
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. He has told this interesting story of a pair of them to Uncle Dick. 

• • • 
RUBBER-NOSED BEARS 

"A ND what are those?" I demanded of Bill. We 
J-\. had stopped before a large cage in the yard. 

In it were two strange looking animals. They 
were about as big as raccoons. They had long tails 
with a thought of rings around them. They had 
black feet with claws like a bear' s. Their ears were 
short and round. Their hair was white-tipped and 
reddish brown underneath. And their noses! They 
were long and streak-
ed with orange and 
brown, and acted as 
though they were 
made of rubber. 

"Well," said Bill, 
"the fellow who sold 
them to me said they 
were Snookum Bears. 
That's a pretty good 
name. Matter of fact, 
they are coati mundis. 
The Mexicans call 
them tejon. That's 
where they come from 
-Mexico." 

"They are the odd-
est looking beasts I've 
ever seen," I said, sit-
ting down for a long-
er look. I startled one 
of them. He ran about, 
tail sticking up like a 
monkey's. 

custard pie! Now they surely didn't learn that in 
the woods of Mexico; and they have never been 
in the movies." 

"Are they tame?" I asked. 
"Not especially," Bill answered. "When they 

are together they are least friendly. Once the lady 
got out and was gone three days. Then the old 
boy and I got to know each other real well. I would 

sit in the cage with 
him and pet him. He 
seemed to like me and 
never bit or clawed. 
He missed his partner. 
And she missed him, 
too. She would come 
back to get the dinner 
we had left out for 
her. And I bet that 
sometimes, perhaps at 
night, she would come 
and stick her rubbery 
nose through the wire 
and rub noses with 
him. Finally one day 
we found her near the 
door to the cage. We 
opened and in she 
rushed. A minute later 
they were snuggled to-
gether in the corner, 
happy to be united 
again." 

"They are funny," 
said Bill, sitting down, 
too. "It has been fun 
having them because 

"THEY ARE THE ODDEST LOOKING BEASTS l'VE 
EVER SEEN" 

"You say they come 
f r o m Mexico?" I 
asked. 

"Yes," said Bi 11. 
we had to find out how to handle them, what 
to feed them and what to expect from them. Well, 
we have found out that they love fruit. They eat 
chopped fresh meat and cooked vegetables. Dessert 
may be bread with syrup or bread and milk. And 

"There are two species. One is found in South 
America. The other comes from Mexico. Now and 
then they get across into the United States. They 
hunt in bands of several families. These bands 
include coatis of all sizes and ages." 
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"Have you gotten any good pictures of them?" 
I inquired. 

"Surely," Bill replied. I should have known, of 
course, because Bill always gets a picture when 
he sets out to. "Had a bit of a time at first. Tried 
to put a rope around the hind foot of one of them. 
All he did was reach around with that funny nose 
of his and rub it off. The leg just slopes down 
to the foot and it was no trick at all. 

"Then we tried putting a collar on. That would 
be easy, we thought. The coati did not seem to 

mind and we buckled the dog collar around his 
neck. We picked up the rope and looked around. 
With a sort of grin he put his forepaws up to his 
neck. The collar slid right down over his rubbery 
nose as though it had been greased. Finally we 
just took them out and photographed them." 

Bill rose and so did I. We turned toward the 
terrace in front of the house, where we could look 
down on the river below. 

"Yes," said Bill, "Nature does some funny tricks 
and the Snookums are one of her funniest." 

• • • 
ABROAD 

WITH 
PEGASUS 

On Pegasus, our white 
winged steed 

We hope to travel far; 
We'll stop for lunch on 

the Milky Way, 
And dine at night on a 

distant star. 

Our destination is the 
moon; 

Our guide, who is from 
Mars, 

Says the moon is made 
of lovely things-

Stardustand golden bars. 

Perhaps it is the man up there, 
Who flings the moonbeams wide and free, 
So big and little forest folks, 
Who go about at night can see. 

And if we find him not at home, 
That will be most unkind; 
But we are sure he'll leave a note, 
And be around for us to find. 

• • • 
A SMART CROW 
BY FREDERICK G. L. BOETTCHER 

DRAWIN GS 13Y R. BRU CE H O RSFALL 

JACK was a fish crow. His foster-parent was Nel-
son R. Wood, who had raised him. Mr. Wood 
was a taxidermist. H e made bird groups for the 

United States National Museum in Washington. 
One day Mr. Wood was studying a pose of a 

water bird that was to be in one of the groups. 
Jack was in his cage. Suddenly Jack let out a yell. 

JACK LIFTED THE CUP OUT OF THE 
WIRE AND HELD IT IN HIS BILL 
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