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I’ve often heard that friendship 

between women is nothing more 

than a suspension of hostility. 

While I have sometimes seen that to 

be quite accurate, for my best friend 

and me, nothing could be further from 

the truth. She’s godmother to both of 

my children, never says “no” to a cos-

tume party, loves fabric as much as I 

do, and is the sister I never had. We’ve 

been through thick and thin over the 

past 30 some-odd years, much to both 

of our mothers’ dismay; I could write a 

three-volume novel on our adventures 

alone. We are now both happily married 

and living in separate states, but that 

hasn’t slowed us down a bit. The things 

we manage to get ourselves into take 

place at a less-than-regular pace these 

days, but they are extraordinary and ri-

diculous nonetheless. 

I have a treasure trove of memories 

starring the two of us, and one such 

event (which will always be one of my 

favorites) took place about ten years 

ago when she came to town to help me 

celebrate my birthday. It was a cold and 

rainy day, and after a lovely luncheon 

with several friends, we jumped in the 

car together to head home in time to 

meet the children after school. As we 

turned on the street to my house, it 

looked like someone’s dog was out in 

the rain, so we slowed down to try and 

get it in the car. I wiped the fog from 

the window just in time to see that it 

was not a dog but a raccoon wandering 

right down the middle of the road in the 

pouring rain. Animal lover that I am, I 

phoned the vet and asked for advice. Af-

ter describing the animal’s behavior, we 

surmised it was most likely rabid and should be hu-

manely “disposed of ” if at all possible. 

We ran into the house, and she found two umbrellas 

while I unlocked the safe and grabbed a shotgun. I sup-

pose my neighbors already know I’m crazy because not 

one of the cars headed to after school pickup stopped to 

ask why we were running down the street. In the rain. 

Wearing heels. Chasing a raccoon. With a gun. 

After a couple of neighbors helped us send the sad lit-

tle fellow on his way to meet Jesus, we decided to leave 

the cleanup for later. We were freezing and soaked, so 

we headed inside to sit by the fire. As we walked in the 

house, the phone rang. It was a neighbor of mine who 

was mother to the resident “Ellie Mae Clampett” of the 

neighborhood. She was headed to the pediatrician’s 

office with Ellie Mae and called because she had seen 

me chasing the raccoon. She was grateful we had taken 

care of him, as he had bitten Ellie Mae. I don’t know 

why—she only tried to put him in her backpack and 

take him home. She informed me that animal control 

would need the raccoon for a rabies test and asked if we 

could please (without touching it) bag it up and meet 

her husband in the driveway with the body. 

Convinced we both had rabies, my friend and I pulled 

out the cleaning gloves from underneath the kitchen 

sink, found a shovel in the garage, and opened the um-

brellas once again. We made our way back down the 

drive with a big black trash bag and scooped up the sad 

little body of the presumably rabid raccoon—scream-

ing in fear the entire time. You would have thought it 

had jumped back to life and threatened to attack us. 

We managed to bag it up without the onset of a rac-

coon-zombie apocalypse, and Ellie Mae’s daddy met us 

out front to take it away. He thanked us profusely, and 

after the hand off, we ran inside and took turns strip-

ping down for Silkwood showers. Fortunately, Ellie 

Mae did not succumb to the bite from her furry friend, 

and all was well in a day or two. She realized you can’t 

pet strange animals no matter how cute they may be, 

and I discovered that I can shoot straight if I don’t have 

to shoot too far!
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