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ello, my name is Camelops D. hesternus. Yep, that's right -- I'm a camel. I live in the world famous "These Old Bones Museum" in Yukon, Oklahoma. In my old life (meaning I'm currently extinct) I always looked down because I am 7 feet tall at my shoulders! Sometimes being tall has its disadvantages... Once, while on a walk looking for some greens with my friend Jeff the Parrot, I was looking down and WHACK, I ran straight into a tree. Jeff fell off my shoulder and yelled, "No wonder you're all extinct!" Thinking about the tree and being extinct made me remember my uncle. Did you know they found him while digging holes to plant trees in at a Wal-Mart? We now hang out together here at the museum. The plaque in front of our display says we died off during the Pleistocene period (about 2 million years ago) along with the mastodons. Our bones suggest that Clovis culture tools were used to butcher us. Enough about us. Look here, lucky for you the mastodon bones just woke up from a nap. 
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I am Bob M. Mastodon, almost a mammoth but not quite. The difference between us varies. I have no undercoat, a larger flatter skull, and a skeleton that is stockier and more robust than the mammoth. Plus, my teeth are sharper and suited for eating yummy leaves more than that awful grass, and I have 5 meter long tusks to boot! We lived in cold spruce woodlands and since I am not the hunting sort, leaves and 

roughage had done me nicely. Say, speaking of hunting, do you know my [image: image3.png]Black Foted Fre mage coursy
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kind never got any respect? The people of the land hunted us for sinew, meat, and fur. I also heard we went through an Ice Age. Nowadays most of our bones were just put up in a museum. Camelops and I have been here for many years along with a whole family of black footed ferrets. 

Well what do you know? Here comes our little friend now. Looks like BFF would like to introduce himself. Hello, I'm BFF or Black Footed Ferret. And yes, I am little and yellowish and brown. Guess what color my feet are? I'm always stepped on by bigger animals because I'm 18 inches long, and I only weigh two pounds. I think I'm in this museum because Bob M. Mastodon stepped on me;  however, he swears I couldn't  possibly be that old. ‘Til this day he still knows how to push my last button. We are on the endangered list now, but in the last year we made what humans call "an astonishing comeback." When my family and I lived and roamed we were lean, mean, black-footed hunting machines. I think we made the prairie dogs endangered because we hunted them. I also once tried to eat a very strong arctic ground squirrel but he got away. He's now in this museum too, but his family is in the "least concern" category. Last, but definitely not least, General Arctic Ground Squirrel. 

ATTENTION!!! General Arctic Ground Squirrel reporting for duty. I died because of old age and since I was a superior general, I was placed here in this fine museum. I may look cute, cuddly and furry but I am cold and hard core inside. That's why they call me General. I think the world is getting colder and that is why we 

squirrels hibernate. Guess what? When we hibernate, our body temperatures can drop to around 27 degrees Fahrenheit! OOOH cold! Here we have controlled climate so I don't hibernate anymore. I think they should serve me three gourmet meals a day here, but we don't get to eat anything. I sure miss all the grasses, mushrooms, roots, flowers, and seeds I used to eat. My family and I really hate grizzlies, foxes, and eagles. They eat us!!!! In this exhibit I am right in front of an eagle. So if you don't hear from the eagle again, you'll know I won the war and took him out. Someday soon I wish to travel back to my homelands in the Arctic Circle, but until then, we'll live in this really imaginative museum. 
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