
September 1, 2025 
 
The start of this story is coming to you second hand.  It is Sue’s story since she was holding 
down the fort while I was in Salt Lake City last week.  Wednesday morning, just as the sun was 
coming up, she started walking from our back deck to the Pottery Studio. Halfway across the 
first skybridge she was startled by an unusual sound. 
 
In one of our trees was a large brown momma bear and her three cubs.  Backing slowly into the 
house, Sue closed the door.  Wildlife officers were contacted.  Neighbors were alerted.   
 
In the interest of all parties, a decision was made to remove the critters once all were on the 
ground.  As of Thursday, August 28, they were still in the tree.  Sue left for the airport in the 
morning to fly to Durango, Colorado for a pottery workshop.  Bears still in the yard.  I returned 
that night from Salt Lake City.  Flight troubles got me home long after midnight.  After a very 
long day travelling, I did not want any encounters with bears.  I entered the house through the 
front door. 
 
Early Friday morning I had a meeting at the church.  Peeking into the trees and backyard I saw 
lots of bear poop, in fact piles were in State Fair quantities, but no bears.  Anyway, I exited the 
house through the front door and walked around the block to the alley.  Walking to the garage to 
get my car I noticed every trash can was tipped over and the contents spread out.    Signs of 
bears but no sightings of bears.  Drove to church. 
 
Later on Friday I called the wildlife officers.   Sue gave me their names and numbers.  No 
replies yet.  I wondered, How did they clear out our four bears? I am a bit concerned.  In 
software, we have the saying, “Problems that go away by themselves come back by 
themselves”.  I hope this does not apply to urban bears. 
 
We live in downtown Boulder.  This is the first invasion of bears since we moved in 47 years 
ago.  Look for their pictures on this year’s Christmas card. 
 
 


