Jack Wakes Up
Jack Beansworth of Pinto Paddock woke up late one morning. Or… was it afternoon, he
wondered. ‘Lazy Jack’, his mother would sometimes call him. Speaking of mother, she was
oddly absent, Jack realised. Her disappearance gave him quite the shock, for she had been ill
of late. Too ill to leave the house anyhow. Jack had never been separated from his mother
before. That realisation saw his shock turn to fright. “Muuuuuuuuum!” he cried, nervously.

Jack hurried around the house, as quick as his little legs would allow. Mother was not on the
couch, she was not on the toilet, and she certainly was not downstairs cooking breakfast. To
that, Jack’s stomach grumbled. Who will make my porridge now? he worried. Who was going
to buy him candy, tuck him into bed at night, or protect him from the massive, menacing
monsters of the world?
One last and mighty yell rang through the house, “Muuuuuuuuuuuuuuum!”
That was as good as little Jack could give. His cheeks began to glow red, and his bright-blue
eyes welled with tears.

Maybe Moo-Moo knows where she is! Jack burst into the paddock and looked around,
seeking the family cow. By the fence, eating her breakfast, he spotted Moo-Moo!
“You know where mother is, don’t you, girl?”
All Moo-Moo could say in response was, "Moo."
That’s right! thought Jack.

Jack could not afford to mess around much longer. He needed his mother, and he needed her
quick. If he was to find her, he needed to think like her. Where then would his mother be on a
fine, Sunday morning? He scratched his pink, pointy chin. “The market, of course!”

Jack kicked on his green shoes, threw on his green coat, and flicked on his green hat. Jack in
the green, he appeared to be. Then he glanced over to his companion and said,
"Let’s go, Moo-Moo. We're going for a walk to the market. That's where she’ll be!"
Jack petted the big, black and white cow on the back of its butt, and just like that, the two of
them were off.

Jack Goes to Market
“I've never walked this road alone before,” Jack informed Moo-Moo.
“Moo,” mooed Moo-Moo.
“Don’t worry,” Jack reassured his companion. “We’ll see mother again soon. I promise.”
Or else we’re both minced meat, he accepted. On that note, the two kept pushing forward.

Almost as if bursting from thin air, a disturbing figure surfaced.
“Oh, darling boy,” cackled a nasty voice. “You must be Jack?”
Jack’s face went snow-white. “H-h-h…how do you know my name?”
“You’re looking for your mother, aren’t you, sweet boy? She told me all about you.”
The lady was aged and hunched over, Jack saw. And her nose was warped and full of warts.
“And you must be Moo-Moo.” She looked at the cow, licking her dry, thin lips.
Jack stared at the old lady, puzzled; to which she laughed, “Oh, where are my manners? My
name is Jill. Say, you give me that adorable cow, and I shall guide you to your mother.”
Jack looked the strange lady up and down, “W-w-w… How?”
“Why, with magical beans, of course!” her yellow teeth presented a ghastly smile.
“Hand over the cow, and I shall gift these to you.” The old lady held out her bony hand and
presented Jack three, wondrous beans. “Take them, and you will see your mother again.”
With despair on his face, Jack looked at Moo-Moo, then brought the cow forward.
“I’m sorry, Moo-Moo. I need to find mother. We will come back for you, I promise.”
The old lady licked her lips once more. “So, it’s settled then. Now, give her to me, dear.”

Jack frowned! He leapt forward swiftly, snatched the beans, kicked the old wretch in the shin,
and grabbed Moo-Moo by the collar! The duo sprinted off, back down the hill.
“The cow, boy!” the old lady panted, as she gave chase. “Give. Me. The. Cow!”
“Don’t look back. Keep running, girl!” Jack said with a cow in one hand and beans the other.
Jack pressed on, before suddenly, his foot whacked into the overgrown root of a tree. Next
thing he knew, he was tumbling and bumbling, head over heels. The old lady kept chasing.

Jack and Jill raced down the hill,
Moo-Moo the prize they desired.
Jack fell down and broke his crown… and to darkness he retired.

The Beanstalk

Light returned to Jack. He rubbed his eyes and looked around, trying to regain focus.
“Moo-Moo?” There was no answer, not a cow in sight. Where am I? Jack picked himself up
and started feeling dizzy. What happened? His feet carried him forward, until suddenly, he
stopped and gazed up. Jack’s heart paused for just a moment.

HUMONGOUS!
MAGNIFICENT!
ASTONISHING!
UNBELIEVABLE!

Casting one almighty shadow, there stood a colossal beanstalk. Jack had most certainly never
beheld anything like it in his life.

If only you were here to see this, mother. And just like that, the thought of mother sparked
something in his mind. “The beans!” Jack searched his pockets, checked his sleeves, even
inspected inside his ears. Not only had Moo-Moo vanished, so too had the three magical
beans.
Jack knew for certain now where his mother was. “I’m coming, mother!”
With new-found energy, Jumping Jack landed onto the first branch of the beanstalk. One
hand moved up, then the other. Next thing Jack knew, he was climbing.

Up,
Up,
Up,
Jack went.
Into the clouds he climbed. Don’t look down… don’t look down! “I’ll find you, mother. And
soon, everything will be alright again!” Just like that, Jack ascended into the light.

The World in the Clouds

The world in the clouds was fascinating, though, not quite what Jack had imagined. After
climbing for quite some time, he was relieved to find solid ground. He made his way along a
shiny, yellow path, caressing his blistered hands that had once clutched three magical beans.
His head was no longer sore, he realised. His body, however, was awfully fatigued.
The path ended abruptly. The clouds that once lingered around Jack’s ankles had all faded.
The land started to appear rather similar to what Jack had known back home. Though,
everything was much bigger here. Ahead stood a large, yet friendly-looking forest. By now,
Jack knew better than to go into unknown places alone, but what else was he to do? It is my
duty to find mother! He took a deep breath and brushed his way past the first line of trees.

The forest was not as welcoming as Jack had foreseen. For every chirp of a bird, there was
the chilling squeal of some unknown. Suddenly, a loud nearby noise took Jack by surprise.
“Hello?” he muttered, cautiously. The bushes began to shake. “Anyone there?”
He picked up a branch and held it out in front. “Moo-Moo? Is that you?”

POOF! Leaves burst from the bush, and out popped a tiny menace! Jack went to give it a
whack. His body trembled at first, but then, he dropped the branch and felt at ease.
“Why, hiya, friend!” giggled the creature. “You seem lost. Not a nice place to be lost in.”
“I’m looking for my mother. Have you seen her?”
“Oh, I’m sorry, pal. I’m afraid I haven’t. But perhaps my parents will know!”

Jack was thrilled by the possibility of some much-needed help. In fact, he was just glad to
have some company. “My name’s Jack,” he announced.
“Pleased to meet you, Jack. They all call me Baby Bear!”
The little bear pointed to his left. “I have a pony, we can ride it back. Now come, follow me!”

The Three Bears

Jack and Baby Bear trotted along. The trees faded into the background, and in front of them,
a small cottage appeared. Working round and round the garden was a much larger bear.
“Why, that’s my papa. We call him… Papa Bear,” Baby Bear hooted.
“Baby Bear, you are home,” Papa Bear said with a smile. “And who might you be, partner?”
“I’m Jack. I need to find my mother.”
“Your mother? Golly, that’s no good. Let me fetch Mama Bear. We’ll figure something out.”
“Jack is my favourite friend, Papa,” declared Baby Bear. “Say, can he stay with us?”
Papa Bear giggled, “Just help him off of Neigh-Neigh, son. I’ll speak with mama.”
Emerging from the cottage was Mama Bear. She examined the bother on her husband’s face.
“Say, dear, what’s Baby Bear up to?”
“Oh, he’s just helping Jack, off the pony,” answered Papa Bear.
“He’s what?” Mama Bear exclaimed.
“Mama!” interrupted Baby Bear. “This is Jack. He can’t find his mother.”
“Oh my,” cried Mama Bear. “Come inside, Jack.”
Jack explained everything. Papa Bear placed an arm around Jack’s shoulder. Baby Bear wept.
“You poor thing,” consoled Papa Bear.
“You must be so exhausted,” added Mama Bear.
“He can rest in my room!” offered Baby Bear. “I’ll even tuck him in.”
“Why, how considerate of you, son,” Papa Bear said, proudly.
“Say, Jack, do you like porridge?” Mamma Bear asked.
Jack was full of joy. “I’m so hungry, I could eat a pon-… I mean, I love porridge, truly!”
“Well, have yourself a sleep, and when you wake up, there will be porridge waiting for you.”

An Unexpected Visitor

Jack had just woken from the grandest sleep he had in quite some time. The first thing he
noticed, as he stretched his arms, was the note that lay on the doona:
Dear Jake
We have gone for a walk
Porrij is cooling downstares
We will all eat toogether when we get back
See you soon
Luv Baby Bear

Not for the first time, it seemed, Jack had found himself alone in an empty house. Although,
the snores he heard from the other side of the bed suggested otherwise. That’s… odd, thought
Jack. Even stranger was the cold, tiny feet that rubbed against his hip. Jack jumped out of the
sheets and screamed until his face turned blue.
“That was quite the alarm,” said the girl, as she pushed the golden locks away from her eyes.
“Thanks for waking me, kid. Those bears will be back any minute now. Boy, they’re going to
be mighty grumpy when they see what you did.”

And just like that, the girl took off. Jack was too confused to feel concerned. As he ambled
his was down the stairs, he tried to process what had just happened.
In the loungeroom, Jack wasn’t overly encouraged by what lay in front of his eyes. Spread
across the rug was Baby Bear’s little rocking chair. Or at least, what remained of it. Matters
only became worse once he entered the kitchen. Sitting on the table were four bowls. That
was all well and good, Jack knew. What wasn’t so good was the clear lack of porridge.
Jack felt uneasy in the tummy, and it wasn’t from hunger this time. It’s okay, he thought. I’ll
just explain everything. Jack knew the bears would completely understand.

Goldilocks, Begone!

The bears were nearly home, Jack saw, as he stared out the kitchen window. He took his hand
and slicked back his golden locks. Then he tucked his shirt into place, positioned his arms
behind his back, and presented a sparkling smile.
The door swung open. “Gee, I can’t wait to eat my porridge!” cheered Baby Bear.
“Oh golly, I sure am starving,” declared Papa Bear.
“I can’t wait to see the look on Jack’s face when he tastes my cooking,” added Mama Bear.
“Hey, bears. Welcome back,” announced Jack, with an unsure grin on his face. “You guys
are not going to believe what…”
“Papa…” whimpered Baby Bear. “What h-h-happened to the porridge?”
“Oh my!” observed Mama Bear. “Baby Bear’s chair is shattered!”
“Not my chair!” blubbered Baby Bear, as tears streamed from his eyes.
This clearly hadn’t unfolded as Jack had hoped.
Papa Bear roared, “Why, if this isn’t the work of that darn Goldilocks!”
Phew! Thought Jack. He understands.
Papa Bear pointed his large paw at Jack. “I should have known it was you!”
“Huh?” Jack’s grin ran away from his face.
“Gee, papa,” pleaded Baby Bear. “Surely you cannot mean it?”
“I can, and I do. We should have known better than to let this troublemaker into our home.”
“The warnings of this… this… this infamous Goldilocks had spread all over town,” wept
Mama Bear. “Yet we did not listen.”
Papa Bear crossed his arms. “Well, I hope you’re happy, Jack. I’m sure that porridge tasted
mighty-fine. I suppose we have no choice but to banish you from our cottage!”
“Papa, no!” Baby Bear flung onto his papa’s leg. “Jack is my f-f-friend.”
“I’m sorry, son. What’s done is done.”

Jack was too afraid to make eye contact with the bears. He simply picked up his hat, placed it
over his golden locks, and showed himself out the door. Tears fell onto his sleeve as he
travelled back into the woods. He took one last look at the cottage and saw Baby Bear staring
back at him through the window. Goodbye, Baby Bear.

A Place to Call Home

Jack had just chanced upon the latest forest dweller. Seamus, he liked to be called. A puny
pig who didn’t know when to stop speaking. By this stage, Jack was starting to think that
being alone wasn’t all that bad. But, he still needed all the support he could get, so he went
with the curly-tailed creature.
“My residence, this’d be, as you, young Jack, can surely see.”
“It’s, uh, a lovely place you have here.”
“Made of straw, that’s my trick. Finer stuff than wood or brick.”
Seamus put the kettle on, kettle on.
“Just one problem, you should know. There be a wolf, that comes and goes.”
“A wolf?” noted Jack. “I saw one in the woods, not long before bumping into you.”
“Oh, did you now? Poor little soul. Well I be stunned, he’d not eaten you whole.”
“He claimed he was looking for three little pigs,” informed Jack. “Oh, and something about a
girl… wearing a red hood?”
“That’d be him, as I dreaded. To me house, he’s surely headed.”
Jack didn’t even have time to finish his tea. He and Seamus were off to meet the swine’s
older brother, Willy. A proud wooden house awaited…
“This’d be Willy, he is my brother. He builds houses like no other.”
“Behold me home, ain’t it nice? Built not once, but twice and thrice.”
“And why is that?” questioned Jack.
“Because the wolf, he huffs and puffs. Blows it down, sure enough.”
Seamus screeched a long oink, “You see that, lads, by the tree? It be the wolf. We must flee!”
Willy knew exactly what to do. “Up the road, quick, let’s go! Brother Brien will guard us so.”

Despite questioning the circumstances, Jack was not taking any chances. He followed the
pigs as they made their ascent, so up the road to the brick house they went.

The Big, Bad Wolf
Despite his best efforts to blow Brien’s house down, the Big Bad Wolf eventually resigned to
plunging down the chimney instead.
“Jack be nimble, Jack be quick. I hope your plan does the trick!” Squeaked Brien, anxiously.
Jack positioned the cauldron of water carefully inside Brien’s fireplace. Despite their wishes
to run away, the three pigs agreed to stay and fight, just as Jack had urged them to.
“You cannot run forever,” insisted Jack.
“Oh, dearie me, trouble’s brewing. I hope you know what you’re doing,” replied Seamus.

Thumps and bumps echoed through the chimney as the wolf made his way into the house.
The pigs began to sweat. When Jack noticed the cauldron bubble, he remembered the time he
helped his mother boil water. We were cooking porridge together, Jack recalled, glumly.

SPLASH!

The Big Bad Wolf burst into the scorching water! An awful howl rang throughout the woods.
The pigs started twirling with joy. Seamus petted Jack on the back with his trotter.
“You did it, Jack! You’d be the kindest stranger. Now the woods-folk are free from danger!”

The three little pigs danced throughout the night, until the sun shone first light. Outside they
gathered by the trough, for it was there they sent Jack, off.

A Familiar Friend
“You changed our lives, and for the better. Now we three brothers shall live together.”
“We grew apart, ain’t that silly? Evermore, I bunk with Brien ‘n Willy.”
“I’m glad I could help,” said Jack, with a smile on his face.
“Hiya, Jack!” interrupted a familiar little voice.
“Look at that, ain’t it cute? Who be this critter you salute?” questioned Willy.
“Baby Bear!” hummed Jack. “What are you doing here?”
Baby Bear ran over to Jack and gave him a huge hug. “Why, you’re the best friend I have
ever known, Jack. I refuse to believe that you are Goldilocks. Say it isn’t so!”
“Goldilocks? You be mistaken. Off to prison she was taken,” informed Seamus.
“They caught her, or so I read. She will surely lose her head,” added Willy.
“’Twas in the paper, yes it’s true. Her thieving days are justly through,” concluded Brien.

Baby Bear looked up at Jack with watery eyes.
“He means a lot to you, this lad, Jack. How can we three pigs pay him back?”
“He needs to find his mother,” explained Baby Bear. “She is very ill.”
“Oh, how cruel, to misplace your mother. I can’t picture losing me two brothers.”
“Deep in the woods, you must return. There be a witch, with what you yearn.”
“But I stress, please be wary. For this witch is rather scary.”
“The witches house?” Baby Bear conceded. “Why, how cruel a place to intrude.”
“Come on,” implored Jack. “We haven’t much time!”
“Go on, Jack, be on your way. Perhaps we’ll meet some other day!”

The three pigs waved cheerio, as Jack and his friend readied to go. Then they wished Jack all
the best, as he prepared to finish his quest.

The Witch of the Woods

Jack and Baby Bear found a friendly guide in the deep, dark neck of the woods. As it
happened, she too was coursing for the witch’s house.
“My name is Gretel,” explained the girl in the red hood. “That cursed sorceress ate Hansel. I
will avenge my brother! Now, follow me, I’ve laid some tracks.”

The house was not nearly as spooky as Jack pictured. It almost appeared to be made of candy.
“It is but a ruse,” warned Gretel. “Do not be fooled by her trickery.”
“The three little pigs claim that she has something to help my mother,” inquired Jack.
“Yes, magic pills,” Gretel stated. “Hansel and I once sought them too.”

Jack peeked through the window, he could see a hooded figure tending an oven. He took a
deep breath and crawled past the front door. Baby Bear and Gretel were close behind.
Inside, Jack scanned the room. There, on the shelf! he detected the pills. As he crept his way
towards them, a cackling voice startled him:
“Fee-fi-fo-fum! I smell the boy with a missing mum.
Be he crippled, or be he cold, I’ll roast both he and that cow she sold!”
“Moo-Moo?!” cried Jack. “Girl, it’s me.”
“Moooooo!” answered his long-lost friend, hiding behind a couch.
“Let her go you darn-ugly witch!”
“Welcome Jack. Remember me?” smirked the old woman with the warty nose.
“How about… remember me?!” exclaimed Gretel, grinning and glaring at the vile lady.
“Oh, golly. Hurry, Jack!” hollered Baby Bear. “Get that remedy to your mother.”
“Yes! Flee, young Jack,” added Gretel. “We will deal with this miserable fiend.”
Jack could not believe the kindness of his companions. “I will never forget you guys!”
He snatched Moo-Moo and the medicine, then dashed for the door. I’m coming, mother!
Spring-heeled Jack ran away. Behind he heard the wails of someone scorching in the oven.

Jack saw the stalk pop up in a jiffy, to which his head felt rather dizzy. Next thing Jack knew,
he was plunging down, twirling and whirling ‘til he met solid ground.

Homeward Bound

Jack blinked, and blinked, and blinked some more. Everything started to become far less
fuzzy, he realised. He opened his eyes slowly and began to see the room around him. He was
most-grateful for the comfy bed, so-too the soft pillow that lay under his head. Though,
Jack’s attention was quickly drawn to that throbbin’ noggin of his. He reached for his crown.
“I wouldn’t touch that if I were you,” chuckled a gravelly voice. “Welcome back, Jack.”
“Jack…?” came another voice. A far-softer voice.
I know you, thought Jack. Mother? … “Mother!”
“Jack! Son, you’re awake! It felt like you were asleep for one-hundred years.”
“You took quite a knock to that head of yours,” suggested the gravelly voice.
“Jack, this is doctor Foster. He took great care of you. Oh my, we were so terribly worried.
Even Moo-Moo refused to leave your side.”
“Mother, I looked everywhere for you. And, and… you’re okay?”
“Why, of course,” chuckled mother. “I only had the flu, darling.”
“You should thank your mother, Jack. If it weren’t for that medicine she brought…”
“That’s right, the pills. Magic beans, she called them… crazy old thing. She said I could have
some in exchange for that cow of ours.”
“Your mother gave to you what little she had left. Luckily, it seems they’ve done the trick.”
“Last I heard, that poor old lady was heading down the road to fetch Moo-Moo,” explained
mother. “Nice woman, if not a little odd. Oh, but I do wonder what happened to her?”
…
It was quite some time before the bandages came off and Jack’s golden locks were allowed to
flow again. The doctor told Jack to take it easy, then, he gave a chummy smile and allowed
the adventurous little boy to leave. Jack grasped Moo-Moo by the collar with one hand, and
his mother’s hand with the other. Together, the three of them went home.

Up Jack got, and home did trot,
with mother and Moo-Moo.
He went to bed to mend his head… with the porridge he was due.

