The more I thought of the matter, the more I felt
the pair of squirrels might know the whereabouts of my apples.
I climbed up the steep wooded hill toward the fir. ILooking
seross in & maple-tree, I saw one of the apples in a eroteh
twenty feet from the ground. Another was in the erotech of
the next tree higher up. On the branch of the fir, with
his tail curled over his back, sat Mr. Douglas Squirrel en-
joying the third apple.

Going back into the cabin, I seid to myself: "If
the little fellow will tell me how he did it, I will gladly
give him four times as many apples.” Looking over the situ- |
ation, I discovered a round hole, that looked about the size
of the apple, up in the corner just below the shingles. Ome
of my apples was a pretty good-sized load for s squirrel. I
decided he had sunk his teeth into each apple and elimbed
straight up the side of the wall. The tiny bit of peeling
I had discovered in the corner showed he had had difficulty
at least with one apple. He had surely sarned the fruit; the
joke was on me.

The eonaes of the Douglas fir ripen in August, and
by September they begin to open. This is Chickaree's busiest
season. He goes at 1t with a vengeance. Out to the tip of
a 1limb & hundred feet from the ground he runs, snips off the
cones with his scissor-like teeth, springs quickly back, and
jumps to another branch, the very model of industry. With
his quick, jerky disposition, he is never slow. His task
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