I May Not Be The King of My Castle, But I Am The King of My Own Frontier

As a traveling southern humorist, every time I speak to an audience I make sure to point out that I started writing a newspaper column just to aggravate my Yankee schoolteacher wife. I also point out to all the husbands in the room that if they’d like to aggravate their wives all they need to do is contact their friendly neighborhood newspaper editor. 

 

Writing things like Audie Murphy had a premonition about our honeymoon when he coined the name of his autobiographical movie “To Hell and Back” or writing a column likening wives to mules will do it. Saying you heard Arthur Smith sing “Conversation with A Mule” and expressing your surprised because you didn’t know Arthur and your wife had ever met will do it too.

 

I do make sure to point out to perspective husband writers that if they choose to follow the path of matrimonial recrimination as I’ve done then they better be skilled in the great art of sleeping out of doors too. I’m convinced that the man who wrote the verse The stars at night, are big and bright deep and the heart of Texas was a kindred soul. I’ve become so astute in the manly art of sleeping outdoors that I’m now considered to a suburban pioneer. A modern day Davey Crockett taking on the elements in my own backyard.

 

And I’ve aggravated Laurie so much to this point that it’s hard to even get a rise out of her anymore. Some liken her condition now to matrimonial shell shock.

 

Like last week when I was under my deck stowing my beekeeping gear after a visit to my beehive. Laurie was on the deck above me leaning on the rail watching the kids in the pool.  I’d put up everything but my smoker, which is a little contraption that looks like a small can with a spout on the top and a little bellows on the side. Beekeepers put pine needles or straw or such in it and then light it to make smoke they gently smoke the bees to move them out of their way in the hive. Seeing Laurie above me gave me an idea. The fire in the smoker hadn’t quite gone out in it yet so I started working the bellows hard and the smoke started pouring out. Thick, gray nasty straw smoke that just commenced to consume the whole bottom of the deck and began then pouring through the gaps in the deck floor and began boiling over the side of the deck on Laurie’s side. Wasps flew out from under there wide open spiders fell from the sky. It looked for all the world like the deck was a fully involved working fire. 

 

But not one peep out of Laurie. She was still up there, though, but hadn’t said a word so I peeped up there to she what she was doing. And there she was just standing in the middle of that great big puff of smoke like nothing was going on. Said she wasn’t going to give me the satisfaction.

 

So I gave up.

 

The next night while the kids were on the deck drying off, I decided I’d try this trick on them so I got my smoker, filled it with straw and lit it. Then I started working that bellows like a fiend. Man, it was even better than the night before. Of course the kids thought it was great. The dog didn’t, though. It flew off the deck like Superman. 

 

When we finished, I told ‘em to go in the house through the front so as not to stink up the house. I went around front too and was surprised to find I’d smoked neighborhood so bad one of the neighbors had come over to make sure the house wasn’t on fire. Another man three doors down looked like he was cutting grass in a forest fire.

 

And then my front door opened and there she stood, school teacher glare and all, hands on both hips like a drill instructor. I had gotten a rise out of her this time sure enough and I hadn’t even tried. 

 

“Do you realize the bedroom window was cracked and the whole upstairs is now full of smoke? I’m breaking out with hives because of it. You beat everything, you know that.”

 

I said, “Look on the bright side, dear, I ran all the wasps and spiders out from under the deck.”

 

And she said, “You better hope you ran all the mosquitoes out from around your hammock. That’s where you’re sleeping tonight.”

 

