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December in the south was nothing like enduring a long northern
winter. The warm weather was great, but it was hard to get into the
holiday spirit without the beautiful white snow drifts and mornings
so cold that you can see your breath. It was hard to get used to
seeing kids Christmas carolling in shorts and flip-flops. But Hodgkins
loved feeling the warm sun on his shoulders all year long. Even
though his flannel shirt and overalls got a little heavy on some days,
he loved the south. And he loved his job.

Hodgkins was a scarecrow. He worked security for a lush green
garden. It was his job to keep the birds, and squirrels, and deer,
and bunnies out of the vegetables.

The garden was full of corn, tomatoes, watermelon, squash,
butterbeans, okra, cucmbers, and green peppers. Hodgkins
employers took great pride in their bountiful harvest.

The animals in the neighborhood didn’t care much for Hodgkins.
But he hoped that they understood that he was only doing his job.
He actually really liked birds, and squirrels, and deer, and bunnies,
and admired them for their determination and good taste.






