Oliver the Angry Squirrel

By Derek Bergmann

Oliver was an angry squirrel.  He had been angry for as long as anyone could remember, but no one seemed to know just why he was so upset.  "Why are you angry, Oliver?" people would ask.  "Shut your fucking hole, or I’ll cut you," Oliver would reply.  When not cursing at people or dropping nuts onto their heads, Oliver could often be found alone in the woods.  No one was ever sure what he did when he was in the woods.  There were many rumors.  Some said that he drank beer and passed out on a pile of leaves...others said that he masturbated like a madman in an attempt to relieve his anger and tension...there were even some who believed that Oliver had a secret lair filled with nuts and acorns he had been stockpiling throughout the years.  One day, the other squirrels decided that they were going to find out just what Oliver was doing out in the woods.  
"Maybe by learning what he does in the woods, we can also learn why he's so damn angry," they said.  The other squirrels all agreed that this was what they would do.  So, they began their plans.  They would act normal around Oliver, so that he would not suspect anything.  When he urinated on them from the tree tops, they acted normal.  When he called old grandma squirrel "cobweb coochie", they acted normal.  Even when he drank 4 energy drinks and tried to pick fights with them, they acted normal.  Finally, Oliver’s energy drink-rush began to subside and he grew tired.  Dejected and drowsy, he slipped off into the woods.  
Oliver was so tired that he didn't notice the other squirrels quietly following him.  Every few minutes, Oliver would hear a noise behind him and turn around quickly.  
"Who is following me?!?!  I’ll cut you, you asshole!" he yelled, but no one was ever there.  
The other squirrels watched all of this from a safe distance away.  Suddenly however, Oliver was gone!  It seemed as though he had just vanished into thin air.  
"Where did he go?" they asked.  
Finally, one brave little squirrel decided to get closer.  He walked to the spot where Oliver was last seen and looked around.  Just when he was about to give up, he heard a sound coming from the ground.  He quickly moved a pile of leaves and saw a hole!  
"It’s Oliver’s lair!!" he gasped.  
Quickly he scampered down the hole.  He moved slowly and cautiously down the hole.  For all he knew, Oliver could have set up traps.  As he moved further and further into the ground, he began to hear a noise.  It grew louder and louder as he descended.  Suddenly, the hole opened up into a large cavern, and there he saw what was making the noise: Oliver was passed out and snoring on the floor of the cave.  It was then that the little squirrel noticed the walls.  On the walls were some of the most beautiful paintings and drawings that he had ever seen.  This is what Oliver had been doing all along!  Then, the little squirrel heard the voice that he dreaded.  Oliver had woken up!  
"What are you doing down here??  I’ll cut you!!" cried Oliver.  
"Wait Oliver, don't cut me! I just wanted to see where you went to.  And now I know.  You’re an artist!  The best I’ve ever seen!"  Oliver seemed stunned.  The little squirrel thought he could even see him blush... 
"What I don't understand Oliver, is why you're so angry?"  
Oliver’s eyes flashed of rage and then began to fill with tears.  "I’m angry because I’m a squirrel!" he yelled, fighting back the tears.  "No one will ever believe that a squirrel could have made this artwork.  They would just laugh at me, and say I stole it from somewhere.  I’m angry because I want to be human, but instead I’m nothing more than a rat with a fluffy tail."  
The tears were now streaming down Oliver’s face and even the little squirrel found himself moved to tears.  He knew he had to say something.  
"But Oliver," he said, "why is you worried about what the humans will think of your work?  I know the other squirrels would believe you, and I’m sure they would be just as impressed as I was.  We’ve always wanted to be your friend, but you were just so mean."  Again, Oliver looked surprised.  
"You really mean that?" Oliver asked.  "You really think my art is good, and you want to be my friend?"  
"Yes," answered a third voice.  Oliver and the little squirrel both turned around and saw that all of the other squirrels had been standing there all along. Old grandma (cobweb coochie) squirrel stepped forward and spoke: "we've heard everything Oliver.  And now we understand why you are so angry.  But we want you to know that we love you for who you are.  You are one of us, and that will never change."  Now the tears flowing from Oliver’s eyes were tears of happiness.  
"I’m sorry I was so mean to all of you," he said.  "I just want to say that...THIS WAS ALL A TRICK TO GET YOU DOWN HERE! NOW YOU'LL ALL DIE!!!  BWHAHAHAHAHAAAAA!!!"  And with that, Oliver proceeded to cut and slash them all to little bits.  By the time he was finished, the pool of blood and body parts came up to his waist.  It turns out that Oliver wasn't just an angry squirrel...he was crazy too.  The end.  

