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The following story is 

written by the father of our dear 
friend and faithful church 
member, Karen Orth. Her father, 
Bob, attends here when he is 
visiting from Southern California. 
Bob and I have become buddies 
and you’ll love the story...enjoy!  

 
“I am an 84 year-old 

widower. I live alone in the same 
home I lived with my wife of 58 
years, and where we raised our 
three children. Each week I go 
shopping at the local grocery 
store to purchase fresh produce 
for the week. As I as unloading 
my groceries in the kitchen, I 
dropped a sweet potato on the 
floor, where it must have rolled 
under the dining table. A day 
later, I found the sweet potato 
and saw that it had a large bite 
mark on it. I immediately thought 
the marks looked suspiciously 
like those of a mouse or a 
squirrel. I grow fruit trees in the 
back yard, so I know my pests. I 
have orange, lemons and a 
prized avocado tree. The 
neighborhood squirrels love to 
stop by for an afternoon snack. I 
know this because I often find 
evidence of their travels 
imprinted on fallen fruits. The 

squirrels particularly love the 
avocados and will scratch 
them right on the tree. 

I looked in the 
storage shed for two old 
mouse traps and set them out 
to catch whatever it was that 
was eating my food. The next 
day, I went to check on the 
traps, and both were sprung 
and the fruit bait was gone. 
Now that made me think that 
the varmint might be too large 
for the small mouse traps. So I 
went to the local hardware 
store and bought a “giant” 
mouse trap, twice the size of 
the last two I used. After 
several days of my setting out 
this large trap with fresh fruit 
bait, there was still no mouse. 
Now I’m getting mad. How 
could a mouse get the best of 
me? 

The next step in the 
battle was to go to the Dollar 
Store to look for something 
else to trap the mouse. I found 
some sticky paper that has an 
odor that attracts mice. So I 
set out two pieces of the sticky 
paper on the kitchen floor and 
I went to bed feeling confident 
that in the morning, I would 
have my mouse.  

The next morning I 
went to the kitchen to make a 
pot of coffee, and I found one 
of the sticky tapes turned 
upside down on the floor, but 
there were no other signs of 
the mouse. I’d been fooled 
again! I soon realized that I did 
not adhere the sticky tape to 
the floor correctly so that the 
mouse got clean away. I would 
not make that mistake again. 

Pastor Phil  

“My Battle with a Mouse”  

A week went by and there 
were no signs of the mouse. Could 
this mouse be smart enough to 
know not to touch the sticky tape? 
The next day I came into the 
kitchen and found two empty 
avocado shells right next to the 
sticky tape. I figured the animal 
went through my garbage so I put 
the bag up out of reach and 
concealed anything else in the 
kitchen that was edible. So for the 
next three weeks I waited and 
continued to fight this animal 
intruder.  
One morning I walked into the 
kitchen to make my usual pot of 
coffee, but this time I looked over 
at the sticky tape on the floor and 
found a wiggling mouse with all 
four paws stuck firmly on the tape. 
I got him! I quickly looked for 
another sheet of the sticky tape to 
place on top of him so he would 
not escape. I bent down to the floor 
to place the second sheet on top of 
him. The mouse began to increase 
his jumping and wiggling hoping to 
go free. His movement startled me 
and I jumped backwards off my 
feet falling to the ground, stiff as a 
redwood tree. I hit the floor and 
knew instantly that I broke my hip. 
There I lay in agony, unable to 
move or to call for help. I found 
enough composure to begin the 25 
minute crawl to the phone to call 
“911.” Within  minutes the 
paramedics were at my front door 
to help me. I was transported to 
the local hospital, where I learned 
that I indeed broke my hip. 
Sometime later, I learned that my 
son went to the  




