
Night Moves
by
Eyes Right 
Greenville, ME - Apparently a song stuck in one’s mind can be an omen of things to come.  In my case the tune had been Bob Seger’s 1976 memories of teenage love, Night Moves.  But on a recent night at 1:15 A.M. it was not on a continuous loop in my brain as during the daytime.  I was soundly asleep in our camp (remote cabins on lakes are called “camps” here in the deep woods of Northwest Maine) when I was suddenly woken by  the sound of a pig squealing.  It was one of those sit-straight-up-in-bed moments.  
The initial squeal was rapidly followed by several more along with even more ominous sounds of rapid banging against the front side of the camp.  It sounded as if two professional wrestlers were having a knock-down, drag-out fight on the wooden deck just outside our front door.  A few times the house actually shook.
I decided not to wake my wife - she would have been terrified and might possibly have immediately dialed 9-1-1.  My main worry was that a bear was attacking a smaller mammal and that it (the bear) might soon come crashing through our front window.  This was not an irrational concern....Maine bears had just come out of their long winter hibernation and are notoriously hungry and aggressive at this time of year.  I thought of pulling my shotgun out from under the bed, but it was not loaded and had not been fired in over 50 years (long story).  Instead I decided to go to the door, turn on the light and see what was causing this commotion.  
As I approached the door (with trepidation), the squealing sounds continued, but the banging had ceased.   The second I turned on the outside light, I saw nothing but heard an immediate scrambling toward the far end of the deck, a thud, and one more squeal.  Then nothing.  Determining that no animal was now on the deck, I tentatively ventured outside, but saw, or heard, nothing more.
I went back to bed, but my heart was still racing.  What had happened out there?   It was nearly an hour before I could get back to sleep.
In the morning I was again woken unexpectedly just before 6 A.M. by the humming sound of a generator coming from somewhere on the lake.  I fully expected it to stop, but it was still there 30 minutes later.  Sleeping was no longer an option, so I got out of bed only to find that we had no electricity.   Had whatever taken place five hours earlier knocked out our electricity?
This was mid-May in northern Maine, so our house was just as cold as the outside, that is, roughly 40 degrees.  No heat, no lights (although the house was sufficiently lit by the sun), and most distressing, no coffee....or water (we are on a well, but it needs the electric pump to provide water).  I put on several layers of clothes, woke my wife, and gave her the bad news about the electricity.   I did not yet tell her about the early AM fracas on our deck.  I went back outside to investigate.  What I found was two smashed piles of animal dung with one containing strands of fur.  No blood.  No bodies.  The only apparent trauma was to one of my potted plants which had been knocked off the deck railing to the ground below.  I looked under the deck, but found nothing dead....or alive. 
I used my cellphone to call Central Maine Power (CMP....everyone calls it by the initials) to report our outage.  I was actually relieved to learn that the loss of power had already been reported for our area and that 186 customers were without electricity.  Even better news from the recording was that it was estimated that power would be restored by 8:15 A.M.   Well, this was not really such great news;  it was now 8:30 and we still had zero electricity.  
I drove up the gravel road to a neighbor’s camp (Alice and Kendall) to find out their situation.  They told me that they were also without power, but when I told them of the “night moves” Alice laughed and said, “I have money that you just experienced a typical Maine nighttime event:  two raccoons fighting on your deck!  It happens all the time here.”
I thanked Alice and started to drive up our road toward town to search for any downed power lines.  At the top of a hill I came upon a large CMP truck parked in the road with the driver sitting behind the wheel.    After we gave the “Maine wave” to each other, I walked over and asked him about the outage.  “Just fixed it a few minutes ago.  A squirrel went to heaven after messing with a transformer on one of the poles down there in the woods.  Happens a lot.”
When I returned to our camp, power had indeed been restored.   As I looked closer at the animal dung on our deck, I realized that it did look exactly like the “stuff” that I have seen many times in Virginia when I have captured raccoons in cages behind our home.
So no bears, apparently; no owls swooping in to nail nighttime prey, just some raccoons having an apparent disagreement while a squirrel visited the wrong transformer.  Shortly afterwards, Seger’s song returned to my head.  I smiled while thinking that I would have preferred his circumstances “in the back seat of my ’60 Chevy” to our Maine night moves. 
I thought you might like to know.
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