The place I go to sometimes is swarming with wild raccoons that the owners have been feeding.  It is my job to feed them, I be sort of a “Candyman.”   They fight and growl with one another when I throw their food to them.  The first day there were 2, the next day 3 and the rest of the time 5; all snapping and fighting one another for their Ol’ Roy dog food.  They eat their own food and then come around to the front of the mansion and eat up the feral cats’ food.  They won't go away when I yell at them.
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It was all exciting but let me tell you more about the coons.

HANDYCAN
After my Mistress returned home I told her about the coons.  She said that they are so hungry because they are all going to have babies.  I should see the babies, they are so cute.  After they are a few weeks old they will start coming around and I can feed them as well.  She told me a story:
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Last year there was a very small baby raccoon that came around and it had a beer can stuck on his little hand.  It was so sad.  He must have tried to get something out from inside the can, thinking it might have candy or a piece of Ol’ Roy dog food inside, but gotten stuck inside the can.  He had learned to walk with it and thump along and just use his other little hand.  She felt so bad.  
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She had heard of a couple of women someplace upstate SC that take in only injured raccoons and possums which are hurt (mix it with love) and try and help them.  She contacted them and they said they would take him, but she would have to catch and deliver him (she was going to deliver a raccoon-ha, get it?).  They loaned her a live trap which she had to drive halfway up Carolina to get from them.  You know what baby raccoons love to eat if they have a beer can stick on their hand?  STICKY BUNS!  That’s what they told her to bait the trap with. 

  

So she baited the trap with the sticky buns and waited fearing that she would catch all of the other raccoons before Handycan.  But NO!  He was the very first coon and went right into the trap and sprung it. 

  

Then real fast she got out her BMW, put the trap with him in it on the back seat (said it was a good thing because he dug and bit awful attempting to get out of the cage) and away they drove Upstate.  Her and Handycan.   She did a hand off (pun intended-ha, get it?) to the Good Ladies and they took over.  Later, she called and learned that they got the can off his hand and then he was vetted, fixed up and then turned loose someplace in a rural area.  So, if you should see a raccoon with a limp it may be Handycan ‘cause The Candyman, he mixes it with love and makes the world taste good!

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=yecJaqMqQLc
With kind regards, I am 

  

Sincerely 

  

Charge d’ Affairs, Bubba the Great Creeker and TonyTheTuner 

