
NATURE RAMBLES WITH UNCLE 
DICK 

A DEPARTMENT FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS 

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 . 

• • • 
DINTY WAS A PORCUPINE 

"THAT'S Dinty," said Bill, tossing me the pic-
ture you will find on this page. 

"And see who is with him!" I said. "Bill 
Finley himself." 

"Yes, all dressed up," he grinned. "But Dinty 
was no chap to play with when we were dressed in 
Sunday clothes. He was too friendly. " 

"Friendly!" I exclaimed. 
"Yes, indeed," said Bill. "He'd climb right up 

your pants leg to doze in your lap. Dinty, you 
know, knew no other mother but us. He was the 
child of a forest accident and came to us as a 
baby." 

"What does a baby porky 
look like," I asked. 

" You know," Bill said, "a 
lot of people hardly believe 
me when I tell them that a 
porcupine is born with quills. 
W ell, it is. Of course, most 
people know that a porcu-
pine does not shoot his quills. 
But it's hard to realize that 
he starts life like a pin cush-
ion. 

"Yes, Dinty arrived in a 
box as others have come. 
When we took the lid off he 
stuck his quills up. Although 
a baby he was on his guard. 
When we looked at his 
mouth with two long, sharp 
teeth we wondered how we 
should do as parents. But we 
tried the bottle and nipple 
and it worked again. 

"So Dinty made his home 
in a box by the fireplace. 
When hungry he would coo 
almost like a dove. His meals 
grew from diluted cream 

with sugar in it to vegetables. Soon he hunted his 
own food in the yard and the garden. 

"A porcupine is interesting because of the way 
Nature has helped him to defend himself. He isn't 
quick. His legs are so short he can't run fast. He 
isn't built to be a fighter. So Nature gave him a set 
of quills. Each one has hundreds of little barbs on 
it. She put quills on his tail so he could slap things 
with that and stick quills in his enemies. And she 
made it possible for him to raise and lower his 
quills so he is pretty much pin cushion all over. So 
the wise animals leave him alone most of the time. 
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"Well, in the year Dinty was with us he was a 
fine pet. He would follow us around like a dog. 
He loved cantaloupe and watermelon, and loved to 
eat in the cabbage patch. In the woods porcupines 
live on bark, leaves and tender shoots. But Dinty 
had a high class diet with us. 

"One member of the family Dinty loved was 
Peter, our dog. He would try his best to play with 
Peter. But Peter never could understand why this 
pet of ours had so many pins sticking out all over 
him. When Dinty would stand up on his hind legs 
and try to hug Peter around the neck, the look 
on the dog's face seemed to say, 'How long do I 
have to stand this?' And Dinty would coo happily. 

He liked Peter whether Peter liked him or not. 
"When with us Dinty seemed to forget he was a 

wild animal. He could have hurt a finger with his 
sharp teeth. He never did, just gently nibbled at a 
bare hand. He never raised his quills in anger or 
fear when we played with him. He would let us 
pull a quill from his tail for a friend, so the quills 
come out without hurting him." 

"So you had him a year?" I said. "And then?" 
"Well," said Bill, "Dinty was a wild animal. 

We could see that he was beginning to know for 
himself. He would wander further and further 
away from home. Finally he went back to his 
woods. I ~ope he met a girl he liked." 

• • • 
BROADCASTING IN 

ANIMAL TOWN 

STATION LA.A. (LITTLE AMERICA, 
ANTARCTICA) 

CHIMPANZEE CHIM, An-
nouncer. 

Those present with Chim: 
Big Brother Bear; Mrs. Goose, lit-
tle Hans and Greta Gosling. 

Pinky Penguin, Radio Artist. 
"Good evening, folks. I'll begin 
by telling you that there was much 
excitement around here not so 
long ago, when there came to our 
country some strange, white ani-
mals, who walk upright as we do. 
They brought some of the queerest 
things along. One of them was a 
huge, bird-like ship, that flew 
around, with the white animals in 
it. They were friendly and laughed 
at us, as we walked curiously 
around them, but we don't have 
many visitors, so it was a great 
event for us. We heard one of 
them called Byrd, so concluded 
they were all birds. And such big, 
funny-looking birds! 

"When one of them said, 'now don't they walk 
and act like little human beings,' we didn't know 
what they meant, unless it was themselves, but we 
tried to live up to whatever it was. They remarked 
it was strange that we couldn't fly, being birds. 
After that we showed them how we use our little 
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paddle-like wings in the water and for diving. We 
belong to the southern hemisphere, seldom going 
farther north than the Galapagos Islands. Come 
down to Antarctica sometime and see us." 

Chim: "Find Pinky Penguin, Miss Opossum, 
Mrs. Bear and little brother Teddy Bear, who are 
listening in on their own radio." 


	mssfinley_series02_box05_folder03_041
	mssfinley_series02_box05_folder03_041a



