
I NATURE RAMBLES WITH UNCLE 
DICK I 

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. . 

~~ o-.r·' r3-i-THREE LION KITTENS 
• • • 

"You know," said Bill, "there is a lot of fun 
in opening boxes." 

"Yes, indeed," I replied. "And I suppose 
you have had a lot of them to open?" 

"Quite a few," he nodded. "I remember one 
that arrived at my door one day. It was large and 
it was silent. Of course, most boxes are silent, but 
I had become used to boxes that are noisy." 

"What do you me:in ?" I asked, puzzled. 
"Well, you see," Bill smiled, "people have got-

ten in the habit of sending me wild pets to take 
care of. I can never tell what is inside. Often, 
however, I can hear it. Well, this day the box was 
strangely quiet. While I was prying off the top the 
family stood around wondering. So was I. Off 
came the lid. We looked in and-" 

"It was empty," I interrupted, thinking that 
the animal or whatever had been in the box had 
escaped. 

"No indeed. There were three cats in it. They 

were really kittens, but as big as cats. They were 
a yellowish-brown with dark spots mixed in. They 
had big paws. Their chins were white. Under their 
wet noses the fur was black, like a mustache. They 
had long whiskers." 

"Foreign cats?" I asked. 
"No," Bill said, "baby mountain lions. Some 

call them cougars or panthers or pumas. And they 
were hungry. They took one look at me and 
opened their mouths. I expected them to say 
'meow'. Instead they sounded as though they had 
bad colds in their throats. The noise they made 
was half wheeze and half wail. A hungry baby 
mountain lion sounds as though it were in pain, 
and maybe their empty tummies did hurt. 

"So the first business was food. We got a bottle 
of milk and put a nipple on it. This was something 
new to the babies. But they could smell something 
that seemed to be dinner. We opened one mouth 
and slipped the nipple in. The kitten got the idea 
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and started to suck. His 
brothers crowded rn 
and we had to give each 
his turn. Soon there 
were three round, full 
yellow-brown babies, 
and three happy kittens 
ready for sleep." 

"How long did you 
have them?" I asked. 

go his way and let you 
go yours if you leave 
him alone. 

"They stayed with us 
two months," Bill re-
plied. "And we had 
loads of fun with them. 
They were different 
from the bear cubs. The 
kittens took turns with 
the bottle without fight-
ing. When they were 
big enough for a pan of 

"However, these kit-
tens stayed with us and 
became members of the 
family. They seemed to 
forget that they were 
wild. They loved to 
play with us and with 
each other. And they 
were smart. It seemed 
to me that they under-
stood us better than we 
understood them. They 
seemed to know kind-
ness quickly. And, at 
the same time, were 
quick to sense danger." BILL FINLEY GOES UP A TREE TO PHOTOGRAPH 

A MOUNTAIN LION 
"It is too bad you 

could not have kept them longer," I said. milk they would lap out of it happily together. 
They had nice dispositions and never seemed to 
get angry. They loved to be petted and would 
purr at a great rate." 

"That is strange, isn't it," I said, "when you 
realize that the mountain lion is the biggest cat 
in America?" 

"Yes," Bill replied, "that is true. But the moun-
tain lions are not bad cats. You hear stories of their 
killing people. Few of these are true. Of course 
the mountain lion is big and powerful. But he will 

"Yes," said Bill, a little sadly. "I surely didn't 
want to let those kittens go. I wanted to find out 
whether they would have always been tame and 
friendly, or whether they would have turned out 
to be wild cats. But I like to remember the little 
fellows the way they were." 

Just then Don Q, the pet California quail that 
Bill had raised from a tiny, homeless baby chick, 
flew down from his perch on the curtain rod and 
lit on Bill's shoe. But that is another story. 

THE DRAGON FLY 
Heigh, Ho! Away we'll 

go 

• • • 

On the back of the Drag-
on Fly; 

We'll race with birds 
and fleecy clouds 

Across the endless sky. 

The Dragon Fly was a 
water nymph; 

Now isn't that a shame? 
But he grew himself a 

pair of wings 
And makes a fine air-

plane. 

He's on his way to meet 
a friend 

He's taking us to see; 
So come, let's all go on a 

hunt, 
To see where it might be. J ) 

Puzzle : Find the Dragon Fly's neighbor, the Rabbit. 
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