
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Bear Drill! 



These young ones ran on their 

back legs. Some played with 

vines and some played with 

round bouncy rocks. Ursa 

wanted to get out of the tree 

and play with them but his 

Mama had said no. She said it 

was too dangerous. 

Ursa sat on his branch looking down at the 

meadow. There were odd-looking creatures 

there—they were small and a little awkward—

kind of like him, but he walked on all four of 

his legs.  



Now Mama was 

somewhere nearby but 

Ursa couldn’t see her.  

He hoped she would 

come back soon so he 

could get down out of 

this tree.  He sat still 

for so long waiting that 

his eyes finally shut. 



Mama was foraging around in the bushes 

and grass for berries and grubs. It had 

been a long winter and she was still very 

hungry.  Finally, it was Spring and she could 

eat to her heart’s content and enjoy her 

baby Ursa. 

He was a good cub – he lay right in the 

crook of the tree where she had left him 

with strict instructions not to come down. 

Even without understanding the dangers 

of a busy forest, the nearby neighborhood, 

and the noisy meadow, he had listened and 

stayed put. 



Mama was well aware of the dangers. 

They lived in a canyon near a lot of 

humans. She didn’t like being so close 

but they kept moving further and 

further into her canyon until she 

could go no deeper into it. 

She did like the bird seeds and trash 

they left out. It was a great snack 

when she was feeling bold enough to 

get close to the human dens. She 

knew they could hurt her, but 

sometimes a bear has to get close to 

humans when she needs a meal. She 

was sure close today! 



The principal watched out the window 

with her binoculars. There had just been 

a news alert about bear season and a 

bear being spotted near this school! 

Although she loved bears, she had 200 

children on the playground to keep safe. 

The schoolyard was a long strip of land 

between the road and the creek.  There 

were tall trees lining the perimeter and 

she knew that bear families would 

sometimes use the creek for their 

highway down the canyon. The children 

had practiced their ―bear drill‖ already 

this Spring. 



There! Near that tall pine on the 

slope to the left, about 25 yards 

from the playing field.  The 

principal could have sworn she saw 

a shadow moving in the bushes. 

She looked closer and realized it 

was a skinny, yet still large, black 

bear. 

Immediately she reviewed the plan 

they had practiced:  first, bring all 

the kids inside. Second, call the 

wildlife office to tell them they had 

a wild bear sighting. 



She rang the special bell to call the 

children off the field. As they 

filtered back indoors with their 

teachers while she contacted the 

wildlife office. 

She asked them to come and help, 

but they had to promise not to 

harm the bear.  They did so, and as 

she was hanging up the phone their 

truck was already making its way 

over to the neighborhood. 



Ursa was awakened suddenly 
by a terrible buzz. They little 

animals in the meadow 
started moving away like 

trout caught in a current. 
Ursa felt hungry and lonely. 

Where was Mama?   
 

He looked around and finally 
spotted her creeping around 
the meadow toward his tree.  
How had she gotten so far 
away while he had napped?  
He wished she would hurry.  

 

He was getting scared!  



Mama smelled her baby’s 

fear.  She knew something 

was wrong in the meadow 

when that ugly sound made 

the little humans run like 

deer before wolves.  All that 

she knew for sure was that 

Ursa was alone.  She’d better 

get back to him as fast as she 

could. 



The principal saw the forest service 

truck arrive.  The rangers pulled out 

their tranquilizer guns and headed 

around to the playground. She ran out 

the door to meet them and point out 

where the bear was.  They saw Mama 

moving carefully around the twists and 

turns of the creek.    

The rangers said, "We’ll have to put her 

to sleep and take her way up in the 

mountains where she won’t get in 

trouble or hurt anyone.‖ 

The principal sighed. She knew this was 

the best solution, but seeing a bear get 

shot would worry both her AND her 

students. 



Ursa looked across the 

meadow as Mama got closer. 

There were big humans in the 

meadow watching her and 

pointing sticks at her. What 

were they doing? 

 

―Hurry, Mama! 

 

Hurry!‖ 

 

he thought. 



 

Suddenly Mama heard a sound 

like a tree branch breaking. She 

quickly looked to where Ursa 

was.  Had he fallen out of his 

tree? No, he was still there. 

But why were the humans were 

getting so close to her?  What 

just stung her?  And why was she 

feeling 

so 

sleepy . . . ? 



The principal knew the 

sleeping dart didn’t hurt the 

bear but she felt her eyes 

sting when it fell to the 

ground. She knew all the 

children were watching out 

the windows and saw it too. 

She would need to explain to 

them that the bear was okay. 

 

Even though the rangers 

took great care with the 

task, it was hard to watch a 

400-pound lump of a sleeping 

bear being loaded into their 

truck. 



Ursa had seen Mama fall to 

the ground.  He knew he 

wasn’t supposed to leave his 

tree but this was bad, really 

bad, and he wondered what 

to do. 

Then the humans picked up 

his Mama and began to load 

her into a small den.   

It was too much. He must go 

to Mama!  So he squealed 

and squealed and ran down 

the tree as fast as he could. 



Luckily those wildlife rangers 

were smart and good, so when 

they saw a bear cub running 

across the playground toward 

their truck, they knew right away 

what was happening. The 

principal and all the children 

watching from inside knew this, 

too. 

One of the rangers picked up 

Ursa and put him into the truck 

gently beside his Mama. This 

made him happy. 

He was going to be okay. 



Everyone watched the rangers drive away with both 

bears.  The principal smiled a little. She couldn’t wait to 

tell the students that Ursa and Mama were on their way 

to a new home, where they could eat, play, and sleep 

safely away from people, where bears belong. 
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