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Is not birth, beauty, good shape, huckleberries,
growing, eating, gentleness, virtue,  

youth, freedom,and such like, the pizza and 
honey that season a bear?

(Shakesbear’s journal)
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SCENE 1
O, brave new world

I was born in a world of pitch-black darkness 
because I was born blind. If that wasn’t enough, 
I was also tiny. I mean really tiny. I weighed less 

than a pound and was eight inches in length. My 
challenges didn’t stop there. 

To make matter worse, my place of birth was 
wild and inhospitable. What I remember most was 
that it was bone-chilling cold. I felt that death was 
imminent and would arrive soon; shivering uncon-
trollably, I helplessly groped around in the dark-
ness waiting to die.

But some compassionate spirit up there took 
pity on me. Suddenly I felt someone or something 
next to me. It felt soft, fury and warm, surround-
ing me like a good feeling envelops the hopeless 
soul. Unbeknownst to me, what I had found was a 
lifesaver. I was thankful for it because it offered me 
the warmth that I so desperately needed.
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Frightened and not knowing what to do 
next, I cuddled up to the warm thing. I could hear 
a throaty voice in response to me pushing my fra-
gile body against the warm thing but I wasn’t able 
to respond, as I could not talk. So instead I moaned 
constantly in an almost inaudible voice. My persis-
tent crying did not go unnoticed. A low and ami-
able voice, as if understanding my dilemma, said, 
“Take it easy, my son. I understand your frustra-
tion. I promise you that soon you will be able to see 
and you’ll be blind no more. There is a beautiful 
world waiting for you out there; you’ll see it and 
love it, but for now, stay close to me. I’ll protect 
you.”

The voice was soft and its sound echoed as 
if we were in a hollow place. There was a tinge of 
sadness in that voice that I didn’t quite understand 
at the time. comforted by the kind voice I snuggled 
up even closer to the warmth and neither my small 
size nor my blindness worried my savior, who con-
tinued to offer me warmth and nourishment. I was 
safe and happy to pass my days mostly sleeping.
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Days melted into weeks and a month passed. One 
morning as I awoke with a jaw-stretching yawn 
I could swear I saw something. It was a smeared 
vision but nonetheless it was better than blindness. 
I blinked several times and stared into the murki-
ness trying to make some sense of this. Slowly, my 
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eyes adjusted to the surrounding semidarkness and 
I could see a little more.

But what I saw frightened me. Sitting next to 
me was a huge body, several times bigger than me; 
it had intense eyes with which it was unblinkingly 
staring at me. I was terrified. I backed up a couple 
of spaces on my shaky legs. 

But then I heard that soft voice, “There, 
there. You can see now, can’t you? come here. I’m 
your mother. come, sit next to me.”

My mother! I didn’t know what it meant but 
I was no longer frightened. She was my savior and I 
loved her soothing voice. In her stare there was ten-
derness and in her voice security. Seeing my pro-
tector with my own eyes for the very first time was 
nothing short of a miracle. She was enormous but 
in a beautiful way. Her round ears, small eyes and 
long snout made her look adorable. She was strong 
and I felt safe with her. I struggled to get nearer to 
her on my unsteady legs, dragging myself closer to 
her because my legs were still quite weak.

“Give it another week or two and you will be 
walking. You’re growing quite quickly,” the tender 
voice said, as if reading my mind.
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She was right. After just over a week I took my first 
proper steps and walked around my mother. I was 
so excited that I wanted to say something to my pro-
tector but the only word-like sound that came out 
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of my mouth was, “Maa…Maa.” But I could see my 
mother’s eyes light up every time I cried out, “Maa.”

Each time I got tired and plopped down on 
the ground, she would encourage me to walk some 
more. I became very attached to her; she was affec-
tionate, protective, strict but sensitive, and atten-
tive to my needs. She was a perfect mother — a 
supermom.
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As days passed, I bulked up and soon I was double 
my weight at birth and still growing steadily. Time 
passed slowly. Just two months after my birth I 
was almost six pounds in weight and quite steady 
on my feet. I slept and ate, and ate and slept, and 
at the end of another eight weeks, I had more than 
doubled my weight to about fifteen pounds.

I became accustomed to my world of 
semi-darkness and play fighting with my mom. I 
scratched her, punched her, pulled her hair and 
instead of being annoyed she encouraged me. She 
was helping me build my strength and preparing 
for the outside world. If I ever felt unsettled she 
would tell me stories of the world beyond our den.

“Ah, the West Kootenays. There is a beauti-
ful world out there,” she would say, “full of lush 
green forests, warm lakes and crystal-clear rivers 
rich in salmon. You’ll love salmon. Kootenays is 
heaven on earth for bears.”

I couldn’t visualize what she meant and 


