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AS I TYPE THESE WORDS ON A PARTICULARLY PLEASANT 
NOVEMBER AFTERNOON, I fervently hope that Arkansas soon � nds 
itself deep in the clutches of a long and miserably cold winter.

You should be, too, if you’re the kind of person who likes to frolic 
outdoors in the springtime.

Whether you believe it’s 
manmade climate change or 
completely natural weather 
cycles, if you live in 
Arkansas—anywhere in 
the South, really—
you should dread 
these temperate 
autumns and mild 
winters we’ve been 
having in recent years. 
� at’s because a good, hard 
freeze and a couple weeks of 
snow are our best defenses against 
the evil hordes that would otherwise 
stand ready to be the ruination of every 
day between the end of February and the start 
of June.

Ticks. Chiggers. Mosquitos. The Unholy 
Trinity of an Arkansas springtime.

Yep, if you’re doing your Christmas shopping 
in a light jacket and just one pair 
of socks, that means these blood-
sucking merchants of misery are 
far too comfortable for our own 
good. � ey’ve been breeding like 
gangbusters all year and probably 
outnumber us 10,000 to one 
by the time autumn arrives. 
But whereas in decades past 
we could count on plummeting 
autumn temperatures to fall on 
these vermin like a ton of bricks, 
these days, there’s little to slow 
them down.

In fact, if one were to design a 
Periodic Table of Vermin (and I’m doing 
just that, so the idea’s already taken), the top-left corner would be 
occupied by chiggers. � ey are the hydrogen of the vermin universe: You 
can’t see them, but they’re everywhere. You might think there are more 
ticks and mosquitos around to bedevil us, but that’s just because you can 

see or hear them coming. Chiggers are well-nigh invisible, utterly silent 
and in� ict upon mankind the most perfect misery you can imagine.

I don’t know when the last time was that you got into a mess of chiggers, 
but I did back in September while visiting some friends who live in the 
woods outside of May� ower. Now, past experience has taught me that I 
am something of a chigger magnet, and I should know better than to go 
tramping through the forest without liberally applying insect repellent and 
tucking my jeans into my boots. But apparently I’ve been living in the city 
too long because I forgot that lesson and wore shorts and sneakers and 
not even a hint of Eau d’O� . As a result, two days later I felt the telltale 
itching on my ankles, and I spent the next two weeks in utter agony. No 

lotion, unguent, gel, or pill could provide more than momentary relief.
Being covered in itchy chigger bites from your ankles to your 
knees may make you wish you were dead, but at least it can’t 

actually kill you. (So far as I’m aware, though, I’d appreciate 
it if anyone who knows di� erent would just keep that to 

themselves.) Ticks and mosquitos, though, they 
might be packing biological weapons 

when they arrive to 
ruin your springtime 
fun. West Nile, bird 
flu, Lyme disease, 

Rocky Mountain 
spotted fever—the 
l ist  of  ai lments 

mosquitos can in� ict 
is truly frightening. 
It’s no small mercy, 
that telltale whine or 
the tickle in your leg 
hairs that warns you 
of their presence. But 

those warning signs are 
too o� en also a sign that you need to pack up the 

family and head indoors.
A real winter, then, is our best defense against this terrible trio. 

A winter with that white stu�  people sing about in Christmas carols, 
and kittens missing mittens, and chains on your tires, and everything 
else. � e longer the mercury hovers around freezing, the more the 
numbers of these vermin are depleted. � e longer Mother Nature pelts 
us with snow and ice during this season, the longer we’ll be able to walk 

barefoot in the grass with impunity during the next.
So, Santa Claus, all I want for Christmas this year is record low 

temperatures and a foot of snow that stays on the ground for two weeks. 
Failing that, I’ll take a gi�  certi� cate to the Bug Spray of the Month Club. 
It beats a lump of coal any old year.
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