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Copycub was a young bear
who loved playing games.
His favourite game was
hiding, but he could never
think of a good enough place,
and his mother always found
him.
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In the spring the bears woke up from their long
winter’s sleep.

Copycub’s mother stretched. Copycub stretched.
Copycub’s mother scratched. Copycub scratched.
Then he crept to hide in a corner of the bearcave.
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“Can’t find me here!” he called.
“Oh, yes I can,” said his mother.
She tiptoed across the cave,
reached into the shadows and
lifted the small bear high above
her head.

“Got you, little Copycub!”
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When summer came to the north woods, the

bears spent all day outside in the sunshine.

“Can’t find me here!” called Copycub, hiding in
the bushes.

“Oh, yes I can,” replied his mother. And she
lolloped through the trees, running straight to

the young bear’s hiding place.

“Got you again!” she said, kissing him on the nose.
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In autumn all the bears gathered at the K E BT, A RAREE A KRR KRS &,
big river to fish for salmon, SRR AR A B TR A A ALK UG @, R I
“Can’t find me here!” called Copycub, BORE| &k 7
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and scooped him up.
“Oh, yes I can, my little furry fish!”






One afternoon, while the
hears were exploring deep
in the woods, Copycub
thought of a really good
place to hide. When his
mother wasn’t looking

he slipped away, ran down
to a stream and climbed the
hill on the other side until
he came to a hollow tree.
With a squeeze and a wriggle,
he pushed inside.
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“Can’t find me here!” called Copycub. “Can’t find me here!” he called again,

There was no reply. a little louder. Again there was no reply.
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“Can’t find me here!” he shouted at the top of his voice.
But the only answer was the swish of the wind through
‘the tree-tops.
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Copycub felt very alone. He squeezed R BE A 3)1?\?#&7 I W INCEON
out of the hollow tree and began to WHR B ALt R, A R BT HBAAEE Y,
run back the way he had come.



