Stories
Jim was walking along the path up from the lake towards the house….He happened to glance down and along the path beside of him he noticed two cute little chipmunks…. scurrying furiously along, going somewhere quickly….In his big booming voice he asked where they were off to so quickly….”The weather’s gonna change! The weather’s gonna change! They both spoke at the same time, sometimes alternately ....”Change. Change weather change, gotta go! Weather’s gonna change ya know..Chill! chill! Chill! Chill!,” they echoed each other back and forth….…”Can’t you feel the air?” They stopped in their tracks and stared at him for a minute…And then, both at exactly at the same time said, “Can’t you taste the air?” “Can’t you taste the air?... And started scurrying along again… He asked where they were going….”Here, over here, hole’s over here”….They both said at once…”Over here! Right there, right there….…”.
     There, at the base of a willow tree by a stream and a pine… was a tiny hole he never would have noticed if the little guys hadn’t pointed it out…..”That’s it?” he asked. “Yup! Yup! Yup!” they said alternately…..One dashed into the hole and came out quickly with an acorn…..”We’ve got so many of these we use them for warmth”….They both laughed hysterically, it was obviously a favorite joke of theirs….He didn’t ask…He’d never understood the munk sense of humor ….. 
     She said they had a good supply of all kinds of nuts…..Some almonds, A dozen black walnuts and chestnuts for thanksgiving and Christmas…..(Chipmunks are Catholic, a lot of people don’t know that….). They were well stocked for the winter….They said they had some fruit also…mostly grapes, (they dry well evidently), apples, plums and some stuff they didn’t know the name of nearby…..They said they’d been dragging dried grass into their hole for the last couple days…..”Weather’s gonna change! Weather’s gonna change! Weather’s goin’ cold! Cold!”…..Haul and stuff. Pull stuff…. Haul and stuff….
It was as if they couldn’t sit still….”Weather changing! Weather changing! Weather changing! Cold snow, snow, cold” Rattling on and on…. He asked how big their hole was….Four inches wide and about two feet deep, he finally gleened…. But a lot of tunnels ran through the roots of the Willow…….Parts of them flooded and added to their protection in the Spring….Other provided other ways out…...They offered him some sunflower seeds….He munched on a couple with them….The both of them were hyper, glancing back and forth all the time…but they were very friendly and had more than enough “How deep is the snow gonna be jokes…”You know your Moms up in heaven? Her butt’s gonna get cold…….Man, Chipmunk humor sucks….
     He hung out a little while and helped them haul some big old green clad walnuts to the stash….He asked what they would do if somebody came by and stole their nuts from the hidey hole….They stopped and stared at him a long time….They chatted for a while and he said good by….It snowed heavy and then heavier the night of the next day…It just kept coming……He went to check out their hidey hole…Couldn’t see it, it was completely out of sight…He thought he could hear the sound of cute little snoring....He walked around a bit watching it snow...He chuckled and went inside and threw a log on the fire,,,,,
**********************
January 21, 2017
The Incident Of The Eleventh. From a few years back...I think I may have posted it before....
[bookmark: _GoBack]Whilst snuggled in my bed, propped up by my favorite pillows, listening to some cool jazz, perusing the deep intellectual musings of the beloved philosopher, Dave Berry, a loud hiss emanated from the Head of Security, Sparkle de Picard, brilliantly alerting me to something amiss in the kitchen. I hastened there only to see the striped rear end of an intruder scoot onto the porch, reuniting with his confederate. Blocking their exit from the porch was the swinging door that opens in, but not out. It wasn't Junior, because he can open it and dash out at the speed of sound. No, these were rookies. And rookies are dangerous. Grabbing my trusty broom, I brandished it vigorously in their direction, sweeping them to the other end of the porch, so I could prop open the door and "encourage " them to leave the premises. Using my bristled weapon, I routed them towards the door, through which they beat a hasty retreat. 
     Congratulating ourselves for our steadfast defense of home and hearth, (I really do have to get one of those hearths) we went back to the inner sanctum. I, to my pillowed berth, The Head of Security to the end of the bed. Suddenly a "thunk" echoed through the silent hallways. A confirmation hiss was issued. Thus alerted, I discovered yet another bandit hiding behind the TV in the living room. Once again taking hold of my bristly weapon, I walked forward in a forthright manner. Once again I had work to do. Opening the slider to the porch, I rustled the beast onto said porch, only to realize that I had neglected to prop open the door to the outside. The creature was obviously in a bit of a tizzy, and with bare ankles, I felt too vulnerable to open the door with the intruder seemingly trying to get back in and bite my ankles. This was my fear. I went out the other door, came around and propped open the door from the outside. Circling back around, I again picked up my weapon, stoutly striding into battle with the enemy. The Battle of the Front Porch had begun. 
     In a sweeping action, I probed behind the stuffed chair where the beast was holed up. It climbed to the top of the chair, stood on its hind legs and let out an ungodly sound that pierced the night. One angry coon was swatted off the back of the chair that night, quickly and with authority. Trying to gain a strategic advantage, I climbed up on the chair to take the high ground, and to be able to swat at will on all sides of the chair. The chair, being a swivel chair, swiveled, dumping me back to the porch surface, at which point, the intruding nocturnal offender ran across my moccasined foot, bouncing me right back up on the swivel chair, which swiveled me right back down again. Spooked, with my survival gene screaming RABIES! I retreated to the kitchen, conceding the porch to the bandits. The Battle of the Front Porch was fought to a draw, if not an outright defeat. This angered the Head of Security. She couldn't believe we were allowing a foreign presence to occupy what was rightfully out territory. I knew the intruder would leave by first light, survival being the better part of valor. By the next day, the enemy had retreated into the wild. Security protocol was discussed, the appropriate awards and medals were awarded, and slowly but surely the domicile rolled out into another lazy, hazy, crazy day of summer, those days of whiskey and soda and beer.
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Dawn on Lake Ackley...Too early for mist to form....The lake is flat black, the lily pads sit there like cold pancakes....There may be some mist forming on the larger part of the lake, but it's hard to tell in the low light.... There is a warm hopeful glow above the trees on the hills on the other side of the lake....To the west it's still night time.....You can still see outer space.....The stars, that big old moon, everything..That stellar blue....It's impossible to describe the deep colors of blues and purples of the skies, right now...Use your imagination...The air is still pretty cool, not quite crisp, but sorta.....But now, right before my eyes, I can actually see mist forming out of the air!. In one of my lives I taught science, so I know where mist comes from...But it sure looks like it comes out of nowhere...And now it's starting to slide lazily across the smooth surface of the water, little streams, with mini tornadoes twisting up and disappearing......Mist is creepy enough it should be spelled with a y.. ..like mystery....It seems like magic to me........The birds, of course, are going crazy....So many melodies all at once...How can you keep up? So many, so many...Beautiful, beautiful, beautiful...The bull frogs are holding down the bottom end, at least as well as Greg Orr......The sun is still behind the hills, but it just peeked over the trees and winked at me. Ol' Sol says it's going to be a great big beautiful day... A great big beautiful sunny summer day seems to be our fate...Oh, well, we'll just have to make do, I guess....
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