
Summer Solstice 
 

It is the day of the year with the most daylight, and perhaps too much of it for Dufus, who, already weary 
in the heat, finally succumbs to the calming sounds of the songbirds above him and the creek below as he 
drifts away for a delightful nap on a fallen tree along the banks of Kanaka Creek. 

 

 

 

On the banks above him, and a considerable distance away, things are much more active. The young 
family has been here since late spring, and their mother has carefully watched over them since their April 
emergence from their den and their subsequent and most inquisitive explorations of their new 
surroundings. 



 

 

On this first day of summer, they are perfecting their new skills of climbing the many cottonwood and 
alder trees that line lower Kanaka Creek. 

 

 



 

The occasional fall is of little consequence, since Mom is always there to comfort them. 

 

Dufus finally awakes, and he feels the familiar stir of hunger. He is driven to a known food source, but 
this time he takes a wide berth, to avoid the protective female. Perhaps he can arrive unnoticed. He heads 
out across the open country, as his summer molt has given him striking shades of brown to complement 
his usual black coloration. 

 

 



Farther down the hill, the mother bear plays with her cubs, but she feels an unexplained apprehension. 
Something is not right. 

 

 

 

 

Dufus arrives at the top of the hill, and stares down from a football field away – and straight into the 
mother’s eyes, as with her keen eyes she returns his stare from the roadway below. 



 

 

A younger, less experienced bear may have challenged the mother bear. Dufus knows that he has no 
reason to do so. The mother bear has reason. And so Dufus, he who has chased away other dominant 
males, retreats, with the patience that comes from the wisdom of knowing that the land he loves will 
provide what he needs. 
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