
Reflections from Carson (the Bear) 
 
Early Memories 
 
 The guy who’s typing this is my friend, Reggie (he’s a human).  I met him in 2000 or 

2001, but I don’t remember the exact date.  I do remember what my life was like before he 

showed up, though, and I want to give you some background.  I asked him to type this because 

each of my paws is a little bigger than the keyboard keys, and it would take me forever; 

llllllllkjjh See what I mean?  I tried to type a few letters. 

 My earliest memory is a quick sharp pain in my left ear.  Someone I didn’t know stuck 

something through my ear and then put a plastic wire through the hole.  The wire had a paper 

with a bunch of writing on it, but it hung on the side of my head, so even when I tried to look all 

the way to the side, I could see the paper, but not what was written on it.  If I had known 

anything about the Bill of Rights back then, I would have wondered if that paper violated my 

rights, but I didn’t know, so I didn’t wonder. 

 I remember seeing lots of bears that looked like me—some were my color, kind of like a 

light brown or mustard, some were pink, and some were sort of white, but not bright white—

more like a cream color.  They all had the plastic wires with the paper with writing through their 

ears!  We got moved around a lot, and whenever I was in a good position, I tried to read the 

writing that the other bears had.  There was lots of small print that I didn’t bother with, but I did 

read names. 

 The cream-colored bears were all named “Harper,” all the pink bears were named 

“Hayes,” and all the brown bears like me were “Carson.”  I didn’t know for sure, but since the 

pink bears were all Hayes, and the brown bears were all Carson, I just figured my name was 

Carson too (when I met Reggie, my friend the human he read my paper and started calling me 

Carson, so I guess I was right).  

 All I remember was that one day a bunch of us, pink, cream and brown bears, got swept 

into a big box.  It was horrible!  I bet there were more than a hundred of us just all jumbled 

together—and it was dark, so I couldn’t tell what color bear or what part of a bear I was jammed 

up against.  I still don’t like thinking about that time.  If I had known anything about breathing 

back then, I probably would have worried about suffocating, but I didn’t know, so I didn’t worry. 
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 We were in the dark box for a long time.  Sometimes it was quiet and we were still.  Then 

it would be noisy and we were moving and bumped and picked up and dropped and picked up 

again and put down.  I had never seen the outside of the box back then, so I didn’t know that 

some boxes have the words, “This End Up” written on them so people know where the top is.  I 

do know that whoever moved us didn’t know that either—we were constantly turned upside 

down and right-side up and all over the place.  If that weren’t bad enough, what made all this 

even worse was that none of us spoke to each other.  We were silent.  Not a word, not a sound—

not a growl or grunt. 

 Sometimes it was cold in the box, and then it was warm.  Then cold again.  It was always 

dark. That’s what I remember most—the darkness, but what scared me the most was not 

knowing what was happening:  all of us swept into the box, bumped around in the dark, warm, 

then cold, then warm again! 

 Then one day we felt one big bump, we slid across the floor and didn’t move for a while.  

We could hear human voices, and gradually a mixture of sweet smells, like flowers, seeped into 

the box.  Just when I started to feel safe, one of the voices got closer, the box moved a few 

inches, something slid across the top of the box, and like a flash of lightning, the flaps opened 

and we were bathed in light!   

 I could see now, and I was on top of a cream-colored bear about three layers of bears 

from the top of the box.  Things started happening quickly, and two human hands scooped up a 

bunch of bears at the other end of the box, and took them away!  I was still three layers down, 

but a few bears fell over and filled in some of the space after the scooping, so we had a little 

more room.  All I know is that we were in the box in a bright place that smelled good, and that 

some of my fellow travelers had been bearnapped (I just invented that word, I think).  As I 

remember that time now, we remained silent—even the bears who were gone hadn’t screamed or 

growled or grunted when the hands took them away. 

 I didn’t know anything about time back then, but since I’ve learned, I’m guessing that we 

stayed in the open box for about an hour before the next hand arrived, but it was different—just 

one hand this time, and it picked us up one at a time and squeezed our bellies and read those 

papers that were wired through our ears.  Sometimes the hand put us back, and then picked up 

another, and sometimes it just put us back.  One of the hands picked up one of each color, then 
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put two back and took the pink bear away.  I still had no idea what was happening, and if any of 

the other bears did, they weren’t talking to me about it. 

 By the time a few more bears were taken away, I could see better, and I saw shelves with 

all kinds of animals on them—some were humongous, and some were tiny, and they were all 

over the place.  Lots of bears—I mean LOTS of bears.  I’m not prejudiced or anything, but I 

mean it when I say that there were more bears, and more kinds of bears, and more colors of 

bears, and more sizes of bears than any other animal! I almost couldn’t bear it (get it?).  Reggie 

(my human) told me not to try to be funny, but I learn from him, so it’s his fault when I make a 

bad pun. 

 I wondered if any of us would make it up to the shelves, and if I would get taken away, 

and where the bears who were taken away were now.  My wondering was interrupted though 

when it got quiet, and then darker—not dark, like it was in the closed box, but darker than it was 

when they opened it.  Then it was real quiet for hours, and then it got lighter again, and then the 

voices returned, and more hands lifted us up and put us back or took us away.  This went on for 

what I realize now was several days.  I got lifted up and put back six times.  Two of the hands 

squeezed me really hard, and then tossed me back into the box without the human even reading 

my ear tag.  I’m glad we were all soft, so it didn’t hurt, but I still thought it was disrespectful.  

The other hands didn’t squeeze me so much, but the humans read my tag, and one even said my 

name, “Carson.”  I thought that was pretty cool. 

 

A New Home 
 After a while I figured out that we were in a store that sold cards, candles, books, mugs, 

statues, picture frames, and (it’s horrible to even ask Reggie to write this, but I have to) 

STUFFED ANIMALS, and that’s what they thought I was!  I wish I could laugh about it, but I 

can’t—it’s so disrespectful.  It’s like we were some kind of food, like stuffed shells, stuffed 

cabbage or stuffed shrimp, or like that terrible surgery they do on the turkeys at Thanksgiving.  

Whose idea was that? 

 Imagine if you live your life and you think you know who you are, and then one day a 

group of bears comes along and tells you you’re a STUFFED HUMAN.  How would you feel?  

That’s how I felt—very sad, and frustrated, and a little angry too.  I felt like they were trying to 
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limit me—to deny my true identity, but I was one of the luckier bears in the box, as you’re about 

to find out.1 

 After a few days, those of us who remained in the box got used to it—getting picked up, 

squeezed, read, and then either tossed back or bearnapped.  It could have been worse.  The store 

still smelled good, it wasn’t too hot or too cold, and most of the time we just hung out, although 

it was hardest for the bears at the bottom of the box, who had all our weight above them, and just 

the cardboard below.  I’ve learned that humans can call me stuffed, throw me in a box, squeeze 

me, toss me, and do whatever they want, but the one thing they can’t do is choose my 

bearitude—how I choose to respond to whatever happens around me (I actually learned that from 

a book that Reggie has, but more about that later.  Oh, and I think I invented another new word!). 

 The day began no differently than the day before had begun, so I was just lying around, 

trying not to hurt the bears beneath me, and keep my eyes open for the next hand that might pick 

me up.  Sometime after the humans who worked in the store had stopped eating food (I know 

now they call it lunch) the hand I would come to know and love appeared.  The two things I 

remember was how long the human took before he chose me, and that he was the first one to 

actually ask me questions!  As I said earlier, some humans read our names, but this guy actually 

asked questions. 

 One at a time, he picked up a brown bear (me!), a cream bear, and a pink bear, read our 

labels, and looked us square in the eyes.  I had this strange feeling when he picked me up a 

second time, since no one had ever done that before, and he said, “Carson, do you want to come 

home with me?” 

 I had never spoken with a human before, but there was something about the way he held 

me, the sound of his voice, and the intensity in his eyes that led me to believe that his home 

might be better than the box.  I felt my head nod yes, and heard a voice, which I would come to 

recognize as my own, say, “Yes!” 

 He carried me up to the front of the store, and on the way there I think I saw some of the 

bears that got scooped up that first day.  They were sitting with a group of other animals on a 

table near the window.  They could see the parking lot and lots of cars and people from there.  I 

think they were in a better place than the bears who were still in the box.  Anyway, he put me 

down on a smooth counter, and gave a lady some greenish paper (which I now know is money), 
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and then she put me in a white paper bag, along with a card and envelope.  I wasn’t crazy about 

the bag, so my enthusiasm at being selected diminished somewhat. 

 I was a little scared while he walked to the car, because he held the bag from the top, and 

all I had between me and the pavement was this thin white paper bag—it was like flying, sort of.  

When we got to the car, he opened the bag and put me down on the seat next to his, the one the 

person who’s not driving sits in, and you won’t believe what he did next.  I’m about eight inches 

tall, maybe five inches when I’m sitting down, and he tried putting the seat belt on me!  That 

thing almost strangled me, but he saw the look in my eyes, and unhooked it.  Thank Grizzly! 

 “I don’t think this is gonna’ work,” he said.  I just nodded. 

 

 We only drove for about ten minutes and we were at a place that would be my new home.  

I thought it was good to be so close to all the other bears, in case I wanted to visit, or in case I 

didn’t like it here and I wanted to go back.  After the car stopped, he grabbed the white bag, but 

didn’t put me in it—he just carried me in his hand, and we went inside. 

 I admit now that I was very nervous at first.  For all of the things I liked about this guy in 

the store, I had no idea what he would be like in his own house.  He took me into a room where 

there was a big bed and two windows, and he sat me down on the bed with my back against one 

of the pillows—the pillow that was close to the closet and away from the windows.  Then he 

took the card out of the bag, sat down and wrote something on it, put it in an envelope and slid it 

under my paws, so it looked like I was holding it.  I didn’t see him again for several hours. 

 The next time I heard footsteps, I was surprised to see someone else walk into the 

room—a lady, with long, dark wavy hair.  She looked at me and took the envelope, opened it and 

read the card and smiled.  I guess Reggie wrote something good.  Anyway, I found out that her 

name is Marianela, and she and Reggie are married.  Pretty neat! 

 Later that night, they came into the bedroom and got ready for bed.  Again, I got a big 

surprise, because once they were under the covers, Reggie grabbed me and told me to say hello 

to her.  Other than my “Yes!” in the store, this was the first time I truly ever heard my own voice.  

All I remember saying was, “Hi, I’m Carson,” in a voice that was higher than I thought a brown 

bear would have, “the bear,” I added.  She smiled and said, “Hi, Carson.” 
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 I said, “Hi,” again, and felt a little embarrassed because I didn’t know what else to say.  

That’s when Reggie asked her if she thought we should keep “Carson” as my name or come up 

with a new one.  She said we should keep “Carson,” and he agreed, but then he asked me too! 

 “Carson,” he said, “do you like your name, or would you prefer a new name now that 

you’re out of the box?”   

The idea of a new, unique name held my attention for a moment, but when I heard myself 

say, “I like Carson—it’s who I am,” they both smiled and never asked about changing names 

again.  I was so happy, I took my right paw and touched Reggie’s nose with it—that’s how I 

show that I like someone.  Then I touched Marianela’s nose too. 

That first night I slept on the night table next to the bed.  A part of me wanted to ask if I 

could sleep in the bed with them, especially since I was used to sharing the box with the other 

bears, but I didn’t ask.  It was strange, but even though it was just the three of us in the room, and 

I was alone on the night table, I felt okay—as if I belonged there.  We each said goodnight and 

then turned out the light. 

The next night when we said goodnight for a second time, I was sitting on the comforter 

over Reggie’s chest, and just looking back and forth at Marianela and him while they talked.  At 

one point, and I forget now what they were talking about, Reggie asked me what I thought.  I 

took a few seconds to think, made eye contact with both of them, and then gave my response.  I 

wish I could remember what it was, but all I remember is what happened next.  After I finished 

speaking, I turned my head toward Marianela and then back to Reggie, and Marianela said, “He 

looks real!” 

Do you know what “mixed feelings” are?  I had mixed feelings when she said that.  One 

side of me was upset that she said I only look real.  I am real!  But another side of me thought it 

was good that she at least noticed me, and used the word “real” when she spoke about me.  When 

she said that, I turned very slowly and looked her in the eye, and said, “I AM real.” 

She looked me back in the eye and said, “Sorry, Carson.  That’s what I meant.  At first I 

thought you were one of those stuffed animals, but now I know you’re real.” 

I was tempted to say, “And don’t you forget it,” but all I said was, “thank you.”  Then 

Reggie gave me the first of what would be many “high ones”—that’s where I raise my right arm, 

and he raises the index finger on his right hand, and we slap my paw on the top of his finger.  He 

says humans do “high fives.”  Even though they just slap one hand each, and there are ten fingers 
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on both hands, they choose to count just five fingers—not two hands, and not ten fingers.  Just 

five fingers.  I don’t understand everything the humans do. I guess what he and I do could be 

called a “high two” since his finger and my paw add up to two.” 

I felt good about it either way—“high one or high two” and slept well that night. There’s 

more to this story, but that’s good for now. That’s how I met my humans. 
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