
Mr. Harper was seventy-nine years old. However, that didn't prevent him from
rising every morning at sunrise and walking the property lines of his farm.  Mr.
Harper knew his farm's boundaries and what property belonged to him and what
didn't.  Most mornings he found evidence of trespassers on his land the night
before, but he didn't mind. 

The trespassers left sharp footprints in the turf when they came for the
windfalls of apples and plums that littered the orderly rows of his orchard.  They
came for the bud-blooms on his evergreens and the sweet acorns that fell from
his oaks.  Sometimes Mr. Harper was lucky enough to come upon the culprits.
White-tailed deer were to blame for nibbling the apples on his apple trees.
Sometimes he was fortunate enough to catch them dancing on their hind legs as
they stretched to reach fruit that had not yet fallen. 

Mr. Harper was the proprietor of a tree farm that he'd inherited from his
grandparents many decades ago.  The trees that now dwarfed him were planted
when he was only a toddler.  He was an adolescent when the orchards had
yielded their first crop of fruit. 

Even though he was now an old man and had been a widower for ten years, he
was not a lonely man.  How could an old man feel lonesome when a family of
squirrels transformed the grand oak trees in his front yard into an apartment
complex?  How could he feel lonesome when there was so much work to be
done?

Mr. Harper treated his wild guests like royalty because he wanted them to
return season after season and keep him company.  To keep the animals happy,
he put out seed for the birds that nested in his trees and salt-block appetizers for
the deer herd that roamed his land. He wooed his raccoon friends with peanut
butter sandwiches nailed to fence posts.  In return, they provided him with
entertainment all winter long.  Mr. Harper enjoyed everything about his tree farm,
but his favorite part was watching the scenes of nature unfold before him. 
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