
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
Learned Counsel and the Three Bears:

A Tale for Precocious Children, ages
7-107.

By Max G. Bernard

 


Smashwords Edition

http://www.smashwords.com

Copyright 2010 Max G. Bernard, all
rights reserved

On the cover: "Three Bears," a drawing by
Arthur Rackham (1867-1939), now in the public domain.

 


Once upon a time, a long, long time ago, there
were three bears that lived in the forest.

 


A forest, in case you have never visited one,
is a rather boring place with very few movie theaters, very few
bars, and – in most forests – even Pizza Huts are few and far
between. The three bears, although relatively ignorant of the
source of their plight, knew that something was missing.

 


One day, in an attempt to discern the reason
for their boredom, they decided to hold a meeting.

 


Papa Bear, noting that all bears were present
and accounted for, called the meeting to order.

 


“I am sick of this lousy forest!” Mama Bear
yelled, “Why don’t we ever go anywhere? Why don’t we ever do
anything? Why don’t we ever go visit anyone? Why doesn’t anyone
ever come to visit us?”

 


“Yeah!” Baby Bear said. “I’m sick of it too.
Same crummy food all the time. Nothing to do, no one to play with.
Who needs it? Let’s get out of here.”

 


Papa Bear thought that Baby Bear’s suggestion
was rash and impulsive.

 


“Where would we go? Who knows what lies outside
of the forest? I’d be scared to leave! At least here we’re familiar
with the surroundings. We know our way around. I’ve lived here all
my life and I don’t want to go!”

 


Mama Bear wasn’t sure.

 


“Papa Bear may be right, you know,” she said.
“Unpleasant though the forest may be, maybe we should just grin and
bear it.”

 


“Well. I’m leaving!” Baby Bear exclaimed, “and
I don’t care whether you to come with me or not! Stay here for all
I care! I need to get out of here!”

 


Unable to dissuade Baby Bear from leaving, Papa
Bear acquiesced. Packing up his few belongings in a pouch, Baby
Bear set out at dawn the next day to leave the forest and see the
world.

 


As he emerged from the final group of trees at
the edge of the forest, Baby Bear waved a fond farewell both to
Mama and Papa and to the various other animals who had gathered to
see him off, many disbelieving of the idea that he would really
dare to leave.

 


“He’s nuts,” the squirrels commented to each
other. “Who?” said the Owl, having overheard only part of the
conversation. But the squirrels were silent and did not
respond.

 


“Don’t forget to write!” Mama Bear
exclaimed.

 


“And son,” Papa Bear whispered, “watch out for
hunters.”

 


“I’m not a cub anymore,” Baby Bear said
angrily. “I can take care of myself. I’m not frightened of any
hunters.” But he did promise to write from time to time to let them
know he was alright.

 


Turning his back on the forest after one final
fond goodbye, Baby Bear slowly sauntered off into the clearing,
climbed over the hill and entered the valley below, which he had
never seen before.

 


In the valley, he saw a small village at the
side of a river.

 


“I think I’ll check this out,” Baby Bear said
to himself. Getting more excited by the second at the prospect of
seeing how another species lived, tantalized by the prospects of
as-yet-unknown wonders, sights and sounds and smells that had never
before pierced his sensory organs, he ceased his saunter and
started to speed up to what approximated a gallop (for a bear, that
is).

 


“Welcome to Turnerville,” read the sign.
“Population 200, Maya Turner, Mayor.” Baby Bear stopped and read
the sign, then strolled into Turnerville’s main street.

 


Bedazzled by the glittering array of stores the
main street had, Baby Bear wasn’t sure what to do first. There was
a toy store. A store with all kinds of clothes. A McDonalds
restaurant. A music and CD store. A book store. A grocery. An
Internet cafe. A news stand. And there, at the very end of the
block, was a very sleazy looking bar.

 


After a few moments consideration, Baby Bear
opted for the sleazy bar. Attempting to appear casual, he pushed
open the barroom door, walked up to the counter, and sat down on a
stool.

 


“Hi Guy!” said the bartender, a short balding
man with a cheerful smile. “What’ll it be?”

 


“Let me see,” Baby Bear answered. “I guess I’ll
have a honey and cider, if you can make that.”

 


“What kind of drink is that?” the bartender
questioned, suddenly turning grim and losing his smile. “Let’s see
some identification. I don’t think I’ve seen you here in
Turnerville before. I’m not so sure you should be in here at
all.”

 


Baby Bear was a little taken aback, but he
promptly reached into his pouch, and pulled out his identification
cards, including his A-Bearican Express card, his birth
certificate, and a number of other items.

 


“Not good enough!” the bartender exclaimed
after examining the cards. “We don’t take credit cards (and I can’t
rightly say as I’ve heard tell of this one anyway). And THIS.” He
said (pointing to the birth certificate), says that you’re a BEAR!
We don’t serve BEARS! Now get out of here and don’t come
back!”

 


Just then, in walked Mayor Maya Turner,
accompanied by her friend Ariel and closely trailed by her cat
Dilly. Mayor Maya was accustomed to taking a regular afternoon
break from her daily routine in this self-same sleazy bar.

 


Mayor Maya walked up to the counter. “Set ‘em
up,” she said. “Me and Ariel will have our usual afternoon orange
juice and Dilly will have a saucer of milk. The bartender, turning
his attention from Baby Bear for a moment said “Sure thing Mayor
Maya. Coming right up.”

 


As Maya, Ariel and Dilly all began to sip their
drinks, the bartender once again reiterated to Baby Bear, “Now get
out of here. I told you we don’t serve BEARS in here, never have,
and never will, so just you go away.”

 


Baby Bear was taken aghast at the bartender’s
attitude. Nobody in the forest had ever had any objection to bears.
He wasn’t sure just what to do. As he hesitated, the bartender
yelled at him yet again.

 


“What seems to be the trouble?” Mayor Maya
asked, perplexed by the disturbance of her afternoon gathering with
her friends. This here character is a BEAR,” the bartender said,
“Certifiably a BEAR. Says so right here. And we don’t serve BEARS
in here!”

 


“Hey man,” Mayor Maya said, “That’s no way to
be! I like bears. Why don’t you let him have a drink. Stop being so
mean.”

 


“Well,” said the bartender, “I don’t
know.”

 


“Come on now,” Mayor Maya said.

 


“Ok if you say so. Why not?” the bartender gave
in with a shrug of his shoulders.

 


“What’s your name, Bear?” Mayor Maya
asked.

 


Baby Bear had never really had a name except
for Baby, but he was kind of embearessed to say that. So, thinking
quickly and having previously had some Spanish language lessons by
correspondence, he said “My name is Oso BeBe,” (which means Baby
Bear in Spanish), “and you can call me Oso for short.”



 


“OK Oso, pleased to meet you. Welcome to
Turnerville. My name is Maya Turner and I’m the Mayor here. This is
my friend Ariel and my cat Dilly. You let me know if you have any
more trouble and I’ll take care of it. I want to make sure that
everyone who visits us here in Turnerville is treated right.”

 


“Much obliged,” Baby Bear said. “Pleased to
meet you all, I’m sure. Seems like a nice little village you have
here.” By now, the bartender had concocted a honey and cider drink
and placed it on the bar counter.

 


“Now let’s have some music,” Mayor Maya said as
she wandered over to the jukebox. After she tossed a couple of
quarters into the apparatus and punched a number of buttons, music
filled the room. “Do you dance, Oso?” she asked him.

 


“Well,” Baby Bear said, “I’m not too
experienced in that area, but my folks told me that a number of my
fore-bear-ers were dancing bears, so I bet I can pick it up real
quick!”

 


Thus commenced a dancing marathon that lasted
all afternoon and into the early evening, as Mayor Maya taught Baby
Bear all the dancing steps she knew. Baby Bear danced with Mayor
Maya, with Ariel, and even with Dilly! (Dilly was just a mite
befuddled by the whole thing and at one point scurried out of the
bar not to be seen again until very early the next morning).

 


“Last Call,” the bartender finally announced.
“I’m closing up pretty soon and you’ll all have to leave.”

 


“Awww,” Mayor Maya said, “Just when I was
having such a good time. Oh well, I guess it’s time to be going
home. Where do you live, Oso?”

 


“Well,” Baby Bear said, “I used to live in the
forest over yonder. But right now I’m on the road, traveling around
to see what I can see. I just got to Turnerville, so I don’t really
have a place to stay yet.”

 


“Why don’t you let him crash at City Hall?”
Ariel suggested.

 


“Not a bad idea!” Mayor Maya said. “That way,
I’ll be sure to see you again tomorrow and as long as you stay in
Turnerville.”

 


“Thank you,” Baby Bear replied.

 


Baby Bear soon was curled up upon a rollaway
bed in City Hall. He was tired and still excited by his new
adventures and thoughts of the new friends he had made today.

 


But he also missed some of the familiar things
about the forest. Papa Bear and Mama Bear, for instance, had always
tucked him in at night, and tonight for the first time in his life,
he was without his familial Forest Tuckers.

 


But all that was forgotten in the morning. When
Baby Bear awoke, he at first did not know where he was. But he soon
remembered and was then very curious as to what his first full day
away from the forest would bring in the way of adventures.

 


Baby Bear wandered around City Hall and took a
look at all the different offices that would soon be open. Most of
them seemed to involve either collecting taxes or giving licenses
for doing various things, like running a business. But then he was
shocked to see one office that had a sign that said, “HUNTING AND
FISHING LICENSES.”

 


He thought about Papa Bear and Mama Bear back
at the forest and about all his other animal friends and how much
they feared and hated the time of the year that the hunters with
their guns came into the forest and tried to kill the animals.

 


Just then, who should walk in but Mayor Maya,
coming to open up City Hall for the day.

 


“Good morning Oso,” she said. “Did you sleep
well? And did you see Dilly around here this morning??

 


“Very well, thank you,” Baby Bear said, “but I
haven’t seen Dilly. Don’t worry, Dilly will come back later.”

 


Baby Bear decided that he would complain about
the hunting and fishing license office to Mayor Maya. “I noticed,”
he began, “that you got an office here that gives people licenses
to shoot at us animals in the forest. I don’t like that. If you’re
really my friends, you’ll stop them from doing that here.”

 


Mayor Maya hadn’t known too much before about
what the office did, so Baby Bear briefly related the bear facts
about what the arrival of the hunters meant to him and all his
friends in the forest each year.

 


“No problem,” Mayor Maya told him. “Come with
me.”

 


Baby Bear and Mayor Maya went into the “HUNTING
AND FISHING LICENSES” office. The people behind the counter all
looked up and said, “Hello Mayor Maya. Who is that with you?”

 


“This,” Mayor Maya said, “is my new bearfriend
Oso. He got mad cause you give people licenses to shoot at his
friends in the forest. So he wants you to stop it. OK?”

 


The people in the office agreed to stop doing
it. But there was still the problem of hunters who already had
licenses. So they decided to keep the office open to revoke the
licenses. And they put up a new big sign that said “LIBERTY FOR
BEARS MEANS NO LICENSES FOR HUNTERS.”

 


“Thanks Maya,” Baby Bear said. “Now let me see
what you do in your job here at City Hall.”

 


***

 


Meanwhile, a few days later, back at the
forest...

 


All the animals wondered how Baby Bear was
getting on. Many of them missed him.

 


One afternoon, when there was a community
meeting, one of the chipmunks suggested that they should all go out
and visit Baby Bear. (By now, they had received his first postcard
and knew that he was visiting Turnerville). After much wrangling,
they all agreed to it, and wrote Baby Bear a letter to tell him
that they would be arriving later that week.

 


The Turnerville that greeted their eyes when
they arrived was far different from the town that Baby Bear had
first entered. All of Turnerville’s stores and houses were decked
out with festive decorations to greet the forest animals, because
of a proclamation by Mayor Maya that this was to be Forest Animal
Week.

 


The sleazy bar (which had earlier refused to
serve Baby Bear) had decided to capitalize on the expected visitors
and so now bore a huge banner proclaiming “BOOZE FOR BEARS!” The
grocery store had laid in extra supplies of honey, nuts for the
squirrels, and a variety of other animal delicacies.

 


After a brief and pleasant visit, the animals
returned to the forest only to find about twenty trucks with crews
of men busy cutting down the trees. A big sign said that the forest
was to be converted into a condominium development.

 


“Rats!” said the squirrels.

 


“You’re right,” said Mama Bear. “Rats are
probably the only animals they’re going to let live in these
condominiums.”

 


“What’s a condominium anyway?” asked the
Owl.

 


“And we thought you were supposed to be so
smart and wise,” a visiting Polar Bear retorted. “Everyone knows a
condominium is a unique modern urban development in estates in
land. The dwellers of these apartments, rather than holding a fee
simple absolute, fee simple determinable, or fee simple subject to
a condition subsequent, hold the totality of ownership rights in
their own apartments, and an undivided interest in the land itself
and in the common areas of the building. To wit: the hallways,
basement and attic, thus allowing them ingress and egress to their
own apartment dwelling units, making all equally responsible for
the maintenance costs of the common areas and yet creating a unique
modern situation in which persons do hold an interest in land, yet
the specific land in which their interest lies (that is to say, the
particular portion of the land held in common by the building)
cannot be pointed out.”

 


Taking a deep breath, and looking around to see
if the other animals were impressed by his wisdom, the Polar Bear
continued. “While the interest in the land is an undivided
interest, it is, nonetheless, alienable, descendable and
devisable—that is, it can be sold, can be passed on through
inheritance through the intestate laws of the state (if the
decedent croaks without a will), and can be subject to devise via a
specific bequest in a valid written will passing on the interest in
land to one not the decedent’s normal heirs under the intestate
laws of the jurisdiction involved.”

 


“But ...,” the Owl attempted to interrupt.

 


“I’m not done yet,” the Polar Bear insisted.
“It theoretically would be possible to separately alienate the
interest in the land and the common areas of the building and the
dwelling unit itself. However, under the circumstances, a court
would probably develop a theory of prescriptive easement in order
to let the new owners of the dwelling unit have the rights of entry
and exit from the premises. Furthermore...”

 


“Oh shut up already!” the Owl said. “I didn’t
want to hear all that stuff. I just wanted to know what it meant
for us animals.”

 


“Well,” said the Polar Bear, “If that’s all you
want to know, I must say that your outlook on these questions is
very narrow. It is only through understanding things in their
generality that we can go from perceptual to rational knowledge.
Although it is ultimately true, I suppose, and must concede, that
the general resides in the particular.”

 


“Come on,” said the Owl, “I mean what can we
DO!”

 


“Oh, you are a pure pragmatist, huh, the
immediate act is everything, but theory and the ultimate goal is
nothing?” the Polar Bear sneered.

 


“I know,” the Lion said. “I’ll rush up and bite
these people and make them go away.”

 


“You can’t do that,” said the Polar Bear. ”That
would be assault and battery.”

 


“I’d rather have a salt and pepper myself,”
growled the Lion. “But I’ll eat ‘em raw and unseasoned if I have
to!”

 


“Speaking of seasons,” insisted the Owl, “the
seasons will be changing soon, so this is serious. What can we
do?”

 


“Not to worry,” exclaimed the Polar Bear. “I’ll
just go to court.”

 


“This is no time to think of your love life,”
chuckled the chipmunks.

 


“No, I mean I’ll go to court to try to stop
them from tearing down our forest,” the Polar Bear explained.

 


“Can you do that?” the Owl questioned.

 


“Where I come from,” the Polar Bear
pontificated, “I do that all the time. Now I admit that the courts
in this jurisdiction may be poles apart from where I usually
practice, but I’m sure that my services will be to your
satisfaction. And my contingent fee will be quite reasonable, you
will find. I think it is important that we beat these land
developers to the punch and get to court before they file an action
for ejectment against us. After all, it is better generally to be
the suer than the sue-ee.”

 


“Yaay! Sue-ee!” cried the pigs, awakening from
a drowsy slumber. “Time to eat again! Yaay!”

 


“Oh go back to sleep!” moaned the Owl. “Once
again, you have totally misunderstood.”

 


The pigs, however, firmly convinced that
someone was hiding the food from them, remained alert and now
listened carefully as the Polar Bear continued to expound on the
various tactics and alternatives available to the animals of the
forest.
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