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Boxford —

I'm an animal lover — I'm the one who just got a black, furry Bernese Mountain Dog in heart of tick country. If that's not an act of love I don't know what is.  So believe me, when I ran over the mink in the Giant Sparkle (regular readers will recall that this is the name of our minivan) I was horrified. 

 My four-year-old daughter and I were moseying along the back roads of Boxford on our way to visit a friend for coffee.  And though we were going only about 20 mph, the timing of my braking didn't match the timing of the mink's dashing and we met with a thwack, thwack.

I immediately looked in all the mirrors to see how bad it was, but the mink had vanished.  I turned around and circled the scene of the crime two times . . . still nothing.  Suddenly an odor rose up through the vents.  My daughter and I both began to yell and Blue Ears, (the aforementioned puppy), began to whimper from his car-crate.  It was the eye watering, nose singing, gag producing stink of a mink that had released its defensive scent gland. 

Let's just say, 'musty' doesn't really cover it.  

But, as we gasped for fresh air, I still couldn't find the mink.  I became obsessed with a singular, horrific idea:  the mink was stuck to the bottom of the Giant Sparkle.

We managed to drive to our friend's and pulled into the nearby parking lot. 

I rolled down the window.

“Mommy's just going to peek outside.” I explained to my daughter.

Then I leaned out and saw nothing.  I leaned out even further, still nothing. Finally I hung upside down by my waist and peered cautiously under the front of the minivan.

“Hi, you're Esther aren't you?”  A strange voice asked from above me.

I twisted around and looked up to see a twenty-something girl staring down at me.  I had no idea who she was and frankly, as I hung out my window like a bat in sweatpants, I didn't care. 

I only had one thing on my mind.  “Be honest, do you see a mink ANYWHERE on this minivan??”

The girl kindly circled the van and said she didn't. So I heaved myself up, stepped out of the door and promptly lay down.  

“Sooo, who are you?”  I asked pressed to the pavement gazing up under each wheel.

“Oh, I'm Cheri, the other volunteer writer for our church website.”

We'd only ever talked by phone where I'd tried to sound polished and professional and generally more together than the mink-obsessed maniac I was currently presenting.

“Well,” I stood up.  “It's awfully nice to meet you in person.”  I shook her hand and laughed as if to shake the incident off. 

Except I couldn't; I twitched.  “Do you smell that?”

She said she really had to get to a meeting, and still smiling, backed away and then hurried off.

Our friend came out and we had coffee while I tried to not dwell on the situation.  But as soon as we were back in the Giant Sparkle, I called our dealership.

“I ran over a mink and I'm afraid it's stuck to the undercarriage of my minivan!!”

“Hmmmm.  Is there a dent?”

“No, no dent, just a horrible smell.  What if, you know, it's wedged in a wheel well or something?”

Twenty minutes later my daughter and I were walking Blue Ears among the car lot landscaping at  Honda North.  They kindly took me seriously, looked for (but did not find) the mink, and even washed the Giant Sparkle before returning it to me at no charge. 

Like I said, I'm an animal lover, so I like to think the missing mink means it survived and it lived to spray . . .somebody else . . . another day.   

 

Esther Baird is a writer who lives in Boxford. For ideas, comments or questions please visit her site at: estherbaird.com or send an email to: esther@estherbaird.com.
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