Well, sir, it looks like we finally got a dose of winter.  Not a big dose mind you, but a dose nonetheless.

 

Anytime you go from 70 degrees to below freezing with ice falling from the sky in the same week you’ve been dosed for fact.

 

Last weekend we ate at the Barbeque King in west Charlotte with the kids eating on a picnic table in the back of my pickup truck and this weekend we’ll be huddled by the gas logs eating oyster stew.

 

But for all you northern Yankee persons new to the area and spending your first winter her amongst us, this pretty normal for here in these parts. And this about as good as it gets too.  It could be worse. It hasn’t been too many years back an ice storm coming through this part of the country knocked down enough power lines that me and mine spent an entire week sleeping huddled together in a big knot on the floor in big front of the fire place as close to the gas logs as we could get. And we still likened to have froze to death.

 

That was the same week I learned the difference between vented and un-vented gas logs and how I had come to have the wrong ones.

 

Of course my next-door neighbor learned that even though he had the right gas logs, he had the wrong type of ignition switch. One that had a safety feature that made it so you had to have the power on to light them. It is a known fact that gas logs of any kind sure won’t do you much good if you can’t turn ‘em on. 

 

I might not have been toasty warm but I didn’t have to go stay at no hotel either.

 

We were reduced to living downstairs for a week and only went up stairs when we got too nasty to be around each other. That’s where all the bathtubs are at High Grass Manor. And since we have a water heater we did have hot water in the tub. It just the part where you had to run naked to and from that proved to be the tricky part.

 

Laurie for her part got to where she could move to and from that tub faster than a fallen woman can run through a prayer meeting.

 

The good news is at least as of this writing Thursday evening the weather didn’t turn out nearly bad as they claimed it was going to be. 

 

From all the bells and whistles and claxon horns and such the weather bureau set off on my TV Wednesday afternoon you’d thought it was Judgment Day coming not a winter storm.

 

One of ‘em even announced a winter storm warning was in effect in our county through the next day county, which confused me a little bit. I thought a watch meant a weather nightmare might come your way and a warning meant they’d actually seen one nearby.

I was told later that one was down in Texas at the time that alarm went off and it was whipping their butts and was fixing to come up here and kick ours.  I guess those Texans took most of the fight out of it before it left.

 

For my money I don’t worry about a winter storm unless they tell me one has just kicked Atlanta’s butt and has started north up I-85.

 

There are, however, two good things that should come out of this winter storm, such that it was. And the first is it should’ve killed some bugs.

 

Another southern truth more time honored than the celebration of Robert E. Lee’s birthday, (who in fact would have celebrated his 200th birthday Friday if he were still here), is that if we don’t have some real good freezing weather in the winter, we’re going to be eat slap up with bugs come summer.

 

And we were fixing to get tore up. Why just this past Saturday I was out on the back deck sitting drinking coffee and saw a mess of flies gathering. Later on I went down and checked my beehive and found the bees were dragging pollen in from somewhere and were making honey.  

 

The bees will still fine but I hope it killed all them flies. Flies, chiggers, ants, fleas, mosquitoes, spiders, and everything else in between.

 

But the best news of all in all this is after all this rain we’ve been having here lately the dadgum water table ought to be normal.

 

News like that you cain’t beat with a stick

