
Once upon a time there were three bears, Papa Bear, Mom Bear and little baby Ralphie.  They lived in the Seaside Trailer Park behind the Chevron station in Santa Maria.


One day Mom Bear decided she had to get out of the house or go crazy.  She was sick of washing, cleaning, cooking and mending.


“Papa, take us out to dinner!  I want to go to the golden arches,” said Mom Bear.


“Take a hike.  I’m watching the new TV show, King Kong Meets the Fonz,” growled Papa.

“I mean it, turkey.  Either we go out to eat or I go out on strike.  It’s McDonalds or starve, buster,” howled Mom.


Just then baby Ralphie ran through the front door with a crash.


“I thought I told you to open the door before you run through it!” yelled Papa.


“Golly gee, dad,” replied Ralphie, “I’m sure sorry.”


“I’ll say you’re sorry.  I never should have brought you home from the hospital.  I’d have been better off to hand you back to the doctor for a refund!” said Papa Bear.


“Now don’t you go picking on my poor little baby!” screamed Mom Bear.


Papa Bear just growled while inspecting the damage to the door.


“It’ll cost me plenty to fix that, you know,” he said.


Finally the argument ended and the family piled into their old, green and purple, broken down, dilapidated Ford Bronco for the forty mile drive into Redwood City for dinner.  It would be several hours before their return and little did they know what would happen.


Meanwhile, a well known fugitive from the local youth authority, Little Red the Hood, was nearing the bear’s house after escaping from the local jail.


“Hey, not bad.  This place looks like just what I need to dodge the law and lay low for awhile,” said Little Red.


With that she slipped a lock pick from amongst her luxuriant curls, knelt down and began to work on the front door’s lock.  Within a few minutes she found herself inside checking the house for any inhabitants.


After assuring herself she was alone, Little Red suddenly realized how hungry she felt.  She hadn’t eaten since escaping from prison the day before.  Heading for the kitchen, she flipped on the radio to check the latest newscasts for information regarding the manhunt she was responsible for.


“..and that brings us to the local news.  Tonight’s big story concerns the ongoing attempts by all local law enforcement agencies to locate and capture that most dangerous of criminals, Little Red the Hood.


Last seen skulking in the bushes near Redwood City, Little Red is believed to be in the area, armed and extremely dangerous.”


When Little Red arrived in the kitchen, she discovered the table had been set for three.  One place had a very large bowl.  Little Red considered for a moment before concluding she wasn’t that hungry.


The next place setting was decorated in a dainty floral pattern, one which no self respecting gangster would eat from.  That left the third place setting.  It wasn’t too big and was plain white.


“This will be just perfect!” exclaimed Red.


She took the bowl over to the stove, upon which sat a cauldron of bubbling soup.   As she lifted the lid, a marvelous aroma arose from the pot.


“Not bad.  Not bad at all,” she said.


When Red finished eating the soup, she realized she felt extremely fatigued.  It takes a lot out of a person, dodging the law and sneaking around in the underbrush, you know.  So, with heavy lids, she began hunting for a place to catch a few winks.


The first bed she found was a huge, hard king-size.  The second was a soft queen-size.  The third was a medium-soft twin that would be just perfect.  Slipping out of her well worn Army boots, Red flopped onto the bed to catch forty winks.


Meanwhile, back in Redwood City, the bear family was just finishing up with dinner.


“I want a hot apple pie!” screamed Junior.  “I want a hot apple pie!  I want…”


Smack!


“Pipe down or I’ll give you a knuckle sandwich for dessert!” snarled Papa.

Finally, the bear family left McDonalds, climbed into their Bronco, and drove off toward home.  Thirty minutes past nine, they pulled to a halt in the driveway with the car’s headlights illuminating the front door.  It was obvious someone had broken in.

“Hey, Pop!  We’ve been ripped off!” Baby Ralphie shouted excitedly.

“Oh dear.  Oh my.  Oh gracious,” stammered Mom Bear.

Papa Bear leapt from the Ford and ran towards the neighbor’s house to call the police while Ralphie continued jumping up and down in the back seat.

“We’ve been ripped off!  We’ve been ripped off!  We’ve been…”

Whap!

“Want another dessert?” growled Mom.

Soon the faint sounds of sirens could be heard in the distance.


In a few moments the Redwood City Police arrived and surrounded the house.  Sergeant Smith stepped forward with a bullhorn and shouted, “All right, we’ve got you surrounded!  Come out with your hands up or you’re dead meat!”


Inside, Little Red was busily checking over her hand grenades, bazooka and submachine gun.  In the grand old tradition of Bonnie and Clyde, she vowed not to be taken alive.  Unfortunately, she didn’t consider the effectiveness of modern tear gas.


Crash, tinkle, tinkle!  A gas canister smashed through the plate glass window and clouds of billowing, choking, gagging smoke erupted inside the house.


The scene at the bear’s house continued to be quite incredible.  Police rushed this way and that with searchlights and drawn guns.  Baby Ralphie hopped enthusiastically up and down while, above it all, the booming voice of Sergeant Smith continued to request Little Red’s surrender.  Meanwhile, tear gas continued to pour out the broken window.


Finally, the tear gas cleared up but still, Little Red had not come out to give up.  Time passed and Sergeant Smith grew impatient.


“All right, we’re coming in to get you!” he shouted and, on his signal, the men in blue rushed the house, smashing through the door, (which had just been fixed if you will recall) and searched the house.  There was no Little Red to be found.


Incredulously the men scampered throughout the entire house a second time but their additional searching was fruitless.  Baffled, the police looked in the bushes around the house, set up more roadblocks and called in a helicopter, but Red was never recaptured.


So if you ever see a tough-looking little girl with a tattoo wearing a red cape, run, don’t walk, in the opposite direction.
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