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 My father is not a foolish man. He is, however, not without an intensely 

inquisitive nature. And although this tale is not the only instance where his curiosity 

has gotten him into more than a little trouble (and certainly not the last), it is but one 

example of how dangerous the questioning mind can be. 

My father was raised in a sparse farming community in eastern Michigan. In 

order to occupy himself, he discovered the joy of exploration through countless hours of 

walking through the plains and backwoods near the farm in which he lived. This peculiar 

trait still beckons to him this day. Every year, once the leaves on the trees have long 

since drifted underfoot, and the frost begins to occupy the night air, the need to satisfy 

childhood urges occupied my father as if it were the spirit of David Livingstone himself. 

At which point, usually on the weekend, he would promptly telephone the office and 

inform them dutifully that he "would not be available the following Wednesday, 

Thursday, or Friday" and that he "would make sure that all the necessary preparations 

would be taken care of well ahead of time." He would then proceed to pack all the 

necessary belongings for his trip, in this particular case to Yosemite, checking each item 

twice and making sure that he brought along two perfectly good cameras, in case one 

had the infuriating misfortune of failing on him. Once he completed his tasks, he would 

anxiously bide the time by strumming his fingers along his desk while shaking his right 

leg to an impossible beat, and occasionally whistle a nonsensical tune. My 

father was never very musically inclined. 



On Wednesday morning at exactly four o'clock in the morning sharp, the sound 

of my father's rustic brown Toyota could be heard from the driveway as he left on his 

perilously short journey. Now you might ask yourself what exactly happens between this 

point and the meat of our story. The point is that it was a fairly uneventful expedition 

until shortly after dawn on Friday morning. 

While walking briskly along the appropriately travel-worn path, our hero is 

stopped by the visage of a great fur-beast. On the opposite side of a great boulder, 

about twenty yards off, a California grizzly sat basking in the soft sunlight filtering 

through the treetops. Perhaps the bear was pondering the meaning of its existence, or 

perhaps he was deciding upon the choice of meal for the day's breakfast. Regardless of 

its current exploits, most sensible men know that the bear does not wish to be 

disturbed. My father, rather audibly, reached into his pack to remove a camera. Not so 

deftly making his way around the boulder, he inched his way closer in order to improve 

the quality of his photograph. After a few loud clicks from the camera shutter, the grizzly 

decided that it was sufficiently disturbed and rose from its leisurely position on the forest 

floor. 

My father had the good sense not to run from the bear. However, throwing 

objects in the general vicinity of an agitated California grizzly is generally not a very 

good idea. He tossed the camera towards a pine tree directly behind the bear, and while 

the bear turned its head in surprise, my father made a hasty retreat behind the boulder. 

After waiting for an excruciatingly long time, he heard the bear begin to grudgingly move 

away from his position. Before the sound seemed too distant to follow, my father 

remembered one very important fact. 



He had two cameras. 


