Day 5- Animal Interest	Stella Nahatis
I had not noticed a squirrel until I moved from the city to the North Shore of Boston, Massachusetts.  After a few months in the wooded area of Boxford the novelty of seeing squirrels changed into an interest in observing them. Whenever I had a minute between chores, I looked out the nearest window and watched the gray furry critters run and chase each other. When I had more time, I sat for a long time and watched four or five and sometimes six of them attempt to reach the bird feeder. It typically started with one squirrel climbing up the metal pole reaching one corner of the square feeder, lose his grasp and fall flat on his back.
As if on cue another and then another appeared from the wooded area beyond our yard. Out of bushes and down from tree trunks they gathered around the metal pole and joined in the athletic dance. Each attempt started with speed and determination. I was impressed and mesmerized by their hustling to reach the top of the slippery metal. I held my breath whenever one made it to the top. I knew the next step would be to see him release his hold and tumble to the ground. After three or four failed attempts enough bird seed had spilled on the ground for them to feast. 
They claim their spot and munch away. Sometimes the faster eater ventures into his neighbor’s area. A short-lived scrimmage sends him away and peace is restored. Each one, using his fore-paws chomps away on a seed.
My attention is drawn by the one that moved away from the group and is on his hind legs. He is holding an acorn nut. I know that’s what it is because oak and pine trees surround our yard. Of course, it is possible he had brought the nut from another neighborhood, but I am going with acorn. After a time, he stops feasting and returns to the bird feeder group. They look around as if assessing the situation. They crawl around under the bird feeder inspecting the discarded seed shells and scurried into the woods. 
I stayed in place. I knew a least one will be back to attempt the climb to the feeder. I brought my iPhone this time. I was certain I would have something to capture. Not that I don’t have enough videos of this scene, but they intrigue my interest anew every time.
Just as I thought Mr. gray squirrel with the long fluffy tailed returned and began his journey. He jumped onto one third of the pole and quickly reached the feeder and just as quickly he plopped onto the ground. Video one done. I had an expectation for him to attain his goal. As much as my husband and I did not like the fact that they could outsmart the squirrel-proof bird feeder, I wanted him to either succeed or quit trying. Even though I have seen him fall several times without injuring himself, I flinched every time it happens. Finally, I captured the Mr. Squirrel on the feeder’s deck with time to relax and eat.
I am grateful for my connection to nature through these furry creatures. 
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