
































clothes before, let alone outside! Shelly and I had matching hair
cuts, and probably matching clothes as well and I remember
people asking if we were twins, or commenting on how much we
looked alike, or how skinny we were! We were very curious as to
where all the asphalt paths led to, and it was on one of our little
excursions that we came upon two twin bear cubs. They were so
cute and we wanted desperately to play with them, but we knew
the mother must be close by. We imagined all the horrible things
that could possibly happen and it scared us so bad that we
turned around and ran back to camp as fast as we could,
probably making a big fuss about it all when we got there.

Another event that I remember was when we had taken the boat,
loaded it up for the day, set out onto the lake, and beached at
some picnic grounds. Mom stayed there to relax and write letters
and wait for us to bring some fish back to cook for dinner. The
rest of us took off in the boat around the bend and hadn’t been
gone very long when a fellow in another boat caught up with us.
After inquiring if we had left our wife and mother back at this
certain place, and getting a confirmation, he proceeded to tell us
that she wanted us to come back because a big bear had rambled
into our picnic site, ransacked our grub box, stole the butter we
were going to use to fry the fish in, and had scared her to death.
She had gone to the water’s edge and screamed and yelled
because she could still see us, and thought that we might hear
her. Naturally we couldn’t possibly hear her because of the noisy
boat engine, plus the wind in our ears, and we were all looking
forward in the direction we were travelling.

When we returned to where she was I remember her showing us
what had happened and how she had tried to yell for help. The
noise she made scared the bear away, but not before he helped
himself to the grub, taking the Tupperware container the butter
was in and all. She drew the attention of the man who came to

get us, but I don’t remember what we did after all the excitement
died down.



My last memory I have about Yellowstone, and bears, really
didn’t even involve any bears. By this time I was pretty wary
anyway. Dad used to find a spot to park the boat up there if we
were going to be coming back anytime soon. I think this was on
one of those occasions when we went back, and sure enough the
boat was right where he had left it. Dad and I and one or two
others of us had gone up there in the copper colored station
wagon (that Bobby and DeVon had later). We slept in the back
after making it down into a bed, and somebody slept up in the
front seat as well. It was very cold when we woke up and I
remember the first thing I saw was three parallel marks across
the side window on the side where Dad had been sleeping. I
asked Dad what they were from and he replied that a bear had
come during the night and had tried to get in. Of course he took
me in completely, me being very young and impressionable. It
wasn’t until a lot later that I found out that Dad had simply
wiped his fingers in the steam (or maybe even frost) on the inside
of the windows!

I remember traveling through Yellowstone Park as a teenager on
the way to and from Cody, Wyoming. We didn’t even see a trace
of a bear then, and I somehow felt disappointed.

In the summer of 1985, we decided to take a family vacation to
Yellowstone to show Stephanie, Ben and Melissa what a great
place it was. We sent off to the Park Service for current camping
information, etc. When we got it, we looked it over and
concluded we could only camp in a few areas, because we only
had a tent, and most campgrounds required hard sided outfits
because of recent grizzly problems. Well, it was probably that
very night that I experienced the return of my bear nightmare,
and I continued to have it recurrently until we changed our
plans. To this day I don’t know if the dreams were a
consequence or a prompting for us to do something else.
Anyway, we had a wonderful vacation exploring the southern
half of Colorado, taking in the Great Sand Dunes, Pagosa













































