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Chapter 1
Favorite and Least Favorite Things
Most of us have favorite things: our favorite color, our favorite TV show, our favorite ice cream flavor. Most of us have least favorite things as well, like too much homework, being grounded, and asparagus. And, of course, the folks in Beartown had their favorite and least favorite things.
The Bear Scouts’ favorite thing was earning merit badges. They had a whole slew of them on display in their secret chicken coop clubhouse at the edge of Farmer Ben’s farm. Their least favorite things were crooks and swindlers (although they sort of liked Ralph Ripoff, Beartown’s leading crook and swindler).
Ralph Ripoff’s favorite thing was cheating folks out of their hard-earned money; his least favorite thing was getting caught at it (and he’d been getting caught at it quite a lot lately).
Gramps’s favorite thing was carving monkeys out of peach pits; his least favorite things were Weasel McGreed and his underground gang of henchweasels. Though McGreed and his underground gang had been quiet lately, Gramps wasn’t so sure they’d been wiped out by the earthquake that the mighty and powerful Bigpaw had turned back on them.
Bigpaw had his favorite and least favorite things, too. His favorite thing was to sit on his mountain ledge and play on his giant tree-trunk banjo and sing. Bigpaw’s least favorite thing: mosquitoes. That’s right. Mosquitoes.








Chapter 2
Oh, How the Mighty Have Fallen
“Uh-oh,” said Scout Brother when he saw Ralph Ripoff setting up his little swindle table right there in the center of town near the police station. Brother and his fellow scouts had come to do some merit-badge research at the library, which was next to the police station.
“He’s been warned to stay out of town with those crooked games and tricks of his,” said Scout Fred.
“Looks like he’s selling something,” said Scout Sister.
“Let’s go see what it is,” said Scout Lizzy.
A small crowd had gathered around Ralph. The Bear Scouts joined the crowd. “Four-leaf clovers for sale!” cried Ralph. “Four-leaf clovers for sale! Get your four-leaf clovers here! One for a dime! Three for a quarter! Step right up and buy yourself a million dollars’ worth of luck for one thin dime!”
Brother stepped right up and said, “Here’s a dime, Ralph. I’ll take one of those four-leaf clovers.”
“What are you doing?” whispered Sister. “You know what a cheat Ralph is!”
“I know exactly what I’m doing,” said Brother, holding out his dime.
“Well, if it isn’t my favorite cubs, the Bear Scouts,” said Ralph. “Here you are! One genuine four-leaf clover, guaranteed to bring you luck. Why don’t you get some for your friends? They’re three for a quarter, you know. Then you’ll have enough for the whole troop.”
“No thanks,” said Brother. “One will be enough for my purposes.”
“What purposes?” asked Sister.
Brother led the troop off to the side and looked closely at the four-leaf clover. “Just as I thought!” he said. “Leave it to Ralph to know how to make a three-leaf clover into a four-leaf clover!”
“A three-leaf clover into a four-leaf clover?” said Fred. “That’s impossible.”
“Not for Ralph,” said Brother. “Here, look.” The rest of the troop looked.
“Well, I’ll be!” said Sister.
“How about that!” said Fred.
Here’s how Ralph made three-leaf clovers into four-leaf clovers:

1. An ordinary three-leaf clover.

2. Split one of the three leaves down the center.

3. Round off the corners of the split leaf.

4. A guaranteed Ralph-style four-leaf clover.
“Ralph better get moving,” said Lizzy. “Somebody’s going for Chief Bruno.”
“Let me have your notebook, Fred,” said Brother. Fred handed it to him. Brother opened it to a blank page and wrote a short note. He pushed through the crowd, tore off the note, and handed it to Ralph.
This is what the note said:

 “Good grief!” said Ralph. “I must leave you good folks. A personal catastrophe has called me away. My houseboat has broken loose and is roaring down the river.”
It was a lie, of course. Lies flowed from Ralph’s lips like water from a tap. Ralph did live in a houseboat, but it was stuck in the mud so deep that it would have taken a tugboat to pull it loose.
Ralph folded up his swindle table, stuffed his fake four-leaf clovers into a plastic bag, and made a fast getaway. The scouts followed.
“I want to thank you chaps,” said Ralph as the Bear Scouts caught up and fell into step with him.
“Really?” said Brother.
“Absolutely!” said Ralph. “Your timely warning may have saved me considerable inconvenience—perhaps even a night in the hoosegow.”
“What about embarrassment?” said Brother.
“Embarrassment?” said Ralph.
“Yes,” said Brother, “the embarrassment of trying to sell those poor, pitiful, fake four-leaf clovers.”
“Brother’s right. You couldn’t fool a fire hydrant with those four-leaf clovers,” said Sister as they passed a fire hydrant.
“Or a gumball machine,” said Fred as they passed a gumball machine in front of Biff Bruin’s Pharmacy.
“Or Grizzly Gus’s flannel pajamas,” said Lizzy as they passed the Gus place, where Mrs. Gus was hanging out the wash.
They’re right, thought Ralph as he looked out over the town. The whole town seemed to be mocking him: the fire hydrants, the gumball machines, the flannel pajamas. Also the houses, stores, and garages. Even the birdies in the trees seemed to be laughing at Ralph’s pitiful effort to sell those fake four-leaf clovers.
Ralph slowed to a stop. He sat on the curb. It was as though he were a balloon and suddenly the air had gone out of him. The scouts were taken aback. They weren’t used to seeing Ralph in such a condition. They were used to seeing him striding along in his green plaid suit, straw hat, and spats, twirling his cane, always prepared to pick a pocket, cheat an orphan, or rob a widow. It almost seemed as if suddenly the rain had started to fall up, as if fleas had dogs, as if pigs could fly.
Ralph was mumbling something. The scouts moved in close to hear. “It’s over,” he was saying.
“What’s over?” asked Fred.
“My career. I’m finished,” said Ralph. “Mighty Ralph Ripoff—winner of the Swindler of the Year Award, king of pickpockets, master of the sleeve card—is down to selling phony four-leaf clovers.”
He sighed. “You have no idea how bad it’s been. I just seem to have lost my touch. Why, I tried to pick a pocket the other day and all I got for my trouble was a mousetrap.”
“What about that shell game?” asked Brother. “You know, the one where you have three shells and you move ’em around real quick and there’s a bean under one of them.”
“Ah, yes. The old shell game.” He laughed bitterly. “My hand used to be quicker than the eye. But, alas, no more. I was working it the other day. Not only did the sucker pick the right shell, but when I picked it up there was a mouse under it eating the bean.” Ralph shook his head. “No, I’ve got to face it. I’ve lost my touch. But even worse: I’ve lost my confidence. And when someone in my line of work loses his confidence, then it’s time to . . .”
“LOOK FOR A REGULAR JOB!” shouted the scouts as one.

“A regular job?” said Ralph.
“That’s right,” said Brother. “A regular, honest job.”
“Hmm,” said Ralph. “What sort of job?”
“You could be a clerk in a store,” said Sister.
“Interesting idea,” said Ralph. “I could give the wrong change and pocket the difference.”
“Or checkout bear at the supermarket,” said Lizzy.
“Uh-huh,” said Ralph. “Think of all the coupons I could steal!”
“You could work in the forest with my dad, chopping down trees,” said Brother.
“In these clothes?” said Ralph, standing up and dusting himself off. Somehow the air had gotten pumped back into Ralph’s balloon. “Look, friends, I appreciate your concern. I really do. But I have to look at myself in the mirror every day just as everyone else does, and I don’t think I could handle the shame of it.”
“The shame of what?” asked Brother.
“The shame of a regular, honest job,” said Ralph. He reached into his pocket and took out the plastic bag of fake four-leaf clovers. “I can let you have the whole bunch real cheap.”
“Ralph,” said Sister, “you’re impossible.”
“I try to be,” said Ralph. And off he went, twirling his cane.








Chapter 3
Soil Scouts
The scouts headed back to the library, where they had some important merit-badge work to do. They had been disappointed when Professor Actual Factual suggested that they try for the Soil Conservation Merit Badge next. “Soil conservation?” they’d complained.
“I know it doesn’t sound as exciting as some of the other merit badges you’ve earned,” the professor had said. “But soil conservation is very important. We can’t afford to lose it.”
“Lose what?” asked Sister.
“The soil,” said Actual Factual.
“The soil?” said Sister. “How can we lose the soil? It just lies there.”
“Not always,” said the professor. “As a matter of fact, we’re losing soil every day. It’s washing off the riverbanks into the river. We’re losing it off the mountainsides.”
“Is that why we’re having all those landslides in the mountains?” asked Fred.
“Exactly!” said the professor. “I’m working on the riverbank problem. I’m trying to find out if there are any plants that can hold the soil when the big rains come.”
“How is it going so far?” asked Sister.
“It’s trial and error—mostly error. But I’m making progress,” said the professor. “I plant little patches of different kinds of plants, wait for a big rain, then go see which plants hold their ground.” The scouts thought about that for a moment. “I know it doesn’t sound very thrilling,” he said. “But science isn’t all great inventions and wonderful theories. Science is mostly hard work. Trying this, that, and the other until you find something that works.”
“We understand, professor, and we’d like to work with you on the river,” said Brother.
“Right,” said Fred. “I can work on my stone-skipping—I’m up to three skips.”
“And we can bring our bathing suits,” said Sister.
“And I can touch base with my friends the frogs and the dragonflies,” said Lizzy.
“Ah, but you won’t be working on the river helping me save the riverbank soil,” said the professor. “You’ll be working high in the mountains saving mountain soil.”
“Oh,” said Brother.
“That’s right,” said Actual Factual. “You’ll be doing original research, testing which plants can hold that thin mountain soil in place. It’ll be a real challenge. Working in the mountains is difficult at best. It’s going to take some real study. The library would be a good place to start. Well, what do you think? Will you do it?”
The scouts huddled for a moment. Then Brother, who often spoke for the scouts, said,








Chapter 4
The Flag Is Up
Ralph had just been putting on a show for the scouts. All that strutting and cane twirling had been a front. As soon as the scouts headed back to the library, the spring went out of his step and the twirl went out of his cane. Even the forest animals knew Ralph wasn’t himself as he shuffled along the path to the river. It wasn’t until he got close to the riverbank where his houseboat was moored that he quickened his step.
Except that “moored” wasn’t exactly the right word. “Stuck” was the right word. The backwater where Ralph kept his houseboat was so filled with soil that had washed from the riverbank that it had turned to mud.
But it wasn’t the sight of his stuck-in-the-mud houseboat that caused Ralph to quicken his step. It was the flag on his mailbox. It was in the up position, which meant there was mail in the box. And you never knew with mail. It could mean anything. It could mean that one of his big-time swindler friends needed his help on some scheme to sell gold bricks or fake diamonds. Or it could mean nothing.
In this case, it meant nothing. Because the only thing in his mailbox was this month’s copy of Swindler’s Magazine. Ralph didn’t even bother to open it. It would just have the same tired ads for loaded dice, marked cards, and sucker lists of widows and orphans. What Ralph needed wasn’t loaded dice, marked cards, and sucker lists. What Ralph needed was to regain his confidence! It didn’t help that Squawk, his pet parrot, was welcoming him home with an unwelcome greeting.
“Get an honest job!” squawked Squawk. “Get an honest job!”

Ralph had had a long, hard day and wasn’t about to take any guff from a parrot. “Why, you little birdbrain,” he snarled, and threw his Swindler’s Magazine at Squawk. The magazine missed, thwacked against the wall, and fell to the floor. It so happened that it fell to the floor open to an article that caught Ralph’s attention. Lost confidence? said the article in big bold letters. Try hypnotism!
“Hypnotism! Of course!” said Ralph. He picked up the magazine and sat in his easy chair. “Who needs shell games and sleeve cards? I’ll give them the evil eye! I’ll hypnotize those suckers out of their money!”
As he began to read, there was a loud thunk at the door. He got up and opened it. There was a knife stuck in the door. It pierced a note in a familiar hand. The note said: There will be a meeting in my office at three o’clock sharp. It was signed McGreed.

Ralph had suspected that Weaselworld had survived the earthquake. Now he was sure. He put the magazine in his pocket and headed for the secret entrance to McGreed’s underground empire.







Chapter 5
A Distant Rumble
The library was a big disappointment. There were lots of books about plants, but there wasn’t a single book about plants that like to grow on mountainsides. Mrs. Goodbear, the librarian, tried to help. She even called the Bear County Library in Big Bear City. Its card catalog was computerized. But all that got them was a faster “Sorry, we don’t seem to have a thing on that subject.”
“Now what?” asked Sister as they left the library.
“Beats me,” said Brother.
“I’m beginning to see what Actual Factual meant by ‘original’ research,” said Fred.
“We could ask Actual Factual,” said Lizzy.
“No,” said Brother. “We’re going to earn this badge on our own. What we need is a plant expert—somebody who knows all kinds of stuff about plants.” Brother stopped in his tracks. “And I know just the expert! We all do!”
“We do?” said Sister.
“Who is it?” asked Fred.
“I’ll give you a hint,” said Brother. “It’s somebody who makes the best chocolate chip cookies in Beartown and is married to a grouchy old guy who carves monkeys out of peach pits.”
“Gran, of course!” shouted the rest of the troop. They headed across the town square with Brother in the lead.
Gran really was an expert. There were as many different kinds of plants in Gran’s front yard—and her backyard, too—as you’d find in a seed catalog.
As the scouts headed out of town toward Gramps and Gran’s, the Great Grizzly Mountains came into view. “Hold it,” said Lizzy. “I hear something.” Lizzy was so tuned in to nature that she could hear a mosquito burp a hundred yards away. “It’s a sort of rumbling sound way off in the mountains,” she said.

“Maybe it’s one of those landslides the professor is worried about,” said Fred.
“Which means,” said Brother, “that we’d better get moving with our research.” The troop hurried on.
It was a rumbling sound, all right. But it wasn’t a landslide. It was Bigpaw doing his favorite thing: singing. Bigpaw was the gigantic throwback to prehistoric cavebears whom Actual Factual and the Bear Scouts had discovered on a fossil hunt. A “living fossil” was what the professor had called him. His rumbling voice was as big as the rest of him, and his singing did sound sort of like a landslide from a distance.
Singing was Bigpaw’s favorite thing. He liked nothing better than to sit on his mountain ledge, strum his tree-trunk banjo, and sing. He didn’t sing well. But he more than made up in enthusiasm what he lacked in talent. But just when Bigpaw would get going on his favorite thing, his least favorite thing would come and sting him on the nose.
That’s why Bigpaw hated mosquitoes. Bigpaw would try to sing through the mosquito attacks by brushing the insects away. But sometimes he got so angry that he bopped himself on the nose. One time he bopped himself so hard he almost knocked himself off the ledge.

There was nobody there to take note of Bigpaw’s strange behavior except the mountain goats, of course. But they had problems of their own finding enough food to eat in the harsh mountain environment. That’s the way it is with an environment. If it isn’t one thing, it’s another. If there wasn’t enough soil for plant life, there wouldn’t be enough food for animal life, and so on and so forth until there was no mountain environment, just a cold, dead mountain range.
That’s what’s so important about soil conservation. Soil may be just dirt to some folks, but to an environmentalist it’s the stuff of life.







Chapter 6
Trouble Ahead
Wow! thought Sister as she looked at the blaze of flowers in Gran’s front yard. “Talk about a green thumb!” said Sister to Gran. “You must have two green thumbs and eight green fingers!”
“No, my dear,” said Gran with a smile. “It’s Mother Nature that has the green thumb. I just try to help her along.”
The scouts told Gran about their soil conservation project and how they were looking for plants that would hold their ground in the mountains.
“Hmm,” said Gran. “Let me think on it a bit.” As Gran stood there thinking, the scouts looked around for Gramps. He was nowhere to be seen.

“I may be able to help,” said Gran. “Come on around back. Now, as I understand it, you’re looking for plants that can survive in that harsh mountain environment. While my backyard garden isn’t a mountainside, it is a hillside. I might just have some plants worth trying on your mountainside.”
There was a steep hill leading down into a little valley behind Gramps and Gran’s place. It was covered with low-growing plants.
“These plants are mostly different kinds of sedum and ivy,” said Gran. “Let me give you some samples to try on your mountainside.”
“We’ll do the work, Gran,” said Brother. “Just show us which plants.”
“No, I’d better do it myself,” said Gran. “Why don’t you go in and talk to Gramps and see if you can coax him out of his foul mood.”
“Foul mood?” said Brother.
“What’s it about?” asked Sister.
“He’s always happy to see you scouts. Just go in and see him. He’s in his study,” said Gran. Then she headed for her garden shed.
“Who’s there?” snarled Gramps when Brother knocked on the study door.

“It’s the Bear Scouts, Gramps,” said Brother. “May we come in?”
“Sure. Sure,” said Gramps.
The scouts could tell he was in a foul mood from the sound of his voice. Gramps, who was very fond of the scouts, was usually eager to show them his newest carving or his latest ship-in-a-bottle project. But not today. He was pacing back and forth with a worried look on his face. You could almost see the black cloud of worry over his head.
“What’s the matter, Gramps?” asked Brother.
“There’s trouble ahead!” said Gramps.
“What sort of trouble?” asked Sister.
“Weasel trouble,” said Gramps. “Nobody as mean, smart, and tough as Weasel McGreed is going to be stopped by a mere earthquake. I don’t know where, and I don’t know when. But we haven’t heard the last of McGreed. Count on it. I can feel it in my bones.”
The scouts looked at each other and shrugged. Everybody knew that the weasels had been wiped out in the earthquake. Everybody except Gramps. There was no point in arguing with Gramps’s bones. The scouts turned to leave just as Gran appeared at the door.
“I’ve got a good selection of plants ready,” she said. “I’ve put them in these plastic bags to keep them moist. Each plant has a name tag. There’s also a list of some other things you’ll need for your project.”
“That’s great, Gran,” said Brother. “Thanks a million!”
Then the scouts headed for their secret clubhouse at the far edge of Farmer Ben’s farm. That’s where they would organize their expedition.







Chapter 7
The Evil Eye
Ralph was cutting across Farmer Ben’s pasture on the way to keeping his date with the archweasel. The idea of using hypnotism to swindle folks out of their money had put the spring back in his step and the dollar signs back in his eyes. He had worked as a hypnotist’s assistant back in his carnival days. While the hypnotist dazzled the audience by making some poor sucker bark like a dog, Ralph picked their pockets. So Ralph knew that hypnotism worked and had a general idea how to do it. All he needed was a refresher course. “Hmm,” said Ralph, reading the hypnotism article as he crossed Farmer Ben’s cow pasture.

“He’s reading some kind of a magazine,” said Brother. He was watching Ralph with the field glasses that always hung on a hook in the scouts’ secret clubhouse.
“Bad idea!” said Sister.
“Right!” said Fred with a grin. “You should never go across Ben’s cow pasture without looking where you’re going.”
“It’s just a matter of seconds till he slips on a cow pie,” said Brother. “There he goes!” cried Brother, breaking into laughter.
“Let me have those,” said Lizzy, taking the field glasses.
“Let me see!” said Fred, reaching for them.
“Me, too!” demanded Sister.
“Hold it!” said Lizzy, elbowing Fred and Sister aside.
“What is it, Lizzy?” said Brother.
“That magazine Ralph was reading when he slipped,” said Lizzy. “I can read it.”
Lizzy’s fellow scouts didn’t doubt that for a second. Lizzy had super eyesight without field glasses. With field glasses she could count gnats a mile away.
“What’s it say?” said Brother.
“It’s about hypnotism,” said Lizzy, reading. “‘Gain power over others with the evil eye!’”
“The evil eye!” said Sister with a shiver.
“Hypnotism,” said Fred, who read the encyclopedia just for fun. “A strange power discovered more than a hundred years ago by that great magician Anton Grizmer.”
“Never mind about Grizmer,” said Brother. “Ralph Ripoff and hypnotism are a scary combination.”
“What can we do about it?” asked Sister.
“Nothing much at the moment,” said Brother. “We’ve got to figure out how we’re going to get these plants up the mountain.”
Across the pasture, a group of cows watched Ralph pick himself up and brush himself off.
“Blasted cows! Why don’t you look where I’m going?” said Ralph. Hmm, he thought. Why don’t I try my evil eye on one of these cows?
Being careful to watch his step, he walked over to one of the cows. He took out his watch and swung it gently in front of the calm, quiet, cud-chewing cow. “Look me in the eye, Bossy. Look me deep in the eye. You are coming under my spell. You are coming under my power.” The cow followed the movements of the watch as if it were a tennis match.
“Listen very carefully,” said Ralph. “You are no longer a cow. You are a bull. An angry, snorting bull.”
The cow lowered her head and snorted. She pawed the ground like an angry bull.
“Whoa, Bossy!” said Ralph. He sensed that she was about to charge. And charge she did. She chased Ralph clean across the pasture. Ralph managed to escape over the fence in the nick of time.








Chapter 8
The Beginnings of a Plan
“It worked! It worked!” said Ralph, trying to catch his breath after his long run. Maybe it hadn’t been such a good idea making the cow think she was a bull, but that wasn’t the point. The point was that there was power in hypnotism. Power over the minds of others. Power over the actions of others. Who needed sleeve cards, loaded dice, and fake four-leaf clovers when he had the power of the evil eye? Of course, there was more to hypnotism than making a sucker bark like a dog or making a cow charge like a bull. He would have to practice. He would have to study.
As he walked along thinking about power over others, he heard a rumbling. At first he thought it was the sound of distant thunder. Then he realized it was the sound of Bigpaw singing way off in the Great Grizzly Mountains. Talk about a tin ear—a big tin ear.
Hmm, thought Ralph. Power over others. Power over Bigpaw. Anyone who had power over Bigpaw could . . . what was it McGreed was always saying? “Take over Bear Country, lock, stock, and honeypot.” Why not take over Bear Country, lock, stock, honeypot, and the folks, fields, forests, factories, and everything else in between? Bigpaw was far and away the strongest force in Bear Country, and anyone who controlled him could control Bear Country. And there were those trouble-making, scheme-foiling Bear Scouts to worry about.
Ralph knew there was one power that hypnotism could not control. At least that’s what it said in the magazine. It was the power of love. And Bigpaw loved the Bear Scouts. There was a powerful bond between them. Bigpaw would never do anything to hurt the scouts. But, even so, there was no way of getting close enough to Bigpaw to hypnotize him. The big fellow wasn’t too bright, but he was shrewd and wary. One false move in his direction and he could squash you like a grape.
The sound of Bigpaw’s singing kept rumbling in Ralph’s ear. Hmm, thought Ralph, the singing. Yes, maybe the singing . . .
A plan began to form in Ralph’s twisted mind. He would need help, of course. But help lay just ahead—in Weaselworld.








Chapter 9
Operation Revenge
Ralph was expected. No sooner had he entered Weaselworld than a troop of armed guards took him in charge and quick-marched him along the rubble-strewn tunnel. The heavy marching was shaking bits of dirt and rocks loose from the damaged tunnel roof. Signs of the earthquake were everywhere. There were cracked walls, roof props, and blocked-off tunnels. And they were miles from ground zero, where the earthquake had struck.

Ralph was gasping for breath when they finally arrived and the sergeant shouted, “Company, halt!” The troop stopped, but not before a final one-two stomp knocked loose a rock that damaged Ralph’s straw hat. “Look what you’ve done to my hat!” he complained. “This is no way to treat an invited guest. I shall complain to the archweasel himself!”
The sergeant ignored Ralph and pushed him into McGreed’s office, where the Big Three were waiting. The Big Three were McGreed; Dr. Boffins, his top scientist; and Stye, his tunnel-tough lieutenant. The room was poorly lit, but Ralph could make out a chair and a large video screen.
“I must protest,” said Ralph. “This is no way to treat a loyal friend. Look at this hat!”
“Siddown and shut up,” snarled Stye. Ralph sat down and shut up.
“Listen very carefully, Ralph,” said McGreed, his yellow eyes boring in and his needle-sharp teeth glinting. “We have spared no effort to find out who it was that foiled our earthquake scheme. At first we thought it might be those infernal Bear Scouts and perhaps that crazy grandfather of theirs. But that has not turned out to be the case. We believe we have found the culprit. It is a creature whose appearance, habits, and behavior are so strange that we can make no sense of it. But to plan a successful revenge we need to know more about this creature. Dr. Boffins, run the tape!”
The tape was fuzzy and brief and had poor sound. It showed Bigpaw. It showed him stretching, yawning, singing, and swatting mosquitoes. When the tape stopped, Ralph smiled and said, “That’s no creature, that’s Bigpaw. And you’re right about him foiling your earthquake. When your earthquake surfaced, he simply grabbed a couple of trees, forced the split back together, and sent it back where it came from.”

“But that’s impossible!” said Dr. Boffins. “That earthquake was a seven on the Richter scale! There’s no way . . .”
“Maybe not,” said Ralph. “But it just so happens that I saw him do it with my own eyes.”
McGreed and the top brass looked at each other in disbelief.
“As for revenge—forget about it,” said Ralph. “I mean, this guy is bigger than a hundred-year-old oak and ten times stronger.”
“What about that awful roaring he does?” asked McGreed.
“That’s not roaring,” said Ralph. “That’s singing. Bigpaw loves to sing. That’s his favorite thing to do in all the world.”
“What about that crazy part where he bashes himself in the nose?”
“Swatting mosquitoes,” explained Ralph. “Bigpaw hates mosquitoes. They can’t get through his thick fur, but they drive his nose crazy.”
“It sounds like you actually know this guy,” said McGreed.
“I know him well,” said Ralph, feeling more and more in control. “Which brings me to a little plan I have in mind.”
“We’re listening,” said McGreed.
“As I said, forget about revenge,” said Ralph. “Bigpaw could scoop up Weaselworld as if it were an anthill. Besides, why do things the hard way?”
“What’s the easy way?” said McGreed.
“It’s right here in this magazine.” He handed Swindler’s Magazine to McGreed.
“Hmm,” said McGreed. “‘Try hypnotism! Gain power over others with the evil eye!’ Very interesting.” McGreed called for the lights to be turned on and began reading the hypnotism article.
“Who’s going to be doing all this hypnotizing?” asked Stye.
“You’re looking at him,” said Ralph, puffing out his chest.
“You?” snarled Stye. “Since when are you a hypnotist?”
“Since about twenty minutes ago when I hypnotized one of Farmer Ben’s cows. I put her under just like that,” said Ralph, snapping his fingers.
“A cow?” said Stye.
“Not to mention the fact that I was a carnival hypnotist years ago,” said Ralph, stretching the truth quite a bit.
“Hypnotizing a weak-minded cow is one thing,” said Stye. “Let’s see you hypnotize me.”
“Happy to do so,” said Ralph, taking out his watch. “Or, better yet, I’ll hypnotize McGreed himself. If that’s okay, chief.”
“Okay,” said McGreed. “Hypnotize away.”
Ralph moved close to McGreed. Stye and Dr. Boffins looked on as Ralph began to swing his watch in front of the arch-weasel. “Observe my watch,” said Ralph in a low, spooky voice that he remembered from his carnival days. “Gently swinging . . . back and forth . . . gently swinging . . .”

But McGreed wasn’t watching the watch. He was looking into Ralph’s eyes.
“Your eyes are getting . . . heavy,” said Ralph.
But it wasn’t McGreed’s eyes that were getting heavy.
“You feel . . . you feel a great need to sleep,” said Ralph, his voice getting weaker and his eyes beginning to close.
McGreed reached out and gently took the watch from Ralph’s hand. “Do you hear me, Ralph?” he said. “Do you hear me?”
Ralph nodded his head.
“When you wake up,” said McGreed, “you are no longer going to be Ralph. You are going to be Big Red Rooster, king of the barnyard, and it is your job to tell the world the sun has just come up.” Then McGreed snapped his fingers and said, “Wake up, Big Red Rooster.”
The effect was astounding. As soon as Ralph opened his eyes he began leaping around, flapping his arms, and screaming, “COCK-A-DOODLE-DOO! COCK-A-DOODLE-DOO!”
“Amazing,” said Stye.
“Astonishing,” said Dr. Boffins.
McGreed let Ralph be Big Red Rooster for a while. Then he said, “When I snap my fingers, you will once again be Ralph.” He snapped his fingers and Ralph came to.
“Wha-what happened?” said Ralph, looking puzzled.
“Nothing to worry about,” said McGreed with a grin. “You and I just had an evil eye contest, and I won. Now, let’s get on with Operation Revenge. You mentioned preparations. What sort of preparations did you have in mind?”








Chapter 10
Preparations
So it was that while the Bear Scouts were preparing a mountain expedition to conserve soil, Ralph and the archweasel were preparing a mountain expedition to take over Bear Country, lock, stock, and honeypot, and everything in between. The Bear Scouts’ preparations included plants, plant food, potting soil, garden tools, and bottles of water, pictures of plant labels for hardy ivy, climbing ivy, creeping sedum, spreading sedum, and sprawling sedum. The Ralph/McGreed expedition included cardboard cutouts of the Bear Scouts, a portfolio of artwork, a slouch hat, an opera cape, and a giant tongue depressor.
It also happened that the Bear Scouts and the Ralph/McGreed team began climbing the Great Grizzly Mountains at about the same time. The scouts climbed up the mountain on the outside, while the Ralph/McGreed team climbed it from the inside.
McGreed led the way up the twisting, turning, secret passageway that led to a cave near the top of the mountain.
“I wondered how you got that tape of Bigpaw,” said Ralph. “He’s very wary of strangers.”
One of the things the scouts liked about working in the mountains was that it gave them a chance to visit with their great and good friend Bigpaw. Naturally, they chose to start their soil conservation project on Mount Grizzly, where Bigpaw lived. Their plan was to plant the ivy and sedum about halfway up the mountain, then climb the rest of the way to visit Bigpaw.
As they climbed they could see what the professor was worried about. The higher they climbed the thinner and patchier the soil became. The scouts were expert climbers (they had long since earned the Rock-climbing Merit Badge).

It was mostly bare rock that they were climbing—bare rock with patches of tired-looking plants hanging on for dear life in the thin, gritty soil.
They rested and snacked when they reached the halfway point. Then they went to work mixing the potting soil into the gritty mountain soil, putting in the plants, watering them with plant food–laced water, patting them down, putting in their little name signs, and hoping for the best when the mountain snow and ice melted and spring rains came.
They couldn’t see their friend Bigpaw high up on the ledge in front of his cave. But, about halfway through the job, he began to sing. So they sure could hear him. And since they couldn’t get the work done with their fingers in their ears, they had to listen. “Bigpaw has a great voice, but not for singing,” said Brother with a grin.
His fellow scouts agreed.
Meanwhile, inside the mountain, Ralph and McGreed were still climbing. “Are you sure this is going to work?” snarled McGreed. “Because if it isn’t . . .”
“Please, chief, be reasonable,” said Ralph. “There’s nothing that’s sure in life except ticks and fleas.”
“Because if it doesn’t,” continued McGreed, “I’m going to turn you back into Big Red Rooster faster than you can say ‘Cock-a-doodle-do!’ And that’s just for starters!”
That’s when they heard it: Bigpaw’s singing echoing down through the passageway. McGreed gritted his teeth and put his fingers in his ears.
“No, chief! No!” pleaded Ralph. “No gritting! No fingers in the ears! Just wild applause and shouts of ‘Bravo! Bravo!’ Try to remember, we love Bigpaw’s singing. That’s why we’ve come. That’s why I’ve brought Dr. McGreed, the great singing expert, to hear his wonderful voice.”
“Just remember, you pea-brained idiot,” snarled McGreed. “If this scheme of yours doesn’t work . . .”
But there was no time for talking. They had reached the secret cave that opened onto Bigpaw’s mountain. It was time for action.








Chapter 11
Why You Come See Bigpaw?
“Bravo! Bravo!” shouted Ralph as he and McGreed came out of the cave into the clear mountain air.
And there he was, the great creature himself, strumming his tree-trunk banjo and singing his heart out.
“Applaud! Shout ‘Bravo!’” whispered Ralph to McGreed. McGreed applauded and shouted, “Bravo!”
Bigpaw stopped singing the instant he saw Ralph and the funny little fellow in the opera cape and slouch hat. “You Ralph Ripoff,” said Bigpaw, glowering down at his visitors. “You bad guy. You try hurt my little Bear Scout friends!” He moved toward the visitors, holding the banjo in the club position.
“Hurt the Bear Scouts?” protested Ralph. “You do me an injustice, sir! I love the Bear Scouts. They are my dearest little friends! They are as dear to me as my own blood nieces and nephews. Why, I love the Bear Scouts so much I carry their pictures with me always!” Ralph turned to McGreed. “Quick, chief, show ’em the cutouts!” McGreed set the Bear Scout cutouts up on the ledge.

Bigpaw stopped glowering and lowered his banjo. “Why you here? Why you come see Bigpaw?”
“Why we here?” said Ralph. “Why we come see Bigpaw? Surely you jest. We’ve come to hear Bigpaw sing, of course.”
Bigpaw thought about that for a moment. “Bigpaw love to sing,” he said.
“Certainly you love to sing. Why wouldn’t you love to sing with such a thrilling, wonderful voice as yours?”
“Bigpaw love to sing,” repeated the big fellow.
“And why else would I have brought the great Dr. McGreed with me?” said Ralph.
“Bigpaw not sick,” said the giant.
“Not that sort of doctor, my good fellow,” said Ralph. “Dr. McGreed is a doctor of singing. He is, in fact, the world’s greatest expert on the art of vibrato. He is a student of the uvula—that little thing that dangles at the back of your throat. And, amazing as it may seem, the good doctor wishes to take you under his wing.”
“Singing doctor got no wings,” said Bigpaw, raising his banjo back to the club position.
“You misunderstand!” said Ralph. “‘Under his wing’ is just an expression—a manner of speaking, as it were.” Bigpaw resumed full glower. “What it really means is that the good doctor wishes you to be his protégé.”
“Bigpaw think you try to fool him with big words,” said the singing giant.
“For pete’s sake, take over, chief!” whispered Ralph to McGreed. “I’m running out of steam. And it’s now or never. I don’t think he’s buying our act.”
McGreed took his courage in his hands, stepped forward, and said, “I am zee great opera expert, and you are wasting zee time. Do you wish to sing in zee opera or not?”
“Opra?” said Bigpaw. “What opra?”
“What’s opera? What’s opera?” cried McGreed, swirling his cape and jabbing the air with his ivory-headed walking stick. “Opera is zee greatest singing! To sing zee operas of Beartoveen, Bearzart, and Bearcini is to reach zee sublime.” Bigpaw seemed interested.
“And look here, big fellow,” said Ralph, opening the portfolio. “Here are pictures of how you’ll look in the different operas. Here you are in William Tell—you know, the bear who had to shoot the apple off his cub’s head. And here you are singing Falstaff, the big fat guy who gets all the laughs.”

“Bigpaw like pictures!” said Bigpaw. “Bigpaw look nice singing opra. How I get to sing opra?”
“Nothing could be simpler, my dear fellow,” said Ralph. “As soon as the good doctor examines your uvula, we’ll start booking the concert tour.”
“What’s that?” asked Bigpaw.
“You know, that little thing in your throat,” said Ralph. “It will allow Dr. McGreed to decide which operas will be best for you. Now, if you just help the doctor look in your throat.”
Bigpaw was all for it. “Bigpaw go on concert tour! Goody!” He reached down and, using his Dumpster-size paw as an elevator, lifted the good doctor and his giant tongue depressor up ten stories.








Chapter 12
Familiar Voices!
“What in the world do you suppose is going on?” said Sister.
The scouts were watching from behind some rocks. They had finished their work and climbed the rest of the way to visit Bigpaw. But as they got near Bigpaw’s ledge, they heard voices. Familiar voices. The voices of Ralph Ripoff and the archweasel McGreed.
“I haven’t a clue as to what’s going on,” said Brother. “But whatever it is, it’s not good.”
“Open your mouth and say, ‘Ah,’” ordered McGreed. Bigpaw did as ordered. Of course, McGreed’s real purpose was to get in position to hypnotize the giant. Once he gained power over the strongest force in Bear Country, control of all Bear Country would be within easy reach.

McGreed didn’t bother with a watch. He just climbed over Bigpaw’s swollen, mosquito-bitten nose and zapped him with the evil eye. “Listen to the voice of your master, Bigpaw,” said McGreed.
“Bigpaw listen,” said Bigpaw, in a sleepy voice.
“Your eyelids are getting heavy,” said McGreed, staring into Bigpaw’s eyes.
“Eyelids getting heavy,” said Bigpaw.
“You feel a deep, deep sleep coming on. . . .”
That’s when the Bear Scouts caught on to what was happening. “Good grief!” cried Brother. “He’s hypnotizing Bigpaw!”
“Of course!” said Lizzy. “That’s what Ralph must have been reading about in Swindler’s Magazine!”
“Hmm,” said Brother. “If Ralph and hypnotism were a dangerous combination, Ralph, McGreed, and hypnotism are a hundred times as dangerous.”
“That’s right,” said Fred. “If McGreed gets Bigpaw under his control, he could control all of Bear Country in a matter of days!”
“We’ve got to do something!” cried Lizzy.
“But what?” cried Sister.
McGreed had put Bigpaw into a deep sleep. “When you wake up,” said McGreed, “you will be my servant, and I will be your master. You will obey my every command, whatever it may be.”
“Yes, master,” said Bigpaw.
“When I snap my fingers,” said McGreed, “you will wake up and put me down.”
McGreed snapped his fingers. Bigpaw woke up and put McGreed down.
“Bigpaw,” said McGreed. “Who am I?”
“You my master,” said Bigpaw.
“And who are you?” said McGreed.
“I your servant,” said Bigpaw.
“Do the thing with the Bear Scouts, chief,” urged Ralph. He set up the cardboard Bear Scout cutouts on the ledge.
“Your nose is swollen,” said McGreed. “Why is that?”
“Mosquitoes bite Bigpaw’s nose,” said the big fellow. “Bigpaw hate mosquitoes,” he said, looking around for some. “Where mosquitoes? Bigpaw bash ’em!”

“They’re right there,” said McGreed, pointing to the Bear Scout cutouts.
They were very good cutouts. They looked exactly like the Bear Scouts. But to the deeply hypnotized Bigpaw they looked exactly like mosquitoes. “Bigpaw hate mosquitoes!” he roared. “Bigpaw bash ’em!” He rushed at the Bear Scout cutouts and beat them to a pulp.
“Stop! Stop!” cried the scouts as they poured out from behind the rocks. “Those are bad guys! Don’t listen to them! Don’t listen to them!”
“It’s those infernal Bear Scouts,” snarled McGreed. “They foiled our last scheme. It’s time to put an end to them! Bigpaw, deal with those mosquitoes!”
Bigpaw looked at the scouts. “Bigpaw hate mosquitoes. Mosquitoes bite Bigpaw’s nose. Make it itch. Make it sore.” He moved toward the Bear Scouts, swinging his clublike banjo. But it seemed to Ralph that the big guy’s heart wasn’t really in it. Ralph began to worry a bit. What was it that the magazine had said about the power of hypnotism?
McGreed urged Bigpaw on. “Bash ’em! Smash ’em!” he shouted. “Give those rotten mosquitoes what for!”
Bigpaw was about to do just that. He had backed the scouts up against the mountain and was about to smash them with his mighty banjo. The scouts realized that their friend was hypnotized and didn’t know what he was doing. “Don’t, Bigpaw! Don’t!” they screamed. “We’re not mosquitoes! We’re the Bear Scouts! We’re your friends! We love each other!”

That was what Ralph was trying to remember from the magazine: that there was one power hypnotism couldn’t overcome—the power of love!

And so it was that Bigpaw did not smash the Bear Scouts. Because what it said in the magazine was true. Just as Bigpaw was about to strike, the power of love broke through. Bigpaw looked at the scouts as if for the first time. “You not mosquitoes,” he said. “You Bear Scouts. You my friends.”
“I think we’d better get out of here fast,” said Ralph. He and McGreed began to edge toward the getaway cave.
Bigpaw turned to Ralph and McGreed. “You not Bigpaw’s friends!” he said, raising his banjo. “You bad guys! Bigpaw not hurt Bear Scouts. Bigpaw hurt bad guys!” With that, Bigpaw charged.
“Run for your life!” screamed Ralph. The miserable, scheming twosome streaked for the cave. They got there a split second before Bigpaw hit the cave entrance so hard that the mountain shook and the cave collapsed. There was a rumble inside the mountain.
“Those guys never bother Bigpaw again,” said the big fellow.
Brother put his ear to the mountain. “Those guys will never bother anybody again,” he said.
Bigpaw knelt down and held up his great palm. “Way to go!” said Brother as one by one the Bear Scouts stepped up and high-fived their enormous friend.








Chapter 13
Big Barking Dog
It was too much to say that Ralph and McGreed would never bother anyone again. It was fair to say that the collapse of the cave and the rockslide that followed would put them out of action for quite a while. The rockslide followed Ralph and the great singing expert all the way back down the secret, twisting, turning passageway and dumped them, tattered and torn, in Weaselworld. Ralph crawled out of the rock pile before McGreed came to and made a fast getaway. He certainly wasn’t going to hang around and let McGreed turn him back into Big Red Rooster.

As Ralph made his way back to his houseboat, he thought about hypnotism and the events of the day. Operation Revenge was perhaps just too much of a good thing. But that didn’t mean hypnotism couldn’t be a useful tool in separating folks from their money. He would need more practice, that’s all.
Ralph was exhausted when he got back to his houseboat. He dragged himself up the gangplank and collapsed in his easy chair. Once again, Squawk, his pet parrot, greeted him with an unwelcome greeting. “Get a regular job! Get a regular job!” squawked Squawk.
Hmm, more practice, thought Ralph, as he stared at the parrot. He walked over to the parrot, took out his watch, and started swinging it.
“You are getting sleepy,” said Ralph.
“You are getting sleepy,” repeated Squawk.
“When I say the words ‘evil eye’ you will no longer be yourself,” said Ralph.
“When I say the words ‘evil eye’ you will no longer be yourself,” repeated Squawk.
“You will be Big Barking Dog,” said Ralph.
“You will be Big Barking Dog,” repeated Squawk.
“And so I say evil eye!” cried Ralph.
No sooner had Squawk repeated the words “evil eye” than Ralph began running around on all fours barking and chewing the furniture. That’s what he was doing when the scouts arrived. The scouts had come to see if Ralph had survived.
“Arf! Arf!” barked Ralph, taking a bite out of the easy chair.
“What do you suppose happened?” said Fred.
“It looks to me like Ralph tried to hypnotize Squawk and it backfired,” said Sister.
“Ralph,” said Brother. “When I snap my fingers, you will once again be your old rotten self.” Brother snapped his fingers, and once again Ralph was his old rotten self.

“Hi, guys,” said Ralph. “What’s happening?”
The scouts looked at him as if he were some strange creature from a distant planet. “Later,” said Brother as he and the scouts exited the houseboat and headed for their clubhouse.
The scouts earned their Soil Conservation Merit Badge, and they were very proud of it. But they were just as proud of the fact that they had saved Bear Country from the evil influence of . . .
THE EVIL EYE!
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Chapter 1
Mansion Mishap
Papa Q. Bear was known far and wide as one of the finest carpenters in all Bear Country. That meant that he always had plenty of customers. In fact, he usually had a waiting list as long as your arm.
But Papa had one special customer who was always at the top of his list. That customer was Squire Grizzly. Because Papa was the best carpenter in Beartown, Squire and Lady Grizzly wouldn’t let anyone else take care of the woodwork at Grizzly Mansion.
Over the years Papa had probably done more work for the Grizzlys than for all his other customers put together. That was partly because Grizzly Mansion had so much woodwork. The mansion had dozens of rooms, and in every room there was woodwork on the walls and ceiling. There were also lots of stairways in Grizzly Mansion. Each stairway had wooden steps that sometimes needed repair and also finely carved banisters that had to be cleaned and refinished from time to time. Papa had even replaced damaged banisters on several of the stairways.
But an even bigger job than Grizzly Mansion’s woodwork was its furniture. Lady Grizzly was a collector of fine old furniture. Every room of the mansion was filled with priceless antiques she had bought over the years. Each time she bought one, she gave it to Papa Bear to take apart, clean, put back together, and refinish. If it was damaged in any way, Papa would repair it with the utmost care.

There were two reasons Papa took such great care with the antiques from Grizzly Mansion. First, he always took pride in his work. And second, he knew how much Lady Grizzly loved her antiques. The squire spoke often of how upset she got when even one of them had so much as a scratch.
Papa wasn’t at all surprised, then, to hear the panic in Squire Grizzly’s voice over the phone one summer afternoon.
“I broke it!” said the squire. “One of her favorite rosewood chairs! I’ve put on a little weight recently, and I must have sat down too hard on it. If she sees it, she’ll have a fit. Oh, if I’d only gone on that diet she’s been pestering me about!”
“Don’t worry, Squire,” said Papa. “I can start work on the chair first thing tomorrow morning and bring it back after lunch. Should I come to one of the side doors to pick it up so Lady Grizzly won’t see me and wonder why I’m there?”
“Don’t bother sneaking around,” said the squire. “Lady Grizzly’s still asleep.”
“I hope she isn’t ill,” said Papa.
“Oh, no. She hasn’t been able to sleep at night lately. I’ll tell you all about it when you get here. Greeves the butler will show you to my office.”
Papa told Mama what had happened and headed out to the family car. But first he called upstairs to Brother, Sister, and Cousin Fred, who was visiting for the afternoon.
The cubs always enjoyed going along with Papa on his trips to Grizzly Mansion. The grounds were so beautiful, especially in the summer. And the mansion itself was full of interesting things to look at, such as old suits of armor and huge portraits of Grizzly forebears.
For Brother there was the added attraction of Bonnie Brown, his special friend. Bonnie was the Grizzlys’ niece. Her parents were in show business and were away from home most of the time. Sometimes Bonnie was in a play or show, too. The rest of the time she lived at Grizzly Mansion with her aunt and uncle.
The cubs hurried downstairs and piled into the car. Papa started it up, and off they went to Grizzly Mansion.




Chapter 2
A Bad Lot
Arriving at Grizzly Mansion was different from arriving at any other house. First Papa and the cubs had to stop at the front gate and report to the security guard on duty there.
“Papa Q. Bear to see Squire Grizzly,” said Papa.
“Greeves just buzzed me on the intercom and told me to expect you, Papa,” said the guard. “Drive right in.”
Papa steered the car up the long driveway and around the circle at its end. When Greeves greeted Papa and the cubs at the front door, they noticed that he had large bags under his eyes.

“You look tired, Greeves,” said Papa. “Anything wrong?”
“Not really, sir,” said the butler. “I just haven’t been sleeping well lately.”
Hmm, thought Papa. Just like Lady Grizzly. Maybe it’s catching.
They entered the front hallway that led to the main spiral staircase. As the cubs admired a suit of armor that stood before several life-size portraits of Grizzly forebears, Reeves went to an intercom and pressed a button. “The cubs have arrived, Miss Bonnie,” he said.
Bonnie waved as she came skipping down the stairs. “Hi, guys,” she said. “How about a tour of the mansion?”
“Great,” said Brother. “I’ve never been upstairs. Can we go up and look around?”
“Sure,” said Bonnie, taking his hand. “Let’s go.”
Once upstairs, Bonnie led the cubs down a long hallway lined with portraits.
“Wow,” said Sister. “How many forebears do the Grizzlys have, anyway?”
“Dozens,” said Bonnie. “The family goes back centuries.”
Brother stopped in front of one of the portraits. It was of a very old white-haired bear who looked out from the canvas with dark beady eyes. The eyes had an odd gleam in them. Brother had a hunch that the gleam was a greedy one.

“Who’s this old guy?” he asked Bonnie. “I don’t think I like the looks of him.”
“Funny you should say that,” said Bonnie. “That’s old Farnsworth Grizzly, Uncle Squire’s great-grandfather. He built Grizzly Mansion, you know. And he was definitely not a nice bear.”
“What did he do that wasn’t nice?” asked Sister.
“He was a dishonest gambler—a swindler. He cheated bears out of tons of money.”
“Kind of an old-time Ralph Ripoff,” said Brother.
“But much, much worse,” said Bonnie. “Farnsworth Grizzly made Ralph look like an honest citizen. Ralph still lives in that run-down houseboat, but Farnsworth Grizzly swindled his way into a mansion.”
“I never knew your uncle’s family had such a bad apple in its barrel,” said Brother.
“It wasn’t just Farnsworth,” said Bonnie. “The old-time Grizzlys were a bad lot. Farnsworth was the last of the bad ones, but he was far from the worst.”
“Who was the worst?” asked Cousin Fred.
“Follow me and I’ll show you,” said Bonnie.
She led them to the very end of the hall, where a large portrait hung high on the wall. It was a painting of a very mean-looking bear dressed in what might have been pirates’ clothes. He wore a black wide-brimmed hat with a feather in it and a black waistcoat with huge gold buttons. In one side of his belt was tucked an old-fashioned pistol; in the other was an antique dagger. Across his eyes stretched a black mask, and his mouth was twisted into a snarl.

“Is that a Grizzly?” asked Sister, staring up at the portrait.
“The very first one,” said Bonnie. “He was an orphan, and no one knows who his parents were. Have you guys ever heard of Bad Bart Grizzly?”
“The Maniac of Mountain Highway?” said Cousin Fred. “You mean he was related to the squire?”
“That’s the only reason he’s here on the wall,” said Bonnie.
“Who was he?” asked Sister.
“He was a famous highway robber from centuries ago,” said Fred. “He and his band of thieves used to rob stagecoaches along Old Mountain Highway in the Great Grizzly Mountains. It was just called Mountain Highway in those days.”
“Like Robin Bear of Bearwood Forest?” asked Sister.
“Not exactly,” said Bonnie. “Robin Bear robbed from the rich and gave to the poor. Bad Bart robbed from the rich, stole from the poor—and kept everything for himself! He didn’t just rob travelers, either. At night he would break into the cottages of the poor mountain folk, scare them out of their wits, and take everything they owned. That’s why they called him a maniac.”

Sister looked up at the portrait again and shivered. “Can we go back downstairs now?” she said. “It’s kind of creepy up here.”
Cousin Fred groaned. But Brother was feeling protective toward his little sister. “Come on, Sis,” he said. “We’ll go see the ballroom instead.”
As they passed the portrait of Farnsworth Grizzly on their way to the stairs, Brother suddenly felt Sister’s hand on his arm. “What’s wrong, Sis?” he said.
She glanced over her shoulder at the portrait. “Is that a trick painting?” she asked.
“What do you mean?” said Bonnie.
“The eyes followed me as I went past!” said Sister.
Brother chuckled and put his arm around Sister’s shoulders as they went down the stairs. “Isn’t it amazing what your imagination can do when you’re scared?” he said.
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