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HATTER STORIES

The Thief - by Amber Zierath

Some places pose a greater risk to enter than others. Even now,
as I skulk in the tree’s shadows from a safe distance and case
the joint, I'm full of fear. I've been watching this house for
weeks, and I believe it’s now time to take what I want.

With nightfall now upon us, I'1l use its veil of darkness to make
my move. This time of day makes it less likely I’1l be spotted
creeping through the yard, and the house will be quiet. I take
another quick look around, making sure the route forward is
clear, then walk toward the front door.

There’s an intoxicating scent to the air the closer I get. This
merely heightens my drive to proceed. I inch my way nearer to the
house, admiring the lush grass beneath my feet. It may seem odd
that I'd notice such a thing in this moment. But I regularly
groom and fertilize this grass.

Each step feels increasingly hazardous. What if a dog barks at my
presence or worse, what if it tries to chase me? But I’'m only
inches from my prize, and I can already taste the sweetness of
victory. So, although fear weakens my stride and labors my
breath, I proceed.

There's suddenly a sound, a bang, sending a jolt through every
morsel of my being. Am I caught? Will I need to make a run for
it? I freeze and search my surroundings with wide eyes like I've
suddenly been caught in headlights. But after a few seconds, the
threat passes, and I feel it’s safe to resume my mission once
again.

Until, at last, I’'ve reached the loot I'm after. I draw in a deep
breath, filling my senses with the fragrance of success, then
bite. My teeth rip apart a robust cluster of pansies. I chew them
and taste their delectable flavour. Looks like they planted an
abundance of hostas this year; 1I'll devour those next. The
browallia flowers offer contrasting flavours to the palate, which
I personally don’t love, but I'1l eat them anyway.

Nothing beats a feast of plants and flowers, especially in the
first weeks of growth. With such generous esidents in Redwood
Meadows, my fellow deer and I will dine well and thrive.

To learn more about the writer, please visit her website at: www.amberzierath.com
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The Duel - by Amber Zierath

Our eyes are locked in an ominous stare. Adrenaline courses
through my body as I remain frozen. The one gawking at me from
over yonder holds strong as well. I release a heinous call, a
vocal form of intimidation, hoping to scare them off. Instead of
surrendering, though, they deliver a battle cry fueled with
terror. Shoot, looks like I've been challenged to another dang
duel.

The sun casts a long shadow of a branch from a nearby birch tree.
As far as I can tell, high noon is near - perfect timing. &n
easterly wind pushes frigid air up my spine, possibly escorting a
blizzard, but it won't deter me.

Everyone is after my cache these days. I reckon there must be
rumours in these parts about me and all that I worked hard to
possess. Now this lily-livered fool wants to steal it all away
from me. Well, I won’'t relent without a fight.

A Grey Jay perched nearby flutters its wings and I glance at it
for a second. This was a mistake as it offered an opportunity for
advancement, and I'm the one who carelessly granted it. Now, that
buffoon has taken off running right into my territory.

Although I know I've lost the advantage, I run forward without
hesitation directly in the path of my challenger. For a few
seconds, we race for each other, neither of us straying from the
imminent altercation. Until we're only inches apart.

Instead of either of us immediately attacking, we dance with each
other a little, running circles around the trees at an incredible
speed. Then, I shift and scale up the uneven bark for a few beats
unti I'm behind and taking on the role of hunter. We race down,
sideways, then up again. Our voices adding to the skirmish by|
crying and chirping obnoxiously.

We carry on this way long enough for my lungs to burn from the
exertion. Just when I wonder if I have the strength to take this
duel further, I push myself to run a little faster. I lunge
forward with my claws poised and strike, detaching a clump of
hair from my opponent’s back. Finally, this prompts a retreat and]
I find myself once again the victor.

After all, there’s only enough black oil sunflower seeds for one
squirrel in this here bird feeder. As far as I’'m concerned, that
can only be me.
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The Refuse Enthusiast - by Amber Zierath

Access can be tricky, but it’s not impossible. Even though
tactics are used to keep me out and away from the delicacies
trapped inside, I usually find a way.

wWith a quick tug on the latch and smooth pull at the sides, it’s
easy to remove the previously locked lid. Once I'm in, the fun
really begins. Stowed beneath the plastic barrier are precious
items free for the taking. My preferred course of action is to
remove each article and lay it strategically onto the road, to
really get a good look at everything.

First thing to lay out is a stack of advertisement flyers. One is
from a grocery store; I wish I could eat the pictures of the food|
on their pages. My next discovery is an orange peel, then a small
plastic bag filled with used cat litter - disgusting. Beneath
that, however, I locate an epic treasure. A small sock coloured
like the petals of an Alberta rose. It has a small hole, but it’s
still soft and ideal for bedding. I take an extra minute to lay
that aside separately from my other pile before continuing my|
hunt.

I get a little excited when I see a clump of leftover food.
However, when I move in closer to take a bite, I realize it’s
smothered in garlic - I can’t stand that smell. Moving myself
around and away from the offensive stench, I clutch a piece of
Styrofoam gloriously scented of raw meat and toss it out to the
ground. This reveals a section hosting my favourite food of all
time, a partially eaten burger. In my excitement, I bob my head a
little and make a happy noise. This may have been a mistake.

In the near distance, I hear a raucous call akin to mine.
Glancing quickly in the direction of the sound, I see a cluster
of my kind forming - no doubt they have murder on their minds.
Not keen to share my newfound delicacy, I pick up the fermenting
burger and hold it strong in my mouth. As the others encroach
closer, I move to pick up the pink sock and rush away with it
toward my home.

It isn’t selfish to claim the best items for myself before the
others arrive. I already did the hardest work and meticulously
organized the objects from within the trashcan for all to see.
I've left plenty of food options and soft items for nesting
strewn about for my fellow crows. In fact, some might say I'm
mighty generous for sharing my spoil

To learn more about the writer, please visit her website at: www.amberzierath.com
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