A Southern Welcome To Yankees, Lumps, Warts, and All

 

The neighbors were beginning to worry. They’d begun to notice the increasing number of cars coming to the quaint house with the high grass in their peaceful subdivision.

 

First it was the black sedan from South Carolina that made its appearance. Then it was the light blue Impala with the Tennessee plates that came and stayed three whole days. But these didn’t worry the neighbors all that much, after all they were all cars from southern states so how bad could the folks inside them possibly be?

 

But the scene shifted when the mini van with the Illinois plates began showing up. That worried the neighbors some since it could mean yet more northern Yankee persons arriving to nest in our dear Southland amongst the legions of their northern Yankee brethren who already had. 

 

Still in all, though, the Illinois plates didn’t bother the neighbors all that much. Folks down south have long pitied the Yankees in Illinois ever since our late southern sage Brother Lewis Grizzard told how he’d spent three years in Chicago as a prisoner of war. Since that time southerners have mostly just felt a deep abiding sadness for folks who live in such a place and still don’t know how bad off they really are. 

 

No, the neighbors didn’t worry that much until this past Friday night when the late model Acura with the New York license plates pulled in the yard. It had, in fact, just arrived here all the way from New York City.

 

New York City!  

 

That ‘un did it. People all over this pristine neighborhood pulled their curtains, turned off their lights, and brought all their kids and dogs inside the house. And property values plummeted as the people huddled together in their homes holding and praying to God for deliverance from yet another New York Yankee person who had come here among us. 

 

And yes dear friends, I am sure by now you’ve all guessed the home in question here is none other than our very own beloved High Grass Manor. And no, we haven’t opened up a bootleg liquor joint or halfway house for southbound Yankees. It’s just my northern Yankee schoolteacher wife who, while enjoying her summer vacation, has been entertaining her friends and relations from all over Kingdom Come. We’re still due two more carloads from Pennsylvania before this summer’s onslaught ends.

 

But I write this today to caution y’all that relying on license plates to detect Yankees can be a bit deceiving. As you watch the driveways of the south for migratory Yankees, bear the following in mind. The Tennessee license plates were on the car of Laurie’s Yankee sister Lynne, who now lives in Franklin, TN with their two children. The South Carolina plates were on the black Buick of Laurie’s Yankee mom and dad who live in Hartsville, SC. And the Illinois license plates were on the van of Laurie’s best friend Michelle who is a southern girl born and bred ri’ cheer in Gaston County and currently she and her husband DeWayne, also from ri ‘cheer, are in the process of moving from the suburbs of Chicago to Philadelphia, PA. And while some might consider this move to be an improvement in geography, here in the south we’d say it sounds more like swapping the devil for a witch.

 

As for the New York plate, well, it’s just as bad as it seems. Inside that vehicle was Laurie’s friend Andrea, another northern Yankee schoolteacher who, who began her teaching career here before she lost her mind and moved back to New York City. The poor girl has come to her senses now and has again taken a teaching job here, to begin this fall.

 

I guess for the most part we southerners are stuck with all the northern Yankee persons who’ve continued to invade us since long after the War of Northern Aggression ended and by now some of us have even consented to let ‘em marry in amongst us. 

 

About all we can do now is greet them the way I do, especially if I am in front of an audience. Just welcome them here to God’s country, congratulate them for having the good sense to come to such a wonderful place, and then just caution ‘em not to try and change one blessed thing.  We like everything just the way it is down south, lumps, warts, and all.

 

And after staying a spell, we figure they will too.   

