Backyard Surprise 
Norma Beasley

Although I am a native of West Virginia, the wild and wonderful state, I had heard of many wild forest creatures but never actually encountered anything of consequence. The closest I came to animals was grandad's black, brown and white hunting beagle named Dollie, Mary Ward’s German shepherd, grandma Beasley's chickens, and the usual neighborhood dogs and cats. I saw one snake in 20 years of living in West Virginia. Moving to Florida, introduced me to a different kettle of fish. Black bears, gators, coyotes, lizards, egrets, doves, turtles, crows, hawks, armadillos, raccoons, and others yet to be seen.
Then one day while tooling around in my backyard, I was surprised by a possum family or is it opossum family? Creatures of the night. I was mesmerized by mom skillfully tiptoeing along the top of my shadow box fencing. She stopped momentarily and looked in my direction but continued to a corner behind some pines I often fondly refer to as my woodsy getaway, which contained pink azaleas and purple Mexican petunias. I continued with my chores as I watched mom navigate her way along the fence. I thought about how we humans must navigate life at times. Very, very carefully.
The next day I happened to glance out a front window into my 40-year-old pindo palm. Two long strings hung from the leaves. Somethings out of character. On closer inspection, it was the tails of the baby possum. Well camouflaged. Along with them were three mice scampering about undeterred by the joeys. Research says possum keep balance in the environment. They are nature's pest controllers…eating mice, worms, chickens, even birds. They are best known as playing dead if challenged.
