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We climbed on
as the path got
narrower, the trees
looming on both sides
of us. One kid, Dante
Swallow, a cute little

guy,trotted behind me

at the very end of the
line. He was only 6,
no more than 40 pounds, with blond curly hair. Then I
heard him say:“Hey, there’s a mountain lion! ”

I wheeled around. In an instant, a tawny streak
exploded from the trees. Before I could even realize what
was happening, it slammed little Dante to the ground.
With its steel-like claws, the lion slashed into Dante’s

white T-shirt, leaving bloody gashed on the boy’s back.
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Oh God! I gasped.l watched it sink its powerful jaws into
Dante’s neck.

My anger flared, and, without thinking, I ran towards
the lion, vyelling at the top of my lungs. It paid no
attention to me as it crouched over Dante. Fear for the
boy wiped out myv own terror and 1 found myself charging
the animal, kicking its muscular side as hard as I could.
It was like booting a log! An enraged growl thundered
from the mountain lion’s massive chest. 1 kicked again
and again, and I even punched it with all my might. Oh
Lord, save Dante, give me strength. In a fit of rage, I
roared and slammed my foot into the cougar’s whiskered
face. It dropped Dante! My heart lifted. But the animal
wheeled and glared at me, its eyes blazing with hostility.
So I pulled back to boot it again. It edged back about 8

feet and crouched, facing me. 1 knew a mountain lion



could spring 10 feet to attack! I had an urge to step back,
but I caught myself,remembering my own advice: “Don’t run...
be a danger.”Yelling,I charged at it. The lion hesitated, then
whirled and ran off,its bug black-tipped tail disappearing in
the trees.

I immediately turned to Dante, who lay lifeless, blood
from his fang-punctured neck darkening the dust. Picking him
up, I tried to stop his bleeding with the bandanna I’d been
wearing around my neck.

Dante suffered severe neck and back wounds—but he
survived! Afterwards,a lot of people gave me credit for saving
Dante’s life. I guess I did save him, but not without help. As
a scout, I still live by the “Be Prepared” motto. But now I
understand that means more than wearing the right clothes and
carrying the right gear. It means being prepared to really listen

when somebody’s giving me divine directions.
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I had been in northern
Canada for about two weeks.
It was my last day there and
my flight out was around 4
p.m. The prior two weeks had
been very productive. Many
of the other polar bear shots
on my website were taken
during that time.On this trip,
I had been spending a lot of
time in the area of the sled
dogs. I had heard about rare,“friendly”encounters between
polar bears and sled dogs, but I had never been fortunate

008 + 009



enough to witness it. m‘was about tochmge
 While we were talkmg,the big bear that we }md been
watching for days,got up and started walkmg towm'ds the
dogsIt was obvious that this bew was coming dmzczly ﬁ)r
one particular dog. Seemg thu I quickly maneuvercd to
where I thought would be a good vanmge pomt, just in
case. I steadied my camera and held my 6reath. i
As the big bear began wallung, all ‘the dogs erupwd
into angry barking and growling. Al the dogs, that is
except one. One dog didn’t act aggressively towards the
approaching polar bear at al. In fact, he was acting like
_he was happy to see the huge predator, easily 10 times
his own size. Instead of barkang a@'euwely, tlus one dog




started wagging its tail and jumping around excitedly.
Noticing the non-aggressive posture of this particular dog,
the polar bear ignored the other 39 barking sets of bared
teeth and made his way directly to this one dog.

Both were a bit tentative at first. But after getting
“acquainted”, they began to play like two puppies. At no
time was there the least bit of aggression from either the
dog or the bear. It seemed that they were genuinely happy
to see each other. Almost like they were old friends. They
played together for about 10 minutes, when another
amazing thing happened. The polar bear laid down near
the dog and rolled over on his back. In the animal
kingdom, especially in the world of predators such as
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