It’s that time of year again in the south. 

 

Time for days so hot and humid they’d take the Devil’s breath away. Days so hot that by evening we’re graced with thunderstorms so great our weathermen feel the need interrupt our regularly scheduled programs with a claxon horn more obnoxious than the one Jack Benny used to set off when he opened up his safe.

 

It’s the time of the year when our insects emerge from the woods, ponds, and fields to bite us, stick us, or sting us. Ticks and fleas leap on man and beast while chiggers wait in briar patches for unsuspecting blackberry pickers to happen by.  And in every puddle and pool of water standing idle for more than 15 minutes mosquito larvae await the moment when they’ll grow wings so they can fly into the cool of the evenings that follow those thunderstorms so they can poke holes in us and suck the blood out of anyone who dares to emerge into the night.

 

And this time of year also brings out our friend the serpent.  At High Grass Manor this year we’ve seen no less than four.  A green one the kids caught in the driveway and tried to put on several neighbors who are scared of them (Please note here that the southern term “put a snake on” somebody does in fact refer to someone isn’t afraid of snakes trying to put a snake on someone who is which has resulted in more than one southerner who isn’t afraid of snakes being shot to death by a southerner who is). We also found a large black snake reclining on the front porch in the cool of the evening and have sighted two a huge King snakes in the rock pile that covers the mountain of our above ground in ground pool. So far we haven’t yet been graced by the appearance of any serpents of the copperhead variety but I tiptoe gingerly through the grassy yards of my life comforted in knowledge of knowing full well they’re apt to be there. 

 

Now if you are a northern Yankee person who has moved here and are experiencing our beautiful summer for the first time or if you’re visiting your Yankee relations or friends who’ve moved down and lighted, don’t be afraid. These are all things we’ve grown accustomed to along time ago and you can to. Here are some tips to help.

 

Bug repellant works well on most of our biting bugs, to include the chigger. I’ve personally smelled so much of it over the years I now consider Deep Woods OFF an aphrodisiac. OFF will also work on ticks and fleas too, but if the dog brings in fleas and they infest your home please note it violates the norms of southern decency to be known as “those people who have to wear OFF in the house.” I’ve known some of these people and they’re considered trashy at best.

 

No, if fleas invade your home you must call an exterminator or at the very least get yourself some of those do it yourself bug bombs they sell down at the hardware store. Make sure you read the directions carefully because the last time I used them we had spend the night in a hotel.  And for God sake don’t ever attempt to try any of those southern remedies you’ll be told about how to get the fleas out of your home. My daddy tried one these that involved mothball chips and this didn’t phase the fleas one bit, although it like to kill daddy. 

 

As for snakes just remember this rule-the black and green ones won’t hurt you much and the one’s with the little pits on the sides of their heads will. And if you’re close enough to tell either you’ve already gotten to close to the snake.  I’ve also heard several southern remedies for keeping snakes out of your yard but I don’t believe them either in light of what happened to my daddy when sprinkled them mothballs and I ain’t about to try any such stupid thing when involves trying to quell pit vipers. The only cure I’ve ever found for snakes is a long handled hoe. I reserve it only for the copperhead variety and I leave the black and king snakes alones because they’re supposed to keep the bad ones away. Or so they say. 

 

Meanwhile, just enjoy the south that’s all I can say. 

 

We’ve got plenty of sunshine heading you’re way. 

 

Just carry a hoe and wear your spray.

 

And sing Zippity do day, Zippety ay.

