach leaves in half an hour, and if the weather forecast is anything to go by it will certainly blow the cobwebs out of your whiskers.”


    Paddington took a quick look at his reflection in the polished glass. “Those aren’t cobwebs,” he said, giving the man a hard stare. “It’s Shredded Wheat. I ate my breakfast in a hurry because I wanted to get here before anyone else.”


    “I do beg your pardon.” The man wilted under Paddington’s gaze.


    “I was really wanting to enquire about some of the places you have on your globe,” said Paddington. “Mr Gruber was telling me all about them.”


    “My dear sir, you couldn’t have come to a better place.” Leaping into action, the man began washing his hands in invisible soap as he ushered Paddington to a stool opposite one of the counters.


    “I happen to be the manager,” he continued, going round to the other side and reaching for a pad and pencil. “As I like to tell all our customers, the world is not only our oyster, it is yours too. We are here to take care of your every need.


    “Perhaps you could let me have a few details first, starting with your name and address…”


    Paddington did as he was bidden, and while the manager was writing it down he glanced around the shop. It seemed full of interesting things. Apart from a number of real oyster shells dotted around the counter, there were some giant plastic ones hanging from the ceiling, and the walls were covered in posters showing holiday-makers with happy, smiling faces as they bathed in the blue sea or lay back in their deck chairs enjoying the sunshine. There wasn’t a gloomy face to be seen anywhere, and he felt more certain than ever that he had come to the right place.
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    “Will it be just for your good self?” enquired the manager, “Or will you be accompanied? We do have what we call our “Singles Special”.


    “There will be seven of us,” said Paddington. “It’s my treat, and I want to take them somewhere special for Christmas.”


    “Seven!” The manager took a firmer grip of his pencil. “Would you mind giving me their names?”


    “Well,” said Paddington, “there will be Mr and Mrs Brown, and Mrs Bird. Jonathan and Judy, and I’m hoping Mr Gruber might be able to come too.”


    “Quite a large party,” said the manager, looking suitably impressed. Taking a closer look at Paddington, he revised his first impression. Clearly, he was dealing with a seasoned traveller, and an important one at that. Although the customer had arrived on foot, he wondered for a moment if he could be dealing with a television personality planning a forthcoming programme, or perhaps some kind of foreign dignitary; a slightly eccentric Indian prince down on his luck, for example. He had never met one wearing a duffle coat before, but there was a first time for everything and one never knew these days. It paid to be careful.


    “I know it’s a little early in the day,” he said, “but would you care for a glass of champagne while we go through the possibilities?”


    “No thank you,” said Paddington. “I had one once and it tickled my whiskers. I would sooner have a cup of cocoa.”


    The manager’s face fell. “I’m afraid we shall have to wait until our Miss Pringle arrives,” he said, looking at his watch. “She usually collects the milk on her way in.


    “We were rushed off our feet yesterday,” he explained, “what with everyone wanting to make a quick getaway for the Christmas holiday. I told the staff they could come in half an hour later than usual…” He reached out towards a rack laden with coloured brochures.


    “Have you ever thought about visiting South America? The Peruvian Andes, for example? We have a tour which includes a boat trip on Lake Titicaca. As I’m sure you know, it’s the highest one in the world.”


    “If we go to Peru,” said Paddington, “I would sooner visit the Home for Retired Bears in Lima. I haven’t seen my Aunt Lucy for a long time and it will be a nice surprise for her.”


    The manager scanned through the brochure. “I’m afraid it doesn’t mention anything about a Home for Retired Bears,” he said, “but I’m sure our tour guide will be more than willing to offer advice when you get there.


    “Alternatively,” he reached for another brochure. “How would you feel about visiting India?” He held it aloft for Paddington’s benefit. “Have you ever seen the Taj Mahal by moonlight?”


    Paddington peered at the picture. “No,” he said, “but last year I was taken to see the Christmas lights at Crumbold and Ferns.”


    “If I may be so bold,” said the manager, “there is simply no comparison. In fact, the two can hardly be mentioned in the same breath.”


    “I didn’t have to wait for a full moon to see Crumbold and Ferns’ lights,” said Paddington firmly. “They were on day and night. And they kept changing colour. Besides, I usually go to bed early.”


    “If you spend more than two nights in India,” said the manager, not to be outdone, “I could make sure you get a free elephant ride thrown in.”


    “I don’t think Mrs Bird would be very keen on that,” replied Paddington. “She likes a wheel at all four corners.”


    “I can see I am dealing with a young gentleman of taste and discernment,” said the manager, trying to mask his disappointment. “Perhaps I might tempt you with something nearer home. How about a visit to Italy and the Leaning Tower of Pisa?”


    “I don’t think Mrs Bird would like that very much either,” said Paddington. “She was very worried last year when Mr Brown found a crack in the kitchen ceiling.”


    “Perhaps, before you reach a final decision you might care to bring the lady in?” suggested the manager, “I shall be more than happy to go through the itinerary with her.”


    “It’s meant to be a surprise,” said Paddington, “and Mrs Bird doesn’t like surprises.”


    “Oh, dear,” said the manager, through gritted teeth. “I trust she doesn’t object to flying.”


    “When we went to France by aeroplane,” said Paddington, “she kept her eyes closed during take off and landing. She said if God had meant us to fly he would have given us wings.”


    “Ah,” said the manager, looking slightly dazed. “I suppose the dear lady does have a point.”


    He tried dipping his toes in the water again. “Would Sir be thinking of travelling First or Club class?”


    “Whichever you think is best,” said Paddington. “I want it to be a special treat.”


    “It depends a little on the overall cost,” said the manager, trying to sum up his client.


    “I’m not worried about the money,” said Paddington.


    “Then undoubtedly First Class is best,” said the manager. “I can thoroughly recommend it. It’s much more restful.”


    “We shall need five separate rooms,” said Paddington.


    “They aren’t exactly what you might call rooms,” said the manager. “Not even on the biggest planes, unless you happen to be travelling as a guest of the United States President. But these days the seats do fold right back, and apart from the noise of the engines, once they turn the lights out you can almost believe you are in a room.”


    “Mrs Bird would like that,” said Paddington. “Especially if they switch the lights off.”


    The manager breathed a sigh of relief. “In that case,” he said, washing his hands in invisible soap again, “it sounds as though our ‘Gold Star, top of the range Round the World Special’ would suit you down to the ground. You will be fully escorted all the way and you will stay at all the best five star hotels, even Mrs Bird would be hard put to find fault with the service…”


    “It sounds very good value,” broke in Paddington. “I think I would like one of those please.”


    “In which case,” said the manager, “if you intend travelling over the Christmas period we had better strike while the iron is hot before everything gets booked up. Excuse me for a moment.”


    Handing Paddington some brochures to read while he was waiting, he turned to a nearby computer and began running his hands over the keys with practised ease. Several minutes passed before he pressed a button and almost immediately a long roll of paper began to emerge.


    “There you are,” he said, holding the end of it up for Paddington to see. “The wonders of science! Everything you want has been confirmed. It is all down in print, including the grand total.”


    “Thank you very much,” said Paddington, as he got up to leave. “I shall always come here in future whenever I want to go anywhere.”


    He reached out to take the roll of paper, but the manager kept a firm hold of the other end.
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    “Call me old fashioned,” he said, choosing his words with care, “and I sincerely hope you won’t mind my mentioning it, but we at Oyster Travel believe in treating our customers as though they were part of one big, happy family.


    “To put it another way, if I may make so bold, there is the small matter of a payment in advance. You will see the total amount on the end of the form.”


    Paddington nearly fell off his stool as he gazed at the figure on the sheet. Far from being a small matter, it struck him as very large one. In fact, he couldn’t remember ever having seen quite so many noughts in one long line before, and he was glad he didn’t have to find the money.


    Reaching into his duffle coat pocket, he produced the note the man conducting the survey had given him and handed it across the counter.


    The manager stared at it for several seconds, hardly able to believe his eyes. Meanwhile, the smile on his face became fixed as though it had been etched in stone.


    “An Air Mile!” he exclaimed at last. “One Air Mile! They won’t even let you on the airport bus for that! Have you not read the small print on the back?”


    “I tried to,” said Paddington, “but it was a bit too small, even with my magnifying glass.”


    Gazing heavenwards the manager placed both hands together to form a steeple. He closed his eyes and his lips began to move as though he was very slowly counting, although no sound emerged.


    After the speed at which he had operated the computer it struck Paddington as very strange and he wondered if the man was having trouble with all the noughts.


    “Can I help?” he asked. “Bears are good at sums.”


    The man’s lips stopped moving and he sat very still for a moment or two longer before opening his eyes.


    “I have been counting up to ten,” he explained, staring glassily at Paddington as though examining something the cat had brought in. “Having got as far as five, I am now going to close my eyes and begin again. If you are still here when I open them I shall not be responsible for my actions. I hope I make myself clear.


    “On your way!”


    Paddington didn’t wait to hear any more. Without even asking for his voucher back, he made for the door.


    On his way out he bumped into a lady about to enter. Raising his hat politely, he held it open for her and as he did he saw she was carrying several cartons of milk.


    “If I were you, Miss Pringle,” he said, “I wouldn’t go anywhere near the man in charge. I don’t think he’s in a very good mood this morning.”


    Once he was outside, Paddington disappeared back down the hill as fast as his legs would carry him. He was vaguely aware of the sound of a car horn and someone shouting, but he didn’t slow down until the green front door of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens had slammed shut behind him. Even then he slid one of the bolts across, just in case.


    “Where have you been?” said Judy, as she helped him off with his duffle coat. “We’ve been looking for you everywhere.”


    While he was getting his breath back Paddington did his best to explain.


    “Oh, dear,” said Judy. “Poor you! But never mind. It was a lovely thought and that’s what counts the most. Besides, if we had gone away you’d have missed Mrs Bird’s turkey. Who knows what we might have ended up eating instead?”


    “Anyway,” she handed Paddington a half opened package with a Peruvian stamp on it. “It’s your Christmas parcel from Aunt Lucy and I’m afraid it got stuck in the letter box.”


    Paddington stared at a battered Advent calendar inside the paper. It was resting on top of some table mats.


    Every Christmas without fail, a parcel arrived from the Home for Retired Bears in Lima containing presents for all the family. It was one of the many ways in which the residents whiled away their time. If it wasn’t jam making, it was knitting balaclava helmets, or weaving table mats.


    Mrs Bird would never have said anything for fear of hurting Paddington’s feelings, but the mats were nothing if not long wearing, and over the years she had filled several kitchen drawers with them.
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    In any case, the most important item was always the calendar specially made by Aunt Lucy herself for Paddington.


    “All my doors have come open!” he exclaimed hotly.


    “It wasn’t the postman’s fault,” said Judy. “For some reason there were more mats than usual, and when he tried getting it through the letter box it stuck halfway.”


    “Perhaps I could glue them shut,” said Paddington hopefully.


    “You’ll never get them open again if you do,” said Mrs Bird, joining in the conversation. “Leave it with me. I’ll give it a good going-over while I’m doing the ironing.”


    “In the meantime, said Jonathan. “No peeping.”


    As Mrs Bird disappeared into the kitchen taking the Advent calendar with her, Paddington hurried to the front door and peered through the letter box to see if by any chance the postman was still doing his rounds, but all he saw instead was a long black car driving slowly past.


    It was the longest one he had ever seen. In fact it was so long he didn’t think it was ever going to end, and he went back to the living room to tell Jonathan and Judy.


    “It sounds like a stretch limo,” said Jonathan, knowedgeably.


    “It was a very slow one,” said Paddington. “It tried to stop and then it went on again. I think the man driving it was looking for somewhere to park.”


    “I bet you couldn’t see anyone in the back,” said Jonathan.


    Paddington shook his head. “The windows were all dark.”


    “That was a stretch limo all right,” said Jonathan.


    “It must be someone very important,” said Judy.


    A thought suddenly struck her. She turned to her brother. “You don’t think… it isn’t someone looking for ‘you know who’?”


    “Who’s that?” asked Paddington.


    Judy put a hand to her mouth, but before she had time to answer there was a ring at the front door bell.


    “I was right!” she cried. “What are we going to do?”


    Taking hold of one of the long curtains at the French windows, Jonathan signalled to Paddington. “Quick! Hide behind here.”


    Paddington had no idea what the others were talking about, but he could tell by the tone of their voices that it was urgent, and by then his knees were shaking so much he didn’t wait to ask.


    As soon as Paddington was safely hidden Jonathan turned back to his sister. “I told you we should have done something about making a trap door in the floorboards for him.”


    Before Judy had time to answer there was a loud sneeze.


    “Pardon me!” called Paddington.


    “Ssh!” said Judy.


    “The curtains are tickling my nose and I can’t find my handkerchief,” cried Paddington. “I think it must be in one of my duffle coat pockets.”


    “Too late!” groaned Jonathan, as the sound of voices drew near and the door handle began to turn.


    “Guess who’s here!” said Mrs Bird.


    Scanning the room, her eagle eyes immediately spotted movement behind the curtain. “You’d better come out, Paddington. There’s someone to see you.”


    Both Jonathan and Judy stared at their visitor in amazement. Much to their relief, anything less like a Government Inspector would have been hard to imagine. He was much too short for a start; not a great deal taller than Paddington.


    His clothes also had to be seen to be believed. Topped by a wide brimmed straw hat worn squarely on his head, the bottom half, or the little of it that could be seen beneath a multi coloured cloak, was a mixture of styles. The top half appeared to be a black dinner jacket which looked as though it had seen better days, while the khaki trousers, full of bulging pockets, looked more suited to the jungle.


    [image: ]


    On the other hand, his boots were so highly polished you could have seen your face in them.


    When the stranger spoke it was with a mixture of accents, none of which they could immediately place.


    “Remember me, sobrino?” he called. “Caught up with you at long last.”


    At the sound of the voice, Paddington emerged from behind the curtain and hurried across the room, paws outstretched.


    “Uncle Pastuzo!” he exclaimed.


    “Thank goodness for that!” whispered Judy, taking her brother’s hand.


    “Who would have thought it?” said Jonathan. “Wonders will never cease.”


    All of a sudden it felt as though the cloud which had been hanging over their heads had disappeared of its own accord.
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    ENVELOPING PADDINGTON IN his poncho, Uncle Pastuzo gave him a huge hug. “Thought I would never find you, sobrino. You ask me how? Is another story. I tell you sometime.


    “Been twice round the world since last July.”


    “You must be dying for a cup of tea,” said Mrs Brown.


    Along with Mr Brown, she had arrived on the scene rather later than the others, and they were both trying to catch up on events.


    Letting go of Paddington, their visitor produced a large watch on the end of a chain. “Gone ten of the clock and I no have breakfast yet!”


    “Mercy me!” exclaimed Mrs Bird. “I’ll get you something straight away.”


    Uncle Pastuzo kissed her hand. “Gracias, beautiful señorita,” he said. “That is music to my ears.”


    “We have several kinds of cereal…” Mrs Bird went quite pink as she began ticking off various alternatives on her fingers. “There’s porridge… kippers… bacon and eggs… sausages… black pudding… kedgeree… fried potato… toast and marmalade…”


    “Sounds great to me, señorita!” said Uncle Pastuzo, smacking his lips.


    The Browns exchanged glances. From the back view of Mrs Bird as she bustled off towards the kitchen it was hard to tell what she was thinking and they feared the worst, but a moment or so later they relaxed when they heard the sound of pots and pans being put to work.


    “You know something about travel?” said Uncle Pastuzo. “It makes you hungry.”


    “However did you find us?” asked Mrs Brown.


    “It was written in the stars. Heard tell on the grapevine there was a bear living in London. Had a railroad station named after him.”


    “I think,” said Mrs Brown gently. “You will find it was the other way round.”


    “That is not how it was told to me, señora,” said Uncle Pastuzo, “so when I reach London I head for the station, and there I see a newspaper headline. Knew at once who they were talking about.”


    He turned to Paddington. “Began cruising the area. Next thing I know, you are coming out of a shop that has big globe in the window…”


    “Oyster Travels,” said Paddington.


    “Right in one. So what happens? I get out of my limo and shout your name, but by then you had vanished into the crowd.”


    “I was hoping to take everyone round the world too,” said Paddington sadly, “but I only had one Air Mile.”


    “Sobrino, when I get back home you can have all mine,” said Uncle Pastuzo. “By now there should be enough to take you anywhere you wish.”


    “I don’t know anyone who’s been round the world once,” said Jonathan, “let alone twice.”


    “Took wrong path in Africa,” said Uncle Pastuzo simply. “Turned right instead of left. Went back on myself. Thought everything was beginning to look the same.”


    “How about your car?” asked Mr Brown. “I wouldn’t want it to get towed away. They’re rather hot on that kind of thing round here.”


    “No problem,” said Uncle Pastuzo cheerfully. “Fits your front drive like a dream; all ten metres of it! Could have been made to measure.”


    “I’m sure Paddington’s uncle will have it moved when you want to get yours out, Henry,” said Mrs Brown, catching the look on her husband’s face. “Better that than have it towed away.”


    “Too true it is!” agreed Uncle Pastuzo. “Rules and regulations! People invent the motor car and make things so you can’t live without one. Then others come along and make it impossible to live with it! Poppycock!”


    “Yes, well…” began Mr Brown. “You try saying that to a traffic warden.”


    “I did,” said Uncle Pastuzo. “One of them tried to give me a ticket when I came out of that oyster place. Only been in there two minutes.”


    Producing a giant dagger from under his poncho, he ran his free paw along the length of the blade. “I tell him, you want to watch it, gringo!”


    “Oh, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I hope you didn’t give him our address.”


    Uncle Pastuzo chuckled. “Me? I was not born yesterday. Gave him your neighbour’s number. Hombre name of Curry. Heard all about him from Lucy. Seems you two don’t get on too well.”


    “You are in touch with Paddington’s Aunt Lucy?” said Mrs Brown, anxious to change the subject.


    “First stop when I set out,” said Uncle Pastuzo. “There she was, large as life, and twice as happy in the Home for Retired Bears. Knitting away in her rocking chair like there was no tomorrow. Could hardly hear myself think for all the needles clicking: tea cosies, bed socks, scarves… you call that retirement?


    “She tell me your address. Only thing is, I remember the number of your house, but forget the name of the road. Not like Darkest Peru. Where I live we only got one. Straight up to the top of the mountain and straight back down again. Got the rest of the address from that Oyster place. That was when I know it was meant.”


    He turned to Paddington. “Spoke to man in there with bad twitch. Said he knew you well, sobrino. Seems like you are not the apple of his eye.”


    “You will be staying, of course,” broke in Mrs Brown. “We can make a room ready while you are having your breakfast.”


    Uncle Pastuzo glanced out at the garden. “No need,” he said, pointing to the summerhouse. “Give me hammer and nail and that will suit me just fine. Like a palace.”


    “Are you sure?” asked Mrs Brown. “Won’t you be cold?”


    “You haven’t slept outside in the Andes in the middle of winter,” said Uncle Pastuzo.


    “That’s true,” admitted Mrs Brown.


    “Wake up most mornings with icicles on your whiskers. Those that have them,” he added hastily, not wishing to offend.


    “I’d better move the lawn mower,” said Mr Brown.


    He paused. “Er… forgive my asking, but why do you need a hammer and a nail?”


    “Need somewhere to hang this.” Uncle Pastuzo reached for his hat. “Home is where you hang it.”


    With a quick flick he sent his own hat flying across the room. It hovered for a brief moment near the ceiling before landing gently on top of a standard lamp.


    “Gosh!” said Jonathan admiringly. “I wish I could do that.”


    “I teach you,” said Uncle Pastuzo. “Is what they call a knack.”


    “It may be a knack,” said Mrs Brown, fearing for her china, “but it might not be so easy with a school cap.”


    “Meantime,” said Uncle Pastuzo, ignoring the interruption, “I give Señorita Bird a hand. Make sure she does eggs the way I like. Over easy, sunny side up.”


    “May I come too?” asked Paddington eagerly.


    The Browns looked at each other when they were on their own


    “What do you think he meant when he said ‘Home is where you hang your hat’?” asked Mrs Brown. “It sounded a bit permanent to me.”
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    “How long is a piece of string?” said Mr Brown. “I know one thing; if breakfast is anything to go by we’d better get some more supplies in before the shops close for Christmas.”


    In the end it was Mrs Bird who answered most of their questions. Clearly she couldn’t wait to unburden herself when she returned at long last.


    “That should keep them quiet for a while,” she said, undoing her apron. “Besides, there is a lot of catching up to do. I’ve left Paddington in charge of the toast and marmalade.”


    “Tell us the worst,” said Mr Brown.


    “Well…” Mrs Bird took a deep breath. “Paddington’s uncle lives high up in the Andes mountains in an area which is rich in all kinds of precious metals; copper, gold, silver… platinum. Now, who do you think benefits the most?”


    “The people who dig for it?” suggested Jonathan.


    “Wrong,” said Mrs Bird.


    “Their employers?” hazarded Judy.


    “Wrong again,” said Mrs Bird.


    “If the car parked in our front drive is anything to go by,” said Mr Brown, “Uncle Pastuzo.”


    “Right,” said Mrs Bird. “He has a little store at the top of one of the biggest mines, and when the workers come up at the end of their shift, hot, tired and above all thirsty, he’s there ready and waiting with hot dogs and ice-cold drinks.


    “They may have spent their time underground looking for precious metals, but Uncle Pastuzo has his own gold mine at the top. In any case, there is nowhere else to spend their earnings.


    “Having grown wealthy over the years, he now wants to see a bit of the world while he can. As he says, you can’t take it with you.”


    “He told you all that while you were cooking his breakfast?” said Mrs Brown.


    “And a lot more besides,” said Mrs Bird. “There’s nothing like getting together over a kitchen stove to make people open up.”


    “Er… while you were chatting, did you get any idea of how long he plans to stay?” asked Mr Brown.


    “As far as I’m concerned,” said Mrs Bird, “he can make it as long as he likes.


    “He has the same big brown eyes as certain others I could name,” she added dreamily, “and he’s very polite. You can see where Paddington gets it from – along with his Aunt Lucy, of course.”


    “So what more can you tell us?” asked Mrs Brown.


    “Just you wait and see,” said Mrs Bird mysteriously. “It’s his idea and I wouldn’t want to spoil it; especially as it’s meant to be a surprise for Paddington.”


    And there, for the time being, matters rested.


    After his mammoth breakfast, Paddington’s uncle went outside to his car and returned carrying a suitcase. Laying it down in the middle of the floor, he opened the lid, pressed a button, and a small folding bed began to erect itself. It was followed by a whirr and a hiss of air as a mattress took shape.


    “Bought it in Hong Kong,” he said, briefly.


    “Are you sure you wouldn’t like something bigger?” asked Mrs Brown.


    Uncle Pastuzo shook his head. “They say that to me when I stay at the Ritz Hotel, in Paris, France. They no like it when I say I prefer my bed to theirs. I tell them – if they no let me use my bed, then I camp out in front of their hotel and hang my washing out to dry. They like that even less.”


    “It’s a wonder they didn’t have you arrested.” said Mr Brown.


    Uncle Pastuzo jingled some coins in a trouser pocket. “Not so as you would notice… buenas noches.”


    Having said good night, Paddington’s uncle opened the French windows, gathered his belongings together and headed towards the summerhouse.


    “I’d better move the lawn mower,” said Mr Brown.


    “Don’t forget the hammer and nails,” called Mrs Brown.


    “It must be nice to be so independent,” she continued, closing the door after them. “But it is rather unsettling for the rest of us. I wonder when he wants to be woken?”


    “I should leave him be for the time being,” said Mrs Bird. “It’s best to let sleeping bears lie.”


    “Perhaps he’s hibernating,” suggested Jonathan.


    “Our geography mistress says bears don’t hibernate in the true sense of the word,” said Judy. “On the other hand, some of them do go to sleep for months at a time. Perhaps we should ask Paddington?”


    “Don’t put ideas into that bear’s head,” warned Mrs Bird. “He has more than enough in there already.”


    As things turned out, however, they were all wrong about Uncle Pastuzo. The next morning he was up bright and early, and after announcing he ‘had matters to deal with’, disappeared soon after breakfast and didn’t arrive back until late that afternoon.


    “If you don’t mind my asking,” said Mrs Brown, “what do you picture doing for the rest of the day?”


    “You mean, what are we doing?” said Uncle Pastuzo.


    There was a toot from the limousine outside.


    “Better hurry,” said Uncle Pastuzo. “Otherwise we miss flight.”


    “Miss the flight?” echoed the Browns.


    “That is what they call it,” said Uncle Pastuzo, ushering everyone out of the door.


    Climbing into the front seat, he settled down alongside the driver and began issuing instructions. But they were lost on the Browns as they entered via the rear doors.


    Paddington nearly fell over backwards with surprise when he climbed inside. The last person he expected to see was Mr Gruber, seated in an armchair at the far end.


    “It is a small world, Mr Brown,” said his friend. “And as I think I once said to you, it gets smaller all the time. I feel very honoured to have been invited.”


    “It’s very James Bond,” said Judy, eyeing a bank of television screens.


    “Everything except a nuclear warhead,” agreed Jonathan.


    “I don’t think I could live with those curtains,” said Mrs Bird, casting an expert eye over the furnishings. “They’re far too grand and they don’t go with the carpet.”


    “I hope we don’t come across anyone we know,” said Mrs Brown, settling herself down in another armchair. “Perhaps we’d better draw them just in case.”


    “They won’t be able to see us,” said Jonathan, pointing to the tinted glass, “but if you like…” running his eyes over a control console in front of them, he pressed a button and the curtains slid together.


    “Do you know what’s happening, Mr Gruber?” asked Paddington.
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    But Mr Gruber wasn’t letting on. “It is something I have always wanted to do, Mr Brown,” was all he would say.


    Mrs Bird was equally tight-lipped on the subject, and for most of the journey everyone else was kept so busy trying out the various gadgets they hardly noticed where they were going anyway.


    When they eventually drew to a halt Jonathan pressed the button again, and as the curtains parted he and Judy joined Paddington at one of the windows.


    “Guess what!” said Jonathan.


    “It looks like a bicycle wheel to me,” said Paddington.


    “It’s called the London Eye,” said Judy.


    “We’re all going for a ride on it,” explained Mr Gruber.


    “We’re going for a ride on a bicycle wheel!” exclaimed Paddington. “I hope we don’t get a puncture!”


    “There’s no fear of that,” said Mr Gruber. “If you take a closer look, you will see there are lots of cabins all round the rim. We shall be travelling in one of those.”


    “They look as though they are made of glass,” said Judy. “They aren’t, of course, but it does mean you can look every which way while you are going round.”
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    “And you can stand up and walk around,” added Jonathan.


    “Thirty-two of them,” said Uncle Pastuzo, helping the others disembark from the car. “Each one holds twenty-five passengers. That is nearly 800 people. I book through your friend at the Oyster shop, sobrino, and I pay extra so we have a whole one to ourselves. He is so pleased he say any time you want a holiday you go see him.”


    “Mrs Bird’s right,” whispered Jonathan. “Bears do fall on their feet.”


    “I fix everything,” said Uncle Pastuzo, as a hostess came forward to greet them. “We take what is called the VIP trip. Tee hee!”


    “Tee Hee?” repeated Mrs Brown.


    “Ought to be VIB – Very Important Bears!”


    Doubled up with laughter at his own joke, Uncle Pastuzo followed on behind their escort.


    The timing was exactly right. As they arrived at the starting point, an empty capsule arrived. The doors slid open, and as they stepped aboard the sun began to disappear behind the Houses of Parliament.
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    For the first few minutes, as the wheel slowly revolved and they gathered height, Mr Gruber pointed out many of the important landmarks still visible in the gathering dusk to Paddington’s Uncle: Big Ben; Buckingham Palace; the Tower of London; St Paul’s Cathedral; the many parks and lakes; and the British Telecom Tower, silhouetted like a pencil against the skyline.


    Paddington had visited many of them over the years, but somehow, as London began to unfold before their eyes, they seemed to take on a different life, the buildings evolving into tiny scale models of the real thing; the streets peopled by ants and model cars going hither and thither everywhere you looked.


    “Is the only way to see the world,” said Uncle Pastuzo, pleased at everyone’s reaction. “From on high and away from the crowds.”


    As darkness fell still further, and the capsule gradually rose higher and higher, lights began appearing all over London. Floodlit buildings came into view, and Christmas lights twinkled in the night sky.


    They even had a brief glimpse of ice skaters on the far side of the river further round to their right.


    There was one slight hiccup almost at the end of its journey, when Uncle Pastuzo called them all together to see what he called “something special”, but by the time they had formed themselves into a group the moment had passed.


    It had been one long series of magical moments and in the rush to disembark, nobody noticed Uncle Pastsuzo disappear for a minute or two. In any case they had grown used to his sudden comings and goings.


    On the journey home Paddington joined in the general agreement that it was the best treat they’d had for a very long time.


    All the same, Mrs Bird couldn’t help noticing that in between whiles both Paddington and his uncle were unusually quiet.


    She couldn’t help wondering if all the talk about going round the world and now the trip on the London Eye, had given Paddington itchy paws, but for the time being she kept her thoughts to herself. There was no sense in spoiling everyone else’s pleasure.
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    Uncle Pastuzo dropped Mr Gruber off first.


    “You have been a good friend over the years to my sobrino,” he said, shaking him warmly by the hand. “For that I bless you.”


    Somehow, as Mr Gruber waved goodbye, it all seemed very final.


    The Browns’ housekeeper had difficulty in getting to sleep that night, and the result was she woke rather later than usual the next morning. Even so, the house felt strangely quiet.


    Slipping into a dressing gown, she was making her way downstairs when she happened to glance out of the landing window and realised Uncle Pastuzo’s car was no longer in the driveway.


    Her heart missing a beat, she hastened back upstairs to Paddington’s room. The duvet was pulled back and there was a hollow in the mattress where he must have lain, but it felt cold to the touch.


    On the way down again she found two envelopes lying on the front doormat. One marked ‘Señorita Bird’, she put into her apron pocket for later; the other was marked for Mr and Mrs Brown.


    Soon the whole household was awake to her calls and everyone came rushing downstairs to see what the excitement was about.


    The note to Mr and Mrs Brown was typically short.


    “Been there, done that, now is time to go home,” read Mr Brown. “So, amigos, it is time to say adiós and gracias.”


    “That’s nice,” he said, once he had got over the initial shock. “Somehow adiós sounds better than goodbye; it’s not quite so final.”


    “And gracias is so much better than a simple ‘thank you’,” agreed Mrs Brown.


    “The thing is,” said Mrs Bird, searching for the right words and hardly able to find the right ones to say what was uppermost in her mind. “Where’s Paddington?”


    Something in the tone of her voice caused a ripple of apprehension to run through the others.


    “He was out in the garden the last time I saw him,” said Jonathan. “I think he was doing some early morning digging.”


    One glance through the dining room window was enough.


    Paddington nearly dropped his seaside spade with surprise when he suddenly found himself surrounded by the rest of the family.
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    “I was looking for some buried treasure,” he announced. “Uncle Pastuzo left me a map he made.


    “He doesn’t like goodbyes, so he slipped it under my door last night after I went to bed.” He held it up for the others to see. “I thought I’d better get up early in case Mr Curry saw me and wanted to know what I was doing.”


    “X marks the spot where you start,” said Jonathan, looking at the roughly-drawn map.


    “It says ten paces north,” said Judy. “Then five paces east.”


    “The trouble is,” said Paddington. “I’m not sure which is north.”


    “I’ll get my spade,” said Mr Brown, by now as excited as the rest of them.


    Having followed the instructions, he ended up in the shrubbery. “That’s my prize buddleia,” he said. “It can’t be under that. At least, I hope it isn’t.”


    “It’s probably a case of bear’s paces,” said Mrs Brown. “They’re not as long as ours. You’d better let Paddington have a go.”


    Having first been pointed in the right direction, Paddington set out, while the others counted the steps as he went.


    Sure enough, this time the trail ended up in the middle of a flower bed. Mr Brown brushed aside a pile of leaves to reveal a freshly dug patch of earth, and after a few prods with his spade he struck metal.


    “Brilliant!” exclaimed Jonathan.


    “I don’t know about that,” said Mr Brown. “It’s the box I keep my golf balls in. I hope they’re all right.”


    “Do hurry up, Henry,” called Mrs Brown. “Paddington’s waiting.”


    “Why don’t you have a go then,” said Mr Brown, handing him the spade.


    Paddington needed no second bidding and in no time at all he prized the box out of the ground and had the lid open.


    The first thing he came across was a canvas bag with his name on the tag. Pulling on the drawstrings he felt inside and discovered it was full of foreign coins.


    “Uncle Pastuzo must have collected them while he was travelling round the world,” said Jonathan, taking a closer look. “I bet they’re worth a bomb!”


    Underneath that, carefully wrapped in tissue paper, were seven large glossy photographs of the whole family taken inside the capsule on the London Eye.


    “So that’s where he disappeared to,” said Judy. “I saw a notice on the way in saying if you pose at a certain point a picture is automatically taken, ready to buy when you get off.”
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    “What a very kind thought,” said Mrs Brown. “We must have ours framed, Henry. It can have a place of honour on the mantelpiece.”


    “I shall put mine by my bed,” said Mrs Bird.


    “We can take ours with us when we go back to school,” added Judy.


    “And I shall put mine alongside Aunt Lucy’s picture,” said Paddington. “I’ll give Mr Gruber his tomorrow. I expect he would like it for the shop.”


    “We shall miss Uncle Pastuzo,” said Mrs Brown on the way back to the house.


    “He may have been a bit of a whirlwind, but it will seem very quiet without him.”


    “At least that bear’s ends are tied up now,” said Mrs Bird. “It’s always bothered me.”


    Having overheard the conversation, as soon as he got indoors Paddington hurried upstairs to his bedroom and examined his reflection carefully in the mirror.


    As ever, Mrs Bird was right. He had no idea how or when it had happened, but Uncle Pastuzo must have done a good job. Everything was in its proper place. No matter which way he turned he couldn’t see the slightest sign of any knots.


    Later on that morning the Browns heard the sound of hammering coming from Paddington’s room, but everyone was so pleased by the fact that he was still with them, they pretended not to notice.


    “I’ve been following Aunt Lucy’s example,” he announced that evening when they all went up to his room to say good night. “I’ve been counting my blessings. Except, I wanted to do mine before I go to sleep. I have so many I may not have time tomorrow.


    “I still have some important shopping to do and I shall need to go to the bank to get all Uncle Pastuzo’s coins counted.”


    “I don’t think you will be very popular with the rest of the queue at this time of the year,” warned Mr Brown.


    “Anyway,” said Mrs Brown, “you mustn’t go spending the money on us. Your being here is the best present we could possibly have.”


    “Life just wouldn’t be the same without you,” added Mrs Bird, amid general agreement.


    Paddington pointed to a large nail on the back of his bedroom door. “Uncle Pastuzo taught me one thing,” he explained. “Home is where you hang your hat.”
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    Removing his bush hat he tossed it into the air. Much to his surprise it landed back on his head.


    “Never mind, Paddington,” said Mrs Brown, amid the laughter that followed. “Practise makes perfect, and from now on you have all the time in the world!”
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    EARLY ONE SPRING morning Paddington hurried into the garden as soon as he had finished breakfast in order to inspect his rockery. He was an optimistic bear at heart, and having planted some seeds the day before, he was looking forward to seeing the results.


    The seeds had been a free gift in one of Mrs Brown’s magazines, and the picture on the side of the packet was a blaze of bright yellow flowers. Some of them were almost as tall as the magazine’s gardening expert, Alf Greenways.


    Mr Greenways was known to his many friends in the trade as ‘Beanpole Greenways’, so it was as good a recommendation for success as anyone could possibly wish for.


    He also owned the nursery supplying the sunflower seeds, so it was no wonder he was beaming all over his face as he held a watering can aloft, spurring his blooms to even greater heights.


    Paddington got down on all fours and peered at the freshly-raked soil in his patch of garden, but apart from a disconsolate-looking caterpillar, there wasn’t so much as the tiniest of green shoots to be seen. Everything was exactly as he had left it the night before when he had gone outside with a torch before going to bed.


    Mr Greenway’s seeds were rather large and he couldn’t help wondering if he had planted them upside down by mistake.


    A robin redbreast landed on a nearby rock to take a closer look at what was going on, but having spotted Paddington’s network of cotton threads protecting the patch, it flew off in disgust.


    Mr Brown was right. Gardens were a good example of life in the raw; a constant battle between good and evil. Slugs, for example, were given very short shrift, often ending up with the contents of a salt cellar upended over them, whereas worms were always welcome – unless of course they happened to come up for air in the middle of the lawn.


    All the same, it was disappointing, and for a moment or two Paddington toyed with the idea of going indoors and fetching his binoculars in case the caterpillar had a hearty appetite and he could see traces of green on its lips.


    He was in the middle of weighing up the pros and cons when he heard an all-too-familiar voice calling out to him.


    His heart sank as he looked up and saw the Browns’ neighbour peering at him over the top of the fence. Not that there was anything new in that; Mr Curry was a notorious busybody and he spent his life poking his nose into other people’s affairs.


    Because his patch of garden coincided with some higher ground on Mr Curry’s side, Paddington often bore the brunt.


    It was most disappointing. Mr Brown had spent half of the weekend raising the fence at that particular point, with the express intention of putting a stop to their neighbour’s spying.


    At the time Mrs Bird had said ‘the chance would be a fine thing’ and it looked as though her worst fears were being realised.


    “What are you doing, bear?” growled Mr Curry suspiciously. “Up to no good as usual, I suppose.”


    “Oh, no, Mr Curry,” said Paddington. “I was just checking my blooms – except I haven’t got any yet. Mrs Bird was right. She said you would be bound to find a box to stand on. I mean…”


    “What was that, bear?” barked Mr Curry.


    “Mrs Bird saw a fox in our garden the other day,” said Paddington hastily. “She thinks it came over here because it couldn’t find anything interesting in yours.”


    Paddington was normally the most truthful of bears and he stayed where he was for a moment or two in case the proverbial thunderbolt landed on his head, but nothing happened, so he breathed a sigh of relief and carried on looking for new plant shoots.


    “I don’t see any point in having flowers,” growled Mr Curry. “Nasty things. They make the place untidy – dropping their petals everywhere. Just you wait.”


    “I was hoping Mr Brown might take a photograph of mine when they are ready,” explained Paddington. “It’s my Aunt Lucy’s birthday in August and she says flowers always brighten things up. They don’t have many in the Home for Retired Bears in Lima and I thought I could send her a picture she can keep by her bed.”


    A gleam entered Mr Curry’s eyes and he suddenly perked up. “Do you know what day it is today, bear?” he asked casually.


    Paddington thought for a moment. “I think it’s a Wednesday, Mr Curry,” he said.


    “Nothing else about it?” asked Mr Curry.


    “Not that I know of,” said Paddington. “I can ask Mrs Bird if you like.”


    “I don’t think that will be necessary,” said Mr Curry hastily. Reaching inside his jacket pocket, he removed a folded sheet of paper.


    “It’s funny you should mention the word ‘birthday’, bear,” he continued, waving it in the air. “Quite a coincidence, in fact. Don’t tell anyone else, but it happens to be my birthday today.”


    “Does it really, Mr Curry?” exclaimed Paddington. “I didn’t know that.”


    “Well,” said the Browns’ neighbour, “you do now, but since you have clearly forgotten the fact, it’s…”


    He broke off as the paper slipped from his fingers and they both watched it flutter to the ground on Paddington’s side of the fence and land at his feet.


    “Now look what you’ve made me do!” he barked. “I’ve dropped my list of presents… I sat up late last night making it out…”


    Paddington looked shocked. “You haven’t opened them already have you, Mr Curry?” he exclaimed. “Mrs Bird says that’s supposed to be very unlucky.”


    “I don’t have any to open yet, bear,” said Mr Curry. “That paper you made me drop contains a list of all the things I wouldn’t mind having.
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    “I made it out in case anyone happens to be stuck for ideas,” he added casually.


    Paddington made haste to retrieve the paper. From a quick glance, it seemed to be rather long.


    “Don’t bother reading it now, bear,” said Mr Curry hastily. “You can keep it to browse over at your leisure. However, there isn’t much time left, so I suggest you don’t hang about. I wouldn’t want you to be disappointed.”


    “Thank you very much, Mr Curry,” said Paddington doubtfully. “Bears are good at browsing, so I don’t expect I shall keep it very long.”


    But the Browns’ neighbour had already disappeared. One moment he was there, the next moment, following what sounded remarkably like a chuckle, his kitchen door slammed shut.


    Paddington stood where he was for a moment or two, wondering what to do with the paper in his paw; then he slowly made his way back to the kitchen.


    Mrs Bird, the Browns’ housekeeper, was busy making marmalade, but she gave one of her snorts when he told her what had happened. “I’ll give that Mr Curry a birthday present,” she said.


    Withdrawing a wooden spoon from one of the saucepans, she licked it with evident relish. “One he won’t forget in a hurry.”


    Catching sight of an anxious look on Paddington’s face, she softened. “I daresay he can’t help being the way he is. He must have been born that way. It’s our bad luck we have the misfortune to live next door to him.


    “It isn’t like me to forget anyone’s birthday,” she continued, her mind clearly on other things. “Even Mr Curry’s. I thought it was much later in the year…


    “Could you read out some of the things he wants – I daren’t leave my saucepans for a moment in case they boil over.”


    Paddington was only too pleased to oblige.


    “A new ballcock for the cistern…” he announced, “…a mouse trap… breakfast cereal (see two packets for price of one offer at cut-price grocers)… a three-for-one offer on tubes of shaving cream from new stall in market…”


    “I take it all back,” said Mrs Bird, over another quick stir. “He must have turned over a new leaf. It doesn’t sound like him at all. It’s much too modest.”


    She thought for a moment. “It just so happens I have a fruit cake in the oven. It was meant for our tea, but it won’t take long to cover it with marzipan… he likes lots of candles and his name written in the icing…


    “It would happen today when I’m up to my eyes. It’s way past the marmalade-making season, but I’m experimenting with some Seville oranges I’ve been keeping in the freezer. I’m not too sure how they will turn out.”


    “Your 2009s were very good, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington knowledgeably. “I stuck three of the labels from the jars into my scrapbook to remind me. It was the best I’ve ever had.”


    “All gone, I’m afraid,” said Mrs Bird, hiding her pleasure as best she could over the saucepan. “And there’s not much left of the 2010s either. I don’t know what happens to marmalade in this house,” she added meaningly. “It just disappears.”


    Clearly in two minds about what to do next, she began sorting out her spoons.


    “Perhaps I could help, Mrs Bird?” said Paddington. “I wouldn’t want your experiment to go wrong.”


    “Would you mind, dear?” said Mrs Bird. “You could get him some of that shaving cream.” Reaching into her handbag she withdrew a five pound note. “That ought to take care of it.”


    Paddington needed no second bidding. The steam from the saucepan was making his whiskers droop, and with Mrs Brown at the hairdressers, and both Jonathan and Judy away at school, he was at a bit of a loose end, so he was on his way in no time at all.


    Over the years he had become a well-known figure in the Portobello market, and although he had gained a reputation for driving a hard bargain, the resident traders were always pleased to see him.


    That said, more often than not, outsiders with their barrows were a case of ‘here today and gone tomorrow’, so it was some while before Paddington came across the one he was looking for.


    Chalked on a large piece of slate were the words: TODAY’S BARGAIN, and underneath a smaller announcement that said: THREE ORDINARY SIZE TUBES OF SHAVING CREAM ALL IN ONE GIANT TUBE!
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    “As used by some of the crowned ’eads of Europe in the old days,” called the stall keeper, rubbing his hands in anticipation of a sale as he saw Paddington eyeing his display. “It wasn’t my fault it fell off the back of a lorry a couple of days ago just as I ’appened to be setting up me barrow. I ran after it, but it was gone before I could say ’alf a mo.”


    He took a closer look at Paddington. “If you don’t mind my saying so,” he said. “You look as though you could do with a good shave…


    “I’m not asking two nicker. I’m not even asking three. Seeing as you’re the first customer of the day, you can ’ave one of them giant tubes for four pounds…”


    Paddington gave the man a hard stare. “Aren’t you going the wrong way?” he said, raising his hat politely.


    The stall keeper paused and his eyes narrowed. “I can see there are no flies on you, mate,” he said. “If you don’t fancy ’aving a good shave, how about a new titfer tat?” He reached out for a pile of hats. “Yours looks as if it’s seen better days.”


    “It belonged to my uncle in Darkest Peru,” said Paddington. “It was handed down. The shaving cream is a birthday present for our next door neighbour.”


    Wilting under Paddington’s gaze, the man hastily changed his tune. “Nothing like starting the day with a bit of friendly banter,” he said. “You can ’ave it for two pounds and seeing it’s a birthday present I’ll throw in some wrapping paper for luck.”


    “Thank you very much,” said Paddington. “I might come here to do some shopping again tomorrow.”


    “I might not be ’ere tomorrow,” said the man with feeling. “Especially if I get too many customers like you,” he added under his breath.


    But Paddington was already on his way.


    Even if the wrapping paper did look as though it had seen better days, he still thought it was the best morning’s shopping he had done for a long while, and he hurried back to number thirty-two Windsor Gardens as fast as his legs would carry him in order to break the news to Mrs Bird and give her the change from her five pound note.


    The Browns’ housekeeper could hardly believe her eyes when she saw what Paddington had bought. “I’ve never seen such a big tube,” she said. “I do hope you haven’t been taken for a ride. Even bears don’t get something for nothing these days.”


    “The man said it was the same as some of the crowned heads of Europe used in the old days,” said Paddington.


    “That’s as may be,” said Mrs Bird. “But as I recall, most of them had beards, so there can’t have been much demand for it.”


    “Perhaps that’s why they had a lot left over,” said Paddington.


    “Perhaps,” said Mrs Bird. It sounded like typical salesman’s patter to her, but she didn’t want to be a wet blanket.


    However, her words weighed heavily on Paddington’s mind as he made his way upstairs to his bedroom.


    Removing the tube from its box, he examined it carefully. There was no sign of a dent, but if it really had fallen off the back of a lorry it might well have become bent.


    To make doubly sure all was well, he fetched Mr Brown’s special shaving mirror on a stand from the bathroom. Although one side of the glass was just like an ordinary mirror – the other side made things seem much larger than they really were and that was the one he wanted.


    Placing the stand carefully in the centre of his bedside table, he laid his old leather suitcase flat on the floor in front of it and picked up Mr Curry’s present.


    Having climbed on top of the case, he carefully unscrewed the cap on the end of the tube and held the nozzle up to the mirror before giving the tube itself a gentle squeeze.


    A tiny white blob the size of a small pea appeared momentarily, then went back inside again.


    Paddington stared at the nozzle. Disappearing shaving cream wouldn’t be a good start to anyone’s day if they were in a hurry. In his mind’s eye he could already hear cries of, “Bear! Where are you, bear?” issuing from Mr Curry’s bathroom window.


    Knowing the Browns’ neighbour of old, he would be demanding his money back even though he hadn’t paid for it.


    Bracing himself, Paddington gritted his teeth and had another go. This time he used both paws and gave the tube a much harder squeeze.


    For a moment or two nothing happened and he was about to give up when he felt a minor explosion in his paw and a stream of white foamy liquid shot everywhere. It left Mr Brown’s mirror looking as though it had been buried by a major blizzard at the North Pole.


    Paddington was so taken by surprise he let go of the tube like a hot cake and hovered to and fro on top of his suitcase before finally losing his balance.


    Stepping backwards into space, it could only have been a split second or so before he landed on the floor, but the tube had beaten him to it.
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    As he lay where he had fallen, his legs and arms waving helplessly in the air, he was aware of a further eruption, and through half-closed eyes he saw what remained of the tube’s contents flying in all directions.


    The largest lump of all hit the ceiling right above his head, and as it slowly detached itself, Paddington jumped to his feet.


    He gazed mournfully round the room. It was a long time since he had seen it in quite such a mess, and it had all come about in the twinkling of an eye; so fast, in fact, there was nothing he could possibly have done to stop it.


    Hastily returning Mr Brown’s mirror to the bathroom before anything else untoward happened, Paddington held it under the tap for a while before returning it to its rightful place.


    It took rather longer than he had bargained for, because the hot water made the cream turn into foam and he was soon enveloped in bubbles. That was another thing about messes; they tended to spread, and the more you tried to put things right the worse they became.


    It was while he was drying everything as best he could with the towels that his gaze alighted on a wall cabinet above the basin. He knew from past explorations that it was full of interesting things in bottles and packets, but apart from a small spoon and some nail files, he couldn’t remember there being any other likely tools. All the same, he took them back to his bedroom, just in case.


    Once there, he consulted the instructions on the side of the tube. There was a great deal on the subject of what a wonderful shaving experience lay in wait for the user, but there was nothing at all about how to get the cream back into the tube if too much had come out.


    Removing as much as he could from the walls and the furniture before getting down to work, Paddington soon discovered it wasn’t as easy as he had expected.


    Holding the tube with one paw and applying shaving cream to the nozzle with the spoon, he couldn’t help but grip the tube so tightly to stop it bending that in the end most of the cream landed on the floor.


    His friend, Mr Gruber, often said that what comes out doesn’t necessarily go back in again, and the wisdom of his words was soon confirmed.


    In fact, Paddington was concentrating so much on the task in hand he didn’t hear Mrs Bird until she was outside his room.


    “How are you getting on with wrapping Mr Curry’s present?” she called.


    “I haven’t even started on that, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington.


    Opening the door as little as possible, he peered through the gap.


    “Do you have to do it in your bedroom?” asked Mrs Bird.


    “I do now,” said Paddington sadly.


    “Well, let me know if you need a hand with the knots,” said Mrs Bird. “I shan’t be long. I’ve run out of candles for Mr Curry’s cake, and I don’t doubt he’ll be counting them. I’d better make sure I use enough or that’ll be wrong. On the other hand, I don’t want to use too many and risk him catching the house on fire.


    “I haven’t even started on the lettering yet. If anyone phones, tell them I shall be back in a quarter of an hour or so.”


    Mrs Bird sounded flustered, as well she might with all that was going on, but after a short pause, Paddington heard the sound of the front door closing and as it did, so it triggered off another of his ideas.


    Hurrying downstairs, he made his way to the kitchen and there, sure enough, lay the answer to his problem. Mr Curry’s freshly-iced cake was sitting in the middle of the table, and alongside it was exactly what he needed: a canvas bag on the end of which there was a tiny metal funnel. It must have been meant.


    


    “I think,” said Mr Brown, over tea in the garden the following week, “my handiwork with the fence must have paid off. I haven’t seen old Curry looking over it for ages.”


    “I’m afraid it’s a bit more complicated than that, Henry,” replied Mrs Brown. “It’s all to do with his birthday.”


    “If I hadn’t been in such a rush the morning after Paddington planted his seeds, I wouldn’t have stopped him in the middle of what Mr Curry said was a list of the presents he wanted,” agreed Mrs Bird.


    “When I had the chance to take a proper look it had things on it like a tin of peas…”


    “And half a cabbage!” added Paddington indignantly. “It was his shopping list, and we bought him a present too!”


    “Hold on a minute,” said Mr Brown. “What has all that got to do with the garden fence?”


    “He dropped the list over our side of the fence…” explained Mrs Brown.


    “Accidentally on purpose,” broke in Mrs Bird. “It happened to land at Paddington’s feet and Mr Curry said it was his birthday list.”


    “In that case he deserves all he got!” said Mr Brown, rising to Paddington’s defence. “Er… what did we give him in the end?”


    “A tube marked ‘shaving cream’, which was full of icing sugar,” said Mrs Bird, “and a cake with his name written across the top in shaving cream. I can’t think that either of them went down very well, but it serves him right for playing such a mean trick.”


    “I had an accident with the tube,” explained Paddington, “so I borrowed Mrs Bird’s cake-making outfit to get the shaving cream back inside it. Only the bag still had some icing sugar inside it so I put that into the tube by mistake.”


    “And when I came to use it,” said Mrs Bird, “I didn’t realise Paddington had filled it with shaving cream. I couldn’t think why it wouldn’t set.”


    “Which, as things turned out,” said Mrs Brown, “meant that for once Mr Curry couldn’t have his cake and eat it too. Perhaps it’s taught him a lesson. We haven’t had sight nor sound of him since. Let’s hope it lasts.”


    “Pigs might fly,” snorted Mrs Bird.
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    “So that’s how I came to have traces of shaving cream over my bathroom mirror,” said Mr Brown. “I thought something must have been going on…


    “Hold on a moment,” he continued, as light suddenly dawned. “Did you say all this happened last Wednesday?”


    “I did,” said Mrs Brown. “Why do you ask, Henry?”


    “Because,” said Mr Brown, “last Wednesday was April the first. You can play any tricks you like before midday. If you ask me, not only was Mr Curry playing an April fool trick, but whoever sold Paddington the shaving cream was probably doing much the same thing.”


    “They didn’t bargain on the fact that there are some bears who happen to have been born under a lucky star,” said Mrs Brown. “Now we are enjoying some peace and quiet for a change, so all’s well that ends well.”


    And that was something no one could argue with, especially when they saw that seemingly almost overnight Paddington’s seeds had begun to sprout. It was nice having things to look forward to.

  


  
    [image: ]


    PADDINGTON’S BEST FRIEND, Mr Gruber, was most sympathetic when he heard about the goings on at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens.


    “It’s no wonder I didn’t see as much of you as usual last week, Mr Brown,” he said. “I must say my elevenses didn’t feel the same without our having cocoa and buns together.


    “Playing a simple jape on someone because it’s April Fools’ Day is one thing, but trying to get something for nothing is another matter entirely.


    “That Mr Curry deserves all he gets,” he added, echoing Mrs Bird’s words.


    “As for the man who sold you the shaving cream, words fail me.”


    “He wasn’t there this morning,” said Paddington. “I was hoping I might get Mrs Bird’s money back for her.”


    “Good riddance to bad rubbish,” said Mr Gruber, busying himself at the stove in the back of his shop. “That kind of person gives the market a bad name. The only good thing is they never stay in one place for very long. It’s like I always say, ‘here today and gone tomorrow’.”


    He handed Paddington a steaming mug of cocoa.


    “You must have been quite worn out by it all, Mr Brown. I dare say you didn’t get much sleep last night.”


    “I was still awake at nine o’clock,” said Paddington.


    “Well, there you are,” said Mr Gruber. He settled himself down alongside his friend on the old horsehair sofa at the back of the shop. “That kind of thing isn’t good for a young bear.”


    Paddington sipped his cocoa thoughtfully. There was something very comforting about Mr Gruber’s antique shop. Although it was full of old things, there was always something new to look at. In fact, it was an ever changing scene. As fast as one item disappeared, something else came along to take its place, so it was never entirely the same two days running.


    Today was a good example. An old wind-up gramophone that had enjoyed pride of place on a table in the centre of the shop for several weeks had disappeared. In its place there was a very strange-looking picture which appeared to have been made by someone glueing a mish-mash of different bits and pieces on to a board and then pouring paint all over it.


    Paddington was much too polite to say so, but he preferred the old wind-up gramophone with a dog peering into a huge horn to see where the sound was coming from when it was working. The dog had looked so real he’d often been tempted to offer it one of his buns.
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    “That picture is what is known as a collage,” said Mr Gruber, reading Paddington’s thoughts. “It’s made of various bits and pieces glued together in a random fashion. The idea itself is as old as the hills. In fact, many famous artists started out that way… Picasso… Salvador Dali…


    “It may look very modern, but I think it is probably older than it seems. In which case it could be very valuable. It’s called Sunset in Tahiti.”


    Paddington thought it looked more like a rainy day in the Bayswater Road, but he didn’t say anything.


    Mr Gruber knew much more about these things than he did, and he listened carefully as his friend explained the ins and outs of the subject while they had their elevenses.


    “What makes it particularly interesting,” continued Mr Gruber, “is that someone else has painted over the original picture – which often happened at one time, but they were using a method known as egg tempera, which is why it looks so shiny.”


    Paddington licked his lips. “I’ve never heard of a painting made with eggs,” he said.


    “There are other things besides,” said Mr Gruber. “Vinegar, various pigments to provide the colour – and in this case some graphite too, which you can find in any bicycle puncture repair outfit…”


    “I wouldn’t mind having a go at making one of those myself,” said Paddington. “But I expect it’s a bit difficult with paws and I can’t think what I would make a picture of anyway.”


    Mr Gruber eyed Paddington over his mug of cocoa. It was unlike his friend to admit defeat before he had even begun something.


    “You do yourself an injustice, Mr Brown,” he said. “There is no such word as can’t.”


    “When we are out for a drive Mr Brown sometimes says the road has a nasty cant,” said Paddington. “I thought he meant he had just driven over a tin can.”


    “That’s the English language for you,” said Mr Gruber. “The word ‘cant’ pronounced one way means a road has a slant to it, but that same word with an apostrophe between the last two letters is short for ‘cannot’, meaning it is not possible.


    “I think all things are possible if you really set your mind to it, and you never know what you can do until you try.


    “As for finding a subject for your painting…” Mr Gruber rose to his feet as he saw someone about to enter his shop, “…you only have to take a short ride on the top deck of a London bus and all manner of things cry out to be painted: the world is your oyster.”


    Having said goodbye to his friend for the time being, Paddington was about to head back home, when he had second thoughts.


    The sun was shining and for once, instead of his shopping basket on wheels, he only had his suitcase, so as soon as he came across a bus stop, he held out a paw and stopped the first one that came into view.
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    As the doors opened he climbed aboard and headed for the stairs.


    “And where do you think you’re going, young-feller-me-bear?” called the driver.


    “Nowhere in particular, thank you very much,” said Paddington. “I’m looking for ideas.”


    “Well you’ve picked the right route for not going anywhere in particular, I’ll say that,” said the driver gloomily. “We’ve been stuck in traffic jams all the morning.” He pointed to a long line of waiting cars ahead of them. “It’s all them roadworks. Never-ending they are, and as fast as they fill one hole in, someone else comes along and digs it up again.”


    “I’m looking for something to paint,” said Paddington, raising his hat politely.


    “That’s as may be,” said the driver, not unkindly. “And I promise not to tell anyone if they ask. But you’re not doing any of it on my bus – not without a ticket. Rembrandt ’imself wouldn’t be allowed on without one. It’s as much as my job’s worth if an inspector gets on.


    “If I might make a suggestion,” he continued, “you’d be better off painting a picture of one of them holes near where you were standing. It’s what they call a still life.”


    Paddington was about to explain that he needed some eggs first, but he thought better of it. He wasn’t too sure how to go about it himself without a book of instructions.


    “I thought you might give me a ticket,” he said. “I can pay for it.”


    Having made sure nobody was looking over his shoulder, he opened his suitcase and felt inside the secret compartment.


    “It’s a sixpence,” he explained, holding up a small coin gleaming in the morning sun for the driver to see. “I’ve been keeping it polished for a rainy day.”


    “When was the last time you travelled on a bus, mate?” asked the driver. “Even if it was raining cats and dogs, which it isn’t, and even if your coin was valid, which it isn’t – it wouldn’t take you any further than the next stop… if that. Besides, you have to get a ticket from a machine. I don’t carry them.”


    He took a closer look at the coin. “It isn’t even a sixpence!” he exclaimed. “It’s a Peruvian centavo.”


    “I’ve never been on a bus by myself before,” admitted Paddington. “They don’t have any in Darkest Peru, and whenever I’ve travelled on one in London it’s usually been with Mr Gruber on one of his outings, and he insists on paying.”


    Hearing an outbreak of tooting from behind as the traffic in front showed signs of moving, the bus driver reached for his dashboard.


    “Well,” he said, since I’m not in a position of being able to wait around on the off chance your Mr Gruber might come past, I suggest you take yourself on an outing right now and vacate the platform. I’ve got a busy schedule to keep up and we’re running late as it is.


    “If you’re going to be doing a lot of travelling,” he added, “your best bet is to get yourself an Oyster.”


    Paddington pricked up his ears. “Mr Gruber says you can go anywhere in the world on an oyster,” he exclaimed excitedly.


    “I wouldn’t go as far as to say that, not in this traffic,” said the driver. “But in principle you can go wherever you like within the Greater London area.”


    With that he pressed a button and a metallic voice from somewhere inside the bus called out, ‘Stand Clear. Doors Closing. Stand Clear. Doors Closing’.


    Paddington scrambled out of harm’s way, and then stared after the bus as it pulled away from the kerb and continued on its journey for a few more yards.


    He sat down on his suitcase at the side of the road for a moment or two in order to consider his next move.


    Mr Brown was right. Only the other day he had been saying that what with credit cards and computers and something called ‘shopping on the net’ it wouldn’t be very long before paying for things with real money would be a thing of the past, but he hadn’t mentioned the possibility of having to use an oyster to get on a bus. It was no wonder he went on an underground train when he travelled to and fro from his office in the city.


    With that thought uppermost in his mind, Paddington picked up his suitcase and set off for the nearest fishmongers.


    Overtaking the bus which was held up by yet another hole in the road, he raised his hat to the driver, who gave him a gloomy thumbs up sign in return, and shortly afterwards, having reached a row of shops, he made for the one he had in mind. It was where Mrs Bird went whenever she was shopping for fish.


    “I would like an oyster, please,” he announced, raising his hat politely to a boy behind the counter, who was busy making sure all the fish heads were facing the same way.
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    “There’s a young foreign gent wants an oyster,” repeated the boy over his shoulder.


    “I’d like a day return one, if I may,” added Paddington, trying to be helpful.


    “I’m afraid we don’t get any returns here,” said the assistant. “They’re fresh in from France twice a week and once they’re gone they’re gone…”


    “In that case I’d better have two,” said Paddington. “One for going and one for coming back.”


    The assistant didn’t actually say ‘we’ve got the last of the big spenders here’, but his look said it all. “I’ll have to ask the manager,” he said.


    “He wants two!” he called. “One for going and one for coming back. I think it’s some kind of outing.


    “We usually sell them by the dozen,” he explained, addressing Paddington, “and the only returns you get is if there’s a bad one, and if that happens you’ll wish you’d never gone wherever it was in the first place. Ho! Ho! Ho!”


    “Tell him there aren’t many around at the moment,” shouted a voice from the back of the shop. “And there won’t be any at all soon when there isn’t an R in the month.”


    The assistant repeated the message for Paddington’s benefit.


    Paddington gave him a hard stare. “There isn’t an M in a lot of months,” he said. “But that doesn’t stop Mrs Bird giving me marmalade for breakfast.”


    “Tell him we’ve got some kippers,” shouted the manager. “Fresh in this morning.”


    “Can you get very far on a kipper?” asked Paddington hopefully.


    “You can if you set light to its tail and hang on tight,” said the assistant. “Ho! Ho! Ho!”


    “We don’t normally have oysters all through the summer,” said the manager, as he emerged from a back room to see what was going on. “It’s the breeding season.”


    “It must make travelling difficult in August,” said Paddington.


    “Er… yes,” said the manager, not wishing to commit himself.


    “As a matter of interest,” he continued. “Where are you from exactly? I only ask because we don’t get much call for oysters at this time of the year. They aren’t at their best and if it’s for some kind of national celebration…”


    “I’m from Peru,” said Paddington. “Darkest Peru.”


    “Darkest Peru!” repeated the manager. “Well, I suppose you wouldn’t get many oysters in the jungle.”


    “I saw a film about Peruvian bears on television the other night,” broke in the assistant. “They were going through people’s dustbins after dark. But I don’t think they were after oysters.”


    Paddington gave the assistant another hard stare. “I’ve never, ever, gone through anyone’s dustbin after dark!” he exclaimed hotly. “Mrs Bird would be most upset.”


    “Mrs Bird?” repeated the manager. “Of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens? Why ever didn’t you say so in the first place? She’s one of our best customers.


    “Seeing he knows Mrs Bird, you’d better stretch a point and give him a couple,” he continued, addressing his assistant. “Anything for a quiet life,” he added in a whisper.


    “Two pounds five each . . . that’ll be four pounds ten pee.” said the assistant.


    “Four pounds ten pee,” repeated Paddington, nearly falling over backwards with alarm.


    “Don’t worry,” said the manager hastily. “I’ll put it down on her account.”


    “Would you like them gift wrapped?” asked the assistant.


    “Shh,” said the manager, glaring at him.


    “Thank you very much,” said Paddington, “but I shall need one straight away.”


    Only seconds before he had seen a red bus go past, and sure enough, it had stopped a little way along the road. A small queue of people were already boarding it through a door near the driver.


    “Wait for me!” he called.


    Luck was with him, for just as he heard a by-now familiar voice calling out, ‘Stand Clear. Doors Closing’, he caught sight of another opening in the side of the bus and before the message was repeated, he scrambled through it in the nick of time.


    “Dear me,” said a lady on a seat just inside. “Are you all right?”


    Paddington raised his hat. “I think so,” he said. “But I was in a hurry because I want to test my oysters.”


    “I think you will find there are some seats upstairs,” began the lady haughtily, but before she had a chance to say any more a rather less than friendly voice made an announcement.


    “Will the person who has just boarded the bus through the door marked Exit kindly report to the driver!”


    Paddington made his way to the front of the bus. “I was wanting to test one of my oysters,” he explained. “I’ve never used one before and I need to do it while there is still an R in the month.”


    “Well, hurry up,” said the driver. “At this rate it won’t be long before it’s May.” He pointed to a large yellow button on the side of his cabin. “Show it to the electronic reader.”


    “I didn’t know oysters could read,” said Paddington.


    “You learn something new every day,” said the driver. “Now, hurry up so we can get on our way.”


    “Hear! Hear!” came a voice from the back of the bus. “Some of us have got trains to catch.”


    “I won’t report you on this occasion,” continued the driver, “but don’t do it again. I haven’t got all day.”


    Carefully undoing the wrapping on his package, Paddington removed one of the oysters and pressed the inside of it against the button as hard as he could, twisting it first of all in a clockwise direction, so that it made good contact. Then, because despite the hard shell it felt rather softer than he had expected, he tried turning it the other way.


    As he stood back and removed the shell a stream of liquid oozed on to the floor.


    “I’m afraid your bus doesn’t seem to be moving,” he said. “I think there must be something wrong with it.”


    “I said show it to the reader, not grind it into the works,” said the driver.
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    His nose twitched as he leaned over the side of his cabin to take a closer look.


    He stared at the object in Paddington’s paw as though he couldn’t believe his eyes.


    “That’s a blooming oyster!” he bellowed. “Ugh! Look at it! No wonder it didn’t work! Wait till the inspector sees what you’ve done! He’ll have your guts for garters!


    “That settles it. We can’t go any further. Everybody off! Everybody off!” He pressed a button, and the disembodied voice began uttering the words, ‘Stand Clear. Doors Opening. Stand Clear. Doors Opening’.


    A moment later all was chaos.


    Being in pole position, Paddington was the first to leave, and he didn’t stop running until he reached the safety of the Portobello Road.


    Mr Gruber looked most concerned as Paddington burst into his shop, and having made sure there was no one else behind him, stood there mopping his brow with a handkerchief.


    “Whatever is the matter, Mr Brown?” he asked. “You look as though you’ve been in an earthquake.”


    “I’ve been having trouble with my oysters,” said Paddington.


    “What are garters, Mr Gruber?” he gasped as soon as he could get his breath back.


    “They are things gentlemen use to keep their socks up,” said Mr Gruber. “Why do you ask, Mr Brown?”


    “Well,” said Paddington. “The driver of the last bus I was on said his inspector would have my guts to make a pair of them if he ever caught up with me.”


    “Oh dear,” said Mr Gruber. “You had better tell me all.”


    And while he set about making the second helping of cocoa that morning, Paddington related all that had happened to him since they had last seen each other.


    “I would say it isn’t so much the oysters that have been the cause of all the trouble,” said Mr Gruber, when Paddington had finished. “It’s the English language again. We live in an age when people will insist on shortening things. In your case, I’m sure with the best of intentions, your driver suggested you should buy an oyster rather than an Oyster card. I will show you one.”


    Reaching into his wallet he produced an old card to show what he meant.


    Paddington looked very downcast by the time Mr Gruber had finished. “It’s no wonder people didn’t know what I was talking about,” he said. “Now I’ve got my return oyster left over and I don’t suppose anyone will ever want to eat it.”


    Mr Gruber stirred his cocoa thoughtfully. “All is not lost, Mr Brown,” he said. “I have a suggestion to make…”


    


    “I think,” said Mrs Bird, a few days later, “before you are very much older, Paddington, you had better bring whatever you have made downstairs to show the rest of us.”


    It being the weekend, all the family were present and at her suggestion they gathered together on the lawn.


    “Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr Brown, as Paddington held up his handiwork. Don’t tell me you made that all by yourself. Er…what is it?”


    “Whatever it is, it’s better out than in if you ask me,” said Mrs Brown.


    “It’s what’s known as a collage,” said Paddington, knowledgeably. “A collage with an overlay of some eggs and graphite tempera.”


    “Good gracious,” said Mrs Bird. “Whatever next? As for using eggs… I thought I was running low.”
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    “No wonder you wanted to borrow my bicycle puncture outfit,” Jonathan chimed in. “There I was, thinking your hot-water bottle must have sprung a leak.”


    “It looks wonderful,” said Judy loyally. “Whatever gave you the idea?”


    “It’s a long story,” said Paddington vaguely. “It’s to do with not going anywhere on a bus.”


    “But what is it meant to be?” persisted Mr Brown.


    “Mr Curry on a bad day?” suggested Jonathan.


    “The oyster in the middle looks so real,” said Mrs Brown. “And the inside of the shell is so shiny it looks good enough to eat.”


    “I wouldn’t if I were you, Mrs Brown,” said Paddington.


    Mrs Bird sniffed the air. “If I might make a suggestion,” she said. “It’s like a lot of modern paintings. They are at their best if you stand well away from them. Why don’t we hang it down the end of the garden for the time being?”


    


    But it was Mr Gruber who paid Paddington the best compliment of all. He stood it on the table in his shop alongside the picture that had started it all.


    “It bears out what I have always said about there being no such word as can’t,” he said. “I doubt if Picasso at his peak could have produced anything better.”


    “So it could be worth a lot of money,” said Paddington excitedly.


    “Not just yet, I’m afraid,” said Mr Gruber. “Very often it’s a matter of waiting until the creator is no longer with us.”


    “I could do the rest of my shopping, if you like?” said Paddington.


    “I think it might take even longer than that, Mr Brown,” said his friend tactfully.


    For a while lots of passers-by dropped in to admire Paddington’s handiwork, but as the weather grew warmer it was noticeable that fewer and fewer actually entered the shop and if they did, they didn’t linger.


    There came a time when even Mr Gruber began to have second thoughts.


    “If you have no objection, Mr Brown,” he said. “I may find another home for your masterpiece.” And he hung Paddington’s work on a tree in the tiny patio behind his shop.


    First of all he made a photocopy of it for his shop window, and alongside it was a notice saying: VIEWING BY APPOINTMENT ONLY.


    Acting on Mr Gruber’s advice, Paddington added his special paw print in the bottom right hand corner, just to show it was a genuine original.
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    ALTHOUGH MRS BIRD ran what Mr Brown often called ‘a tight ship’ (usually brought on by her sighs when he came in from the garden and deposited mud all over her newly polished kitchen floor), it would have been nearer the truth to say that she did her best to keep everything shipshape and tidy at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens, which wasn’t always easy.


    Not that she was in the habit of laying down the law on such matters. In her view a happy household was one where everyone felt free to do as they wished; within reason of course. Also, it was a matter of territories.


    That said, very little untoward escaped her eagle eye and she was a past-mistress in the art of raising her eyebrows to good effect. The Browns could tell at once by the look on her face when things were not to her liking.


    So when she happened to glance into Paddington’s bedroom one morning and her eyebrows soared heavenwards to their fullest extent, he wasn’t at all surprised. In fact, for a moment or two he thought they might disappear altogether over the back of her head.


    His own eyebrows had recently been doing much the same thing when he woke in the morning and he saw the state of his room. It always looked much worse by daylight, but by the time he reached his dressing table mirror his brows were usually in their normal place and try as he might he couldn’t see any joins.


    The simple fact was that ever since the debacle over Mr Curry’s birthday present, followed by his efforts at creating the oyster montage, he had been putting off tidying up.


    His Aunt Lucy, who in many ways was not unlike Mrs Bird, would have recognised the signs immediately. It was what she would have called a bad attack of the mañanas – the Spanish word for tomorrow, and as everyone knows, there are times when ‘tomorrow never comes’.


    Paddington braced himself for the worst, but for once Mrs Bird seemed at a loss for words. Pursing her lips, she closed the door and disappeared downstairs, only to return a few minutes later armed with a dustpan and brush and a bucketful of cleaning materials.


    “It’s the first day of the summer sales,” she said, “and Jonathan and Judy are coming home for the school holidays tomorrow, so Mrs Brown and I are going out to look for some new curtain material while we have the chance.


    “That being so, I’m afraid lunch will be later than usual, which may be no bad thing. It will give you more time to make your room spick-and-span by the time we get back. And when we do, I don’t want to see any marmalade stains or dried oyster juice, and none of that dreadful shaving cream which seems to have gone everywhere except where it’s supposed to.


    “I don’t know what Mr Brown will say if he ever gets to see the state your room is in.


    “And don’t forget to clean under the bed!”


    With that parting shot she closed the door.


    “Do you think it wise leaving Paddington to his own devices for such a long time?” asked Mrs Brown, as they left the house. “Remember the old saying – ‘the devil finds work for idle paws’?”


    “You haven’t seen the state of his room,” said Mrs Bird, “it’s worse than that of an average teenage boy, and that’s saying something. Remember what Jonathan’s room used to look like before he went off to boarding school?”


    Mrs Brown gave a sigh. “You couldn’t see the floor for junk. He used to stand all his jeans in a row by the side of the bed and step into the pair he fancied most next morning.”


    “Don’t remind me,” said Mrs Bird. “At least Paddington hangs his duffle coat on its proper hook at night. As for being left to his own devices, that bear’s paws won’t be idle for the rest of the day. It’s a long time since his room had a thorough going-over, and he can’t come to much harm with a dustpan and brush and a few old scrubbing brushes. Besides, the exercise will do him good.”


    “How about the vacuum cleaner?” asked Mrs Brown, recalling the time when Paddington had put the tube in the wrong end and blown soot all over the dining room carpet.


    “Locked away in a cupboard,” said Mrs Bird. “And the key’s in my handbag.


    “As for the carpet… if you remember, when it was first laid it was done in a rush by Mr Briggs, and he didn’t even bother with any proper underlay. He left the old newspapers in place and added a few more for good measure. One way and another the room needs a good going-over by a proper decorator.”


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I keep asking Henry to do something about it, but he can be very forgetful when it suits him.”


    “That’s as may be,” said Mrs Bird, “but as for taking Paddington with us, he would be bored stiff in no time at all. Besides, he’s probably hard at work already.”


    Mrs Bird spoke with the voice of experience, although for once she failed to take account of a bear’s priorities.


    The sound of the front door being closed had hardly died away before Paddington hurried downstairs in order to make a plentiful supply of marmalade sandwiches ahead of the day’s work.


    Once he was back in his room, he looked for a safe place to put them in case any dust clouds landed on top while his back was turned.


    Only then did he fill the bucket with hot water from the bathroom, and having put his pyjamas back on in case he got his fur wet, he rolled up the sleeves and began work on his bedroom walls with a scrubbing brush and a bar of soap.


    Paddington was an optimistic bear in many ways, but he had to admit it was a bit of a setback when no sooner had he applied a scrubbing brush to the paper than it began to come away from the wall. Worse still, the more he scrubbed the worse it became. In what seemed like no time at all, he was literally knee-deep in paper, and even allowing for the fact that bears’ knees were fairly near the floor, it was still a sizeable amount.
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    Having decided that perhaps it had been a mistake to use the hot tap rather than the cold, Paddington sat down on the edge of his bed and gazed around the room.


    In many respects it was the reverse of what had happened soon after he went to live with the Browns and offered to help Mr Brown with the decorating.


    On that occasion, apart from adding too much water to the paste, he managed to paper over the door by mistake and had been unable to find his way out. Now the same door was practically the only part left untouched.


    Unfortunately he spent so much time wondering if perhaps his adding too much water to the paste all that time ago was the cause of his present problem, he failed to notice some large chunks of paper had somehow or other contrived to stick themselves back on the wall again. Some had done so at a very peculiar angle indeed, and when he tried to straighten out the worst of them, bits came away in his paw and stuck to his pyjamas instead.


    Catching sight of his reflection in the dressing table mirror, Paddington decided to give cleaning walls a miss for the time being and concentrate instead on doing the dusting.


    Pushing the bed to one side, he found Mrs Bird was right about one thing. The area of carpet where it had been looked particularly fruitful, and the pan was soon half-full of dust, not to mention several old Liquorice Allsorts into the bargain. They had gone missing some months previously, along with various other small items he had forgotten all about.


    By then the dust was making his nose itch, and one of the Allsorts was on the point of going down the wrong way. Fearing if he didn’t do something quickly he might drop the pan, he glanced around the room and noticed that in moving the bed away from the skirting board the carpet had risen up at one point.


    At first sight it seemed an ideal place to store the contents of the pan for the time being, especially as there appeared to be some newspapers lining the floorboards, so in desperation he opened up the gap still further and managed to upend the pan a split second before the inevitable happened.


    A loud tishoooo echoed round the bedroom, and as it did so a small cloud of dust rose from the very spot where it had just landed.


    He waited a moment or two for it to settle before bending down to brush it back into the pan and while he was doing so he glanced idly at the papers.


    Paddington wasn’t normally a great reader of newspapers. On the whole he much preferred magazines. Newspapers were rather difficult with paws. Even if you did come across something interesting to read, more often than not the pages were stuck together, and no amount of blowing would make them come apart.


    However, for once he had to admit the papers on the floor looked unusually inviting. Some of them were fairly up-to-date, whereas others must have been there for a very long time because in the pictures everyone was wearing a hat, and motor cars looked different; like a lot of boxes on wheels. Some were even drawn by horses, and in one picture there was a man on a bicycle that had one enormous wheel at the front and a tiny one at the back.


    Those things apart, there wasn’t a coloured picture to be seen; everything, including the advertisements, was black and white.
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    Pulling back the carpet still further, Paddington couldn’t help thinking Mr Gruber might like some of the older newspapers for his antique shop, and he was wondering whether or not he should mention it to the Browns, when his eye was caught by an item on cookery in one of the more up-to-date editions.


    But it wasn’t just any old cooking… it was all about food in foreign countries, and… Paddington grew more and more excited as he read on… It was about things people ate in South America… including… he nearly fell over backwards with excitement… there was a picture of a special cake they had sometimes been given for a treat in the Home for Retired Bears. It even had the recipe printed below it.


    Having taken a quick look over his shoulder to make sure no one was watching, he carefully removed the item from the newspaper, and as he did so he had another idea.


    Paddington was very keen on cooking. Of late Mrs Bird often let him help out with things like stirring the batter when she was making a Yorkshire pudding to go with the Sunday lunch, and by general agreement he was a dab hand at making gravy. But she usually drew the line when it came to doing anything more complicated by himself, largely on account of the fact that he was always wanting to test the results long before they were ready, and she didn’t want him to singe his whiskers by opening the oven door too soon.


    It struck Paddington that he might never again have such a golden opportunity to do-it-all-by-himself. After a hard day at the sales, what could be nicer for Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird than to arrive home loaded with shopping only to open the front door and be met by the smell of freshly-baked cakes?


    It would also make a nice change from tidying his room.


    He read through the list of ingredients: two cupfuls of self-raising flour, the same amount of cornflour, icing sugar, butter, the yolk of an egg, sugar, condensed milk… He wasn’t too sure about the condensed milk, otherwise he felt sure Mrs Bird would have all the other items in her larder.


    Paddington didn’t believe in doing things by half, and it took him some while to assemble all the ingredients. In fact he soon lost count of the number of times he went up and down the stairs carrying them all, and he began to wish he had set to work on making it in the kitchen rather than his bedroom. Wide though his windowsill was, it now resembled the display counter in a grocery shop. On the other hand, he didn’t want to be caught in the act if Mrs Brown and Mrs Bird arrived back early.


    Having emptied a whole bag of flour into a large mound on the sill, he did the same with the cornflour before turning his attention to the rest of the instructions.


    For a second or two he stared at the piece of paper in his paw as though he could hardly believe his eyes. In fact, he turned it over several times in order to make sure he had the right side.


    But no, in black and white at the end of the list of contents were the words ‘. . . continued on page 22’.


    Paddington stared at it in disgust. The page he had removed the recipe from was number 7 and there were so many other newspapers mixed up together the chance of finding number 22 would have taken a month of Sundays. Instead of saying ‘continued on page 22’ it might just as well have said ‘continued next week’ or ‘next month’, or worse still… ‘never again in a million years’.


    Worn-out, and hot and flustered by all his exertions, Paddington reached up to open the window for a draught of fresh air, and immediately wished he hadn’t.
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    Over the years he had often wondered why some flour was called ‘self-raising’. Now, in the space of a few seconds, the answer lay before him. It didn’t seem possible that such a small quantity of white powder could cover such a large area in such a small amount of time all by itself, but everything in the room now had a thin coating of white.


    Hastily closing the window before anything worse happened, Paddington drew the curtains in the vain hope that it might improve matters, and took to his bed.


    Tired out, hungry and at the end of his tether, he flopped down on it and lay where he had landed for a moment or two, gazing at the ceiling.


    To say that his room was in a worse state than it had ever been before was putting it mildly. It was like a nightmare. In fact it was much worse; at least with a nightmare you woke up at the end and found there was nothing to worry about.


    In the past Paddington had often noticed that relaxing wasn’t always as easy as it sounded. Flies, for example, often waited until you had settled yourself in the most comfortable position, before landing on the end of your nose. Or, worse still, some part of you developed an itch which wouldn’t go away.


    Today was no exception, except it wasn’t a fly or even an itch, it was more of a lump, and it was in the middle of his back. He couldn’t remember there ever being a lump in his bed before and he began feeling underneath his pyjamas to find out what it could possibly be.


    Whatever it was, it certainly wasn’t hard… if anything it was soft and… not so much soft, as wet and sticky. It was oozing stickiness, the kind of stickiness that was all too familiar and could mean only one thing.


    He remembered now where he had put his marmalade sandwiches for safekeeping!


    


    “I didn’t realise you’d washed the sheets before we came out,” said Mrs Brown, when they arrived back from their shopping.


    Mrs Bird joined her at the kitchen window. “I didn’t!” she said grimly, as she surveyed a range of assorted linen hanging on the revolving clothesline.


    Her eyes softened as she couldn’t help but notice on a line separate from the rest, a small pair of flowered pyjamas.
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    She glanced around her kitchen. “Nor, for that matter, did I leave half the cupboard doors open, or a sink full of egg shells.”


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown.


    “Oh dear, is right,” said Mrs Bird, making her way upstairs.


    “You can come out now, wherever you are,” she called, as she entered Paddington’s room.


    The wardrobe door slowly opened and a head appeared. “How did you know I was in here, Mrs Bird?” asked Paddington.


    “Little birds know these things,” said the Browns’ housekeeper, “and one of them told me.” She gazed round the room. “I said you wouldn’t be idle while we were out shopping, but I didn’t expect to find quite such a mess when we got back.”


    She hesitated for a moment, lost in thought. “I’m sure you did your best,” she said at last. “And you meant well. Those are two of the most important things in life.”


    “I think I did my worst, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington sadly.


    “Well at least you tried,” said Mrs Bird. “I’ve no time for people who say they can’t do things when they haven’t even tried.”


    While she was talking she caught sight of Paddington’s recipe lying on the bed.


    “Alfajores!” she exclaimed.


    “Bless you!” said Paddington.


    “That wasn’t a sneeze,” said Mrs Bird. “It’s a dish. I don’t believe it. I’ve been looking everywhere for that recipe ever since you arrived. I wanted to make some for you so that you would feel at home, but I couldn’t remember all the ingredients.”


    “I didn’t know that’s what they are called,” exclaimed Paddington. “But they are very popular in Peru. Everybody has their own recipe. You make a top and a bottom. Then you stick them together with manjar blanco.”


    “What’s that when it’s at home?” asked Mrs Bird.


    “I don’t know,” admitted Paddington, “Aunt Lucy used to use condensed milk boiled up until it was really thick. They went down well in the Home for Retired Bears.”


    “I was thinking of using marmalade,” said Mrs Bird. “Thinly spread.”


    Paddington licked his lips.


    “Jonathan and Judy are coming home tomorrow,” she continued. “I shall need help from an expert if we’re to have enough ready in time. That is, if you wouldn’t mind lending a paw.”


    “Yes, please, Mrs Bird,” said Paddington.


    “But before that,” said Mrs Bird, “we shall need some more eggs.”


    “It’s a bit difficult separating the yolks,” said Paddington.


    “Well, there you are,” said Mrs Bird gravely. “It’s useful to know that for a start.”


    “It strikes me Paddington got off very lightly,” said Jonathan when he arrived home and heard the news. “Have you seen his room?”


    “It’s like Mrs Bird always says,” replied Judy. “Bears usually fall on their feet. Have another alfajore.”


    “I don’t mind if I do,” said Jonathan. “They’re very moreish.”


    “I’ll tell you something else,” said Judy. “Dad’s been on the phone to a decorator. He’s coming next week to do Paddington’s room.”


    “You know what that means,” said Jonathan.


    “He’ll be sharing your room for the time being,” said Judy.


    “I wonder if bears snore?” mused Jonathan. “We could ring the zoo and find out.”


    “I asked him,” said Judy. “He swears they don’t. He said he stayed awake one night to find out and he didn’t snore once.”


    “Thanks a heap,” said Jonathan.


    “Who would have thought Mrs Bird would take it all quite so well?” said Mr Brown later that night.


    “Do you know what, Henry?” said Mrs Brown. “I think it was the sight of Paddington’s pyjamas hanging all by themselves on the line when we got home. Little things mean a lot to Mrs Bird.”
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    PADDINGTON PUT ON a spurt as he entered the Portobello Road, rounding the corner faster than he had ever done before. In fact, not to put too fine a point on it, anyone watching would have said he had momentarily lost control of his shopping basket on wheels.


    The last part of the journey had been downhill and his legs were going so fast he had difficulty in stopping. Having put the basket into a one-wheel drift, he only just missed colliding with a man standing in the middle of the pavement.


    It was most unusual for anyone to be there at that time of the day; the crowds of sightseers didn’t normally begin to arrive until much later when all the shops and stalls were open for business.


    As it was, his basket ended up on its side. Luckily it was empty, but one of its wheels was still spinning.


    “You want to watch where you’re going,” said the man crossly. “This isn’t a racetrack, you know.”


    “It’s a bit difficult with paws,” admitted Paddington. “Especially going round corners.”


    The man stared at him. “I don’t see what paws have to do with it,” he growled.


    Paddington felt tempted to say that was because the man didn’t have any, but he was much too polite.


    Instead, he stood back and eyed the stranger with interest. Despite the warm weather, he was wearing what looked like plastic muffs over his ears, and having blown into the end of a furry object on the end of a stick, he began counting out loud. “One, two, three, four…” he said, until finally, having reached number ten, he stopped as though at a loss for words.


    “I think you will find it’s eleven,” said Paddington, anxious to make amends for nearly running him over.


    The man gave him a glassy stare and put a finger to his lips. He seemed about to reply when the rear doors of a dark green van parked nearby opened and a second man poked his head out.


    “OK for sound,” he called, giving the thumbs up sign.


    He nodded towards Paddington before closing the door. “The early bird catches the worm and you’ve got to start somewhere. May as well give it a whirl.”


    The first man didn’t look wildly enthusiastic at the idea, but he put a brave face on it as he dusted himself down.


    “Would you mind saying a few words into this?” he asked, holding the furry object under Paddington’s nose.


    “It tickles my whiskers,” replied Paddington.


    The van door opened again. This time the second man spread his arms out wide and raised his head heavenwards.


    “I think Adrian would like something a little bit longer,” explained the first man.


    “Excuse me while I mop my brow,” said Paddington.


    “Even longer than that, perhaps?” said the man. “He’s the director and we need to check our levels for sound.”


    “The Portobello Road is a bit steep just here,” agreed Paddington. “That’s why I was going so fast.”


    “Er… yes…” said the man. “But…”


    “Mr Gruber is always saying if we have a really bad storm there’s going to be a nasty accident one of these days. The water sometimes runs past his shop doorway like a tidal wave. We nearly lost one of his deck chairs that way. It’s lucky we weren’t having our elevenses on the pavement at the time. Our buns might have been swept away.”


    The van door opened yet again and the second man pointed downwards with his thumb, mouthing something at the same time.


    “Oh dear,” said the first man. “I’m afraid you were a bit too quick for us that time. I doubt if Adrian had time to get back to his desk. My name’s Sunny Climes, by the way, and I’m gathering material for the forthcoming Games.


    “Perhaps,” he suggested, “you would like to tell us what you had for breakfast. We find with most people that’s usually about the right length.”


    He held out his free hand in order to give Paddington’s paw a quick shake, then hastily withdrew it.


    “I usually have toast and marmalade…” began Paddington.


    “So I gather,” said Mr Climes. He removed an initialled handkerchief from his top pocket and unfolded it as best he could with his teeth. “We don’t want to get any chunks on our microphone if we can help it, do we? Did you have anything else? A cup of tea to help it on its way perhaps?”


    “I’m glad you asked me that, Mr Climes,” said Paddington. “I usually have cocoa, but Mrs Bird is spring-cleaning the kitchen this week. Most years she gives it a good going-over in April, but she left it until much later this year.


    “She wanted to clean out the refrigerator while she was at it and she was worried the things inside might go off while the door was open, so she put everything out on the kitchen table and said it would be a big help if we used up as much as we could.


    “There were several kinds of bacon, three different sorts of sausages, eggs, potato cakes, tomatoes, kippers… a half empty tin of llama pâté. Aunt Lucy sent it to us from Peru last Christmas, but it had gone mouldy…”


    “So what was your answer to all that?” broke in Mr Climes, trying to get a word in edgeways.


    “Thank you very much,” said Paddington.


    “Don’t tell me you ate a bit of everything,” exclaimed the interviewer. “The breakfast table must have been full to overflowing with plates.”


    “No,” said Paddington. “Mrs Bird managed to get all mine on two large ones. Besides, I didn’t have any kippers in case I got a bone in my throat. I thought I did once and Mrs Brown had to call a doctor, but it turned out to be an old marmalade chunk that had gone hard. It must have fallen out of my hat.”


    “I’m sorry…” broke in Sunny Climes. Edging away from Paddington, he stationed himself on the other side of a nearby lamppost. “Would you mind holding it there…”


    “I’m afraid I can’t quite reach it,” said Paddington hurrying round the other side of the lamppost to avoid climbing over his shopping basket on wheels.


    “I don’t mean the microphone,” said Mr Climes, moving back the way he had come. Putting a finger to his lips he listened to a command over the headphones. “We seem to be having a spot of bother in the control room. I’m afraid they’ve run out of tape. It must be all the stops and starts we’ve had.”


    “Don’t worry, Mr Climes,” said Paddington cheerfully. “I expect you’ll manage to get it right in the end.”


    Sunny Climes continued edging away from Paddington, and then came to a sudden halt.


    “You’re standing on my microphone lead,” he said accusingly. Reaching forward to pick up the cable, he gave it a sharp tug.


    As it happened, Paddington, ever anxious to please, beat him to it by a split second, and giving vent to a cry of alarm Sunny Climes disappeared from view round the far side of the lamppost.
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    “Oh dear, Mr Climes,” exclaimed Paddington, hurrying to the rescue. “Are you all right?”


    “No!” gurgled Sunny Climes, sounding as though a sudden typhoon had caught him in the midriff. “I am not all right! What a place to leave a shopping basket on wheels! There should be a law against people like you being allowed out by themselves.”


    But it was like water off a duck’s back.


    Paddington was already examining his basket. “You’ll be pleased to know it doesn’t seem to be damaged,” he called. “It’s still got both wheels. Hold on a minute…” His voice grew muffled as he peered inside to see if he could spot any holes in the wickerwork.


    It took him a moment or two to accustom himself to the lack of light and while he was waiting he realised that Mr Climes’ headphones had somehow or other fallen off inside the basket and he could hear everything that was being said outside.


    Mr Climes’ voice in particular came through loud and clear, and although it seemed to have lost much of its sunny quality, every word was distinct.


    “I do not intend,” he said, “repeat, do not intend, allowing myself to be beaten. These things are sent to try us, Adrian. When I started out I knew there would be days like today. In this business there are good days and there are bad days, and this one happens to be the worst day I have encountered in a very long time. I may take up playing the ukulele and become a busker.”


    “Worse things happen at sea,” said a second voice, which Paddington recognised as belonging to the director. “It’s a good job it’s a recording. Just think – we might have been on air! Besides, at least we’ve got our sound levels sorted out.”


    “That’s good,” said Paddington, as he emerged from his basket.
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    He held the headphones aloft. “May I go now?”


    Mr Climes, by now back on his feet, managed to summon up a hollow laugh. “If you don’t mind,” he said. “I’ve started so I’ll finish.”


    He turned to the director. “If you have no objection, Adrian, I would like to continue where we left off.”


    “Good man!” exclaimed the director. “Strike while the iron’s hot!” And with that he dashed back to his van.


    Mr Climes took a deep breath, then he did some more counting. “Take seven,” he said, after pausing to allow the director time to get back to his desk.


    “Perhaps you could begin by telling us what part of the world you come from?” he said, pointing the microphone in Paddington’s direction.


    “Phew! Phew!” said Paddington, blowing into it as hard as he could to make sure it was working. “That’s a very good question, Mr Climes. I don’t really remember because I was very young at the time.”


    Sunny Climes permitted himself a wintery smile. “But you must know where it was,” he said. “Everyone has some idea about where they were born.”


    “Not if you come from Darkest Peru,” said Paddington. “It’s a very big place.”


    “Darkest Peru!” Sunny Climes pricked up his ears. Despite everything he looked most impressed. “Perhaps that explains your… er… lack of fundamentals.


    “It must have been dark when they were dishing them out…” he added, laughing at his own joke.


    Paddington gave him a hard stare. “My fundamentals are lacking!” he repeated.


    Mr Climes hastily changed the subject. “It’s what’s known these days as being vertically challenged,” he said. “Please forgive me. Er… Don’t tell me you are over here to participate in the Games?”


    “I won’t if you would rather I didn’t,” said Paddington, not quite sure what the word meant.


    “Aha!” said Mr Climes. “I understand.” He put a finger to his nose. “Top secret, eh? Can we hold it there for a moment?”


    Reaching into his pocket, he took out a sheet of paper and ran his eyes down a long list. “I can’t see any mention of Darkest Peru sending a team… did you receive an official invitation to take part in the Games?”


    “I don’t think so,” said Paddington. “I had a postcard from my Aunt Lucy the other day, but she didn’t mention it.”


    “In short,” said Mr Climes, “You are a breakaway faction going it alone. Don’t worry.” He put a finger to his nose again. “Your secret is safe with me.


    “I must say you came round that corner at a great rate of knots. I daresay you wanted to lose some weight after all the breakfast you’d had this morning.”


    “No,” said Paddington. “I was on my way to the bakers to get some buns. I was later than usual and I didn’t want them to run out. It would have meant Mr Gruber having to wait for the second baking of the day and that would have upset his schedules.”


    “Gruber?” repeated Mr Climes. “Gruber? I don’t know the name. Is he your trainer?”


    “He has an antique shop,” said Paddington. “We always have our elevenses together.”


    “A brilliant cover-up,” said Mr Climes, hardly able to conceal his excitement.


    “Tell me, what do you think of the Games so far? Are all the preparations to your liking?”


    “What are they?” asked Paddington.


    “What are they?” repeated Mr Climes. “Do you mean to say you have come all this way and you don’t know what they are? This is quite extraordinary. They’re on everybody’s lips.”


    It was Paddington’s turn to edge away. “Oh dear,” he said. “I hope they’re not catching.”


    Mr Climes essayed another smile. “You’re having me on,” he said. “Tell me, what event do you specialise in? If I may be so bold, your legs look a bit short for the pole vault.”


    “My legs are a bit short for the pole vault!” repeated Paddington hotly. “But they’ve always been that way.”


    “You look as though you might be a good all-rounder,” said Mr Climes soothingly.


    “I expect that’s because I’m wearing a duffle coat,” said Paddington. “Mrs Bird says I shan’t feel the benefit when I get indoors if I don’t. Besides, I might catch cold.”


    “Sound advice for an athlete…” said Mr Climes. “Now don’t tell me… let me guess… it can hardly be the long jump, or the high one come to that…”


    Returning to the speed at which Paddington had come round the corner, he hazarded a guess. “A long-distance runner, perhaps?


    “For instance, how long would it take you to get from here to, say, Paddington Station?”


    Paddington considered the matter for a moment or two. “I did it in just under four minutes last Sunday,” he said.


    “Four minutes!” exclaimed Mr Climes excitedly. “But it must be a good mile and a half from here. That has to be a world record. It’s over the speed limit.”


    “Oh dear, is it?” said Paddington.


    “The traffic lights were green all the way,” he added lamely.


    “I think you are hiding your light under a bushel,” said Mr Climes. “Tell me, how are you on short distances – the one hundred metres for example?”


    It was Paddington’s turn to hazard a guess. “It depends how warm the buns are,” he said, thinking about the time it took him to get from the bakers to Mr Gruber’s. “On a cold day, about five seconds.”


    Sunny Climes was unable to contain his excitement a moment longer. “Don’t forget, listeners,” he shouted into the microphone, “you heard it here first!”


    “Shan’t be a mo…” he added, and made a dash for the green van.


    Gathering his shopping basket on wheels, Paddington seized the opportunity to make good his escape.
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    “I’m sorry if I’ve kept you waiting, Mr Gruber,” he said, a few minutes later.


    Mr Gruber looked up from his stove at the back of the shop. “I was beginning to get worried, Mr Brown. It’s unlike you to be late. The cocoa’s been ready for some while.”


    “I met a strange man in the market,” explained Paddington. “A Mr Climes… He kept me talking. I only just managed to escape when his back was turned.”


    “Not ‘Blabbermouth’ Climes!” exclaimed Mr Gruber. “I heard he was in the area. He’s a famous sports writer. People hang on to his every word.”


    “Oh dear,” said Paddington. “It sounds like him, Mr Gruber. He thinks you’re my trainer for some special games.” And he went on to explain all that had happened that morning to make him late.


    Mr Gruber ushered Paddington to the horsehair sofa. “If you ask me,” he said, “I think it’s time we had one of our chats. Mr Climes may be sunny by name, but he certainly isn’t sunny by nature. Once he gets his teeth into something he never lets go.”


    Paddington looked up anxiously from his cocoa. “Perhaps he won’t recognise me the next time we meet,” he said.


    “I wouldn’t be too sure of that,” said Mr Gruber tactfully.


    “I had a disguise outfit given to me one Christmas,” said Paddington. “I could wear a false beard for the time being.”


    “That might make matters even worse,” said Mr Gruber. “If you will pardon the expression, Mr Brown, he might smell a rat. If he turns up outside my shop I suggest you hide behind this sofa while I keep him at bay. But don’t forget to take your cocoa with you. Otherwise it might arouse his suspicions.


    “As for the Games, I’m not surprised you haven’t heard of them before. They only take place every four years and each time it is in a different country.


    “People from all over the world gather together to compete against each other in the field of sport, not just in running, but swimming and gymnastics, cycling, wrestling, weightlifting… practically everything to do with sport you can possibly think of…”


    Mr Gruber had a faraway look in his eyes as he stirred his cocoa. “You may find this hard to believe, Mr Brown, but long, long ago, when I was a teenager, I achieved a certain amount of fame myself as a hurdler…”


    “I always thought you were Hungarian,” said Paddington, staring at his friend.


    Over the years he’d never ceased to be surprised by the things Mr Gruber had done in his life, and he never once pictured him having been a teenager.


    “I was a champion Hungarian hurdler,” said Mr Gruber proudly. “One day I will show you some of the trophies I won.”


    Paddington was most impressed. “I’ve never won a trophy, Mr Gruber,” he said. “Perhaps you could show me how it’s done one day?”


    Mr Gruber thought carefully before answering. “It isn’t as easy as it may sound, Mr Brown,” he said at last, not wishing to hurt Paddington’s feelings.


    “As for the Olympic Games… there isn’t enough room for everyone, so only the best and the fittest are chosen to take part and for that you have to go into training a long time ahead.”


    Paddington looked most impressed. “I didn’t know the Olympics were so important, Mr Gruber,” he said.


    “Just you wait,” said Mr Gruber. “Soon the words will be on everyone’s lips.”


    “That’s exactly what Mr Climes said!” exclaimed Paddington.


    “Well, there you are,” said Mr Gruber, with a twinkle in his eye. “It must be true.”


    He looked at Paddington over the top of his glasses. “Having said that, I can’t help thinking you were slightly over ambitious with your estimates of the time it takes you to get anywhere, Mr Brown. From here to Paddington Station in under four minutes, for example…


    “It’s a common mistake. People often think they are going faster than they actually are, or, worse still vice versa.


    “It’s no wonder Sunny Climes was excited. He’s always first with the news, even though more often than not in his haste to beat everyone else to it he manages to get hold of the wrong end of the stick. It sounds to me like one of those occasions. He must have thought he was on to a scoop.


    “I suggest you keep an eye out for him during the next few days. He doesn’t give up easily.”


    It was hard to tell whether or not Mr Gruber was being serious, but nevertheless, acting on his advice, Paddington used the back door when he left the shop.


    He didn’t want to run the risk of bumping into his interviewer again, and when he finally reached the safety of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens he took off his duffle coat and spent some time examining his reflection in the hall mirror.


    Mr Climes was right about one thing; it did leave a lot to be desired.


    


    “There’s an item in the Evening Banner which may interest you, Paddington,” said Mr Brown when he arrived back from the office that evening. “According to their sports reporter, Sunny Climes, there’s a team from Darkest Peru arriving in this country to take part in the Olympic Games.”


    “Oh dear,” said Paddington. “Is there?”


    “I thought you would be pleased,” said Mr Brown. “It doesn’t say how many of them there are, and it doesn’t mention any names, but the first arrival sounds pretty hot stuff… It struck me you might know who it might be.”


    “I think,” said Paddington unhappily as he hurried upstairs to his bedroom, “you may know him already, Mr Brown.”


    [image: PADp95.tif]


    “I wonder what he meant by that, Henry,” said Mrs Brown.


    “Goodness only knows,” said Mr Brown. “Still waters run deep.”


    “There’s nothing still about that bear’s waters,” said Mrs Bird, overhearing the conversation. “You mark my words, we haven’t heard the last of it by a long chalk.”


    And there, for the time being at least, the matter rested.
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    ONE MORNING, SHORTLY after Paddington’s chance encounter in the Portobello Road, Mrs Brown was pottering about in the kitchen when she happened to glance out of the window and caught sight of some very strange goings-on in the garden.


    Wiping the steam from the glass, she took a closer look before drawing Mrs Bird’s attention to it.


    “It’s Paddington!” she said. “He’s rolling about on the lawn like a bear possessed. I do hope he’s all right.”


    The Browns’ housekeeper joined her at the window. “Perhaps he’s celebrating the fact that his sunflowers have grown so tall Mr Curry can’t possibly see over the fence,” she suggested.


    “But they’ve been like that for a while now,” persisted Mrs Brown.


    “I must say he was unusually quiet yesterday evening,” said Mrs Bird. “And he didn’t finish his second mug of cocoa at breakfast, which isn’t like him.”


    “He keeps stopping to mop his brow,” said Mrs Brown. “His handkerchief looks sopping wet. I hope he isn’t sickening for something.”


    Mrs Bird’s face cleared as the penny dropped. “I do believe he’s trying to do press-ups,” she said. “If you want my opinion, he’s got a touch of Olympic fever. There’s a lot of it about at the moment and it’s very catching. I even saw Mr Curry jumping up and down on the spot in his garden yesterday. I shan’t be sorry when it’s all over.”


    Mrs Brown looked relieved. “Oh, well,” she said, “if that’s all it is, he can’t come to any great harm.”


    “That’s as may be,” said Mrs Bird darkly.


    The Browns’ housekeeper didn’t entirely share Mrs Brown’s optimism. In between the press-ups, if indeed that was what they were meant to be, Paddington wore a determined expression on his face; it was one she knew of old.


    At such times there was no knowing what might be going on in his mind, although having said that, she would have been even more uneasy had she been aware of the truth.


    Unbeknown to her, it had all come to a head the day before, when Paddington happened to be making his way downstairs and he came across a pamphlet on the hall mat.


    There was nothing at all unusual in that. The arrival of pamphlets advertising one thing or another was a regular occurrence at number thirty-two Windsor Gardens. Hardly a day passed without the hall mat being littered with bits of paper.


    Mrs Bird usually gave them short shrift. “Anyone would think this was a hotel rather than a private dwelling,” was her favourite phrase as she confined whatever it was to the wastepaper bin without so much as a second glance.


    Paddington had been about to do the same thing, when he caught sight of the words: FREE INTRODUCTORY OFFER! emblazoned in red across the top.


    Being a bear with a keen eye for a bargain, he couldn’t resist taking a closer look.


    Below the headline there was a picture of a bronzed lady holding a pair of dumbbells over her head, and underneath it was another caption which read: LET ME BE YOUR PERSONAL TRAINER.


    Paddington wasn’t sure he wanted to go that far, but the word FREE was hard to resist, so he carried on reading.


    The lady in the picture was Gladys Brimstone, late of East Acton and Rio de Janeiro, and it seemed that not only had she recently arrived in London, but she was opening a health club in the Portobello Road in time for the Olympic Games.


    Dressed in singlet and shorts, her muscles rippling in the rays of the sun, she was standing on a stretch of pavement not far from Mr Gruber’s shop, holding aloft a banner bearing the words: DON’T DELAY – MAKE IT TODAY.


    Paddington took the pamphlet to bed with him that night and studied it carefully with the aid of his torch and a magnifying glass. According to Miss Brimstone, an hour spent with her in the gym and you were guaranteed to come out feeling a new person.


    It didn’t mention what effect her treatment might have on bears, but he felt sure it wouldn’t be a problem because right at the end there was another banner headline saying: LARGE OR SMALL – I TREAT THEM ALL!


    He felt slightly guilty about keeping the news to himself, but the pamphlet hadn’t been addressed to anyone in particular. Mr Brown handed it straight back, muttering something about being late for the office, Jonathan and Judy were away at school, and try as he might, Paddington couldn’t picture either Mrs Brown or Mrs Bird wanting to do press-ups on the lawn.


    So it came about that shortly after his activities in the garden, he set out on his own rather earlier than usual, hoping he would be able to investigate the matter still further before it was time for his elevenses with Mr Gruber.


    As luck would have it, the door to the premises shown on the brochure was ajar, and it was with growing excitement that he pushed it open and made his way down a corridor festooned with photographs of Miss Brimstone in various poses.


    It seemed as though there was no end to her talents. If she wasn’t towing a steam roller uphill with the aid of rope gripped between her teeth, or canoeing down the Amazon river armed with only a bow and a quiverful of arrows, she was dressed up as Father Christmas, with one muscular arm forming a ‘V’ in order to crack open a walnut.


    As he reached the end of the corridor, a door opened and a lady wearing hair curlers emerged.


    “Good morning,” she trilled. “That’s what I like to see. There’s nothing like getting the mail early in the morning. It’s a very good start to the day.”


    Paddington gave her a hard stare. “I’m not a postman!” he exclaimed. “I’m Paddington Brown from Darkest Peru and I’ve come about your brochure.”


    “Oh dear,” said the lady. “I do beg your pardon. You never know who does what these days.”


    Holding his paw in a vice-like grip, she began pumping it up and down. “Brimstone’s the name. I’m not officially open as yet, but the early bird catches the worm, so I’m entirely at your disposal.”
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    It was Paddington’s turn to look confused. Close to, Miss Brimstone looked rather larger than he had expected.


    “I saw the pictures in the corridor,” he ventured, “and I was hoping I might have one of your walnuts. I didn’t have much breakfast this morning.”


    Miss Brimstone gave a shudder. “A walnut for breakfast?” she boomed. “We don’t have any of those goings-on round here. A glass of water and an occasional Liquorice Allsort, perhaps…”


    “In that case,” said Paddington. “May I have my paw back?”


    Miss Brimstone promptly released her grip.


    “Thank you very much,” said Paddington, raising his hat politely.


    Miss Brimstone gazed at the top of his head. “What on earth is that excrescence?” she exclaimed. “I’ve never seen anything quite like it before and I’ve travelled the world. Perhaps it needs a good squeeze.”


    Paddington anxiously ran a free paw over the top of his head. As he did so, his face cleared.


    “I wouldn’t do that if I were you, Miss Brimstone,” he said. “It’s what’s left of a marmalade sandwich. I always keep one under my hat in case I have an emergency. I had a bite out of it on the way here, just in case.”


    “Well, if you want me to take you on that will have to stop,” said Miss Brimstone. “As of now. Snacks between meals are strictly forbidden.” She eyed Paddington somewhat dubiously. “I haven’t come across that kind of thing before,” she said. “Even though I’ve been practising for over ten years.”


    “I’m sure you’ll get it right in the end, Miss Brimstone,” said Paddington politely. “My friend, Mr Gruber, is always saying ‘practice makes perfect’.”


    Miss Brimstone gave him a sickly smile, and having locked the front door, led the way into a room at the back.


    “You had better take your duffle coat off before we do anything else,” she said. “Then I can give you the once-over. To start with I must take a look at your abs.”


    “My abs!” exclaimed Paddington. “I don’t think I have any.”


    “Nonsense!” said Miss Brimstone briskly. “Every one has abs to a greater or lesser extent. Abs is short for abdominal muscles. Perhaps you would allow me to feel yours so that we can see where we stand…”


    “If it had been a few weeks ago you could have felt my oysters,” said Paddington.


    “You win some – you lose some,” said Miss Brimstone distantly.


    Having placed his duffle coat on a nearby hook, she turned to take a closer look at her new arrival and tentatively reached out a hand.


    “Tickiley wickiley,” she trilled.


    Paddington hastily backed away. “Bless you!” he exclaimed.


    Miss Brimstone changed the subject. “It’s hard to tell with all that fur,” she said. “But I don’t think we’ve left it too late. A bit off here – a bit off there, will work wonders. Tell me about your drinking habits.”


    “Well,” said Paddington, “I usually have two mugs of cocoa at breakfast, and then another one for my elevenses.”


    “That’s something else that will have to stop,” said Miss Brimstone sternly. “Cocoa is far too rich. A glass or two of hot water will be much better for you in the long run.”


    She led him towards some scales.


    “I think perhaps we had better check our weight first of all…”


    “After you, Miss Brimstone,” said Paddington politely.


    “No,” said Miss Brimstone through slightly gritted teeth. “After you. When I said our weight I meant yours, of course.
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    “Tell me, do you get much exercise?”


    “I ran all the way down to the Portobello Road the other day,” said Paddington, “I was going so fast I was asked to do an interview on the radio.”


    “Good… good,” said Miss Grimshaw. “Bully for you! What did you do then?”


    “After I finished the interview,” said Paddington, “I called in at the bakers. I have a standing order for buns, and while I was doing that, Mr Gruber made some cocoa. Then we sat down on the horsehair sofa at the back of his shop and had our elevenses together. We do that most days.”


    “Tut, tut,” said Miss Brimstone. “That’s something else that will have to stop.”


    She gave Paddington’s stomach a sharp poke.


    “Your waistline needs trimming. Too many French fries I would say, at a guess. We can soon burn that off…”


    “Burn it off!” exclaimed Paddington in alarm.


    “It’s a technical term,” said Miss Brimstone hastily. “There’s no cause for alarm. We have our methods. It’s a case of being cruel to be kind.


    “First of all, repeat after me – I hate French fries.”


    “I’m afraid I can’t do that,” said Paddington firmly.


    “Why ever not?” asked Miss Brimstone.


    “Because my Aunt Lucy brought me up never to tell lies,” said Paddington.


    Miss Brimstone hastily changed the subject.


    “The thing is,” she said, “you can either sweat your excess weight off by coming here several days a week for six months, in which case all you need do is sign on the dotted line if you want to pay by standing order, or you can go for my all-in-one crash course. The choice is yours.”


    Leading Paddington across the room, she pointed towards some parallel bars on the wall.


    “Perhaps we should start with an agility test.


    “First of all, put your right leg up and rest it on the bottom bar.”


    Paddington eyed it doubtfully. “I’m afraid it’s a bit high,” he said.


    “Now, we mustn’t be defeatist, must we,” said Miss Brimstone. “Take a deep, deep breath and try a little harder…


    “A teensy bit more…”


    Paddington began waving his paws wildly in the air for fear he might lose his balance.


    “More… more… more…” urged Miss Brimstone.


    “Brilliant!” she cried, as Paddington managed to touch the bar with his toes at long last. “Top hole! I knew you would get there in the end.


    “Now try the other leg.”


    There was a crash as Paddington landed on the floor with both legs in the air.


    Miss Brimstone gazed down at him. “Oh dear,” she said. “I was rather expecting you to remove your right leg first.
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    “Bravo, though!” she continued, “You have taken up the scissors position. None of my other clients have ever managed that the first time round.”


    Paddington attempted to unwind himself as best he could. He wasn’t familiar with the scissors position. It felt more like one of Mr Brown’s corkscrews to him and after a moment or two he gave up the struggle and remained where he had landed.


    “Was that it?” he gasped.


    “Was what what?” asked Miss Brimstone.


    “The crash course,” said Paddington.


    Miss Brimstone gave him another sickly smile. “Certainly not!” she said. “Whatever next?” She pointed towards the back of the gym. “There’s a whole lot more to come… the rowing machine… the treadmill… we mustn’t rest on our laurels, must we.”


    “I don’t mind, Miss Brimstone,” said Paddington. “Except it doesn’t feel like laurels. It’s more like the floor, and it’s very hard.”


    “These things are all in the mind,” said Miss Brimstone.


    “Is anything the matter?” she asked, proffering a helping hand. “You look rather disappointed about something.”


    Paddington gazed up at her. He was very conscious of the fact that her tattoos seemed to have taken on a life of their own. Some of them were making very odd faces indeed, mostly in his direction.


    “I was hoping you might lift me up with your teeth,” he said. “Like you do in your brochure.”


    “It just so happens I have a bad back,” said Miss Brimstone stiffly.


    “I expect it’s all those steam rollers you’ve been pulling,” said Paddington.


    Miss Brimstone chose not to answer.


    “Now, on the subject of snacks,” she said. “If you take doughnuts, for example… a typical sugar-coated doughnut contains over 200 calories.”


    “It sounds very good value, Miss Brimstone,” said Paddington, raising his hat politely as he rose to his feet. “If I may, I wouldn’t mind two of those while I recover.”


    “You will do no such thing,” barked Miss Brimstone sternly. “You must realise that in order to counterbalance the gain in weight from eating just one doughnut you would need to spend nearly an hour on a bicycle.”


    “That’s all right,” said Paddington, breathing a sigh of relief.


    “You don’t mind doing that?”


    “I haven’t got a bicycle,” said Paddington.


    “Aha!” said Miss Brimstone. “In that case, we are in luck’s way. I happen to have the very thing.” She pointed to a contraption in the corner of her gym. “It’s what is known as an exercise machine.”


    Paddington eyed the object dubiously.


    “I don’t think Mr Brown will be very keen on having one of those in our driveway,” he said. “He won’t be able to get his car out for a start.”


    “Don’t worry,” said Miss Brimstone. “It’s bolted to the floor.


    “You may find this hard to believe,” she continued, “but some of my clients spend an hour working out in the gym and at the end of it all they go straight to the nearest cake shop and undo all the good work by stuffing themselves with blueberry muffins. Some of the larger ones contain nearly 400 calories.”


    Paddington didn’t find it hard to believe at all. All the talk about food you ought not to eat was occupying his own mind to the exclusion of everything else, and he was beginning to feel hungrier than ever.


    “We never had anything like that in Darkest Peru,” he said, looking at the machine.


    “Have no fear,” said Miss Brimstone. “It doesn’t go anywhere. That’s the beauty of it. You simply pedal away to your heart’s content for as long as it takes to remove the excess fat. Allow me to give you a hand…”


    Having managed to lift Paddington on to the saddle, she stood back and surveyed the result.


    “Oh dear,” she said. “Our feet are rather a long way from the pedals…”


    “I’m afraid I can’t reach the handlebars either,” said Paddington.
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    “Stay right where you are,” said Miss Brimstone. “Don’t move an inch or we could have a nasty ax. I shall have to try lowering the saddle. Excuse me while I look for a suitable spanner.”


    Reaching for her handbag she began rummaging through it. “It’s a shame,” she said. “My treatment is guaranteed to take you out of yourself.”


    “I think I’d rather stay inside it for the time being if you don’t mind, Miss Brimstone,” said Paddington.


    Marooned in midair, he clung on to the saddle with one paw as Miss Brimstone handed him a card. “It’s a list of my charges,” she said briefly. “You may like to browse through them while you’re waiting.”


    Paddington did as he was told and then wished he hadn’t.


    “It’s a lot of buns’ worth,” he announced over the sound of banging coming from the direction of the front door. “I shall have to think it over.”


    “Oh dear,” said Miss Brimstone, abandoning her search for a spanner. “It really isn’t your fault, but I shouldn’t have taken you on in the first place. I shan’t be ready for a day or two and now it sounds as though I have another customer…”


    Seeing what she took to be a look of disappointment on Paddington’s face, and conscious of the continued banging, Miss Brimstone lifted him off the saddle.


    “At least you can take a present away with you!” she said. “I know you will want to come back when you’ve thought things over, so in the meantime, if I can have your name, I would like to present you with a special gift voucher.” She scribbled a note on one of her cards. “It allows for one free go on my Advanced Personal Training Course. In the meantime you can tell all your friends what a splendid time you’ve had.”


    As she was ushering Paddington towards the front door the banging stopped and whoever was outside pushed open the letter box flap.


    Anxious to be of help, Paddington made a dash for the door and held the flap open with one paw while he peered through the gap.


    “Bear!” bellowed a familiar voice. “I might have known! What are you up to in there?”
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    In a state of shock, Paddington let go of the flap and as it sprang back into place there was a cry of a pain from outside.


    “Oh dear,” said Miss Brimstone. She slid back the door bolt. “Was that a friend of yours?”


    “Not really,” said Paddington. “It’s Mr Curry. Mrs Bird says he’s always sticking his nose into things that don’t concern him.”


    “It sounds as though he’s done it once too often,” said Miss Brimstone. “And I haven’t even unpacked my first aid box yet.”


    “Are you practising for the Games, Mr Curry?” asked Paddington hopefully, as he went outside and found the Browns’ neighbour dancing up and down on the pavement.


    “No I am not, bear!” barked the Browns’ neighbour, rubbing his nose. “You know very well what happened.”


    “I’m sorry, Mr Curry,” said Paddington. “I didn’t realise it was your nose. I thought it was someone trying to deliver a parcel…”


    “Are you trying to tell me you mistook my nose for a parcel?” bellowed Mr Curry. “Just you wait until I get back home. I shall report you for this.”


    “Oh dear,” said Miss Brimstone. “Have a nice day!” With that, she handed Paddington the card she had been carrying and hastily shut the door, ramming the bolt home for good measure.


    “What have you got there, bear?” demanded Mr Curry.


    “It’s a prize,” said Paddington. “Were you going to take one of the courses?”


    “Take one of the courses?” repeated Mr Curry. He pointed to a board on the wall. “Have you seen the prices? It’s disgraceful. I was about to complain.


    “Er… what sort of prize did you win?” he asked casually.


    A gleam came into Mr Curry’s eyes when Paddington told him. “If you let me have that card, bear,” he said, “I promise we’ll hear no more about your deliberate attack on my proboscis. Keep it for yourself, and who knows what might happen?


    “And no telling anyone else,” he warned. “Otherwise it will be the worse for you.”


    With that, he put the card into his wallet and went on his way in high good humour.


    Paddington kept to his side of the bargain and didn’t mention what had happened to anyone, but Mr Curry couldn’t wait to tell everyone else he met about his windfall, without mentioning how it had come about, of course.


    The news spread like wildfire, and many a curtain twitched in Windsor Gardens a few days later when he set off early in the morning for Miss Brimstone’s gymnasium.


    They twitched again when he staggered back home later that day, cutting a sorry figure in his bedraggled shorts and sweat- stained shirt. For some reason he kept shaking his fist towards number thirty-two Windsor Gardens, but wisely Mrs Brown pretended there was no one at home.
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    It was Mrs Bird who eventually discovered the truth. “I thought it was unlike Mr Curry to splash out on a course like that,” she said. “It seems he had a free pass, but it turned out to be in someone else’s name so he wasn’t able to use it.”


    “I wonder how he came by it in the first place?” said Mrs Brown.


    “I wonder,” said Mrs Bird. “But I haven’t seen Paddington doing his press-ups on the lawn for several days. I think he’s keeping a low profile.”


    


    It was left for Mr Gruber to sum things up.


    “I do like stories with a happy ending, Mr Brown,” he said, when Paddington had finished telling him the truth of the matter.


    “That dreadful Mr Curry won’t be bullying you again for a long time. Miss Brimstone has got her business off to a flying start, and here we are again, enjoying our elevenses in peace.


    “Everything in moderation,” he said. “That’s my motto. Not too little; and not too much. That being so, what is this life if you can’t enjoy your elevenses undisturbed?”


    There was no answer to that so, having considered the matter carefully, Paddington helped himself to another bun.


    “Perhaps I might leave cutting down and having one less until tomorrow, Mr Gruber,” he said.


    “That sounds a very good idea,” said Mr Gruber. “I think I will join you.”
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    IF IT HADN’T been for the fact that apart from a slight breeze it was a particularly warm July morning, Paddington might not have stopped on his way to the market in order to bathe his feet. But the plastic padding pool of crystal clear water with chunks of ice floating in it was hard to resist. It seemed a very good start to the day. So when a man behind a makeshift counter invited him to make use of it he accepted the invitation without so much as a second thought.


    Time passes very quickly when you are having fun, but it felt like only a moment or two before he heard a voice calling out to him.


    He stared at the man behind the counter. “I owe you ten pounds!” he repeated hotly. “But I’ve only just got here.”


    “You’ve ’ad your feet in the water for a good ten minutes,” said the man. “And it’s a pound a minute.”


    “A pound a minute?” uttered Paddington. He could hardly believe his ears.


    “It’s coming up to eleven now,” said the man.


    “Eleven!” repeated Paddington in alarm.


    “You ’eard,” said the man crossly. “What are you? Some kind of tame parrot… repeating everything I say?”


    “But I’ve only got ten pence,” said Paddington. “And that has to last me until the end of the week.”


    “Ten pence!” echoed the man. “Did I ’ear you say you’ve only got ten pence?”


    “Now you’re doing it,” said Paddington.


    “Doing what?” said the man.


    “Repeating what I just said,” exclaimed Paddington.


    He raised his hat politely. “I think it must be catching. I was on my way to see Mr Gruber when you asked me if I would like to bathe my feet. It’s a hot day, so it felt like a good idea, and…”


    “Thirteen and counting,” broke in the man, looking at his watch. “I was assuming,” he continued, choosing his words with care, “that you’d read the sign over the pool before you took the plunge. It’s all there in black and white. Now I’ve got a good idea. I suggest you take your feet out of that water in double-quick time and ’op it. My fish are ’aving enough trouble as it is – threshing to and fro like they don’t know if they’re coming or going.”


    Hearing the word ‘fish’, Paddington scrambled out of the blue plastic paddling pool as fast as he could and peered down at the water for the first time. Sure enough, a shoal of tiny black creatures were circling round and round in the very spot where he had just been standing.


    “I wish I’d brought my fishing net with me,” he said.


    “That would have been all I need,” said the man. “I’ve only just taken delivery of them garra rufas. Very valuable, they are. They’re from the other side of the world and they’ve got no teeth.”


    “Oh dear,” said Paddington. “I should ask for your money back if I were you.”


    “But that’s the whole point,” said the man. “They don’t bite, they suck. It’s the latest thing in what is known as the world of fish pedicure. Which is a fancy name for what is the same as manicuring fingers only it ’as to do with the feet. Them fish remove the dead skin from between people’s toes without damaging the ’ealthy skin underneath it like there’s no tomorrow. If you ask me they must have been ’aving trouble with your follicles.”


    “My follicles!” repeated Paddington. “I’d better tell Mrs Bird.”


    “Oh dear,” said the man. “’Ere we go again. Follicles,” he explained, “are the sunken bits you ’as between your toes. Bears’ follicles must be deeper than other people’s. I expect the fish ’ad trouble getting their little ’eads inside. Must be very frustrating. I bet some of them wished they’d been born with teeth after all.”


    Glancing up, the salesman’s face suddenly cleared as he realised a small crowd had collected while they had been talking.


    “Roll up, roll up,” he called, hastily changing his tune.
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    “Gather round everybody. This young bear gentlemen ’ere is what’s known as a trendsetter. Or he would ’ave been, except he’s ’aving trouble with ’is follicles.


    “For that very reason I’m not charging him anything,” he added, giving Paddington a nudge, “and since I know ’e’s in an ’urry to be on ’is way, I suggest you form an orderly queue. . .”


    As the crowd set about following the man’s instructions, Paddington took the hint and made good his escape.


    Leaving a trail of wet footprints behind him, he hurried down the Portobello Road as fast as he could in order to tell Mr Gruber about his latest adventure.


    “I sometimes think people see you coming, Mr Brown,” said his friend, as he busied himself getting the cocoa ready for their elevenses, while Paddington dealt with the buns. “Things do seem to happen when you’re out and about.”


    “It’s a bit early in the day too,” said Paddington. “It’s only just past eleven o’clock.”


    A thoughtful look came over Mr Gruber’s face as he settled himself down on the horsehair sofa at the back of the shop. “This hot weather isn’t good news when you’re trying to run a business,” he mused. “People want to be out and about, not stuck inside an antique shop. I had been toying with the idea of putting our deck chairs out on the pavement like we used to, but all this talk of dipping your feet into ice-cold water has given me an idea.”


    He paused. “Seeing Jonathan and Judy are home for the summer holidays, perhaps you had better see what they feel about it first of all, but I think a nice peaceful picnic in the park this afternoon will do us all the world of good.”


    


    “A picnic in the park!” exclaimed Judy, when Paddington rushed home to tell the others. “What a lovely idea. Trust Mr Gruber to invite us along too.” She got up off the lawn and brushed herself down. “I’d better make some sandwiches.”


    “May I help,” asked Paddington excitedly. “Bears are good at sandwiches.”


    Jonathan licked a forefinger and held it over his head. “There’s a nice breeze,” he announced. “I might take my kite. I haven’t flown it for years.”


    He rushed upstairs and returned a moment or so later armed with a multicoloured object almost as tall as Paddington.
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    “It’s what’s known as a double butterfly kite,” he said. “The frame is made of balsawood and the rest of it is Japanese tissue paper. I made it myself,” he added proudly. “And I painted it!”


    “I expect bears would be good at flying kites,” said Paddington hopefully.


    Jonathan eyed him dubiously. “We’ll see,” he replied vaguely. “It isn’t always as easy as it might sound.”


    “You wouldn’t want to be carried off by the wind,” said Judy, coming to her brother’s rescue.


    “There’s no knowing where you might end up,” agreed Jonathan gratefully.


    Both Mrs Bird and Mrs Brown were only too pleased to have the house to themselves, so Mr Gruber’s suggestion met with all-round approval, and it was a happy party that eventually set off early that afternoon.


    Paddington gazed around with interest as they entered the park. There were all manner of things going on. To start with there was a children’s playground full of climbing frames, which looked very tempting. Then there were several outdoor restaurants; but best of all, there was a large lake with boats on it, so he made a beeline for that.


    “I think I might test my follicles first of all,” he announced, as he dipped his toes into the water.
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    But once again it seemed as though it wasn’t meant to be, for his feet had hardly entered the water before a man in uniform emerged from behind a bush.


    “What’s all this going on?” he asked severely. “Can’t you read?”


    He pointed to a nearby sign emblazoned with the words: NO BATHING, FISHING OR DOGS ALLOWED IN THIS WATER in large letters.


    “It doesn’t say anything about bears,” protested Judy, coming to Paddington’s rescue. “Or dipping your feet in the water, come to that.”


    “That’s as may be,” said the man. “But it has to do with Health and Safety. Health on account of the fact that we don’t know where that young bear’s feet have been, and safety on account of the fact that some of the fish around here have got very sharp teeth and they might fancy partaking of a toe or two for their afternoon tea.”


    Paddington hastily withdrew his feet from the water just as there was a splash of something breaking the surface nearby.


    “See what I mean,” said the man. “That was a narrow squeak if ever there was one. Probably a passing pike with an eye on your digits.”


    He glanced at Jonathan’s kite. “And the same applies to that contraption,” he said. “There’s a time and place for everything. What goes up must come down. And when that happens it might land on someone’s head.


    “If I were you,” he added, not unkindly. “I’d take it somewhere quiet where you can’t be seen.”


    “Oh dear,” said Mr Gruber, as the inspector turned on his heels and went on his way. “That wasn’t a very good start.”


    “Don’t worry, Mr Gruber,” said Judy. “No matter what, they can’t stop us from having our sandwiches.”


    “I know a good place for a picnic,” broke in Jonathan. “It’s where I used to go when I was small. Follow me…” And without further ado he led the way round the lake.


    “We must be getting near the Open Air Theatre,” said Judy, when they reached the far side.


    Paddington pricked up his ears. “I’ve never heard of a theatre in the open air before,” he said.


    Jonathan pointed towards a poster. “Well, there you are,” he said. “They’re doing Hamlet today. The wind’s blowing the right way, so with a bit of luck you might be able to hear some of it.”


    Paddington licked his lips. Privately, he thought Hamlet sounded like a small ham sandwich, but he didn’t let on. “What is it about?” he asked.


    “Most of the play takes place in a castle called Elsinore,” said Jonathan. “And it’s very bloodthirsty. Hamlet’s father was King of Denmark and when he slew the King of Norway, his son vowed to avenge him.”


    “Meanwhile,” said Judy, “Hamlet’s mother, Gertrude, marries someone called Claudius, who is none other than the brother of Hamlet’s father.”


    “Then,” said Mr Gruber, “Hamlet’s father appears as a ghost and tells his son that he was in fact murdered by Claudius… and he must take his revenge.”


    “It sounds very complicated,” said Paddington.


    “That’s only the beginning,” said Jonathan. “There’s someone called Polonius, who is always in the way, so he has to go…”


    “And then there’s Polonius’ daughter, Ophelia,” said Judy. “She’s keen on Hamlet, but after he says, ‘Get thee to a nunnery’, she ends up drowning herself.”


    “Don’t forget Yorick,” broke in Mr Gruber. “He gets killed by mistake. Hamlet has a lot to say about that when some grave diggers come across his skull and give it to him.”


    Jonathan struck a pose. “Alas, poor Yorick,” he proclaimed. “I knew him well…”


    It struck Paddington that there couldn’t be many people left by the end.


    Mr Gruber laughed. “You are quite right, Mr Brown,” he said. “And those who are still alive don’t fare too well. Ophelia’s brother, Laertes, gets killed in a sword fight with Hamlet, and at the end even Hamlet himself falls foul of a poisoned sword.”


    “It’s really a play about a man who couldn’t make up his mind,” explained Judy. “‘To be or not to be’ is one of Hamlet’s great lines. Actors often milk it for all it’s worth and make it last for ever.”


    “When we were doing it as our end of term play last year, someone called out, ‘Hurry up, I’ve got a train to catch’,” said Jonathan. “It didn’t half get a laugh.”


    “I don’t think you ought to tell Paddington things like that,” whispered Judy. “He takes these things so seriously. Remember the very first time he went to the theatre and got terribly upset when Sir Sealy Bloom threw his daughter out of the house. He went round to his dressing room during the interval and complained.”


    “Not much chance of that happening today,” said Jonathan cheerfully.


    He led the way round to the back of the theatre where there was a large area of grass, most of which had been worn away through lack of rain. A few deck chairs stood abandoned, but there wasn’t a soul in sight, and apart from a distant sound of voices they might have been on a desert island.


    “It’s often like this once everyone has gone in to see the show,” said Jonathan knowledgeably. “The great thing is, if there is any wind at all, the theatre itself helps to deflect it upwards, so it’s ideal for flying a kite.”


    And while Mr Gruber and Judy set about arranging the deck chairs and getting ready for the picnic, he led Paddington towards the far end in order to explain the ins and outs of it all.


    “This shape of kite is particularly good,” he explained. “Even if I say so myself. On a good day it’s almost as though it has a life of its own; something inside it that makes it want to fly.


    “It really needs two people, of course,” he continued, handing Paddington a reel of string attached to the kite so that he could get the feel of it. “Whoever is flying it holds the reel in one hand and lets the string slide through the fingers of the other hand as it takes off. In that way they can stay in control by giving a tug every now and then to make the kite fly higher still. In your case, of course, you would have to do it all by paw.
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    “The assistant – that’s me in this case – lifts the kite gently into the air and stands with his or her back to the wind, like so… while they wait for an upward rush of air which lifts it out of their hand and…”


    “Watch out!” cried Paddington. “Stay where you are. I’m coming through!”


    There was pounding of feet as he shot past Jonathan and disappeared in a cloud of dust.


    “Did you see that?” cried Jonathan, turning to the others. “Did you see it? It only took one small puff.”


    “He did say bears might be good at flying a kite,” said Judy. “But that’s something else again.” She hesitated. “He was going so fast I lost sight of him.”


    Mr Gruber coughed. “I have a feeling Mr Brown went round the corner near the theatre by mistake,” he said.


    “That’s torn it,” groaned Jonathan, as they made their way back towards the entrance and there was neither sight nor sound of Paddington.


    “Where can he be?” said Judy.


    “If my kite’s caught up in a tree and they’re in the middle of Hamlet I shall never get it back,” moaned Jonathan. “The play goes on for ever. There are five acts.”


    Mr Gruber paused for a moment and put a hand to his ear. “It may not be as bad as you think,” he said. “It sounds to me as though it’s the beginning of Act Three. The important bit Judy was talking about, where Hamlet can’t make up his mind what to do next. Listen…”
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    “To be…” proclaimed a voice in sonorous tones. There was a long pause, then came the words, “…or not to be…”


    “Make up your mind,” shouted a familiar voice from somewhere overhead. “I’ve got a train to catch.”


    A gasp went round the audience. It was followed almost immediately by a mixture of scattered applause and catcalls.


    [image: PADp140.tif]


    A woman’s voice could be heard shouting, “Shame!”


    The immediate response, “Get thee to a nunnery…” was greeted by a loud cheer.


    Mr Gruber pointed to a dark shape in the foliage high above the back of the stage.


    “That looks like Mr Brown,” he said.


    It was hard to tell what came next because of the noise from the audience that followed every line of dialogue, but eventually things settled down and there was a shower of leaves as Paddington began his descent.


    Judy closed her eyes as the branches began to sway more and more. “I can’t watch,” she said. “Suppose one of his duffle coat toggles gets caught in something?”


    “I shouldn’t worry,” said Mr Gruber. “Climbing trees is another thing bears are good at. Mr Brown must have done a lot of it when he was a cub.”


    As things turned out, they had rather longer to wait than expected, but eventually he emerged from behind the trees armed with the kite.


    “I’m sorry to be such a long time,” he said, as he handed it back to Jonathan. “But I think I know who did it…”


    “Did what?” chorused Jonathan and Judy.


    “Killed Mr Yorick,” said Paddington. “I had a good view of the stage from where I was sitting and I saw a man putting someone’s skull on to a table. I’ve phoned the police with a description.”


    “You’ve done what?” exclaimed Judy.


    “Well,” said Paddington. “I didn’t exactly do it myself, but I met the inspector who told me off for putting my feet in the water. I think he must have followed us here. He told me to stay where I was and he would do it for me.


    “Then someone from the theatre came along and wanted to see my ticket. When I said I didn’t have one, he showed me the exit. So here I am.”


    Mr Gruber glanced at the others. It was rather a lot to take in at one go.


    “Can you hear what I can hear?” he asked, as the sound of a distant siren rose above the voices on the stage. “It may not be heading our way, but I suggest we beat a hasty retreat, just in case. We can eat our sandwiches on the way.


    “It seemed a good idea at the time,” he added, as they made their way towards the exit, “but better safe than sorry.” He nodded towards Paddington. “I think it’s turned out to be one of those days. These things happen from time to time.”


    “It’s a pity they don’t have tree climbing in the Olympics,” said Jonathan. “He was up and down it like a yo-yo.”


    “It would have been worth a gold medal for sure,” agreed Judy.


    “I don’t think I shall ever be fit enough to go and see the Games,” said Paddington sadly. “Let alone take part in them.”


    “You don’t have to be fit if you’re a spectator,” explained Mr Gruber. “It only applies to the athletes who are taking part.”


    “I didn’t know that,” said Paddington, looking most aggrieved. “You’d think they would tell people these things.”


    “Anyway,” broke in Jonathan. “You can sit at home and watch them on television.”


    “People will have their eyes glued to the screen,” said Judy.


    “It sounds a bit painful to me,” said Paddington. “I think I might have another sandwich. I feel better already.”


    


    “I can’t wait to read the reviews in tomorrow’s papers,” said Mr Brown, later that day, when Jonathan and Judy related the tale of their adventure in the park. “There have been a good many versions of Hamlet staged over the years, but it sounds as if this one beats them all.”


    “The trouble is, anyone who goes to see it after reading the reviews will be in for a disappointment,” said Mrs Brown. “There won’t be any ‘noises off’.”


    Mrs Bird kept her counsel. Something about the way Paddington was behaving caused her to wonder if he might be sickening for something. He was unusually quiet over dinner and it wasn’t long after they had finished before he disappeared upstairs. He didn’t even wait to see if there was a second helping.


    Later on that evening, as she followed suit, she noticed a chink of light under his bedroom door so, having knocked on it and received no reply, she tiptoed in.


    Everything seemed to be in order. His duffle coat and hat were in their usual place on the back of the door. The framed photograph of Aunt Lucy was on the bedside table, but there was no sign of Paddington himself, although as she went further into the room she realised there was a curious lump in the middle of the bed.


    As she drew near she gave a cough and a small figure emerged from under the duvet.


    “Do you believe in ghosts, Mrs Bird?” asked Paddington.
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    “Well,” said Mrs Bird carefully. “I can’t say I have ever actually seen one myself.”


    “I’ve been thinking,” said Paddington sleepily. “I wouldn’t like to live in Elsinore. It must be full of ghosts.”


    “Elsinore is in Denmark,” said Mrs Bird gravely. “Which is a very long way away. I shouldn’t lose any sleep over it.”


    “I’m glad of that,” said Paddington. He lay back on his pillow and drew the duvet up round his chin.


    “Mind you,” continued Mrs Bird. “I daresay there are good ghosts as well as bad ones. There are certain beings on this earth who make such a deep impression while they are around you feel they will always be somewhere around, watching over us. It isn’t quite the same thing as being a ghost, of course, but it’s very comforting.”


    She didn’t add that she was looking at one such being right now, but by then Paddington was already fast asleep, so having made sure the sheets were well and truly tucked in, she crept quietly off to bed herself.


    Tomorrow was another day, and with a bear about the house there was no knowing what might happen next, so it was as well to be prepared.

  


  
    [image: ]


    IT WAS A few mornings later when Mrs Brown happened to glance out of the downstairs window of number thirty-two Windsor Gardens and she was taken aback to see a group of men behaving very strangely in their front garden.


    Two of them were struggling with a large concrete plant pot, while a third, having made a frame with the forefinger and thumb of both hands, peered at them through the opening. For some reason it seemed to be giving him a great deal of pleasure.


    She had intended checking the weather before she went shopping, but instead she called out to Mrs Bird.


    “Come quickly!” she cried. “There are some men moving Henry’s begonias. That old concrete pot of his is already cracked. If it gets any worse and breaks in half, we shall never hear the last of it.”


    Even as she spoke there was a momentary flash as the third man recorded the scene on a digital camera.


    “Leave it to me,” called Mrs Bird grimly.
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    Pausing only to arm herself with a suitable weapon from the hall stand, she flung open the front door and confronted the intruders.


    Although she didn’t actually shout ‘en garde’, her sudden appearance brandishing a rolled umbrella had the desired effect. The men froze in their tracks.


    “Dear lady,” said the man with the camera nervously. “Please don’t be alarmed. It’s only a recce.” He held out his hand. “Mervyn’s the name. I’m the designer. The thing is, if the director likes the look of your house we may need to rearrange things a bit before we start filming…”


    “Filming?” repeated Mrs Bird, taking a firmer grip of her umbrella. “What do you mean, filming?”


    “Don’t tell me you haven’t been warned!” exclaimed Mervyn. “This is unforgivable. Hang on a moment; I’ll contact Head Office straight away.


    “Drop everything!” he called to the others.


    “Don’t you dare!” broke in Mrs Bird. “If anything happens to those begonias I shall hold you responsible.”


    Hastily producing a mobile phone, Mervyn began dialling a number.


    “I’m afraid there’s been a bit of a breakdown in communications,” he said, over his shoulder. “But take my word for it, you won’t recognise your house after we’ve finished, and you’ll be thanking us for it. If we don’t change the layout people will be ringing your door bell at all hours. Some don’t take no for an answer and that can be very tedious. We’ll paint the front door a different colour for the time being,” he continued, “but…”


    He broke off as a fourth figure dressed from head to toe in white: white suit, white shirt and tie, white shoes, floated in through the front drive. The only concession to colour was a single blue peacock’s feather stuck at a rakish angle in the band of his broad-brimmed, white hat.


    “Ah,” said Mervyn. “Here comes Fernando. He’ll sort things out.”


    The newcomer came to a halt before reaching them, and having formed a similar frame to Mervyn’s with his fingers, gazed intently through it as he pirouetted in a half-circle on one foot, and took in the situation at a glance.


    “It must be meant,” he said, addressing Mrs Bird. “I see you ina da part of the Fairy Princess. Unfurling your parasol and floating off into the sunset – just lika da Mary Poppins. Light as a feather, only much prettier of course. I kiss your hand in anticipation, señorita.”


    “Señora!” said Mrs Bird firmly.


    “I should be so lucky!” said Fernando. Taking her free hand in his, he raised it to his lips before turning to the designer. “Ringa da central casting, before isa too late.”
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    “I think you had better come inside,” said Mrs Bird weakly.


    “Any chance of putting this pot down, mum?” called one of the men.


    “If you promise to do it very carefully,” replied Mrs Bird dreamily.


    Fernando and Mervyn followed her into the hall at the same moment as Mrs Brown emerged from the front room.


    “What is going on?” she said. “Whatever it may be, it isn’t convenient. I’m about to go shopping.”


    “And so you shall, señora,” said Fernando, having first made sure she was wearing a wedding ring. “So you shall. Please do not let us detain you a moment longer.”


    “The last thing we would wish is to cause you any inconvenience,” agreed Mervyn. “Provided you use the back entrance for the time being, you can come and go whenever you please. But if you could be a darling and keep your voice down, that would be wonderful.”


    “In the meantime…” Fernando produced a folded sheet of paper from an inside pocket and handed it to Mrs Brown, along with a crumpled piece of newspaper. “Here, señora, are our credentials.”


    “Home for Retired Bears…” began Mrs Brown, reading from the heading on the notepaper. She held it up for Mrs Bird to see. “I do believe it’s from Paddington’s Aunt Lucy…”


    But Mrs Bird had already caught sight of a familiar face in the piece of newspaper. “It’s that dreadful Sunny Climes!” she said. “It must be a cutting from the Evening Banner. If you remember, I said at the time we hadn’t heard the last of him.”


    “Oh dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I wonder how it reached Peru?”


    “Bad news travels,” said Mrs Bird.


    She turned to Fernando. “If it’s Paddington you want to see, he’s upstairs. It’s the end of the month, so he’s probably doing his accounts. If that’s the case, I would rather you didn’t disturb him. Stopping halfway through the adding up might well mean his having to start all over again.”


    “A person of such importance,” said Fernando, “and he is doing his own accounts?” Clearly, it was a concept he had never encountered before. “Whatever next? Besides, it is not what you might calla da higher mathematics.”


    “It is if you happen to be a bear,” said Mrs Brown.


    Mrs Bird read the look on her face. “You carry on with your shopping,” she said. “I’ll deal with this.”


    “I have come a longa da way,” persisted Fernando. “In Peru, his fame as an athlete has spread lika da wildfire. Isa da talking point wherever you go.”


    “That’s as may be,” said Mrs Bird. “But may I suggest you tell us exactly what it is you want to see him about.”


    Fernando reached out for her hand again and clasped it in his. “I have been commissioned, señora,” he said grandly, “to make a film of his exploits. At alla da costs they must be preserved for posterity.


    “Perhaps, if Señor Paddington is engaged, I will telephone his manager and make an appointment?”


    Mrs Brown let go of her shopping bag. “I think I had better stay after all,” she said.


    “Do you both take milk?” asked Mrs Bird. “I’ll put the coffee on.”


    


    To say the Brown family were rocked to their very foundations by the news that Paddington was about to star in a film, would have been putting it mildly.


    Fernando spent some time in the kitchen with Mrs Bird explaining matters, while Mervyn devoted his time to Mrs Brown, Jonathan and Judy, and latterly Paddington himself when he came downstairs to see what was going on.


    Long after Fernando and Mervyn had departed in search of a suitable location for what they called the ‘nitty-gritty’, and Paddington had gone back upstairs to write a postcard to his Aunt Lucy, the rest of the family talked of little else.


    “What are we going to do?” said Mrs Brown.


    “If that bear’s going to be in a film,” said Mrs Bird, “his duffle coat had better go to the dry-cleaners. If I take it first thing tomorrow morning he’ll get it back the same day.”


    “He won’t like it,” said Judy. “He’s very fond of his stains. Each one tells a story.”


    “I can’t help that,” said Mrs Bird firmly. “Needs must.”


    The discussion carried on through lunch and continued until the evening, when Mr Brown arrived home from the office.


    “Has anyone ever wondered how the Home for Retired Bears came into being?” asked Mrs Bird.


    “I can’t say it’s kept me awake at night,” said Mr Brown. “I’ve always assumed it had something to do with the Lima Borough Council.”


    “It’s a fascinating story,” continued Mrs Bird. “Señor Fernando told me all about it. Apparently it dates back to the time when the Peruvians were building a huge boat on Lake Titicaca.”


    “The Yavari,” broke in Jonathan. “We’ve been learning about it at school. All 210 tonnes were shipped to Peru as a kit of parts. Most were made in Birmingham, but the sections for the hull were made in London by a firm called Thames Ironworks and Shipbuilding, who also founded West Ham Football Club. Which is how they came to be nicknamed ‘The Hammers’, because of all the hammering of the iron plates that went on at the time.”


    “I was beginning to wonder how you remembered all that,” said Judy. “I might have known it had something to do with football.”


    Jonathan gave her an aggrieved look. “It wasn’t just that,” he said. “Our geography master has got pictures of all the problems they had transporting everything.


    “Lake Titicaca is 12,500 feet above sea level, and for the last 350 kilometres it all had to be loaded on to mules. They could only cope with a small amount at a time.”


    “I don’t see why they needed to have a boat that size up there in the first place,” said Judy.


    “It’s like the old joke,” explained Jonathan. “Why did the chicken cross the road? Answer: To get to the other side. Lake Titicaca is the biggest landlocked stretch of water in South America. It’s like an inland sea and there was no other means of communication in those days.”


    “Anyway,” broke in Mrs Bird, unable to contain herself a moment longer, “going back to the Home for Retired Bears. Apparently the whole operation took years rather than months to complete, and a rich English industrialist who happened to be exploring Peru at the time was so mortified at the way bears were being uprooted from their natural habitat, he took pity on them and set up a trust fund. At the same time he purchased a large property in Lima to take care of the older ones who had nowhere to go.”
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    “What a kind thought,” said Mrs Brown. “Is he still around?”


    Mrs Bird shook her head. “It all took place well over 150 years ago. But before he died he made sure everything was taken care of. The occupants live rent-free, but they are expected to work for their living and in fact they have quite a steady income from all the things they make.


    “In the winter they are very industrious. They make marmalade, knit sweaters and scarves, and make all kinds of other ethnic items. Then, during the summer months when the tourists arrive, they set up their stands in the market. They are said to drive a hard bargain.”


    “That bit sounds familiar,” said Mr Brown.


    “According to Fernando, provided he doesn’t go too much over budget, financing the film isn’t a problem.”


    “Well I never,” said Mrs Brown. “I have often wondered how it all came about.”


    “Such a charming man,” said Mrs Bird, bringing the conversation to an end as she went out into the kitchen. “A joy to be with.”


    “I think she’s got the hots for him,” whispered Judy.


    “What a dreadful expression,” said Mrs Brown.


    “You don’t think, Mary…” began Mr Brown. “I mean, one thing leads to another…”


    “The grass is always greener on the other side of the fence,” said Mrs Brown. “You should know that, Henry, and Mrs Bird certainly does.”


    The possibility of losing both Paddington and Mrs Bird into the bargain was too awful to contemplate, so she hastily changed the subject.


    “It’s a big upheaval,” said Mr Brown. “It could go on for weeks. I hope we’re getting paid for it.”


    “Señor Fernando told Mrs Bird he is offering his services for a da love,” said Jonathan. “Except for the travelling expenses.”


    “So shall we, won’t we, Henry?” said Mrs Brown.


    “I, er…” Mr Brown had been about to say ‘I don’t know about that’, but he felt rather than saw everybody else in the room staring at him, so he changed his mind.


    “Whatever you say, Mary,” he replied meekly.


    Luckily Paddington arrived downstairs at that point.


    “I’ve finished my postcard to Aunt Lucy,” he announced, “so I thought I would go and post it, but I can’t find my duffle coat anywhere. I wonder if we ought to ring for the police?”


    The Browns exchanged anxious glances.


    “I really shouldn’t worry, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “I’m sure it will turn up. You’re too late for the last post anyway.”


    “You know what I think,” said Jonathan, coming to the rescue. “If you’re going to be famous, you ought to have a nom de plume.”


    “I’ve never had one of those before,” said Paddington. “It sounds interesting. What is it?”


    “It’s French for what’s known as a ‘pen name’,” said Judy. “Writers use them when they don’t want people to know their real name.”


    “Film stars do it all the time,” agreed Mrs Brown. “Except they call it their ‘stage name’. Michael Caine was born Maurice Micklewhite. I heard him talking about it on television only the other day.”


    “And Fred Astaire started life as Frederick Austerlitz,” said Jonathan. “That’s a famous French railway station.”


    “I’m not surprised he changed it,” said Paddington. “I wouldn’t like to be called Austerlitz.”


    “In fact,” said Mrs Bird, “come to think of it, you have a nom de plume already. If you remember, when you arrived over here you had a Peruvian name which you weren’t too sure about, so that’s how you came to be called Paddington, because that’s where Mr and Mrs Brown found you.”


    “If you’re likely to be signing lots of autographs I should change it to Pad,” said Jonathan, mindful of how long it took Paddington to write a postcard. “It’ll save lots of time.”


    But Paddington clearly had his mind on other things as he headed towards the kitchen.
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    “I would rather you didn’t go in there…” began Mrs Bird, but she was too late.


    “It’s all right, Mrs Bird,” called Paddington. “Don’t worry. I’ve found my duffle coat. It’s underneath the tea towel. I wonder how it got there?”


    “There are no flies on Paddington,” said Judy.


    “That bear’s got his head screwed on the right way,” agreed Mrs Bird.


    “My head’s screwed on!” exclaimed Paddington, as he came back into the room. “I didn’t know that!”


    “There’s no need to worry about it, dear,” said Mrs Brown. “It won’t fall off in a hurry.”


    “I hope it doesn’t fall off at all,” said Paddington hotly.


    “I might have a nightmare and turn over quickly in my sleep,” he added darkly. “I dreamt I was being chased by a bumblebee the other night and I had to run all over the house before it flew out of an open window by mistake.”


    “Changing the subject,” said Jonathan, “we’ve been wondering, supposing, just supposing the film is very successful and you become famous overnight, you might, well… we might not see quite so much of you again, except on the screen.”


    “Not see quite so much of me?” exclaimed Paddington in alarm. “I can’t picture that…”


    “That’s part of the trouble, Paddington,” said Mrs Brown, voicing the thoughts of the others. “Neither can we.”


    At which point everyone agreed it was time for bed, although it was safe to say that for once sleep didn’t come easily, either that night, or for the next few nights as the tension began to mount.


    The worst part was not so much being ignorant of what was going on, but with Paddington leaving early every day in a chauffeur-driven car and not arriving back until late in the evening, much too tired to talk, the house seemed unusually quiet.


    It was left to Judy to voice their unspoken thoughts. “I can’t help feeling we’re being bypassed,” she said. “And without so much as a by-your-leave.”


    “Nonsense!” said Mrs Bird in her down-to-earth manner. “It’s Paddington’s life. He must do as he thinks fit.”
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    Nevertheless, it was noticeable that she took particular trouble with his marmalade sandwiches before he left home in the mornings, often adding an extra one for good measure.


    In the event, although it seemed to take forever, the filming came to an end much sooner than anyone had expected.


    Fernando arrived back with Paddington early one evening, and he was carrying a small parcel.


    “Olè,” he said. “I have everything ona da disc so that you can watch it on your television. I see you have a player.”


    It took only a moment or two for Jonathan to load it, and as soon as everyone was ready and the curtains were drawn he pressed the button.
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    Mr Brown nearly leapt out of his seat as the opening shot of their front garden filled the screen, revealing a bare patch of paving overlaid with the titles. “Someone has moved my begonias!” he cried. “What’s happened to them?”


    “Shhh, Henry,” hissed Mrs Brown. “They’re back in their proper place now.”


    “That’s me!” exclaimed Paddington excitedly, as the film dissolved into a shot of a green area somewhere in London. The camera zoomed in on a group of some dozen or so hurdles lined up one after the other, and carried on zooming until it reached a familiar figure at the far end.


    There was a moment’s pause allowing Paddington time to raise his hat to a small group of spectators. Then, as the scene changed to a wide shot, a gun went off, galvanising him into action. From being a small figure in the distance, he ended up some seconds later filling the screen in close-up. Whereupon, breathing heavily, he raised his hat again; this time to camera.


    The Browns sat in silence for a moment or two.


    “I must say he was going very fast,” ventured Judy. “I see now why they’re called ‘rushes’.”


    “I can’t wait for the real thing,” agreed Jonathan.


    Señor Fernando looked put out. “Whata you mean, da real thing?” he demanded. “They are nota da rushes. That is it… the whole caboodle… the finished film.”


    “We did over thirty retakes,” said Paddington. “I lost count in the end.”


    “Er… I don’t wish to sound over-critical,” said Mr Brown, “but…”


    “You no like?” asked Fernando. “You are upset about your begonias?”


    “Well, it’s not exactly that,” said Mr Brown. “What little we saw is beautifully made, I grant you, but it does seem to me it has what one might call a basic design fault.”


    “The film? It hasa da basic design fault?” repeated Fernando. “What you mean, señor? A basic design fault?”


    “Well,” said Mr Brown, taking a deep breath. “Shouldn’t Paddington be jumping over the hurdles rather than going underneath them.”


    “Ah,” exclaimed Fernando. “You English. I knew when I first set eyes on you, Señor Brown, you are a da perfectionist at heart.”


    “I didn’t bang my head once, Mr Brown,” said Paddington. “I kept my hat on all the time, just in case.”


    “Well,” said Mr Brown. “It isn’t so much that, but I strongly suspect other people may notice it too.”


    “Just as a matter of interest,” said Judy. “What made you choose the hurdles?”


    “Mr Gruber told me he was good at them when he was young,” said Paddington. “So I thought I might have a go.”


    “Ask a silly question…” said Jonathan.


    “All the same, it does seem a bit of a let down,” said Mrs Brown.


    “The film is nota for general release,” said Fernando.


    “Thank goodness for that,” murmured Mr Brown.


    “It is for the inhabitants of the Home for Retired Bears in Lima,” explained Fernando. “Most of them have no idea whata da hurdle race is, let alone set eyes ona da moving picture. Over them… under them… who is to care? It is all the same. And after all, they are paying for it. To them it will be a moment of great excitement that will last for the rest of their lives.”


    He turned to Mrs Brown.


    “Señora, you will remember the first time a moving picture was shown in Paris. Those neara da screen ran for cover when a train appeared and headed straight towards them. They thought their end hada da come.”


    “I’m afraid I don’t,” said Mrs Brown. “It was before my time.”


    “1895,” said Jonathan knowledgeably. “It was an early Lumière Brothers film.”


    Fernando looked at him. “You should goa da far,” he said.


    “What bothers me, Paddington,” broke in Mr Brown hastily, “meaning no disrespect, but what made Sunny Climes think you were such an athlete in the first place? I mean, talk about getting hold of the wrong end of the stick, but doing something like a mile and a half in under four minutes beggars belief.”


    “I meant to tell him, I was in your car at the time, Mr Brown,” said Paddington. “We were going to meet Jonathan at the station. But then I thought you might be in trouble for going so fast, and I didn’t want you to be arrested, so I kept it to myself.”


    “How about the one hundred metres in five seconds?” asked Jonathan.


    “If the buns are just out of the oven,” said Paddington simply, “you need to do it as fast as you can. Especially if you’ve only got paws.”


    “You know something,” said Fernando, breaking the silence that followed. “That bear, his head is what you might call screwed on a righta da way. It has been a da pleasure working with him!”


    “There you are, Paddington,” said Mrs Bird. “I told you so.”


    “I’m sorry the film isa no longer,” said Fernando, “but as you say in your country, ‘good things come ina da small parcels’.”


    “It may be a small film to you,” said Mr Brown, “but I must say it’s a big relief to all of us.”


    “I give you the disc asa da present to remember me by,” said Fernando.


    Brushing aside all offers of refreshment, he left as smoothly as he had arrived. First he reached for Mrs Bird’s hand in order to bestow a kiss, then he bowed to the rest of the family.
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    Mrs Bird drew the curtains and the Browns gathered by the window to watch as Paddington accompanied Fernando to the gate. They doffed their hats to each other as they said a final goodbye. At which point Fernando presented Paddington with the peacock’s feather from his hat, and with a final wave he went on his way.


    Paddington responded, and then instead of entering the house by the front door, he disappeared down the side.


    “Now where’s he going?” said Mr Brown.


    “Quick,” said Judy. “After him!”


    Led by Jonathan, they all rushed out into the back garden through the kitchen door, but Paddington had beaten them to it. He was sitting on one of the stones in his rockery looking up at the sunflowers.


    “Well,” said Jonathan. “Any more films in the offing?”


    “I don’t know,” said Paddington. “Mr Fernando said I wasn’t to ring him, he would ring me.”


    “But…” began Mr Brown. He was about to say that was what all film producers said when the answer was ‘no’, but Paddington didn’t give him the chance.


    “I don’t think I would like to be a film star,” he said. “I wouldn’t want to leave Windsor Gardens. I think it’s the nicest place in all the world.”


    As the Browns gave a collected sigh of relief Mrs Bird reached for her handkerchief. “I do like films that have a happy ending,” she said, dabbing at her eyes. “Why don’t we go indoors and see yours all over again.”


    Paddington jumped to his feet. “Let me do it, Mrs Bird,” he exclaimed. “Bears are good at pressing buttons.”


    The Browns exchanged glances. “Goodness knows what we shall see now,” said Mr Brown. “You know what Paddington’s like with buttons.”


    Mrs Brown gave his arm a squeeze. “To tell you the truth, Henry,” she said. “I’m so relieved I really don’t mind what it is.”


    


    


    [image: PADp174.tif]

  


  
    


    


    


    


    [image: PADp176.tif]

  


  About the Author


  Michael Bond


  Author of over one hundred books, Michael Bond was born in Newbury, Berkshire, in 1926 and grew up in Reading. On leaving school at the age of fourteen, he spent a year in a lawyers’ office before joining the BBC as an engineer. During the war he served with both the RAF and the army, and it was in 1947, while stationed in Cairo, that he wrote his first short story. Its acceptance by London Opinion sowed the seeds of a future career, but before becoming a full-time writer he was to spend many happy and fruitful years as a BBC television cameraman.


  The inspiration for his most famous creation came one snowy Christmas Eve. He was taking refuge in Selfridges when he came across a small toy bear, literally left on the shelf. It was to act as inspiration for A Bear Called Paddington, first published in 1958. Bears don’t need much encouragement, and Paddington has since filled the pages of twelve novels, a variety of picture books, and many other projects written for the young at heart of all ages.


  Michael has twice been recognised for his services to children’s literature: in 1997 he was awarded an OBE and in 2002 he was honoured in an exhibition at The National Portrait Gallery in London, celebrating a century of children’s authors. He lives in London.


  Other Books By Michael Bond


  More About Paddington


  Paddington Helps Out


  Paddington Abroad


  Paddington At Large


  Paddington Marches On


  Paddington At Work


  Paddington Goes to Town


  Paddington Takes the Air


  Paddington on Top


  Paddington Takes the Test


  Copyright


  A Bear Called Paddington. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1958

  Postscript copyright © Michael Bond 2001

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum 1958


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007372843


  Version 1


  


  More About Paddington. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1959

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum

  and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd. 1959


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007372850


  Version 1


  


  Paddington Helps Out. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1960

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum

  and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd. 1960


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007402564


  Version 1


  


  Paddington Abroad. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1961

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd. 1961


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007402571


  Version 1


  


  Paddington at Large. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1962

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd. 1962


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007461486


  Version 1


  


  Paddington Marches On. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1964

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum

  and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd. 1964


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007402588


  Version 1


  


  Paddington at Work. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1966

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd 1966


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007403011


  Version 1


  


  Paddington Goes to Town. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1968

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd 1968, 2008


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007403059


  Version 1


  


  Paddington Takes the Air. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1970

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd 1970


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007403035


  Version 1


  


  Paddington on Top. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1974

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum

  and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd 1974, 2008


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007403028


  Version 1


  


  Paddington Takes the Test. Text copyright © Michael Bond 1979

  Illustrations copyright © Peggy Fortnum

  and William Collins Sons and Co. Ltd. 1979


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007461493


  Version 1


  


  Paddington – Here and Now. Text copyright © Michael Bond 2008

  Illustrations copyright © HarperCollins Publishers Ltd 2008

  Cover illustration copyright © Peggy Fortnum and HarperCollins Publishers Ltd 2008


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007281916


  Version 1


  


  Paddington Races Ahead. Text copyright © Michael Bond 2012

  Illustrations copyright © HarperCollins Publishers Ltd 2012

  Cover illustration copyright © HarperCollins Publishers Ltd and Peggy Fortnum 1974


  Ebook Edition © MARCH 2013 ISBN: 9780007468263


  Version 1


  


  All rights reserved under International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. By payment of the required fees, you have been granted the nonexclusive, nontransferable right to access and read the text of this e-book on screen. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse-engineered, or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known or hereinafter invented, without the express written permission of HarperCollins e-books.


  Ebook Edition © APRIL 2013 ISBN: 9780007526994


  Version 1


  
    
      About the Publisher


      Australia


      HarperCollins Publishers (Australia) Pty. Ltd.


      Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street


      Sydney, NSW 2000, Australia


      http://www.harpercollins.com.au


      Canada


      HarperCollins Canada


      2 Bloor Street East - 20th Floor


      Toronto, ON, M4W, 1A8, Canada


      http://www.harpercollins.ca


      New Zealand


      HarperCollins Publishers (New Zealand) Limited


      P.O. Box 1


      Auckland, New Zealand


      http://www.harpercollins.co.nz


      United Kingdom


      HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.


      77-85 Fulham Palace Road


      London, W6 8JB, UK


      http://www.harpercollins.co.uk


      United States


      HarperCollins Publishers Inc.


      10 East 53rd Street


      New York, NY 10022


      http://www.harpercollins.com

    

  

OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_55-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_56-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_57-1.jpg
41“‘.,

‘0

——]





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_59-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_69-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_40-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_47-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_52-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_54-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
wu
]

HarperCalling Children's Boaks





OEBPS/Images/b9_title.jpg
PADDINGTON

TAKES THE AIR

by MICHAEL BOND

i

E i//

< &1
A

e

3

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM

et
==

HarperCollins Children's Books





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img37.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b7_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four

A VISIT TO THE STOCK EXCHANGE





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img39.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b7_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five

PADDINGTON IN A HOLE





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img48.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b7_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six

Too MucH OFF THE Tor





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img49.jpg





OEBPS/Images/illu_118-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_115-1.png





OEBPS/Images/72-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/illu_133-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_131-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_139-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_136-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_21-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_15-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_35-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_29-1.png





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img17.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img18.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img21.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img25.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b7_cha1.jpg
Chapter One

A BEAR AT SEA





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img26.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b7_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tio

ANCHORS AWAY





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img32.jpg
oy

=





OEBPS/Images/b7_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three

PADDINGTON BUYS A SHARE





OEBPS/Images/illu_36-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_43-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_40-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_64-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_51-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_73-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_67-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_81-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_77-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_91-1.png





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_72-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_80-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_92-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_93-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/142-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_97-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_cvi.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Peru.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/PADp107.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b3_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four
A VISIT TO THE CINEMA





OEBPS/Images/159.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp110.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b3_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five
SOMETHING NASTY IN THE KITCHEN





OEBPS/Images/PADp114.jpg





OEBPS/Images/illu_95-1.png





OEBPS/Images/illu_94-1.png





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_cvi.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Pen.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/illu_98-1.png





OEBPS/Images/9780007403059_cvi.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Peri.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_cvi.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Peni.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/b1_cha1.jpg
Chapter One

Please [ ook After This Bear





OEBPS/Images/9780007403035_cvi.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Peru.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/b1_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three

Paddington Goes Underground





OEBPS/Images/b1_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo

A Bear in Hot Water





OEBPS/Images/139.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img89.jpg





OEBPS/Images/141.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b13_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three

SPRING-CLEANING





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img91.jpg





OEBPS/Images/149.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b13_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four

A CHANCE ENCOUNTER





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img93.jpg
F LU






OEBPS/Images/152.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b13_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five

PADDINGTON IN TRAINING





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img94.jpg





OEBPS/Images/167.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b13_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six

PADDINGTON F1ries A KITE





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img95.jpg





OEBPS/Images/17.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b13_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

PADDINGTON ON TRACK





OEBPS/Images/b3_cha1.jpg
Chapter One
A PIcNIC ON THE RIVER





OEBPS/Images/22.jpg





OEBPS/Images/131-1.jpg
N
=, )

b A
VAN






OEBPS/Images/b13_title.jpg
PADDINGTON

RACES AHEAD

by MicHAEL BoND






OEBPS/Images/b3_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo
PADDINGTON MAKES A RID





OEBPS/Images/25.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp103.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b3_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three

PADDINGTON AND ‘DO IT YOURSELE





OEBPS/Images/30.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img74.jpg





OEBPS/Images/128.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img75.jpg





OEBPS/Images/132.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img83.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b1_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four

A Shopping Expedition





OEBPS/Images/b1_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six

A Visit to the Theatre





OEBPS/Images/b1_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five

Paddington and the ‘Old Master’





OEBPS/Images/b1_cha8.jpg
Chapter Eight

A Disappearing Trick





OEBPS/Images/b1_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

Adventure at the Seaside





OEBPS/Images/62-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b1_title.jpg
A BeAR CALLED

PADDINGTON

by MICHAEL BOND

%9

A
EAN YR
® - '
 _ N

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM

i
e

HarperCollins Children’s Books





OEBPS/Images/85-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-40.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-39.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-41.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b7_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

PADDINGTON STEPS OuUT





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img5.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b7_title.jpg
PADDINGTON

AT WORK

by MICHAEL BOND

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM

[=2)
]

HarperCollins Children’s Books





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img50.jpg
@

:‘\\\_





OEBPS/Images/165.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img51.jpg





OEBPS/Images/109.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img55.jpg
SN
J

2y

\\\\k
é lrs





OEBPS/Images/11.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b5_title.jpg
PADDINGTON

AT LARGE

by MICHAEL BOND

illusirated by PEGGY FORTNUM

u
=)

HarperCollins Children’s Books





OEBPS/Images/143-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img58.jpg





OEBPS/Images/113.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img61.jpg





OEBPS/Images/116.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img66.jpg





OEBPS/Images/121.jpg
\{\N
N \*J\\
Wrg , //é ‘;’f\ 2

i»/%
~





OEBPS/Images/b10_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six

PADDINGTON IN TOUCH





OEBPS/Images/PADp176.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b10_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

COMINGS AND GOINGS AT
NUMBER THIRTY-TWO





OEBPS/Images/cover0001.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

PADDINGTON
HERE AND NOw

Brand new adventures of the bear from Darkest Peru.

Cover illustration by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/image-42.jpg
=





OEBPS/Images/image-06.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-44.jpg
A

\

V]
<
\ %%;.%h





OEBPS/Images/image-43.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-46.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-45.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-47.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-13.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-49.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-48.jpg





OEBPS/Images/81.jpg
4;/





OEBPS/Images/cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

PADDINGTON TAKES TO THE ROAD





OEBPS/Images/163.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp148.jpg





OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
PADDINGTON

ABROAD

by MICHAEL BOND

X
Y

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM

i
]

HarperCollins Children's Books





OEBPS/Images/89.jpg





OEBPS/Images/88.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp150.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_cvi.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Peni.

Ut ){ﬂ\@

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/94.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp158.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img10.jpg





OEBPS/Images/95.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403028_epub_cvi.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Peru.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/PADp162.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img100.jpg





OEBPS/Images/96.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b10_cha1.jpg
Chapter One

PADDINGTON GOES TO SCHOOL





OEBPS/Images/PADp165.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img103.jpg





OEBPS/Images/97.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b10_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo

PADDINGTON CLEANS Up





OEBPS/Images/PADp166.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img112.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403059_cvi.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Per.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/b10_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three

PADDINGTON GOES TO COURT





OEBPS/Images/PADp17.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img116.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b8_cha1.jpg
Chapter One

A DAY TO REMEMBER





OEBPS/Images/b10_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four

‘A BIRTHDAY TREAT





OEBPS/Images/PADp172.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img117.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b8_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo

PADDINGTON HiTs OQuT





OEBPS/Images/b10_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five

KEeepING FIT





OEBPS/Images/PADp174.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img122.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp140.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cha6.jpg
Chapter Six
A SPOT OF FISHING





OEBPS/Images/PADp145new.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-50.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-21.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-51.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-53.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-52.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover0003.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear fiom Darkest Peni.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/image-55.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403028_epub_cvi.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Perut.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/image-54.jpg





OEBPS/Images/40-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007461493_Outside_Front_Cover.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear front Darkest Pent.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/image-57.jpg





OEBPS/Images/86-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover0003.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear fiom Darkest Peni.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/image-56.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007468263_Outside_Front_cover.png
MicraAagr Bonn

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Per.

Cover illustration by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/cover0003.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear fiom Darkest Peni.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/image-58.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_cvi.png
PADDINGTON
HEeLps Out

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Pens.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/9780007402571_cvi.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Peru.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/illu_113-1.png





OEBPS/Images/160.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b3_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six
TROURBRLE AT THE | AUNDRETTE





OEBPS/Images/51.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp116.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b3_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven
PADDINGTON DINES OUT





OEBPS/Images/169.jpg
'
(X
&

A8 o
D





OEBPS/Images/PADp119.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b3_title.jpg
PADDINGTON
HeLps Out

by MICHAEL BOND

illustrared by PEGGY FORTNUM

((Collins|

& A imprint

arperCollinsPublishers





OEBPS/Images/64.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp126.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402571_cvi.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Peru.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/67.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp129.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cha1.jpg
Chapter One
PADDINGTON PREPARES





OEBPS/Images/161.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp131.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo
A VISIT TO THE BANK





OEBPS/Images/170.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp137.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cha3.jpg
Chapter Three
TROURBRLE AT THE AIRPORT





OEBPS/Images/72.jpg





OEBPS/Images/121-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp139.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cha4.jpg
Chapter Four

PADDINGTON SAVES THE DAY





OEBPS/Images/162.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp14.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cha5.jpg
Chapter Five

PADDINGTON AND THE ‘PARDON’





OEBPS/Images/77.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-33.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-59.jpg
\r

e
)

rv

\,





OEBPS/Images/100.jpg





OEBPS/Images/108.jpg





OEBPS/Images/165.jpg





OEBPS/Images/12.jpg





OEBPS/Images/115.jpg





OEBPS/Images/125.jpg





OEBPS/Images/122.jpg





OEBPS/Images/124.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img46.jpg





OEBPS/Images/129.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp68.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img54.jpg





OEBPS/Images/13.jpg





OEBPS/Images/15-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp70.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img55.jpg





OEBPS/Images/134.jpg





OEBPS/Images/150-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp82.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img59.jpg





OEBPS/Images/145.jpg





OEBPS/Images/153-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp84.jpg





OEBPS/Images/151.jpg





OEBPS/Images/21-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp90.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img65.jpg





OEBPS/Images/158.jpg





OEBPS/Images/24-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp95.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img70.jpg





OEBPS/Images/31.jpg





OEBPS/Images/28-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b2_cha1.jpg
Chapter One
A Famity GrROUP





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img77.jpg





OEBPS/Images/159.jpg





OEBPS/Images/32-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b2_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo
A SPOT OF DECORATING





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img79.jpg





OEBPS/Images/41.jpg





OEBPS/Images/38-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b2_cha3.jpg
®

gm

Chapter Thee
PADDINGTON TURNS DETECTIVE





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img8.jpg





OEBPS/Images/41-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b2_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four
PADDINGTON AND THE BONEIRE





OEBPS/Images/43-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/130.jpg





OEBPS/Images/147-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/137.jpg





OEBPS/Images/134.jpg





OEBPS/Images/150.jpg





OEBPS/Images/15.jpg





OEBPS/Images/21.jpg





OEBPS/Images/167.jpg





OEBPS/Images/29.jpg





OEBPS/Images/26.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b8_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three

A VISIT TO THE HOSPITAL





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img126.jpg
e





OEBPS/Images/b8_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four

PADDINGTON FINDS A CURE





OEBPS/Images/PADp22tif.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img137.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b8_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five

PADDINGTON AND THE ‘FINISHING TOUCH'





OEBPS/Images/b10_title.jpg
PADDINGTON

ON Tor

by MICHAEL BOND

4

VJS@LL/»

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM

1]
HarperCollins Children's Books





OEBPS/Images/PADp28.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img141.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b8_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six

EVERYTHING COMES TO THOSE
WHO WAIT





OEBPS/Images/103-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp33.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img144.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b8_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

PADDINGTON GOES TO TOWN





OEBPS/Images/111-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp36.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img16.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b8_title.jpg
PADDINGTON

GOEs TO TOwN

by MICHAEL BOND

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM

s
]

HarperCollins Children’s Books





OEBPS/Images/113-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp41tif.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img20.jpg





OEBPS/Images/115-1.jpg
N\ v//, L, AN W, N

RS ,llr‘ﬂ, AR N
AN S\

B YN =





OEBPS/Images/PADp47.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img39.jpg





OEBPS/Images/100.jpg





OEBPS/Images/123-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp51.jpg





OEBPS/Images/106.jpg





OEBPS/Images/130-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp54.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img43-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/114.jpg





OEBPS/Images/134-1.jpg
i 5 S
Wz





OEBPS/Images/PADp61.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img43-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/139-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/PADp64.jpg





OEBPS/Images/42.jpg





OEBPS/Images/40.jpg





OEBPS/Images/51.jpg





OEBPS/Images/169.jpg
'
(X
&

A8 o
D





OEBPS/Images/53.jpg





OEBPS/Images/71.jpg





OEBPS/Images/170.jpg





OEBPS/Images/85.jpg





OEBPS/Images/81.jpg
4;/





OEBPS/Images/99-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b6_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six
‘A DAY BY THE SEA





OEBPS/Images/image-43.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b6_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven
AN UNEXPECTED PARTY





OEBPS/Images/9780007461493_Outside_Front_Cover.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear front Darkest Pens.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/image-44.jpg
A

\

V]
<
\ %%;.%h





OEBPS/Images/b6_title.jpg
PADDINGTON
MARCHES ON

by MICHAEL BOND

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM

i
[~

HarperCollins Children’s Books





OEBPS/Images/b11_cha1.jpg
Chapter One
PADDINGTON AT THE WHEEL





OEBPS/Images/image-10.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_100-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b11_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo
IN AND OUT OF TROURILE





OEBPS/Images/image-45.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_104-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b11_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three

PADDINGTON AND THE
STATELY HOME





OEBPS/Images/image-46.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_11-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b11_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four

PADDINGTON AND ‘BOB—A—]OB’





OEBPS/Images/image-14.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_113-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b11_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five
PADDINGTON GETS A RISE





OEBPS/Images/image-47.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_119-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b11_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six
MR CURRY 1ETS OFF STEAM





OEBPS/Images/image-48.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_126-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/111-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b11_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

PANTOMIME TIME





OEBPS/Images/image-49.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_130-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b11_title.jpg
PADDINGTON

TAKES THE TEST

by MICHAEL BOND

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM

o
]

HarperCollins Childyen's Books





OEBPS/Images/image-18.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_002_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/65-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/88-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/160.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img83.jpg





OEBPS/Images/5.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b2_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five
TROUBLE AT NUMBER THIRTY-TWO





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img85.jpg





OEBPS/Images/50.jpg





OEBPS/Images/52-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b2_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six

PADDINGTON AND THE
CHERISTMAS SHOPPING





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img90.jpg





OEBPS/Images/56.jpg





OEBPS/Images/56-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b2_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

CHRISTMAS





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img96.jpg





OEBPS/Images/63.jpg





OEBPS/Images/59-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b2_title.jpg
MORE ABOUT
PADDINGTON

by MICHAEL BOND

0L

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM

u
[

HarperCollins Children’s Books





OEBPS/Images/9780007402588_img97.jpg





OEBPS/Images/161.jpg





OEBPS/Images/63-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover0001.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

PADDINGTON
HERE AND NOw

Brand new adventures of the bear from Darkest Peru.

Cover illustration by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/b6_cha1.jpg
Chapter One
PADDINGTON AND THE ‘COLD SNAP"





OEBPS/Images/70.jpg





OEBPS/Images/67-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-39.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b6_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo
A MoOsT UNUSUAL CEREMONY





OEBPS/Images/162.jpg





OEBPS/Images/71-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-40.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b6_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three
PADDINGTON MAKES A CLEAN SWEEP





OEBPS/Images/76.jpg





OEBPS/Images/81-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-41.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b6_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four
MR GRUBER'S MYSTERY TOUR





OEBPS/Images/78.jpg





OEBPS/Images/86-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-05.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b6_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five
PADDINGTON SAVES THE DAY





OEBPS/Images/9-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-42.jpg
=





OEBPS/Images/97-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/54-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-31.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_015_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-59.jpg
\r

e
)

rv

\,





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_017_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-34.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_018_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-35.jpg
Nl
W,
I \\///
N

[\~
)






OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_019_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-36.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_020_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-38.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_021_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_022_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_cvi.jpg
PADDINGTON
HEerLps Out

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Pens.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_024_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img101.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_025_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img104.jpg
=
i





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_026_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/66-1.jpg
Chapter Four
PADDINGTON HITS THE JACKPOT





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_14-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-50.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_147-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_004_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-51.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_152-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_005_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-52.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_154-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/31-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_006_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-23.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_157-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_007_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-53.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_22-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_008_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-54.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_29-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_010_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-55.jpg





OEBPS/Images/101-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/124-1.jpg
Chapter Seven

PADDINGTON AND THE
CHRISTMAS PANTOMIME





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_011_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-56.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_32-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_012_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-57.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403011_37-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_013_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-58.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_014_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/55-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b12_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three

PADDINGTON STRIKES A CHORD





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_040_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_041_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_042_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_043_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/21-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_044_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_045_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_046_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_047_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b12_cha1.jpg
Chapter One

PARKING PROBIEMS





OEBPS/Images/136-1.jpg
A

g





OEBPS/Images/b12_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo

PADDINGTON'S GOOD TURN





OEBPS/Images/44-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img106.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_027_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img111.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_028_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img112.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_030_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img116.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_031_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img121.jpg
o





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_032_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img124.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_034_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img126.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_035_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img132.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_036_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img139.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_037_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007402564_img140.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007281916_039_fg001.jpg





OEBPS/Images/22-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/114-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b12_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four

PADDINGTON TAKES THE Biscuirt





OEBPS/Images/b12_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five

PADDINGTON SPITLLIS THE BEANS






OEBPS/Images/b12_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six

PADDINGTON AIMSs HicH





OEBPS/Images/b12_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

PADDINGTON'S CHRISTMAS SURPRISE





OEBPS/Images/b12_title.jpg
PADDINGTON

HERE AND Now

by MICHAEL BOND

illustrated by R.W. ALLEY

it
]

HarperCollins Children’s Books





OEBPS/Images/cover0001.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

PADDINGTON
HERE AND NOw

Brand new adventures of the bear from Darkest Peru.

Cover illustration by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/9780007468263_Outside_Front_cover.jpg
MICHAERL BOND

Cover illustration by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/b13_cha1.jpg
Chapter One

MR CURRY'S BIRTHDAY TREAT





OEBPS/Images/b13_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tivo

‘A FISHY BUSINESS





OEBPS/Images/103-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/46-1.jpg
Chapter Three

GOINGS ON AT
NUMBER THIRTY- TWO





OEBPS/Images/34-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/69-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/11-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/105-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9-2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/106-1.jpg
Chapter Six

TROUBLE IN THE
BARGAIN BASEMENT





OEBPS/Images/26-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/7-1.jpg
Chapter One

PADDINGTON BREAKS THE PFACE





OEBPS/Images/cover0003.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear fiom Darkest Peni.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/27-1.jpg
Chapter Tivo
MR GRUBER'S OUTING





OEBPS/Images/9780007461486_Cover.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

Classicadventures of the bear fiom Darkest Pent.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/9780007461486_Cover.png
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Pens.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/80-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/b9_cha2.jpg
Chapter Tiwo

A STITCH IN TIME





OEBPS/Images/b9_cha3.jpg
Chapter Three

RiDING HIGH





OEBPS/Images/b9_cha4.jpg
Chapter Four

PADDINGTON STRIKES A BARGAIN





OEBPS/Images/b9_cha5.jpg
Chapter Five

THE CASE OF THE DOUBTFUL DUMMY





OEBPS/Images/b9_cha6.jpg
Chapter Six

PADDINGTON RECOMMENDED





OEBPS/Images/b9_cha7.jpg
Chapter Seven

THE LAST DANCE





OEBPS/Images/93-1.jpg





OEBPS/Images/82.jpg





OEBPS/Images/163.jpg





OEBPS/Images/9780007403035_cvi.jpg
MICHAEL BOND

Classic adventures of the bear from Darkest Peru.

illustrated by PEGGY FORTNUM





OEBPS/Images/b9_cha1.jpg
Chapter One

A VISIT TO THE DENTIST





OEBPS/Images/140-1.jpg





