
NATURE RAMBLES WITH UNCLE 
DICK 

Bill Finley is the Field Naturalist and Wild Life Photographer of Nature Magazine's 
staff. He has had many wild pets, whose lives he has studied and of whom he has 
taken pictures. In this and coming issues of Nature Magazine, Bill will tell Uncle 

Dick about these pets and he will pass the story on to you. 

···~ BEARS ARE FUNNY 
"BLL," I said, sitting in the easy chair on the 

porch, "of all the wild animals you have 
met, which is the most interesting?" 

Bill shook his head. He thought a moment. 
Then he said: 

"Bears, I guess. Of course they are all interest-
ing. But there is something about bears that makes 
them different. Black bears more than any others." 

"Why black bears?" I asked. 
"Seems to me as though they are the most human . 

of all the wild animals. They are almost always 
happy. They are sort of lazy like a lot of us. They 
bluff, like a lot more of us. And they are funny to 
watch. I'll bet I laughed more at the two cubs I 
had once than any other wild pets that have come 
here." 

Bill chuckled to himself. I waited for him to go 
on. When Bill chuckles I know it means a story. 

That is how Nature takes care of her wild things. 
"Well these two babies, with their soft hair and 

baby ways, had to be fed by us humans. A nurs-
ing bottle, a nipple, and warm milk gave us the way 
to do it. It did not take long for the little fellows 
to get the idea. They would take the bottle and 
roll over on their backs and suck themselves to 
sleep. But when they were hungry! My, what a 
row! They sounded just like hungry babies and 
they would never stop until you got up and heated 
the milk and gave them their bottle. But when 
they got older and ate out of a pan,-then there 
was trouble. One pan was never big enough. One 
cub could never eat alone if the other was around. 
There would always be a fight. It was usually a 
rough fight, too, because it meant that the cub that 
won got th<:; food. They would get rough, too, 
when we played with them. And it did no good to 

box their ears for rough-
ness. They only got 
rougher. They always 
seemed to like a fight 
and want to be where 
one was going on." 

"That is the way 
with bears, isn't it?" I 
asked. 

"Yes," he said, " those 
baby black bear twins 
were fun. When I got 
them they had just got 
their eyes open. One of 
them would just fit into 
my two hands, cupped 
together. You know the 
baby bear weighs less 
than a pound when he 
is born. His ma may 
weigh three hundred 
pounds. But she has got 
to feed at least two little 
fellows-sometimes it 
is three--for maybe a 
month and a half before 
she leaves her cave in 
the spring and gets 
something to eat for 
herself. So great big 
babies would be too 
much for her to nurse. 

THE HUNGRY BABY BEAR TAKES HIS MEAL OUT 
OF A BOTTLE AS THOUGH BORN TO IT 

"No," Bill replied, 
"I wouldn't say that. At 
least not so far as black 
bears and humans go. 
The only really bad 
bears, the way I see it, 
are mother bears who 
are afraid you will hurt 
their babies, bears that 
have been wounded, 
and surprised bears. Of 
course you can't tell 
just what a bear is go-
ing to do any more than 
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you can tell what people are 
going to do. And it doesn't 
pay to take chances. But out 
in the woods where bears 
are really wild you don't 
often see them. They aren't 
looking for a fight with you 
and if you leave them alone 
they will leave you alone." 

"But you must have had 
some close calls with bears," 
I insisted. 

"Oh, yes," Bill laughed, 
'Tve been scared plenty of 
times by bears. I guess the 
time I was the most scared 
was once in Yellowstone 
Park. Of course the bears 
there are protected and quite 
tame. There was a mother 
bear and a pair of cubs. Ma 
was not so friendly but the 
cubs were. One of them tod-
dled up to see me and I gave 
him a syrup can with some 
food in it. Then I sat down 
on the steps of the cook 
house to change the film in 
my camera. Suddenly around 
the corner of the house came 
his mother. 'Woof! Woof!' 
she said and started for me. 
I couldn't run. I was too 
scared to think. And I didn't 
have time. So I just sat there 
looking at mother bear. 
There were no more than 
eight feet between us when 
she put on the brakes. We 
looked right at each other. 
The minute seemed like an 
hour. My heart must have 
sounded like a drum being 
beaten. Then the old ma bear 
slowly turned and walked 
away. So did I, but in the 
other direction." Bill paused. 

"Yes," he said, "bears are 
funny." . 

"So I see," I replied. 
But I was thinking that if 

that adventure with a cross 
bear had been mine I wouldn't 
have thought it was so funny. 

NATURE MAGAZINE FOR JULY 1932 

Here is a simple drawing of the front cover of this issue of Nature Magazine. Look at the picture on the cover. Study the colors. Then see whether you can color this drawing correctly without looking again at the cover. 

• • • 
Here are ten questions about Nature. See if you know the answers or can find them out. Copy the questions on a piece of paper and write the answers. Then see these pages next month for the answers. 

1. Is a bat a bird? 
2. Do birds have teeth? 
3. What is the largest American cat? 
4. Do any birds sleep standing on one leg? 5. What do bears do in the winter? 
6. What is the State Bird of Kentucky? 
7. Is a whale a fish? 
8. What is the largest American bird ? 
9. Does the female mosquito bite? 

10. What is the smallest American bird? 
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