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Intro




So, You’re Thinking of Moving South...




Let me stop you right there.



Now don’t get me wrong—I’m not here to tell you what to do. I’m just here to tell you what no one else is going to. Because if you’re a born-and-bred Northerner like me, dreaming of cheaper living, warmer winters, or the fantasy of “Southern hospitality,” I need you to understand: moving to the Deep South isn’t just a change of scenery—it’s a whole damn dimension shift.

I was raised in Ohio, land of drive-thrus, winters and Midwestern manners. Then one day, for reasons that made perfect sense at the time (spoiler: they didn’t), I packed up my life and moved to southern Mississippi. I expected a little heat, some charm, maybe a drawl or two. What I got was a culture shock so hard it rattled my fillings. And not the fun kind of shock, like finding out biscuits come with every meal—but the kind that makes you question if you’ve accidentally crossed into a parallel universe where everything looks mostly familiar... until it opens its mouth.

This isn’t a hit piece. It’s a heads-up. It’s the book I wish someone had handed me before I loaded up the U-Haul and kissed logic goodbye. This is for the wanderers, the dreamers, the job-chasers, and the fresh-starters thinking about planting roots in red dirt. I want you to go in with your eyes wide open, because down here, assumptions get you burned faster than forgetting to say “sir” or “ma’am.”

Throughout these pages, you’ll hear my story—sometimes ridiculous, sometimes sad, sometimes hilarious in hindsight. But more than that, you’ll get a real-world guide to the cultural, social, and spiritual terrain you’re about to enter. This place has its own rules, its own rhythm, and trust me, it ain’t Ohio.

So buckle up, Yankee. We’re going on a ride below the Bible Belt.
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Chapter 1: “If the South Had Won, We’d All Be Fucked”
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A cold Northern introduction to Southern reality.



I DIDN’T GROW UP THINKING I was Northern. I grew up thinking I was normal. That’s the first thing you learn after moving to the South—your idea of “normal” doesn’t even apply here. What you thought was universal is actually just regional programming with a touch of snow.

In Ohio, things made sense. People spoke fast, got to the point, and generally minded their own business unless you were bleeding or standing between them and their gas-station coffee. Sure, we had our quirks—strange town names, football cults, and an unhealthy addiction to ranch dressing—but life had a rhythm. Predictable. Familiar.

Then I moved to southern Mississippi.

It was like waking up in a parallel timeline where people smile while insulting you, humidity has a personality—and it hates you, and no one ever turns left on a green arrow until it’s emotionally ready. I thought I’d be trading frostbite for sunshine, potholes for pecan pie. Instead, I walked into a humid, syrupy fever dream where half the town knows your business before you do—and if they don’t, they’ll make something up just to stay sharp.

The first time someone said, “bless your heart,” I smiled like a dumbass. I thought it was sweet. I didn’t know it meant “you poor, ignorant fool.” That phrase has layers—like an onion, dipped in honey and rolled in passive aggression.
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