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But we had never suspected or seen them robbing the smsll birds' nests. The chip-
munks, however, had never come up around the house, which was same distance away.
Now, I.thought to myeelf, tl;e iittle black villains probably have been committing
robberies right under our noses all the time. Perhaps that's where the eggs in
the vireo's nest down the hill went, and the yellow warbler's eggs. We had laid
these to the sneaking bluejey or the devlish red squirrel, that will swipe bird
eggs right in front of your eyes. Now Chippy had been put on the black list.

Next thing, we looked out of the kitchen window and saw mamme chipmunk
fea sting in the bird tray with only the glass pane between us. The towhee, that
lives with us all year around and depends upon the bread crumbs and nuts put daily
in "his"™ tray, was whining piteously in the bushes. The nerve of it}

A few daye later when walking under the grapd-arbor, there was scampering
in the leaves over our hesds. Two youny chipmunks were having the time of their lives
chasing each other back and forth the full length of the thirty-foot trapeze. It
was exhilarating to wateh them. They were a revelation, too. The chippy den must
be close by.

It was time for us to take a hand. This situation must have had something
to do with the wrecking of the house wrens' home in the big meple. Each of us took
a stand at the ends of the arbor and converged on the enemy. They avaded us easily
at first, but they never thought of dropping down to the ground and meking off.
They stuck to the upper supports of the arbor, hid under the leaves, or cemouflaged
like the limbs themselves, squatted frozen to the end of e beam. After a while,
getting jittery at the persistence of thelr besiegers, one of them raced clear back
to the other end near the big maple - and popped into the wrens' deserted housel

We soon had both of them in prison, a box in the study - with all the com-
forts of home, of course. We had determined to educate their depraved morals
before we gave them another chance at freedom.

For all that, the little chipmunk is an amusing acrobatis sprite and he
has the imagination and courage of a mountain climber. When we, breathless and
weary, plumped down on a snow bank at the tip of Mt. Rainier, over 14,000 feet up,
who should come scurrying out of a little fumarolo'but a chipmunk. He greeted us
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