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PICNIC
WITH A

COUGAR
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IF YOU keep cats around the house, you know
how much they enjoy getting outdoors after being
cooped up all winter. So, on the first nice picnic
day of this year my wife, Lyn, and I loaded Tom
— our 150-pound mountain lion — into our new
rubber boat and set out for our favorite spot off
the coast of Vancouver Island.

Actually, Tom doesn’t live with us anymore,
although we raised him and three sisters. He now
lives in Duncan Zoo near Victoria. So we were
sure he needed a day off as much as we did.

Our only apprehension was that all those teeth
and claws might not sit too well in the bottom of
an inflated rubber boat. As we cruised up to the
little island, Tom whistled in anxiety. He couldn’t
wait, so he jumped into the water. He found he

Exhausted from unaccustomed exercise and the warmth of the midday sun, Tom flops on a meadow of flowers with Lyn and Dave to catch his breath.

When his head broke the surface, he flattened his

_ears and with his three-foot tail trailing, struck out

for the shore at a speed to be envied by an Olym-
pic swimmer. : _

I was interested to note that he was almost dry
by the time we reached shore. It is commonly held
that cats don’t like water. But as a wildlife biologist,
I knew cougars often swim in the salt waters off
the B.C. coast to change territory from island to
island. Now I saw that the outer hair would take
the water while the under hair stayed dry and
provided insulation against the cold. *

We chased around the island, with Tom bound-
ing at our heels. It never occurred to him to dive
into the bushes or meander off on his own. Even
as a kitten he seemed to prefer our human com-
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“That’s Tom,” said Lyn, ¢
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romp again, attacks Lyn, knocking her to her knees.






