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Chapter 1

One for All, and All for One

The Bear Scouts met with Scout Leader Jane about once a month. They usually met on merit badge business. That’s what today’s meeting was about.

“We’ve decided to try for the Good Government Merit Badge, Scout Leader,” said Scout Brother.

“Goo goo,” said Sister.

“I should know better than to ask,” said Jane, “but why are you talking baby talk?”

The troop grinned.

“That’s slang for ‘good government,’” said Scout Fred.

Scout Leader Jane almost smiled, but kept herself from doing so. The troop liked to make jokes. Especially Scout Sister, who was a bit of a smarty. But Jane thought it best to be serious. She was not only a scout leader, she was a teacher at Bear Country School as well.

In fact, both Scout Sister and Scout Lizzy were in her class. The other two members of the troop were Scout Brother and Scout Fred. They were two grades ahead of Sister and Lizzy.

But girl or boy, younger or older, they were all scouts together. “One for all, and all for one” was their slogan. It came from a book Scout Fred had read—it was called The Bear Musketeers. It told about some soldiers from olden times. They would cross their swords and shout, “One for all, and all for one!” Then they would rush off to rescue a princess or slay a dragon. There weren’t any princesses in Bear Country, or any dragons—at least as far as anyone knew.
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Nor did the Bear Scouts have swords to cross. But they crossed other things when they said their slogan—like straws one time when they were having milkshakes at the Burger Bear, or rulers or pencils at school, or even sticks when they were gathering wood for a campfire.

Brother, Sister, Fred, and Lizzy liked being Bear Scouts. They liked having Jane as their leader, too. One of the reasons was that she trusted them. The scouts knew that other scout leaders fussed about everything their troops wanted to do. But not Jane. She didn’t even know where the troop’s secret clubhouse was. The only person besides the scouts who did know was Farmer Ben. That was because the scouts’ secret clubhouse was an old chicken coop that Farmer Ben wasn’t using for chickens anymore.

From the outside it still looked like a broken-down old chicken coop. It looked much better from the inside. It wasn’t fancy. There wasn’t much furniture, and what there was was very simple. The table was an old door that rested on sawhorses. There were two old kitchen chairs that Farmer Ben had given them. But mostly the scouts sat in the small grandstand they had made from the chicken roost. They had done this by nailing boards to the poles that the chickens had roosted upon.

The scouts had been able to keep their clubhouse secret because nobody ever saw them going into it. Farmer Ben had built the chicken coop onto an old hollow tree. The scouts went in through the hollow tree. There were bushes around the opening, so the scouts were able to slip in without ever being seen.

It hadn’t been easy turning the chicken coop into a clubhouse. The scouts had been very happy when Farmer Ben told them they could have the place. But when they first went in, they were shocked. It was the dirtiest place any of them had ever seen—and the smelliest! At first they couldn’t stop yelling “Pew!” over and over again. Their eyes teared and their noses burned. But they rolled up their sleeves and went to work. They carried out bag after bag of chicken feathers. They scrubbed and scrubbed and scrubbed. After a lot of cleaning up and fixing up, the place began to look like a real clubhouse.

You’d hardly know that it had once been a chicken coop, except for two things: It still had a funny smell on rainy days, and once in a while a chicken would show up and make itself at home.
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Chapter 2

The Honor Wall

One wall of the Bear Scouts’ clubhouse was special. They called it their honor wall. On it were the merit badges the troop had already earned. There were three of them: a Good Deed Merit Badge, a Water Safety Merit Badge, and a Recycling Merit Badge.

They had earned the first by helping the Widder McGrizz when she was ill with the flu. They had done her grocery shopping and other helpful things. They had earned the second by learning the dead bear’s float, the doggie paddle, and the sidestroke. They had earned the third merit badge by putting paper, glass, and metal in different cans for trash pickup.
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The three merit badges were pinned to a ribbon that was tacked to the honor wall. It was a long ribbon. There was room on it for more merit badges.

But the most important thing on the honor wall was the Bear Scout Oath. This is what it looked like, and this is what it said.
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Chapter 3

A Letter for Gus

The Bear Scout Oath hung on the wall of Scout Leader Jane’s office as well. It was exactly the same, except for one thing. There were five names at the bottom instead of four. The fifth name was that of Scout Leader Jane.

Jane was proud of her troop. One of the things she was most proud of was the way they did things on their own. Take merit badges, for instance. They got them the old-fashioned way: They earned them.

Leader Jane got up from her desk and took a book from the shelves. It was the Official Bear Scout Handbook. “Hmm,” she said. “Let’s see what you have to do to earn the Good Government Merit Badge.” Jane read aloud, “The Good Government Badge can be earned in a number of ways: one, by studying the workings of government; two, by helping during an election; three, by interviewing at least three important government officials. The troop will then report to the troop leader. The leader will decide whether or not to award the Good Government Merit Badge.”

The scouts thought it over. They couldn’t choose “helping during an election” because it wasn’t election time. They couldn’t interview three important government officials because Beartown didn’t have three important officials. It had only two: Mayor Horace J. Honeypot and Chief of Police Bruno.

“I guess studying the workings of government is all that’s left,” said Scout Sister. “But how are we going to do that?”

“You will do that by going to an important meeting at Town Hall this evening,” said Jane. She took a piece of Bear Scout letter paper and began writing.

“Say, wait a minute,” said Scout Fred. “I know about that meeting. My parents are going to it. But they couldn’t find a sitter because everybody else is going to that meeting, too.”

“Our parents were having the same problem,” said Scout Brother.

“Mine too,” said Scout Lizzy.

“Well,” said Jane, “they won’t need sitters, because you’ll be going, too. They don’t usually allow cubs at town meetings. So here’s a letter telling Gus the doorkeeper to let you in. He was in my class when he was a cub. He knows better than to not do what I say.”

“Leader Jane?” said Sister.

“Yes, Scout Sister.”

“What’s this big important meeting about?”

“You’ll find that out soon enough,” said Jane.
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Chapter 4

No Cubs Allowed

The Bear Scouts had never seen such a crowd. Everybody who was anybody was going into the meeting. Everybody except cubs, of course. The Bear Scouts were the only cubs in sight.

“Gee,” said Lizzy, “I hope they let us in.”

“This letter from Scout Leader Jane should do it,” said Brother. But he was just as nervous as Lizzy. Their parents had already gone into the meeting. So had Brother and Sister’s grandparents.

“Just a minute, please. Where do you think you’re going? This is a meeting for grown-ups.”
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It was Gus, the doorkeeper. He was so big that the scouts could hardly see past him into the auditorium.

“W-well,” said Brother, “we’re trying for our Good Government Merit Badges and . . .”

“Show him the letter,” said Sister.

The letter was short and to the point. It said, “To Whom It May Concern—especially Gus the doorkeeper, who used to be in my class. Please admit my Bear Scout troop. They are on official business.” It was signed “Scout Leader Jane.”

“Well, I don’t know,” said Gus, reading the letter. The bears lined up outside began to shout, “Let us in!” and “What’s the holdup?”

“What beems to see the bubble, Gus? Er—what seems to be the trouble?”

It was the voice of Mayor Horace J. Honeypot himself. It was easy to tell because Mayor Honeypot often got the fronts and the backs of his words mixed up.

Mayor Honeypot took the letter from Gus and read it. “Let them in, my all beans—er, by all means! Why, bubs—er, cubs—are our country’s future!”

The scouts did not like all the fuss. They quickly found seats in the back row of the crowded auditorium.

“You know, we still don’t know what this big important meeting is about,” said Fred.

“That may be,” said Sister. “But I’ll tell you this: It’s got to be about something a little strange. Because look!” She pointed to the stage.

“Good grief!” said Brother. “Ralph Ripoff! Right up there on the stage! And shaking hands with the mayor!”

The scouts really couldn’t be blamed for being surprised, even shocked. Ralph was famous around Beartown. A better word would be “infamous,” which means famous in a bad way. The kindest thing to be said about Ralph was that he couldn’t exactly be trusted. A not-so-kind thing to say was that Ralph was a no-good, low-down crook.

Maybe the best way to tell about Ralph Ripoff is to repeat what some of his fellow bears said about him.

Here’s what Grizzly Gramps, Brother and Sister’s grandfather, had to say: “Ralph reminds me of one of those hot-air balloons: no visible means of support—except the hot air he’s full of.”

Papa had a different idea about Ralph: “I like Ralph. Sure, he’s smooth and tricky. You just have to watch him, that’s all.”

This is what Mama had to say about Ralph: “I was taught that if you couldn’t say something good about someone, you shouldn’t say anything. So I won’t say anything.”
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Chapter 5

Something Wonderful

But no matter what Gramps, Papa, and Mama thought about Ralph, there he was up there on the stage. He and the mayor were shaking hands like old friends.

The mayor tested the sound system. “One-two, one-two,” he said. As he did so, a big movie screen came down behind him.

“I wid you all belcome—er, bid you all welcome!” said the mayor. “I have called this cheating—er, meeting—to talk about a wonderful new project. And now, leading citizen, Mr. Ralph Ripoff . . .”

“Leading citizen?” whispered Scout Brother.

“Doesn’t he mean leading crook?” whispered Scout Sister.

“. . . will sell you—er, tell you—about something that will be a great boon to Beartown . . .”

“What’s ‘boon’?” whispered Sister.

“Boon,” whispered Fred, who read the dictionary for fun. “Something good, something of value.”

“. . . something that will bring much happiness to the citizens of Beartown. And something,” the mayor went on, “that will also bring much money to the citizens of Beartown.”

There was a buzz in the audience when they heard the word “money.”

“And so it is with much pleasure that I give you my great and good friend, Mr. Rip Ralphoff—er, Ralph Ripoff!”

As Ralph stood up, the lights went down. A spotlight shone on Ralph. He clicked a clicker and said, “First slide, please.”

A picture filled the screen. It was a picture of a place everybody knew about.

“It’s Giant Bat Cave!” said Scout Fred.

“Why is he showing us a picture of that yucky place?” said Sister. Others in the auditorium were wondering the same thing.

“That’s right,” said Ralph. “It’s Giant Bat Cave. A nasty, filthy place if ever there was one. Filled with thousands of nasty, filthy bats.”

As Ralph spoke he clicked his clicker and more pictures came onto the screen. There was a picture of the cave with a thick cloud of bats pouring out of its mouth.

“Ooh!” said Sister. “Bats give me the shivers.”

There was a picture of what could have been the inside of a great dragon’s mouth with rows and rows of terrible teeth. Of course, it wasn’t. It was the inside of Giant Bat Cave, and the “teeth” were stalactites and stalagmites.

“And now,” said Ralph, “Ripoff Productions presents . . . something wonderful! New slide, please!”

When the next slide came on the screen, the crowd couldn’t believe its eyes. It showed the outside of Giant Bat Cave, but it wasn’t spooky and gloomy anymore. It was bright and beautiful. There was a great golden sign that said WELCOME TO RALPH’S CAVERAMA—THE UNDERGROUND WONDERLAND.

The next picture showed the inside. It was even more beautiful. It no longer looked like a dragon’s mouth with terrible teeth. It looked like . . . well an underground wonderland! There were colored lights, all kinds of fun rides, and more gift shops and food stands than you could count.
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Chapter 6

All Those in Favor, Say “Aye!”

At first a hush came over the crowd. As the lights came up, so did the crowd. They stood as one and cheered and cheered. The Bear Scouts joined in. Except for Scout Lizzy, who was not standing or cheering.

“What a great idea!” shouted Brother. “An underground theme park!”

Getting cheered was a new thing for Ralph. He was more used to getting chased down the road by folks he had tricked or cheated. Ralph liked being cheered. He smiled and raised his hands over his head.

Mayor Honeypot looked very pleased too. He held out his hands to shush the crowd. “Now, before putting this to a vote,” he said, “the law says we have to take comments. Yes, Squire Grizzly. Do you have a comment?”

Squire Grizzly was Beartown’s richest citizen. He owned supermarkets, gas stations, a bank, and a TV station.

“I think Mr. Ripoff’s project is a good idea,” said the Squire. “It will bring visitors from all over Bear Country. It will be very good for business. Lady Grizzly and I will vote ‘yes.’“

Many leading citizens spoke in favor of Ralph’s project. Max Bearskin, owner of the Bearskin Arms Motel, thought it was a fine idea. “It will keep my motel rooms filled all year round,” he said.

Brad Bruin of Bruin, Bruin, Bruin, and Grizzly, Beartown’s leading law firm, offered to draw up the legal papers—for a fee, of course.

The audience was excited about Ralph’s project. Papa Bear, who was a woodworker, was very excited. He turned to Mama and said, “See, I told you Ralph wasn’t such a bad guy. That Caverama’s going to need a lot of woodwork.”

“Perhaps,” said Mama, “Ralph will let us put in a little quilt shop.” Mama’s quilting club raised money for Beartown Hospital.

“Of course he will,” said Papa. “I’ll speak to him about it.”

“Maybe I could put in a vegetable stand!” said Farmer Ben.

Grizzly Gramps had a very different idea about Ralph’s project. “I can’t stand this any longer,” he said. “Somebody’s got to warn these folks. The only one that’s gonna make money out of Ralph’s Caverama is Ralph. Ripoff’s his name, and rippin’ folks off is his game. So I gotta speak my mind.” He started to stand to have his say, but Gran stopped him.

“Hush up, you old grouch!” said Gran. Her hobby was reading palms and telling fortunes. “Maybe Ralph will let me set up a little fortune-telling booth.”

Grizzly Gramps just groaned.

Just about everybody, except Gramps, was talking about some way of being a part of Ralph’s Caverama. But nobody at that meeting had given a single thought to what might happen to the thousands of bats when their home was turned into an underground theme park. Nobody, that is, except Bear Scout Lizzy.

“All right. Let’s quiet down now,” said the mayor. “It’s vime for a tote—er, time for a vote. All those in favor of turning Giant Bat Cave into a wonderful moneymaking underground theme park, raise your hands and say ‘aye!’”

Hundreds of hands shot up. The shouts of “aye!” shook the building.

Mayor Honeypot looked out over the sea of raised hands. It was almost like counting votes in the next election.

“All right,” said the mayor. “There’s really no need to bother, but by law I have to ask all those opposed to raise their hands and say ‘nay?’”

A single “nay!” sounded in the auditorium. It was a small voice, but it could be heard clearly in the silence. But whose voice was it? It couldn’t be Grampa’s.

Everybody looked around. But they couldn’t see the naysayer.

So that she could be seen, Bear Scout Lizzy stood on her chair and said it again. “Nay!” she said loud and clear.

Scouts Brother, Sister, and Fred looked at Lizzy. They were just as surprised as everybody else.

Mayor Honeypot was surprised and very annoyed. He looked out into the auditorium. “Why, as I live and breathe, it’s a bub—er, cub. Who let that bub—er, cub—in here?”
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“You did, Mr. Mayor,” said Gus, the doorkeeper.

“Well, don’t let it happen again,” said the mayor. “As for you, young lady, you’re a bub—er, cub. And cubs don’t vote!”

“That may be, sir,” said Lizzy in a small but strong voice. “But somebody has to speak for the bats. They will be homeless if you . . .”

“All right, you cubs, out of here!” said Gus. He pushed them out the door.
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Chapter 7

Nature’s Creatures, Great and Small

Scouts Brother, Sister, and Fred shouldn’t have been surprised when Lizzy stood up for the bats. They knew that Lizzy had a special feeling for animals. “Nature’s creatures, great and small, nature’s creatures, one and all” was a favorite saying of Lizzy’s. It told how she felt about animals.

While the members of the Bear Scout troop were “one for all and all for one,” each scout was his or her own person with his or her own special talents. Brother was pretty much of a straight arrow and a natural leader. Scout Sister had lots of spunk.

Scout Fred was smart as a whip. And Scout Lizzy had this amazing way with animals—all kinds of animals. Butterflies would light on her finger. Squirrels would bring her acorns. Lizzy could even pet a skunk without getting skunked.

But her fellow scouts didn’t know she had a thing for bats. Now they had upset the mayor and gotten themselves kicked out of a big important meeting. How would they earn their Good Government Merit Badges now?

The scouts were talking about it as they walked home.

“Look, Lizzy,” said Sister, “butterflies, squirrels, even skunks are one thing—but bats! Yuck!”

Lizzy didn’t say anything. But as they walked along in the evening, she held up her hand. Fireflies began to land on it. After a while Lizzy’s hand was almost like a lamp lighting their way.
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“Well, I for one think Lizzy’s got a point,” said Fred. “Those bats have lived in Giant Bat Cave for hundreds, even thousands, of years.”

“Sure,” said Sister, “but Ralph’s Caverama looked really cool. And besides, you heard what he said. How bats are filthy and all.”

“I happen to know that’s not true,” said Fred. “They’re not filthy. They’re at least as clean as Ralph.”

“Maybe so,” said Sister, “but they are weird. I mean, they like to hang upside down.”

“What’s the harm in that?” said Fred. “Being against somebody just because they like to hang upside down is plain prejudice.”

“I guess so,” said Sister. “What do you think, Brother?”

Brother didn’t answer. He just walked along deep in thought.

“Good-bye, little friends,” said Lizzy. She held up her glowing hand. Her firefly friends flew off in every direction. Then Lizzy turned to her fellow scouts. “Dirty or clean, upside down or right side up,” she said, “taking away the bats’ home is totally, totally wrong. And we have to stop it from happening. What do you think, Brother?”

“I agree with you,” said Brother. “The trouble is, bats don’t vote.”

“Maybe bats don’t vote,” said Fred. “But they do something just as important. They eat bugs. Zillions of ’em. Why, if it weren’t for bats . . .”

“Say, that’s right,” said Brother. “Sure, it’s all part of the ecology. What do you say we take this problem to Professor Actual Factual over at the Bearsonian?”

“It’s a deal,” said Fred. “We’ll go over there first thing in the morning.”

That’s when they heard someone shouting. “Hey! Wait for me!”

It was Grizzly Gramps. The scouts slowed down so Gramps could catch up.
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Chapter 8

Gramps Remembers

“Hi, Gramps,” said the scouts.

“Hi. I sure was proud of you cubs back there standin’ up to Ralph and the mayor. Ralph’s got folks’ tongues hangin’ out for all that money. It’s like old J. P. Bearnum said: There’s a sucker born every minute. And Ralph had a whole town hall full of ’em back there.”

“Gramps, we were just talking about how important bats are to the ecology,” said Brother. “Do you have any idea how Ralph can be stopped?”

“Well,” said Gramps, “I’m not much of an e-cologist. I’m more of a Ralph-ologist. I think the only way to stop Ralph is to beat him at his own game. You’ve got to trick him, fool him, scare him off.”

Gramps looked back. Gran and the scouts’ parents were catching up. “Now, listen carefully,” said Gramps. “When I was a cub I used to play around that cave. Pretty scary place. We had a little rhyme we used to say.


“Giant Bat Cave
Of Beartown fame
Has the word ‘giant’
In its name.
Giant Bat Cave . . .
Think about that.
Which is the giant,
The cave or the bat?”



The scouts looked at Gramps. What was he trying to tell them?

“Are you trying to tell us that there’s some kind of giant monster bat living in that cave?” said Sister.
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“Not tryin’ to tell you anything,” said Gramps. “Just sayin’ a little rhyme we used to say when we were cubs. Just remember that last part:


“Giant Bat Cave . . .
Think about that.
Which is the giant,
the cave or the bat?”



Grizzly Gran caught up and took Gramps by the arm. “Come on, Gramps. You ought to be ashamed of yourself, putting ideas into cubs’ heads.”

“Best place for ideas,” said Gramps, “inside cubs’ heads.” Gramps called back over his shoulder. “Mind what I say, now. Is it the cave that’s giant? Or . . . is it the bat?”

The scouts waited for their parents to catch up. As they all headed home, the Bear Scouts shared a single thought: If there really were a giant monster bat in Giant Bat Cave, Ralph’s scheme would be stopped in its tracks.
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Chapter 9

Visiting the Professor

The Bearsonian Institution looked like a cross between a fortress and a castle. But it wasn’t either. It was a museum. It was Bear Country’s most important museum. Its chief, Professor Actual Factual, was Bear Country’s most important scientist.

Actual Factual was the kind of scientist who was interested in everything. He studied plants and animals. He studied the earth, the solar system, and the stars. He was also the kind of scientist who went places and did things. He scuba-dived, dug up dinosaur bones, rock-climbed, and invented things. And all the while he was going and doing, he was thinking. That’s the key to science: going, doing, and thinking.

The professor had helped the Bear Scouts many times before. They had high hopes that he would be able to help them with the problem of Giant Bat Cave.

But there was a sign hanging on the knob of the museum’s door. In big letters it said, THE PROFESSOR IS OUT! In smaller letters it said, BE BACK SOON. Then in very small letters it said, WATCH THE SKIES.

What the heck did that mean?

“I think I heard something,” said Lizzy, who had extra-special good hearing. She said she could hear a mosquito a block away around the corner—and maybe she could.

Fred took off his glasses and looked up at the sky. Fred wore glasses because he was farsighted. That meant he could see things very far away.
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“I think I see what Lizzy hears,” he said. “It’s not a bird. It’s not exactly a plane. Why, it’s Actual Factual!”

And sure enough it was.

Professor Actual Factual landed right in front of the museum. “Happy to see you, my friends!” he shouted. “What do you think of my miniplane? It’s my latest invention!”

The scouts thought it was great. They crowded around the tiny plane. It looked almost like an easy chair with wings, a tail, and a motor.

“That’s an old washing machine motor. It worked very well,” the professor said proudly. “There’s only one problem. My washing machine doesn’t work very well now.

“In any case, welcome!” said the professor. “My good friends the Bear Scouts are always welcome at the Bearsonian. And how is your lovely leader, Scout Leader Jane?”

“She’s fine, Professor,” said Brother as they walked through the museum’s lobby. “But this isn’t just a visit. We’re here about a problem.”

The Bear Scouts told Actual Factual the whole Giant Bat Cave story as he led them through the museum. They told why they had gone to the big town hall meeting. They told about Ralph’s plan to turn Giant Bat Cave into an underground theme park. They told about how they were worried about the bats that had lived in Giant Bat Cave for thousands of years.

The professor spoke not a word as they walked through the museum. They went through the Hall of Flight, where famous aircraft of Bear Country history were on view. They went through the Hall of Dinosaurs, where the great fossil skeletons were to be seen. Two prize skeletons were those of a Tyrannosaurus rex and a pteranodon, a large flying dinosaur. They went through the Hall of Energy, where the professor had built a huge Tesla Coil, which is a kind of lightning machine. The Bear Scouts had been to the museum many times before, of course. But every time they came they were filled with the wonder of science and nature.
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Actual Factual unlocked the door of his office and invited the Bear Scouts in. It was an amazing place in its own right. It was packed with books. There were blueprints tacked to the walls. There were models of all kinds. There was a blackboard that was covered with numbers.

Actual Factual sat at his cluttered desk. He had listened to the whole story without saying a single word. The scouts were beginning to wonder if he had been listening.

“Gee, Professor,” said Brother. “What do you think? We think it’s serious.”

Actual Factual got up and walked to the blackboard. He erased all the numbers and wrote on the blackboard in big bold letters:
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Chapter 10

Worse Than Serious

“It’s worse than serious,” he said. “It’s an apocalypse?”

“Apoca-what?” said Sister.

“Definition, please,” said the professor.

“Apocalypse: pronounced a-poc-a-lips,” said Fred. “Doom, total disaster.”

 “Thank you, Fred,” said the professor. “But let me explain. In the first place, bats have lived in Giant Bat Cave not for thousands of years but for sixty million years. For that whole time they have been an important part of the balance of nature. What makes bats so important is that they eat lots of insects. Bats control insects better than anything else on earth.”

“Better than birds?” said Brother.

“Better than frogs?” said Lizzy.

“Better than flyswatters?” said Sister.

“Better than all those put together,” said the professor. “Bats eat tons and tons of insects.”

“But, Professor,” said Sister, “how could there be tons of anything as small as insects?”

“They make up in numbers what they lack in size,” said the professor. He went to a globe in the corner of his office. “Just think about this. If you took all the land creatures on the earth and put them on one side of a scale. Then you took all the insects of the earth and put them on the other side of the scale. It’s the side with the insects that would weigh more.”

“Wow!” said the scouts.

“Now what does that say to you?” asked the professor.

“It says,” said Sister, “that if we don’t save the cave, we’re all gonna get a lot more mosquito bites.”

“That’s one way of looking at it,” said the professor. “Come, scouts. We’ve got things to attend to if we’re going to save the cave.”

“Where are we going?” asked Brother.

“When you have a problem,” said the professor, “you go to its heart. In this case, the heart of the problem is Giant Bat Cave.”

“Y-y-you mean we’re going into Giant Bat Cave?” said Sister with a shiver.

“Have you ever been in there?” asked Fred nervously.

“Follow me, group,” said Actual Factual. He led them out of his office and down a back stair. “Of course I have,” said the professor. “Many, many times. It’s an important study site. Why, I know Giant Bat Cave as well as I know the palm of my hand.” He stopped and looked at the palm of his hand. “As a matter of fact, I may know Giant Bat Cave better than I know the palm of my hand. But, be that as it may, we have places to go and things to do. This way, scouts!”
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The back door opened onto the museum’s parking lot. Actual Factual’s famous sciencemobile was parked there. It was a white van that Actual Factual had fitted out for science work. It had a telescope in its roof. There were digging tools, ropes, and ladders hooked onto its sides. Inside was a minilab with the chemicals needed to test water and air samples.

The scouts were excited. They had never ridden in the sciencemobile. Now they were going to get their chance. But they were still a little nervous about where they were going. Maybe it was just a “study site” to the professor. But to the members of the Bear Scout troop, Giant Bat Cave was a pretty scary place. It was one they hadn’t counted on visiting when they decided to try for the Good Government Merit Badge.

“This isn’t the way!” said Fred when Actual Factual turned off the road into the swamp.

“It’s a shortcut!” shouted the professor. “But don’t worry. I know the swamp well.”

The scouts held on tight as the sciencemobile rocked and rolled through the muddy swamp.


[image: ]




Chapter 11

HELLO! Hello! Hello!

“Here we are!” shouted the professor. He leaped out of the van and opened the back. He took out a special flashlight. It was hooked to a power pack that Actual Factual slipped onto his back.

The scouts were slow getting out of the van. They stared at the cave’s jagged mouth. It looked even scarier in real life than it looked in Ralph’s slide.

The professor had gone over to look at a sign that had been put up in front of the cave. “Goodness!” he said. “This is much more serious than I thought.” As the scouts joined him, Actual Factual read the sign aloud.

“‘Future home of Ralph’s Caverama, the Underground Wonderland. Groundbreaking will take place on the twenty-seventh of this month.’ And it’s signed, ‘Ralph Ripoff, President, The Ripoff Company,’ and ‘Horace J. Honeypot, Mayor.’”

“Good grief!” cried Brother. “That’s tomorrow!”
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“Come!” said Actual Factual. “There’s no time to lose. The bats may already have been disturbed.”

Actual Factual walked into the cave as if he were walking into his own living room. The scouts followed along behind.


The scouts were nervous. Except for Lizzy, who was more worried about the bats than she was about being scared.

The cave mouth was big enough to drive a truck through. The inside of the cave was even bigger. “Wow!” said Fred. “You could park the Goodbear Blimp in here and it wouldn’t even touch the walls!”

Actual Factual turned on the big flashlight. It was very powerful. It cut through the gloom and placed a big circle of light on the roof of the cave. “Good,” he said. “The bats look fine. They don’t seem to have been disturbed at all.”

“Bats?” said Fred, looking up. “I don’t see any bats.”

The roof of the cave looked like it was lined with black velvet. What the scouts didn’t know was that the “black velvet” was thousands of bats hanging upside down.

The professor took some folding field glasses from his pocket. He told the scouts to have a closer look at the roof of the cave. One by one the scouts looked up through the field glasses. They were amazed to see the bats, shoulder to shoulder, sound asleep.

“Aren’t they beautiful?” said Lizzy.

“Well,” said Sister, “I wouldn’t exactly say that.”

The light was beginning to wake up some of the bats. The professor turned it off. That sent the cave back into a gloomy darkness. But after awhile the Bear Scouts’ eyes got used to the darkness and they could see the cave’s sharp “teeth.”

“Stalactites and stalagmites,” said Brother softly.

“Which are which?” asked Sister.

“Here’s a little rhyme to help you remember,” said the professor.


“Stalactites and stalagmites,
Only caves have got ’em;
’Tites are always up on top,
’Mites are on the bottom.”



The professor’s rhyme might help them remember which was which. But it also reminded them of Grizzly Gramps’s rhyme and got them a little scared again. It was easy to be scared in a place like Giant Bat Cave. It was like a different world. Even the sound was different. Caves are the home of echoes. So the professor wasn’t surprised when the scouts started to try some out.
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“HELLO!” they shouted, and it came back “Hello! Hello!”

“Please, friends,” said Actual Factual. “It’s not good manners to come into someone’s home shouting at the top of our lungs. Especially the home of bats, who have such good hearing. That’s how they catch insects. Flying insects make sound waves. Bats hear them and catch them in midair.”

“I guess that’s why, when you see bats just before dark, they fly kind of zigzag?” said Fred.

“Yeah,” said Sister, who remembered watching bats at twilight. “Sort of like connect-the-dots. Only the dots are bugs.”

“Insects, if you please,” said Actual Factual. “But we must not tarry. Come! On with the spelunk!”

“Spelunk?” said Sister.

“Spelunk,” said Fred. “To explore caves. Also, spelunking: the sport of exploring caves.”

The professor had charged ahead into the cave. The scouts had to hurry to catch up.
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Chapter 12

A Different World

The professor really did seem to know Giant Bat Cave like the palm of his hand. The scouts followed him into a narrow tunnel. It was getting very dark.

“What’s that sound up ahead?” said Lizzy.

“It sounds like running water,” said Brother.

A fast-running underground river lay just ahead in the darkness.

“How about your light, Professor?” said Brother.

“It’s much too bright for this part of our spelunk. Besides, we won’t need it. My new invention, the Handy Dandy Spelunka-boat, will be much better for this part of our trip.”

That’s the way it was with the professor. He always seemed to have a new invention up his sleeve. Only this one wasn’t up his sleeve. It was in a hiding place in the cave tunnel. It was hard to make it out in the dark. But the cubs would see it soon enough.

The professor pressed a button. There was a loud hissing sound. Before you could say Handy Dandy Spelunka-boat, the scouts were looking at an amazing boat that glowed like a lightbulb.
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“It’s nothing, really,” said the professor. “I just combined the idea of the self-inflating rubber raft with clear plastic and a gas that glows in the dark.”

He pushed the glowing boat into the river and held it while the scouts piled in. He started the motor, and just like that, Professor Actual Factual and the Bear Scouts were putt-putting down the underground river in a boat that glowed like a lightbulb. It lit not only the tunnel above but the water below.

“Look!” cried Scout Lizzy. “Fish! Lots and lots of them!”

“I didn’t know fish lived in caves,” said Scout Sister.

“Of course they do,” said Actual Factual as he steered their glowing boat along the winding underground waterway. “All sorts of flora and fauna live in caves.”

“Hit it, Fred,” said Sister.

“Flora,” said Fred, “plants or plant life. Fauna, animals or animal life.”

The river tunnel had opened up into a great underground room. It had a wide, curved ceiling. There were huge stone pillars made of stalactites and stalagmites that had grown together. It was almost like a palace ballroom. Only instead of a polished floor to dance upon, there was smooth water to float upon.

The only sound was the putt-putt of the motor as the glowing boat steered among the great pillars of stone. The Bear Scouts looked around in wonder as Actual Factual steered for a tunnel at the far end of the room.
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Chapter 13

Daylight Ahead!

“Look!” cried Brother. “Daylight ahead!”

“No,” said the professor, with a smile. “It’s the light of the most amazing of all forms of cave life: Lampyrus noctuluca, better known as ‘glowworm.’”

The scouts hardly breathed as they passed through a tunnel lit by the bodies of thousands of glowing worms.

A few more twists and turns, and there really was daylight ahead. It was another cave entrance—a secret one that only Actual Factual knew about. He steered the boat onto a rocky beach that was littered with stalactites that had broken off and fallen. Actual Factual and the scouts pressed the gas out of the boat. Then they rolled it up and put it in another of the professor’s hiding places.

The spelunk had been quite an experience. Nobody had spoken for a long time. It was Brother who broke the silence.

“Professor,” he said, “there’s no question about it. We simply must save this cave. Ralph Ripoff doesn’t have to make it into an underground wonderland. It already is an underground wonderland. An absolutely amazing underground wonderland. It must be protected. Will you help us, Professor?”

“With all my heart,” said the professor. “What do you want me to do?”

“Come with us to see the mayor. Today! Right now! We’re just cubs. But you’re a great scientist. Surely he’ll listen to you.”

“Then let’s do it!” cried the professor. He started to leave but stopped to watch the scouts. They had picked up broken stalactites. They were crossing them like swords and were about to say their slogan.
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The professor picked up a stalactite and joined them. Their shout of “One for all, and all for one!” echoed and reechoed through the cave.

The professor climbed out of the cave with the Bear Scouts close behind.
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Chapter 14

A Meeting with the Mayor

“You may see the mayor now,” said the mayor’s secretary.

The mayor’s office was very important looking. It had important-looking furniture, and there were important-looking paintings on the wall. Mayor Horace J. Honeypot himself was sitting behind an important-looking desk. Standing behind the mayor was Ralph Ripoff.

“Professor Actual! I wid you belcome—er, bid you welcome!” said the mayor with a big smile.

But when Ralph leaned forward and whispered something in the mayor’s ear, his smile turned into a frown. “Those bubs—er, cubs—with you,” said the mayor, “are the bubs—er, cubs—who made a big fuss at the town meeting!”

“It is because of these bubs—er, cubs—that I am here,” said the professor. “Mr. Mayor, you must not go ahead with your plan to destroy that wonder of nature known as Giant Bat Cave!”

“We’re not going to destroy it, my fear dellow—er, dear fellow,” said the mayor. “We’re going to improve it.”

“That’s right,” said Ralph. “We’re going to turn that worthless hole in the ground into the greatest thing since ice cream cones with jimmies. What’s the matter with you, Professor? Are you against progress?”

“I am very much for progress, sir,” said Actual Factual. “But change is not always progress.”

“And what’s going to happen to the bats?” said Lizzy.

“And the Lampy . . . Lampy . . . the glowworms?” said Sister.

“And the stalactites and stalagmites?” said Fred.

“That’s all taken care of,” said Ralph. “The mayor has already hired another one of my companies, Ripoff Exterminators, to take care of the bats and all that other cave garbage. We’re going to seal the cave off and gas it. Then we’re going to bulldoze the whole mess into the swamp.”

“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” said Professor Actual Factual. “You can’t do that. It would hurt the ecology of the whole . . .”

“Ecology doesn’t pay the bills, Professor,” said Ralph. He reached over to the mayor’s desk and grabbed a fistful of papers. “Contracts, checks, and deals is what pays the bills. Cash, moolah, the long green!”

“Moolah? Long green?” said the professor. “I don’t understand.”

“It means money, Professor,” said Brother.

“Now, if you’ll excuse us, Professor,” said the mayor, “Mr. Dipoff—er, Ripoff—and I have things to do.”

Actual Factual and the scouts turned to leave.

“Just a minute, Professor,” said Ralph. “Do you know anything about this?” He took something from his pocket. It was a piece of paper. He unfolded it. He held it up for all to see. This is what it looked like:
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“The mayor found this nailed to his office door this morning,” said Ralph.

“Humph!” said the mayor. “The very idea of a giant bampire vat—er, vampire bat—living in that cave. It’s p-p-pure piffle! Sh-sh-sheer cockypop—er, poppycock!”

“And 1-1-let me tell you this,” said Ralph in an even shakier voice than the mayor’s. “If you or anybody else thinks they can scare us off, they’ve got another think coming! V-v-vampire bat, indeed!”

“What nonsense,” said the professor. “Come, scouts. We are wasting our time here.”
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Chapter 15

The Seed of Fear

The professor and the scouts were looking gloomy as they left the mayor’s office. Except for Brother. He had that deep-in-thought look that meant he might be getting an idea.

“Professor,” he said, “I don’t think we were wasting our time back there. I noticed something that could be important. Ralph and the mayor were a lot more worried about a giant vampire bat than they were about the ecology.”

“Brother’s right,” said Fred. “They were sweating and shaking when they talked about it.”

“A giant monster vampire bat,” snorted the professor. “Pure piffle. Or as our esteemed mayor said, sheer cockypop—er, poppycock.”

They were walking to where the sciencemobile was parked.

“Maybe so, Professor,” said Brother, “but look at it this way. You know that vampires are poppycock. And we know that vampires are poppycock. But it looked to me like Ralph and the mayor aren’t so sure vampires are poppycock. You saw how they were sweating and shaking about that warning Gramps nailed to the mayor’s door.”

“Your grandfather did that?” said the professor in a shocked voice.

“Oh, sure,” said Brother. “He thinks the only way we’re going to save the cave is to beat Ralph at his own game—to trick him, to scare him off. And I think he may be right!”

“What are you saying?” said the professor.

“I’m saying Gramps planted the seed of fear. Now it’s up to us to water it and help it grow until . . .”

The professor got the message. He finished Brother’s sentence. “. . . until it grows into a giant monster vampire bat that will scare certain bears so bad that they’ll never go near Giant Bat Cave as long as they live!”

“Do you think you can do it?” asked Brother.

The professor didn’t answer. The Bear Scouts could almost feel Actual Factual’s mighty brain powering up for the job of creating a giant monster vampire bat.

“Be at the museum first thing in the morning,” said the professor. “Come around to the back door.”

The scouts watched as he climbed into the sciencemobile and drove away. They headed home.
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Chapter 16

Not a Second to Lose

The Bear Scouts got to the museum bright and early the next morning. But when they went around to the back door, they saw that Grizzly Gramps had gotten there brighter and earlier. At least that looked like Gramps’s pickup truck parked beside Actual Factual’s sciencemobile.
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The scouts went in the back door. Beyond it there was a second door that had a sign on it. The sign said, OPERATION: SAVE THE CAVE—KNOCK BEFORE ENTERING. It was Grizzly Gramps who let them in.

“What are you doing here, Gramps?” asked Brother.

“Shh!” said Gramps. “The professor’s been working around the clock and he’s hit a rough spot. He called me last night. Said he was going to need my truck for Operation: Save the Cave. So here I am.”

The room they were in was Actual Factual’s secret workshop. It was the place where he worked on his inventions. There were half-finished inventions around the room. But his latest invention, the one that was supposed to scare Ralph and the mayor out of their wits and save the cave, didn’t seem to be going well. There were parts spread all over the floor. Some of the parts looked as if they came from the professor’s miniplane.

“What sort of a rough spot?” asked Fred.

The professor was over at the other side of the room, working at his computer.

“It’s a little over my head,” said Gramps. “As nearly as I can tell, he’s havin’ trouble findin’ the right wing shape for Vee-Bee-One.”

“Vee-Bee-One?” said Sister.

“Code name for Vampire Bat One,” said Gramps. “I figured a bat wing ought to work. But the professor says no.”

Fred looked at the mess of parts spread all over the floor. “Wow,” he said. “That looks like something somebody took apart and couldn’t put together again.”

The scouts went over to where the professor was busily tapping away at his computer. As he tapped, pictures of different kinds of wings showed on the screen. A gull wing, a robin wing, a dragonfly wing. Wing after wing after wing.

“Why not a bat wing?” asked Fred.
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“Bats, also birds and insects, fly by flapping their wings. The flapping problem is famous. No inventor has ever solved it. Except for Mother Nature, of course, who is the greatest inventor of them all.”

He kept on tapping, calling up one wing after another. Suddenly he leaped up with a startled cry. “Eureka!” he shouted. His chair went over backwards with him in it.

“Fred,” said Sister, snapping her fingers.

“Eureka,” said Fred. “Cry of joy at the moment of discovery.”

“Of course!” said the professor as the scouts helped him up. “The pteranodon wing! Pteranodon could flap, but mostly it was a glider. Why didn’t I think of it? We have a pteranodon fossil right here in the museum. It’s the perfect wing for our purpose!”

The work went quickly after that. As they worked, Actual Factual filled them in on how Vampire Bat One was supposed to work.

“‘Supposed’ being the key word,” admitted the professor. “What I’m doing is combining my miniplane with a helium-filled bat balloon.”

“What’s helium?” asked Sister.

“It’s a gas,” said the professor. “The kind they put in birthday balloons that fly away when you let go of the string.” The professor went on working as he spoke. “Now, we’ll set these little red Christmas tree lights in the head so that the eyes and mouth will glow.”

“What are those shells?” asked Lizzy.

“Razor clam shells,” said the professor. “They’re very light and will make excellent fangs. All right, that does it! We’re ready to go!”

“But, Professor,” said Brother. “Aren’t you going to inflate the bat balloon and put the whole thing together?”

“I wish we could,” said the professor. “But it would be much too large to fit in the truck. Somebody would surely see it. Then the bat would be out of the bag. No, we’re going to have to load the parts into the truck. Then go through the swamp to the secret cave entrance.”

“Why not the main entrance?” asked Brother.

“Because there’s a work crew there setting things up for Ralph and the mayor,” said the professor. “So we’re going to have to use the spelunka-boat to carry everything to the main cave.”

“But, Professor,” said Lizzy, “that’ll take forever!”

“No,” said the professor, looking at his watch. “It will take us nine hours and twenty-two minutes, which means we’ll have Vee-Bee-One put together in the main cave and ready to fly at sunset. Sunset is very important. First, because that’s when Ralph and the mayor are supposed to show up. Two, that’s when the thousands of bats will fly out of the cave for their evening meal. And three, because with the sun in their eyes, Ralph and the mayor will be more easily fooled. Now, let’s move! There’s not a second to lose, and we have a lot of hard work ahead of us!”
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Chapter 17

It’s a Bird! It’s a Plane! It’s a Vampire!

A lot of hard work. But by the time the sun had turned red and begun to set, everything was in place.

The scouts were hiding in the bushes at the edge of the swamp. They would be on the lookout for Ralph and the mayor. When they arrived, Lizzy would signal Actual Factual with a whippoorwill call. Actual Factual would be inside the cave, ready to take off. Gramps was waiting in his truck in a meadow just beyond the swamp.

Then, if all went well, Actual Factual would fly over the swamp and land in the meadow. The scouts would make their way through the swamp over a safe path that Actual Factual had mapped out for them. They would all pitch in and take the vampire apart and load it into the truck. They would zip over to the secret cave entrance and pick up the sciencemobile. Then they would scoot back to the museum before anyone was the wiser.

The mayor and Ralph arrived in the mayor’s car just as the sun was setting. They were very pleased with the job that the work crew had done. The sound system was working and the grandstand was ready for the guests who would be arriving later.

“Mr. Mayor,” said Ralph, “I think it’s safe to say that you and I are about to make a killing. And I don’t mean those crummy bats. I mean . . .”

“I know,” said the mayor. “You mean mash, goolah—er, cash, moolah, the long green.”

Neither Ralph nor the mayor noticed the call of a whippoorwill.

“And speaking of bats,” said Ralph, “here come those crummy bats now and . . . AND THEY’VE GOT THEIR BIG BROTHER WITH THEM. THEIR VERY BIG BROTHER!”

“It’s the vampire!” screamed the mayor. “Run for your life!”

Vampire Bat One flew right at them, its eyes and mouth aglow with red Christmas tree lights. Ralph and the mayor could almost feel the razor-clam-shell fangs on their necks.
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“Into the swamp!” screamed Ralph.

Before you could say “oohey, gooey, pewy,” Ralph and the mayor were shoulder-deep in the awful swamp mud.

That was the end of Ralph’s Caverama.

The invited guests didn’t find Mayor Horace J. Honeypot and Ralph Ripoff, President of the Ripoff Company, when they arrived. They found two strange, mud-covered creatures babbling something about . . . a giant vampire bat?

It was very embarrassing for the mayor, but not for Ralph. It’s not easy to embarrass a crook like Ralph.
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Chapter 18

It’s Pretty Hard to Impress a Chicken

A few days later the Bear Scouts were relaxing in their secret clubhouse. They were proud of themselves. They had a right to be. They had not only helped save the cave, they had earned not one but three merit badges. That’s right, three.

Professor Actual Factual lost no time telling his friend, Scout Leader Jane, the whole story of the saving of Giant Bat Cave. Now the scouts had three new merit badges to add to their honor wall: the Good Government Merit Badge, the Ecology Merit Badge, and the Spelunking Merit Badge.
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Surely this was a time to say their slogan. They looked around their clubhouse. There was nothing to cross.

“Fingers,” said Sister.

That’s what they did. They crossed fingers and shouted, “One for all, and all for one!”
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Even the chicken who had wandered in was impressed. And everyone knows how hard it is to impress a chicken.
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Excerpt from The Berenstain Bears Chapter Book: The Haunted Lighthouse
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1

“We must be almost there!” said Sister. “I see some seagulls!”

“Yes, we must! I smell the salt air!” said Brother.

“Indeed, we are,” said Papa.

It had been a long ride for the Bear family. Soon they would be starting their first seashore vacation.

Their car was packed with seashore things. They were towing a small boat.

Up ahead, there was a bridge. The cubs looked down at the water as they crossed it.

“Is that the ocean?” asked Brother.
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“No,” said Papa. “That’s the bay.”

“Where’s the ocean?” asked Sister.

“It’s out there,” said Papa. “Just keep looking. You’ll see it soon!”

There was a sign at the end of the bridge. It said NOW ENTERING GULL ISLAND.

Gulls sailed overhead. They filled the air with their laughing cries.

“Why are the gulls laughing?” asked Sister.

“That’s just the sound they make,” said Papa. “That’s why we call them laughing gulls.”

“Perhaps they are laughing because Papa did not rent a vacation home ahead of time,” said Mama. “So we may not find a place to stay.”

“Nonsense,” said Papa. “Of course we’ll find a place to stay. Stop worrying. We’re not here to worry. We’re here to have fun. We’re here to walk on the beach, to collect shells, to catch fish, and to swim in the ocean.”

That sounded fine to the cubs. They had packed all kinds of seashore stuff.

“That’s all very well,” said Mama. “I just hope we find a place to stay.”

“Look! There’s the ocean!” cried Sister.

And, sure enough, there it was. Waves crashed and splashed on the shore. Behind each wave came another, and a not her, and still another. Beyond the waves, the ocean stretched out to meet the sky.

“I can’t wait to dive into those waves,” said Brother.

“I can’t wait to feel the warm sand between my toes,” said Sister.

“Papa, may we bury you in the sand?” asked Brother.

“It will be my pleasure,” said Papa.

Gull Island was long and narrow. On one side was the ocean. On the other was the bay. There were houses on each side of the road.

“I have been looking,” said Mama. “I haven’t seen a single FOR RENT sign yet.”

“That’s not how it’s done, my dear,” said Papa. “To rent a house, you go to the real-estate office. They will have lots of fine vacation houses to rent.”

“Look!” said Brother. “There’s a real-estate office up ahead!”

It was a building with a sign that said MRS. SMITH’S REAL ESTATE.

Papa pulled into the parking lot. The cubs hopped out of the car and ran over to the office.

There were pictures of houses on the big front window. One said BEACHFRONT. Another said SECOND HOUSE FROM THE BEACH. Another said BAYSIDE—FISH FROM YOUR FRONT PORCH.

“Look, Papa! You were right!” said Sister. “There are lots of houses for rent on Gull Island.”

Papa hooked his thumbs in his overall straps. That’s what he did when he was feeling braggy.

“I don’t want to say, ‘I told you so,’” he said. “But I did tell you so.”

There was a little bell inside the door of the real-estate office. It rang when the Bear family went in. Mrs. Smith was talking on the phone.

“Be with you in a minute,” she said. “Please have a seat.”

There were chairs around a big round table. There were two big, thick books on the table. One said BAY HOUSES. One said OCEAN HOUSES.

The cubs began looking through the books.

“Wow, look at these bay houses!” said Brother. “They all have fishing docks!”

“And look at these ocean houses!” said Sister. “They have steps right down to the beach.”

“Try to keep calm, cubs,” said Papa. “They may not all be for rent.”

“Ah, but just about all of them are for rent,” said Mrs. Smith, who had finished talking on the phone.

“How do you do?” said Papa. “We’re the Bear family.”

“Greetings! Welcome to Gull Island!” said Mrs. Smith. “Folks, I have lots of houses to show you. But first, I want to say how glad I am to deal with folks who are smart enough to plan ahead. Just when next summer will you be wanting a house? Next July? Next August? Have you thought about next September? The seashore is lovely in early September.”

Papa looked at Mama.

The cubs looked at Papa.

Papa looked at Mrs. Smith.

The word “next” hung heavy in the air.

“Er,” said Papa, swallowing hard and looking a little sick. “We don’t want a house for next summer. We want a house for this summer. We want a house right now!”

“Oh, dear,” said Mrs. Smith. “I’m sorry to tell you there’s not a single house for rent on all of Gull Island!”

Now the whole Bear family swallowed hard and looked sick.

“Not a single house?” said Papa.

“Not a single house,” said Mrs. Smith.

Papa felt awful.

Brother felt awful.

Sister looked as if she were about to cry.

It was as if the whole world had clouded over with gloom.

Mama walked over to Papa. She gave his shoulder a little squeeze.

“Now, now, dear,” she said. “Don’t take it so hard. Let’s head back home. There’ll be other summers, other vacations.”

Brother and Sister led Papa to the door.

Mama followed close behind.

The Bear family looked so sad that Mrs. Smith took pity on them.

“Wait!” she said. “I just might have something for you.”

“But you said there wasn’t a single house left on all of Gull Island,” said Papa.

“That’s true,” said Mrs. Smith. “The place I’m thinking of is not on Gull Island. It’s on Rocky Point Island.”

It was as if the sun broke through and chased the gloom away.

“Where’s Rocky Point Island?” asked Papa.

“It’s not far,” said Mrs. Smith. “It’s a tiny island just off the tip of Gull Island.”

The cubs were overjoyed. They began to jump up and down.

“Yippee, yippee, yay! We found a place to stay!” they cried. “Yippee, yippee, yay! We found a place to stay!”

“Cubs, please calm down,” said Mama. “About this house, Mrs. Smith—is it a bay house or an ocean house?”

“Neither,” said Mrs. Smith. “It’s a lighthouse.”

“A lighthouse?” the Bear family said with a single voice.
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