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Having no income is a hardship. Most folks don’t think of this, but there is an inverse effect in 

the social norm when it happens all round. Those at the top are affected much more than the 

folks at the bottom. When you’re at the bottom, you have nothing left to give up and you already 

know what it takes to survive. It’s a way of life, and you live it. Those at the top, having a long 

way to fall, are more frantic and prone to ‘not thinking things through’.  

This is a story of one of those times.  

When the stock market crashed, It crashed hard. Robert Mural was, at one moment, on top of the 

world. He was in his mahogany lined penthouse office sipping on an expensive scotch whiskey 

when the tickertape began sounding like a crazed thing with teeth hell bent on chewing him up. 

A moment later he was on the ledge of window looking down at the cold concrete below. 

Perhaps if he jumped, he would actually fly like that fellow in a radio show he’d recently 

heard… wind whipping his coat tails behind him while he held his arms out bird like. 

That was the last thing he remembered thinking before he woke to the smell of something 

cooking. He also heard a rough growl that said, “You’d better wake up and eat or yur gonna die.” 

Opening an eye… just one of them… he found himself in what could only be described as a one 

roomed hovel. He was in the only bed, and the person that growled at him was bent over a single 

pot hanging over a fire in a small stone fireplace. At first he thought it was someone wearing a 



huge fur coat… and then he realized that someone was an actual Bear. The Bear, obviously 

aware it was being looked upon, snorted.  

“Y’all rich types amaze me,” she said. Obviously it was a she as it was clothed in a simple dress 

upon which an apron hung to protect that which was apparently precious to her. 

Robert, never one to run away from a challenge, rose to the occasion… sort of. “How so?” he 

croaked. 

The Bear turned to look at him. Her fur was sparse around her face, and gray around her snout. 

“You’re all so happy and ego-tiss-tic-al when you’re on top of the world. When the crash finally 

comes, and it don’t matter what game you’re playing, you go off the deep end and want to end it 

all.” 

“I wasn’t…” he began, but she cut him off. 

“You was standing upon the ledge of a window try’n to decide if you should hold your breath 

when you jumped like you were diving into one of your fancy cement ponds.” 

The former Wall Street banker opened his other eye. “Apparently I at least had the guts to take 

the plunge.” 

“No ya didn’t,” she replied, scooping out a good helping from the pot, which she’d swung out 

from the fire. “You came here.” 

“I came here?” 

“Not of your choosing,” she replied, handing over a steaming bowl of something that smelled 

pretty good. “You got yanked out of there and slammed down in my yard. I heered this 

‘ahhhhhhhHHHHHHH….’ sorta noise and then ker plap. That was you hit’n the ground.” 

“I see. I’m in Purgatory then.” 

“I’d pinch you, so you’d know this is not so, but you’d spill your soup. “Eat it and then get up. 

We’ve got work to do.” 

“Work?” 

“You want to eat, you have to work for it. Roots don’t dig themselves, do they?” 

“Roots?” the man asked, sampling his soup. It was good, though slightly bitter. 

“What do you think you’re eating? They’re free for the digging; you just have to know what 

you’re looking for and where to look.” 

***** 



Once he was up, Robert found he was still dressed in his silk suit. Tossing the jacket onto the 

bed, he moved closer to the Bear and asked, “What now? I take it this is where I get my lesson in 

humility?” 

The big she Bear turned from her place at the small sink and slapped him across the face with a 

huge fore paw. This knocked him to the dirt floor, after which she got right in his face and 

roared. During this moment, the bankers brain recorded that her breath reeked, her teeth were 

yellowish and of these she was missing more than a few. Suddenly he had a brand new definition 

of a Bear Market. It suddenly occurred to him, ‘if he was already dead, why was he suddenly so 

afraid of dying?’ 

Straightening up from her sudden outburst, the big sow told him, “My name is Matilda. That’s 

Miss Matilda since I ain’t never found a man. I’m thinking maybe this is my punishment… or 

maybe my lesson! How is it I know you’re a man?! I’ve never seen the likes of you before!” She 

took a deep breath and calmed herself. “How is it too, that I know’d all about what you were 

a’do’n before ya plapped down in my little yard?” There was a moment’s quiet at the two stared 

at each other. Finally she said, “If you want to eat, you come with me. If’n you want to die… do 

nothing, and starve. I think it’s pretty obvious you can’t fly.” 

“How did you know about my thinking of killing myself?” 

The Bear blinked. “Maybe I dreamt something strange last night and all of it just came back to 

me. All I know is dy’n ain’t the answer.” 

Her warning did not fall upon deft ears. As soon as she was clear of what served as a door, the 

man was up and right behind her. He stopped on the small porch as, once again, their eyes met. 

This time she was smiling, and holding out a digging instrument.  

“This here is called a stick,” she told him. “You use it to dig roots or to loose the soil in the 

garden so the weeds will pull easily. You’re lucky because I did that yesterday. Today is a forest 

day.” 

“What’s a forest day?” he asked, accepting the stick.  

“That’s where we go to the forest and hunt for roots, mushrooms, and berries. Food wise it won’t 

be what you’re used to, but it will keep you fed so long as you’re good at gathering.” 

***** 

The day was passed with little talk. Occasionally Matilda would point and Robert would dig. 

When he found a particularly large root he’d hold it up and smile. She, in turn, would mutter 

something like ‘good’n’, or ‘yup’, or ‘that’ll do’. He would then toss it into her basket. When 

they were done with their root digging, she led him to her ‘very secret’ mushroom patch. It was 

unusually full so the picking didn’t take too long with just a few eaten to assuage their hunger 



pains. On the way out, the banker even spotted onion grass growing in one corner of a field they 

were walking through. 

“Good eyes,” Matilda told him, and then plopped herself down near where the banker was 

pulling up handfuls of the grass. “Take only what we need,” she advised, “And leave the rest to 

grow. You pull it all out now and you’ll be a’want’n tomorrow. Just remember where you found 

it.” 

He looked up at her. “That sounds just like the advice I gave one of my clients yesterday. Pity 

the advice wasn’t worth a plug nickel. The stock market crashed and now his investment is 

worthless.” 

The Bear pulled out a handful of the grass and cleaning off the dirt, sampled it. “Nice taste to it. 

This’ll flavor tomorrow’s soup pretty well I’m thinking.” 

“What kind of soup are you going to make?” 

She laughed. “Whatever it is we find today.” Seeing something on the ground, she leaned down 

and plucked a small red berry and threw it at him. It bounced off of his chest, leaving a red mark 

on the silk shirt. 

“What’s this,” he asked, reaching down to pick it up. 

“It’s a strawberry,” she told him. “Try it… they’re nice and sweet. We’ll pick us a parcel for 

desert and then tomorrow we’ll come out and pick the field so I can make strawberry preserves. 

Those will go into the pantry for the winter months and I’ll make extra for bartering at the 

Seventh Day Market in the valley.” 

“Seventh Day Market?” 

“Oh… I forgot you’re a city critter,” she teased. “We don’t got much around here, but we do, 

each in their own way, have more of one thing than another; so we meet and we barter.” She 

looked off to the other side of the field. “Sometimes we just give too.” 

“How’s that?” 

She looked back at him and snorted. “You been too long with too much in your pocket, ain’t ya? 

You toss a coin to someone once in a while and your need for charity is sated?” 

The banker found another strawberry, picked it, and tossed it at the Bear. It left a mark on her 

apron. “I suppose so.” 

She picked the berry up, smiled at him, and popped it into her mouth. “Old Wendal Hound sends 

his pup over to Mrs. Badgers once a week to read to her from whatever newspaper they happen 



to have on hand. Neither Wendal nor Mrs. Badger can read, but the young’n’s are learning since 

we all got together and built them a school.” 

“I see.” 

“Mrs. Mouse has ten children. Each of them is glad to find chores to do, but payment is not in 

coin. Sometimes it’s a scrap of cloth, or a new caught fish. Sometimes it’s just know’n that in a 

time of need that favor will be returned. My dress, as a fer instance, was made for me by Bella 

Skunk. I didn’t ask fer it, nor did I know it was being made. It just showed up on my porch one 

morning.” 

“How did you know it was from her?” 

The Bear smiled, “Her foster son Toby is a kind and gentle thing, but he’s not all that stealthy 

when it comes to dropping off surprises. Also, her stitch work was all over it, though I do suspect 

other folk had a paw in it as well.” 

“I see.” 

“I was very touched by that kindness,” she told him. 

Attention was then turned to picking berries which took them down the length of the field where 

there was a quiet stream and a shady secluded area that reminded the banker of something. 

Before he could stop himself, he was shucking off his clothes and running headlong into the 

water. 

“What are you doing?” Matilda called to him from the shore. “We haven’t got time for this… 

and besides… you’re nekid!” 

“Sure am!” he replied back, splashing water in her direction. “And it feels wonderful! All work 

and no play makes Jack a dull boy! Why don’t you join me? Show me how a Bear catches a 

fish.” 

“A proper Bear uses a fishing pole with a safety pin hook and maybe a bug or worm to put on it,” 

she called back with a smile. 

Robert laughed and rolled over to dive down into the deep part of the stream, his naked butt 

cheeks stuck well up into the air as he did so.  This caused Matilda to laugh. Digging deep into 

her basket of harvest, she came up with a precious bar of soap, suggesting she had indeed 

anticipated a swim. Rising, she stripped off her apron and dress and placed them neatly on a bush 

before plunging into the cool water, causing a small wave to make its way across the expanse of 

water and flow up onto the other side of the creek. 

***** 



Upon return to her home, (and no I have no idea what occurred at the previously mentioned 

swimming hole as I politely averted my eyes), the pair found a freshly picked bushel of corn on 

the porch. On it was a roughly written note saying, ‘Fer yer guest.’ Though they looked around, 

no one was found present, so a loud ‘thank you’ was hollered out in general. Then, said corn was 

shucked and quickly placed in the pot to boil.  

As this occurred, the man asked the Bear, “Was there ever a ‘possible’ Mr. Bear in your life?” 

Matilda was quiet for a moment, and Robert was actually worried he’d perhaps broken an 

unspoken decorum with this intrusion. “He left to the big city,” she finally told him, “Looking to 

make his fortune. I never heard from him again.” She hesitated and then asked, “What about 

you?” 

He could have answered that money had become his bride and spoken the truth. “Once,” he told 

her instead. “Just once.” 

“What happened?” 

“I ran away.” 

That night, man and Bear lay in the same bed and Robert Mural found out that Bears do snore. 

They also have a penchant for snuggling. 

***** 

“Mr. Mural… Mr. Mural… please come back off the ledge. Please, sir, it’s not all bleak. I have 

some good news!” 

The Wall Street banker blinked, coming back to where he was a day or an eon ago. “What 

possible good news could you have?” he snapped at the clerk. 

“The runner sent to place your stock order forgot to drop it off. He claims his mother came and 

took him by the ear, dragging him home before he could do so. She apparently didn’t know of 

his job and wouldn’t have approved in any case. All the money is here still!” 

Robert turned and looked at the clerk in disbelief. Then realizing where he was, almost fell. If 

not for the quickness of the clerk grabbing his braces, he would have. Once back inside the 

office, the banker told the clerk, “Send the boy a ten dollar bonus, and then contact all of our 

clients who placed their investments with us. Return their money immediately, they’re going to 

need it.” 

“Yes, sir.” 



“Then I want you to arrange a meeting with Barns’ Auction House. I wish to liquidate to protect 

our investors, and I want to open a soup kitchen. We’ll do that in the empty restaurant on the first 

floor.” 

“A soup kitchen, sir?”  

He placed a hand on the fellows shoulder. “Trust me, this will be needed over the next few years. 

People are going to be hungry like never before. Then, Mr. Lynch, I wish to place you directly in 

charge of the company. Obviously you were the only person to stand by me in this time of 

crisis… God knows you could have simply taken the money and ran off… but you didn’t. 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“Do you think you can hold it together for me for a few months?” 

The clerk, who was presently in shock from this sudden turn of events for him (indeed he’d 

entertained the fleeting fancy of running off with the money) replied in the affirmative. 

“Good,” the banker told him, “Because once I’m sure our ship is not sinking, I have somewhere 

important to go.” 

“Will you be back after that, sir?” 

“Probably, but I’m not sure… I’m truly just not sure.” 

“Where will you be going, sir?” 

“Home, Mr. Lynch… I’m going home.” He patted the man on the shoulder. “Though it may 

seem out of place under the circumstances, I intend to be doing some ‘bear naked’ swimming.” 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 


