A Rat Killing At High Grass Manor
 

The greatest southern humorist, writer, and good ol boy that ever lived was the late Jerry Clower. To use one of his own analogies, he was the Bear Bryant of them all. For those of us who love him, we still have all his albums and listen to him all the time.
 

Among my favorites are his stories about rat killings, which to hear him tell it were more of a social function than anything else. Jerry would get together with his friends the Ledbetters and their daddy Uncle Versie, the head rat killer in their community.  Jerry says you haven’t lived until you’ve been invited to an RSVP rat killing.
 

Well Id never had the privilege of going to a rat killing until this week when one visited us here at High Grass Manor but it sure wasn’t an RSVP rat killing, much less a social affair.  
 

At 5:30 in the morning Laurie went down the stairs only to have a rat run across the living room and go down one of the air conditioning vents in the floor. Laurie flew right back up the stairs to inform me of this situation. 
 

Now my biggest fear in all this was that the rat couldn’t get out of the ductwork and would die in there.  I don’t know what they charge to get a dead rat out, but I do know what one will smell like ‘til they do.    
 

That afternoon Laurie went to the hardware with instructions to get one of those sticky traps because I had a plan. Laurie called when she got there to say she was going to by a mouse removal that had of big traps, little traps, a rat house with a key, poison pellets, AND sticky traps. I told her we weren’t dealing with the Egyptian rat plague, to just buy a big trap, two small traps, and two sticky traps. Friends, that big trap she bought is big enough to trap a mink.
 

That night I had a speaking engagement so I couldn’t deal with the rat until later that night, but I had no more than pulled into the parking where I was speaking than Laurie called to tell me the rat was terrorizing her. It was running through the ducts downstairs and popping up at all the vents. It would come out of one, run across the room, and go down another.  I told her to sit tight and I’d be home directly.
 

When I finished my program and started home, I called Laurie and told her I had just got a call from the house".  
 

"From who?” she asked. 
 

"The rat", I said. "He said to tell you he was upstairs in your bed".
 

Well sir, Laurie went off like a firecracker. Not only was this not funny, but she had found where the rat had been under her couch eating Skittles, plain and peanut M & Ms, and the ears off three rabbit Peeps.  It didn’t help when I said, "Woman, we now have a rat on a sugar high running through our house."
 

When I got home I set my plan in motion. It was a simple one. Id take a sticky trap and tie a cord to it, remove a vent cover, and drop the trap down the vent like Eskimos and Yankees do when they go ice fishing, although it appears my luck rat fishing is worse than it is fish fishing. After a few hours of this nonsense I gave up and went to bed.  I did leave one sticky trap beside the open vent. Laurie set a small trap and put it next to the vent with a Snickers bar for bait. I also went under the house and pulled a duct loose from the main duct and put the sticky trap with the cord in it.
 

At 4 am I went downstairs to check my traps only to find that not only had I not caught anything, but the trap was snapped and both sticky trap and Snickers bar were gone.
 

I then went under the house to check the last trap and lo and behold I was in luck. I thumped the duct and the rat thumped back. It was stuck on the second sticky trap, but it had chewed the cord loose so I couldn’t fish him out. Instead I had to use my pocketknife to cut a hole in the duct to get him out.
 

I sure could have used Uncle Versie, I'll guarantee.
 

