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Two weeks passed and it happened again. It was late at night; Mr. Baker was taking off his shirt when all of a sudden, he heard something thump underneath the carpet and moan. The lamp started to shake, the table was about to fall, and the lamp broke.

Mr. Baker was frightened by all the noise, so he went downstairs to investigate for himself; by the time he was in the living room, he lifted his chair up and walked gingerly across the room without making a peep. He tip-toed toward the big rusty old bookcase. 

“I know you’re hiding; show your face whoever you are!” Mr. Baker whispered nervously. The thing under the gray carpet moved again. 

“I am not kidding you!” he said, and it moved once more. 

“Show me your face, I said!” yelled Mr. Baker, and a huge rodent popped out.
“AHHH!” he screamed out loud “It’s a rat! Somebody call the exterminator!” Before long, there were about fifteen creatures invading his apartment building; bats, raccoons, foxes, skunks, and all of the other animals from outdoors that came in through the window he forgot to shut. Mr. Baker was doomed and desperate to have those wild animals out of his house. How could this be real? he thought.

Mr. Baker decided that he should contact the humane society instead. It didn’t take that long for them to approach his house to look for the critters hiding all over the place. The team searched high and low, but the animals were not to be found anywhere.

“I’m sorry sir,” said the man, “we couldn’t exactly track down the animals that you want removed from your property.”

“How could this be?” asked Mr. Baker, astonished.
Before the man could answer, he heard something come out of the cabinet from the kitchen, and they ran across to see what the matter was. When they got there, the stove had muddy paw prints from the raccoon, the refrigerator was a mess with all the leftovers spilled everywhere, and then all the creatures pranced out in terror.

“Ahhh!!!” they screamed.
All frightened, Mr. Baker and his team ran out of the house until they came upon a park ranger.

“Hey, what’s all the complaining about?” he asked

“Animals, there were crazy wild animals in my house!”

“How on Earth could they possibly get into your house, sir?”

“Well, as I was about to hit the sack, I opened the window because it was stuffy in there. When I came back, I heard strange footsteps come from some rodent, and before I knew it…BAM! All of them managed to creep into my house without notice.”

“Sir, you realize that you shouldn’t open up your window at this hour, right?”

“I understand perfectly well, but the reason I had to open it was because my air conditioner was broken for two weeks, and the repair man won’t be here till Friday to fix it.”
“I guess that explains that theory well,” said the ranger. “Tell you what, if I help you get rid of them, will you promise to keep your window shut from now on?”
“Deal, but be sure they don’t invade other people’s living rooms, too.”

In the end, everything was quiet again. Mr. Baker was able to take his long good night’s sleep, with no unwanted visitors this time.   

