Dufus
A bear story
Dufus yawned, stretched, and looked out at his world. It was a good world. His late November pre-dusk
sleep on the banks of the Kanaka Creek that he called home had refreshed him. He would forage soon,
on into the coming night, as he had done seemingly forever.

He had come into his world almost ten years ago on a snowy mid winter night in a cozy south facing den,
naked and helpless. He had snuggled with his siblings and nursed until April, when he emerged to see his
outdoor home for the first time. From the beginning, he was always a little more inquisitive than his
siblings, and he usually dominated the games that all bear cubs engage in.

He grew with his siblings and enjoyed the joyful lifestyle of playfully exploring the riverbanks, always
under the watchful eye of his mother. Then, one summer afternoon when he was two years old,
everything changed. For reasons he would never understand, his mother suddenly drove him and his
siblings away. He instinctively climbed a nearby cedar tree, and he called forlornly for her. He called for
hours. Seeking comfort, he stayed with his siblings for many days after that, but Dufus was the first to
accept what had happened, and soon headed out on his own. He quickly forgot his former dependence
on his mother, as the lower reaches of Kanaka Creek were rich with food sources, and he gorged himself
on grasses and berries under the delightful summer sunshine.

Since he lived in a place where encounters with humans were likely, he had learned almost immediately
from his mother to fear humans, but he had outgrown that fear long since, as he became larger and
much more confident. That fear had been replaced instead by a certain mixture of curiosity of humans

and their strange doings tempered by an underlying apprehension that humans could be dangerous, and
consequently should not be approached too closely. As his confidence rose, so did his dominance over
his home territory. By age six, he had already driven away several rivals, although he did tolerate
neighboring bears when food was plentiful, such as during the season of returning salmon. The bears as
always would announce the plentiful food source with their claw markings on the streamside alder
trees.

Autumn was perhaps his favorite time of year. Chum salmon would make their return to their spawning
grounds along Kanaka Creek, having survived their epic ocean journey into the North Pacific, and
miraculously returning to the stream of their birth against all odds. Of course, the salmon’s tribulations
to get them here were of no concern to Dufus, but the fact that they had indeed returned was much to
his delight, and he could on occasion consume thirty to forty of these fish in a single day under the
golden sunlight and brilliant fall colors that only autumn can bring. It so often seemed as if nature was
putting on the grand finale before the dark, melancholy days of winter that would inevitably arrive.

Dufus was close to ten years old now, large and powerful, and well into his prime. Since the time he had
established his territory, no other bear had challenged him over it. Non-dominant bears would visit
from time to time, and he allowed this. There seemed to be an unspoken understanding of the
hierarchy. The largest cougars that roamed his area avoided him as well, as an injury to such a similar
apex predator would prevent hunting and ensure starvation. He roamed his habitual route with a quiet
yet undeniable confidence. Come winter, he returned to a den in the hollow of a wind thrown cedar
tree, but his winter rest was unlike so many other bears. Food continued to be plentiful, and so he
remained fairly active, and left his den to forage many times. The start of winter had been very mild, and
so he enjoyed his walks along Kanaka Creek well into early December.

February however brought a sudden change to the weather. Winter suddenly announced itself in
dramatic fashion, as polar air made its familiar mad rush down the Fraser Canyon and out to the
lowlands to chase the mild Pacific air and transform the landscape. Dufus finally retreated to his den, to
enter a curious state known as torpor, as opposed to a true hibernation.

Spring was late to arrive that year, and the new growth was tardy. Dufus as usual fared better than
most, as his considerable experience enabled him to find food following his emergence from torpor
where others could not. As March turned to April, the new grasses that he loved began to appear more
and more, and by late April, he was in fine mid season condition. One evening late that month, he was
grazing contently when his keen vision detected movement across the river.
Another bear was approaching.

His temporary wariness quickly waned however, as he recognized the approaching female. The two of
them came together as the nearby chorus frogs celebrated appropriately.

The two of them would remain together for one week, and her cubs would be born in the den the
following winter. By the next spring, there would be no repeat romantic interlude with Dufus, as she
would protect her cubs from him or any other male, as some males would devour the cubs in an
attempt to mate again.

By early May, the reluctance of spring to arrive was long forgotten, as the days were becoming longer
and longer and the air warm and sultry. It was pleasant to walk and splash in the cooling waters of the
creek, or to nap in the warm afternoons in the shade of a large cedar tree. Insects pursued him as they
always did, and so he would use various rubbing posts from time to time.

He was foraging along the riverbank one unforgettable warm afternoon in May when he suddenly froze.
He had picked up the scent of another male bear, and now he actually heard the bear as it climbed the
bank and entered the thick riverside foliage. The bear was an old, wise male, and he had been
accustomed to being very dominant. The older male began to move downriver.

And Dufus, as silent as a shadow, followed.

Dufus, recognizing the potential threat of another dominant bear, continued to pursue the other bear,
and caught up to him as they entered an open field. The older male looked towards Dufus, and looked
away, as Dufus approached relentlessly and confidently, with an eerie calmness. Finally, the older male
appeared to lose heart and bounded away to the north.

The triumphant Dufus actually recognized the human below him as he returned towards the creek. This
was his place, his home, his forest. It would always be so.
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