Crazy Ladies Corner
The Skunk
	I have another confession to make:   I hate skunks.   Okay, that sounds a little weird–especially to any of you who live in the city.     You have probably never given skunks a second thought.    For most of my life, neither did I.  Now I actually have skunk nightmares.
	Let me explain:   I live at the base of a mountain in rural Pennsylvania.   We call it “Wild America” because of the constant parade of wild life that goes through our back yard.   When we were installing a security system, someone suggested we install cameras to see outside at night.    We answered, “Sure, and we can pay for it by selling the video tapes to Animal Planet, because it would be a video full of animals roaming the property.”   
	A few months ago, we had a huge black bear in broad daylight.   Every day the same groundhog comes at the same time and eats at the same spot in our yard.   Last night a flock of turkeys invaded our yard at dinnertime.   Squirrels, chipmunks, rabbits and possums all come to graze in our yard uninvited.   One Christmas Eve, a repairman left the cellar door open and a squirrel was trapped in the cellar.  While the rest of the world was waiting for Santa and the reindeer, we were squirrel hunting in the basement.    When we were kids we knew it was time to come inside at night when the bats came out. 
Then we have deer.   Every year deer come in our yard.   They come down the path, onto the sidewalk, and walk down the driveway to eat our plants.   (We have very delicate deer; they prefer to walk on the grass as little as possible.)   They come down to our yard at night and set off our alarm system.   We get up to see what set off the alarm and the deer look at us like they’re annoyed.   We bang on the window or ring a bell to keep them from eating our shrubbery.   These deer are so ridiculously tame that they refuse to move.   They just stand there and stare at you as if to say, “Why are you disturbing my dinner?   You get the yard during the day–this is our time.”   Then they continue to eat.   They will not leave until they are ready. 
	Even though we have all these critters using our yard as a buffet, it’s the skunks I dislike the most.     It all started one night when a skunk appeared in the back yard.    Night after night we would watch it meander around our yard hoping it wouldn’t spray.    
	Finally, my Dad asked a man he knew to trap it for him and get it out of our yard.    It didn’t take long until the skunk took the bait and was trapped.    The plan was that Dad’s friend would come and get the skunk and take it to a woodsy place where there were no houses.    Well, that didn’t happen.            
	The man put the trap so close to the house that we could see it.   This made me very uncomfortable because if the skunk sprayed we would definitely smell it.   As soon as we noticed that the skunk was trapped, we called the man.   He didn’t come for days.   That skunk tried it’s best to get out of the trap.   It paced back and forth, back and forth looking for a way to escape.    Honestly, it is a miracle it didn’t go completely nuts and spray, but it didn’t.   It just made us very nervous while we waited.  
	Finally, the man came.  He took the skunk out of the cage, walked to the edge of our property and shot it.    That wasn’t the plan!     There was no doubt that the skunk was dead.   The whole neighborhood knew what had happened because the smell was so bad!    From that point on we hired professionals to deal with skunks.   
	If that was the only instance, maybe I wouldn’t be so traumatized.   However, that was only Scene 1 of the skunk saga.   Scene 2 was far more dramatic.     It was late at night and everyone was in bed when we heard a THUD!   My Dad jumped up and ran to the basement.   He knew something had fallen into the window well.   We were all panicked when we saw that it was an oversized skunk.   The skunk wasn’t crazy about the idea of being trapped either.   He kept moving around and trying to find a way out.   The only thing keeping that skunk out of our basement was a window.    
	We had no idea what to do.   If he sprayed, everything at that end of the house would be ruined.   If he got into the basement–I still can’t bear the thought.   I knew the result of a skunk that sprayed.   When I was a freshman in college, a skunk sprayed under my best friend’s dorm room.   The smell never completely left her things.   She had to throw a lot of stuff away.  I couldn’t imagine that happening to our house, so I frantically started moving everything at that end of the house to the other end of the house.     Every single piece of clothing, pillows, comforters, anything we didn’t want to replace was piled high in the living room.  
	While I was moving everything, my family was trying to figure out how to get rid of the skunk–who by this time had fallen asleep.    We couldn’t shoot him because of the smell.     Yes, this is rural Pennsylvania–guns are big here.   Eventually, we called 911.  
	Here’s a tip:   911 does not handle wildlife emergencies.   They didn’t help at all–unless you consider laughing uncontrollably and making jokes to be helpful.   They were so busy laughing that they could barely give us the phone number for the Game Commission who does handle wildlife emergencies.   At least they are supposed to.     The Game Commission didn’t help either–they laughed harder than 911.     Apparently, having a skunk in your window well isn’t an emergency.    
	Finally, around 3 a.m. we called a man who worked in pest control.   Another piece of advice, if you are going to wake up a trapper at 3 a.m., expect to pay overtime.   He came and informed us that it was one of the biggest skunks he had ever seen and he wasn’t sure how to get it out.   Big help!  
He decided to put a board into the window well and see if the skunk woke up.   Maybe he could get out himself.   (Funny, the skunk is the only one who slept that night.)   Then I think the trapper left and said he’d be back around daylight.    We spent the rest of the night on pins and needles waiting for a skunk to wake up. 
	It was around 6 a.m. that the trapper came back and the skunk woke up, crawled up the board and ran into the woods.   Of course the skunk could run off into the woods, he had a good night’s sleep!      
	The next day we went and bought window well covers.   We weren’t going to let that happen again!   The interesting thing is that my Mom wanted window well covers for years, but my Dad said, “We can’t have them.”   After a sleepless night babysitting a skunk, we could have them!							
	This seems to be a pattern at our house.   For a long time it bothered my Mom that our cellar windows were old and broken.    Dad said, “You just have to live with it, they don’t make windows like that anymore.”    Then one day he was out working in the yard and he accidentally threw a brick through the cellar window.    Suddenly, cellar windows appeared on the market!   In fact, that day Home Depot had them as an in-stock item.    
	How I wish this were the end of my skunk stories!   Yet, it isn’t.     Fast forward 1 year and the skunks were back again–only this time there were three of them.    A mother and her two little skunks set off our alarm system as we were preparing for bed.     The three of them continuously circled the house like the Israelites circled the walls of Jericho.   They sat for awhile at the front door, and then they continued wandering around our house.    After about an hour of this, we decided to call THE MAN again.   And just like before, we woke him up to come and deal with the skunks.  
	And it was good that we did.   When he arrived, he discovered that one of the little skunks had wiggled it’s body into our rain spouting.   Another disaster in the making if that thing sprayed.    The only way to remove the skunk was for the man to completely disconnect our rain spouting with the skunk still in it.   Then he took the skunk to an undisclosed location to dispose of it.  
	This left us with just 2 skunks.    We never did find out what happened to the other little one, but the professional did find the mother skunk.    It was hard to miss it when it sat on his foot!  
That’s when I learned an important lesson about skunks.   A skunk will only spray if it feels threatened.      Apparently, the skunk didn’t feel threatened by the man because it didn’t spray.   It just sat on his feet until it was ready to leave, then it ran away into the bush.   Then he came and told us of his adventures, collected his fee and went home.   
Another skunk crisis averted.  The next day, we got screens to cover our rain spouting.   My Mom had been asking my Dad to put screens over the rain spouting for a long time.   He said it was unnecessary.   Well guess what!    After another sleepless night and another bill for skunk retrieval, he saw that screens for the rain spouting were necessary.
	So that’s why I hate skunks, however, I’m not afraid of them anymore.  After the skunk didn’t spray while it sat on the man’s foot, we decided to be less afraid and let the skunks to God.     Now we just set the alarm, and when the animals set it off we will look at them and wave and let them join the rest of the animals at the all night animal buffet called our yard.    
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