	CHIPMUNK ENCOUNTER
Judy Fink
	Behind our first home in Penn Hills, we put a pre-made pond at the base of our sloped hill. We added a small waterfall and bog with plants to help keep the system clean. Birds and chipmunks came daily to drink from the lower pond.
	Each day I sat on the backyard deck enjoying the beauty and nature of the setting. One cute little chipmunk made a daily run down the hill to get water and any fallen seeds from my two hanging bird feeders. Cautiously he would come out in the open to get seeds, knowing I was there, then scurry back to the underbrush.
	One day while eating some cheese curls I wondered if he would eat one. I placed it on the path he usually took, then sat very still and waited. Scampering out of the plants he headed toward the water. Spotting the cheese curl he stopped dead. He stretched out his neck and sniffed the bright orange object in his path, grabbed the curl and ran back to safety.
	I continued placing curl pieces but kept moving them closer to my seat. He was tentative at first, but he felt the risk was worth it. Slowly he came closer every time I moved the treat. I put one on top of my shoe then sat very still. By then he had little fear of me, so he took it and ran. Finally, I held the cheese curl in my extended hand and waited. Carefully he took it from my hand and sat there nibbling his reward. After eating several pieces, he stuffed the remaining curls in his cheeks for later.                                                     
         I hope I didn’t give him a bellyache, but I thoroughly enjoyed getting up close and personal with the brave little guy. 
