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Chaos of the Furry Kind

	After walking downstairs to prepare the morning coffee, I greeted my daughter, Kendall, sitting in the blue rocker recliner watching Saturday morning cartoons.  I started to make the Saturday breakfast special, homemade chocolate chip pancakes.  Suddenly, Kendall begins yelling, “Mommy, mommy, there’s a mouse in here!”  I quickly ran into the family room and noticed she had pulled her feet close to her body, holding on to her legs, hoping the mouse would not climb up the chair.
	Investigating the area, I did not see any furry intruders.  Then, in a nano-second, a brown furry creature from under the recliner came shooting across the floor and under the sofa.  I begin yelling for my husband, “Don, come quick! There is a mouse or something in the family room!”  Considering how we would catch or move the rodent, I proceeded to the garage to grab two weapons – a broom and a mop.
	As Don approached the family room, still in his briefs, I handed him the mop and kept the more significant weapon, the broom, for myself.  He started banging the mop around the sofa, only to see a chipmunk scurry out and go under the basement door.  We used the basement as storage, and we believe the chipmunk especially enjoyed rummaging through my craft boxes, where he found a plastic bag containing extra acorns used in making a wreath. 
My daughters, extremely frightened of insects, spiders, snakes, and anything that might climb on you, asked us to block the opening under the basement door with towels and encyclopedias, which the chipmunk had flattened itself to slip under.
	Realizing we would not find the chipmunk amongst all the boxes, we contacted an animal control company who arrived and set traps lined with peanut butter around the basement, hoping to entice the varmint into the cage.  A week passed, and to our surprise, no chipmunk was caught, and no peanut butter was to be found.  The technician with animal control suggested that the foam they used in the hole left from the air conditioning installation was undoubtedly the entry point.
	Not sure if we would spot the chipmunk again, no further thought or energy was given to the animal.  Unexpectedly, one morning as Don read the newspaper at the kitchen table, he felt as if someone was watching him from outside.  He looked over to see the chipmunk, standing on hind legs with paws on the sliding glass door, taunting Don to catch him.
	Don dropped the paper, ran out the glass doors, and started chasing the chipmunk around the yard.  After thirty seconds of this “catch me if you can” scenario, Don thought to himself, who is the idiot here and stopped the quest to capture the chipmunk.  We never did lay eyes on the villain again.
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