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Squinty – a teddy bear’s tale


Nathan was lying in bed playing video games when his
mother came into the room.

- The church is holding a jumble sale, she said. I'm
sorting out all our old clothes and toys.

- Okay, said Nathan, without taking his eyes off the
TV screen.

While Nathan played, his mother went through all the
drawers in his wardrobe, pulling out all the bits and bobs Nathan
was never going to use again and making a great big pile on the
floor.

There were T-shirts that wouldn't go over his head
anymore.

There were long-sleeved shirts that, when he put them
on, looked like short-sleeved shirts.

There were trainers that squashed his toes and tons
of trousers of every size but the right one.

And there was everything Great Aunt Alberta had sent
at Christmases and birthdays since Nathan turned three.

Great Aunt Alberta was a little confused.

She thought Nathan was three years old every
year.

 


Nathan’s mum pointed at the pile.

- I'm taking all this, she said.

- Fine, replied Nathan, still glued to the TV.

Next, his mum started on his toys.

Lately, Nathan only played football and video games,
so by the time she'd finished raiding his shelves she'd made a pile
of:

3 50-piece jigsaw puzzles.

10 plastic superheroes.

15 plastic dinosaurs.

1 set of baby building blocks.

1 Spiderman ring throwing game.

2 remote controlled cars, with no batteries.

1 pint-size Batman costume.

1 scary skeleton mask.

And 1 box of learning-to-read comics.


- I'd like to take all this to the jumble sale, said
mum. Alright with you?

Nathan unglued his eyes from the screen and glanced
at the pile.

- The Spiderman game can stay, he said.

- But you've never used it!

- I might one day.

- I bet you won't, said mum. It's for little boys,
not big ones.

- Fair enough, said Nathan, more interested in the
game than the toy.

 


While he played, his mum threw everything into a big
black rubbish bag and took one last look round the room.

She spotted Bidu 2, sitting beside the TV.

The poor old bear had been in the same place for the
last three years.

She picked him up.

- Uh uh, grunted Nathan. Bidu 2 stays.

- He was your favourite, wasn't he, said mum,
remembering how Nathan used to cuddle up to the scraggy old bear
when he was a toddler. Bidu the First had disappeared one day,
forgotten in some seaside hotel. Nathan had cried and cried and
cried, until mum and dad bought Bidu 2.

- He still is my favourite, said Nathan. I’m keeping
him.

Mum sighed. She toyed with the hole where once there
had been an eye.

- The poor old thing just sits by the TV gathering
dust, she said, inspecting Bidu 2's torn ear. Don't you think he'd
be happier with another child? Someone that'll love him as much as
you did?

Nathan looked at her as if she was crazy.

- It's a teddy bear, he said. Not a dog.

- Exactly, said mum, plucking at Bidu 2’s balding
belly. You didn't used to think like that. Bidu 2 was your best
friend. I think you should give him to someone else so they can
love him. He deserves it.

- I think I should keep him.

Mum sighed and put Bidu 2 back on the shelf.

- I guess I've got enough here, she said, picking up
the bag and taking it out to the car.


***

 


Nathan carried on playing, but his heart wasn’t in it
anymore.

He couldn't get his mum's words out of his head.

Bidu 2 had been his best friend.

They'd been together for years and Bidu 2 had kept
him company through many long, scary nights.

Leaving him forgotten on a shelf wasn't fair.

Bidu 2 deserved more than that.

Nathan was beginning to think that maybe his mum was
right.

Perhaps Bidu 2 would be happier with someone else to
love him?

Nathan put the game on pause and jumped off the
bed.

He grabbed Bidu 2, gave him one last hug and ran
after his mum.


***

 


Bidu 2 was terrified.

He had no idea what was happening.

One minute he was happy as can be, watching Nathan
playing video games, and the next he was dumped in a bin-bag,
thrown in the boot of the car and driven off.

He remembered hearing about going to a church jumble
sale.

He wondered what a jumble sale was.

And what a church was.

And where was Nathan?

Could it he that his best friend didn't love him any
more?

Was Nathan throwing him out?

Bidu 2 was so frightened that, if he could've, he
would've cried.


***

 


The car stopped and the boot opened.

Someone grabbed Bidu 2's bag and dropped it on the
floor.

Bidu 2 was shaking, convinced The End was coming.

He waited, expecting the worst...

And waited...

And waited some more...

Finally, he heard voices and felt the bag being
shaken.

Someone tipped it upside down and Bidu 2 tumbled out
onto a table, right at the bottom of a pile of wiffy old shoes and
jumpers that smelled of moth-balls.

Someone else grabbed him and threw him onto a
different table covered in battered and broken toys.

Bidu 2 got stuck with an old red train, a blue and
yellow plastic dumper truck, a remote-controlled racing car and a
very sad looking Barbie doll with felt-tip pen all over her
face.

- What's going on? he asked, his voice trembling.
What are they going to do to us?

- No idea, replied the terrified truck, who was
almost in tears. I just got here.

- Me too, blubbed the train.

- It's a jumble sale, explained the sad looking
painted Barbie.

Bidu 2 looked around.

They were in a large, white room, with tables all
around the walls.

Each table was loaded with stuff and there was a
person standing by each table.

Like a guard.

Probably to stop anyone escaping, thought Bidu 2.

- What's a jumble sale? he asked Barbie.

- This, said Barbie, pointing at the tables. We wait
here. If we're lucky, someone takes us home.

- And if we're not?

- We get put in a stuffy old box until the next
jumble sale.

- How do you know? asked Bidu 2.

- Because that's what happened to me, replied Barbie
with a sniff.

A chubby lady with a big smile interrupted them.

She was waving her arms to get everybody’s
attention.

- Are! You! Ready?! she cried.

- Yes! replied everybody.

- Then let's go!

And with that, the chubby lady opened the doors and a
mass of people poured in.


Bidu 2 had never seen so many people.

It was like the crowd at a football game.

The people came rushing up to the tables.

They grabbed hold of Bidu 2, picked him up, checked
him out, poked him, prodded him, pulled at him, squeezed him and
stretched him.

Then they dropped him back on the table.

Once he even fell on the floor and got trodden on
before someone rescued him.

Bidu 2 was petrified.

He'd never been so scared.

Even the longest, darkest, scariest night in Nathan's
house wasn't half as scary as this.

A boy, maybe a year younger than Nathan, picked up
the racing car.

- Does it work? he asked.

- Yep, replied the man looking after Bidu 2's table.
Just needs batteries.

- How much do you want?

- Two quid, said the man.

- How about one fifty?

- Done!

The boy handed over the money and ran off.

Probably to buy some batteries.

- Bye! called the car, smiling.

- Bye, replied Bidu 2, the train, the truck and
Barbie, all hoping they would be chosen next.


Not long after, a lady bought the train and a man
bought the truck.

It was then that Bidu 2 saw that Barbie was
crying.

- Why are you crying? he asked.

- Because I'm ugly, replied Barbie. I've been to
three jumble sales already. No one ever takes me home. I've spent
months in that stuffy old box. If no one takes me today, they'll
throw me on the rubbish tip. I'm sure of it.

Bidu 2 didn't know what to say. He shuddered,
remembering what people had said about him.

- This bear’s missing an eye!

- His ear's falling off!

- He's bald! He's got no fur on his tummy!

If nobody wanted Barbie, they certainly wouldn't want
Bidu 2.


***

 


Time passed and the tables got emptier and
emptier.

There were only a few people left now and with each
passing minute Bidu 2 got more and more worried.

He didn't want to spend months in a stuffy old box
and he definitely didn't want to get thrown on a rubbish tip.

Poor old Bidu 2 was losing hope when a little girl
arrived at the table.

Bidu 2 tried to look his best, hoping to attract her
attention, but the girl picked up Barbie.

- That's a real, genuine Barbie, that is, said the
man.

- How much is she? asked the girl.

- To you, one pound.

- But she's dirty, said the girl, scratching at the
pen marks on Barbie's face.

- I'm sure it'll come off with a bit of soap and some
elbow grease, said the man, and if not, tattoos are all the rage
these days. You could draw some more. She'd be a tattooed Barbie. I
bet none of your friends have got one of those!

The girl thought for a moment.

- I haven't got a pound, she said, stroking Barbie's
yellow hair.

- Well, how much have you got?

The girl pulled some coins out of her pocket and
began to count them.

- I've got fifty-five pence.

The man closed an eye and rubbed his chin.

- Hmm, he said, pretending to think really hard. Tell
you what, give me fifty and I'll call it a good deal.

The girl grinned and handed over the money.

The man grinned back.

Sad Barbie wasn’t sad any more.

She grinned as she waved goodbye to Bidu 2.

Bidu 2 didn't grin.

Now he was the sad one.

But he did wave goodbye, because he was happy that
Barbie had finally found a new home.


***

 


Outside, the day was fading.

Inside, so were Bidu 2's hopes of not spending the
next few months in a stuffy old box.

The people were starting to go home.

The jumble sale was almost finished and Bidu 2 was
all alone with a load of old toys that no one would possibly
want.

Just as they were closing down and sweeping the
floor, a crooked old lady came up to the table.

Her hair was white as snow, her clothes were black as
night, and she walked very slowly.

The
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