Fire, Fire
An ex relative of mine and his family lived in a small town north of Toronto. He was an avid gardener and had a relatively large garden behind the house. The vegetables he produced were his pride and joy. They must have been delicious too because a ground hog would periodically dine on them.

One year he was at his wits end after a particularly nasty foray by the furry thief. It had left the garden looking more like a desert than a vegetable patch. He decided he would end the war by evicting the well fed oversized rodent from his back yard once and for all. The method he chose, if discovered, would undoubtedly be cause for arrest and punitive action by animal rights organisations. The ‘Ground Hog God’ did know of his method and retribution was going to be the order of the day.
Finding the entrance to the raider’s underground home he poured a gallon or so of gasoline into it. A match thrown down the hole produced a very loud ‘waroomph’ and what felt like a small earthquake. The hapless animal, on fire, left his home via the back entrance at about the speed of light. Having nowhere else to go he ran under the wooden garden shed at the bottom of the garden.

Being tinder dry the shed was very soon a mass of flames. Vain attempts to fight the fire with a garden hose were a dismal failure. In the time taken to locate the hose, hook it up and turn it on the shed was fully engulfed in flames. It was obviously a goner and beyond any chance of being saved. A pile of embers with the burnt out implements producing a column of smelly black smoke were all that remained. 
The volunteer fire department eventually arrived but had nothing to do but douse the smouldering ashes. This they did with very wry and amused looks on their faces. To a man they all tried desperately not to burst out in actual laughter. The amused looks were not intended as any form of irreverence to the sadly departed rodent, they were of course quite justified. Even the ‘Ground Hog God’ was smiling.

Did I mention my ex-relative was the captain of the town’s volunteer fire department? Needless to say he was more than a little embarrassed and did not live down that experience for a very long time. 
Another ground hog eventually took up residence in the vacated home and may well be dining on delicious vegetables. He feels safe in the knowledge that it is very unlikely fire will destroy his new home!
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