














SNAKE TALE
Anne Canright

This is a very short story, because it was a very short snake

about nine inches long. However, it was a rattlesnake. Short

because it was but a pup.

1was out at Pinnacles, rock climbing with a couple of friends. I

sat down to enjoy some shade and get a good view of our leader.

Settled my butt and leaned back on my left hand. Something-I

have no idea what-prompted me to look down. There, one inch

away from my left wrist (I do not exaggerate), was an absolutely

gorgeous little rattler, all curled up. Gorgeous because it was

creamy white with clear brown markings, like a freshly shed

snake-though I imagine this one had yet to shed its skin for the

first time. He flicked his little black tongue at me, but otherwise

didn't budge. 1shrieked (just a little bit: I'm not a shrieker) and

jumped up-of course. And then-of course-we had to take

pictures of it. It finally decided it had had enough of lenses stuck

in its face, unfurled and slid over the rock, then jumped onto the

next ledge-where it curled up again, under some leaves. There it

stayed for the rest of our time there.
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