
  

onsense! Hyperbole! Yeah, r ight ! That s most likely 
what you wou ld be saying to yourself if I t r ied to 

explain Bug Season in nor thern New England to 
you . While on the ou tside, your head might be nod-
ding in sympathy, on the inside you wou ld be saying 
She s just spinning another of her preposterous 

tales.   
I don t blame you for your unbelieving response; I 

find myself th ink ing I m stretch ing credibil ity when I 
hear my voice recount ing stor ies of an ignominious 
tumble down several rungs of the food chain; of tor -
nadic, enveloping clouds of black fl ies that choke and 
blind; of seek ing refuge in the lake, even though it let 
loose its gr ip on the ice only a few weeks ear lier . Wel-
come to the Nor th Country: where the social event of 
the spr ing is the local fire company s Black Fly Ball 
and where the sar tor ial preference of nat ives is head-
to-toe netting (except, of course, at the Ball).  

When we were k ids, on spr ing weekends my fam-
ily wou ld go to, yup, you guessed it , Bug Country, to 
open our cot tage on a lake in New Hampshire. Too 
young to know better (or , perhaps, to have our com-
plaints and protestat ions carry any mer it ), my sisters 
and I mowed and raked the lawn, cu t brush, washed 
windows, pu t the raft and canoe in the water , and 
helped our folks with the numerous and sundry 
chores requ ired before going up to enjoy the long 
summer that wou ld stretch ou t before us at the end 
of the academic year.   

Back in school on the Mondays following these 
work weekends, we were often the targets of our 

classmates stares and r idicu le: Just what were all 
those red welts that t raced our hair l ines like bumpy 
red headbands? Why were we peer ing at the black-
board from behind eyelids pu ffy as r ising dough? Was 
there some reason that we scratched incessant ly, de-
spite the eau d ammonia (Grandma s remedy) we lib-
erally doused ourselves with? How cou ld we possibly 
explain to the uninit iated, our classmates, the tor tu re 
of Bug Season?    

This past spr ing, my folks asked my husband and 
me if we wou ld go to the cot tage and fin ish some car-
pentry they had star ted the pr ior au tumn, the t ime of 
year when sensible people undertake outdoor building 
projects. Although my lips were shaping an agreeable 
yes and my voice betrayed my sent iments by enun-

ciat ing a pleasant of course, in all honesty, the duet 
of words that circled round and round in my brain 
and set off every alarm in my body was Bug Season. 
But the articulated consent won over the inner groan.    

With more than a bit of consternat ion, our t ruck 
was loaded with tools, canines and canine parapher-
nalia, grocer ies, and work clothes. Our ar r ival 
dumped us into condit ions that cou ldn t have been 
contr ived for a more qu intessent ial Bug Day: heavy, 
su lt ry air that defied any st ir r ings of a breeze; petu -
lant , lumpy sky, just unburdened of its load of rain; 
and a moist warmth like a pant ing dog s breath. 
Great. Maybe we d get enough bites while unpack ing 
the t ruck to inocu late ourselves from fu r ther on-
slaughts. Not likely, bu t as Grandma used to say 
(when not splashing us with ammonia), Hope spr ings 
eternal.

  

You ll be spared the tale of woe of the agonies we 
endured. Not that I can t wax pathet ic, bu t because 
Nature tu rned a k indly cheek and the next morning 
ushered in strong nor thwest winds (read: gales), 
which whipped up whitecaps on the little lake, leaving  
a cappuccino-colored mustache of foam around its 
shore. A temperatu re in the for t ies with a wind chil l 
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