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Boxford Topsfield Middleton -

It's been a month of milestones here at Casa Baird. Naturally, one was seeing the ground again.  It's been fun introducing our new puppy, Blue Ears, to the concept of terra firma.  He has no idea what to make of soil, pine needles and acorns — his default reaction is to eat them.  Also exciting, was the chance to see the Space Shuttle Discovery and the International Space Station cross the Tri-Town skies in tandem.  It was thrilling to watch them from our newly thawed driveway and truly a milestone since it was Discovery's last mission. 

Then there was our eldest daughter's first trophy that she received for playing in the first and second grade basketball league with the Boxford Athletic Association.  She began the league feeling shy and nervous, and she finished on the last night, trophy in hand, already talking about the next year.  Four months of well-organized basketball complete with a T-shirt and a weekly reason not to give in to the winter doldrums?  Consider us signed up!

But the biggest milestone came when the same daughter finally lost her first tooth.  She's the youngest in her class and was surrounded by older friends who had already lost one or even two teeth.

“I'm the ONLY person who hasn't lost a tooth,” she declared to our dentist at a cleaning visit. 

He took some X-rays as part of the appointment and showed her that the roots of her two bottom front teeth were shortening.  “They'll be the first to fall out, but they still have a ways to go.” 

She heard the first part and promptly discarded the second.  She had short roots!  It was only a matter of time!

Through the winter we wiggled and prodded and pushed at her lower teeth.

“Ummmm, they might be about to get wiggly . . .” I'd hedge. 

As each new friend at school lost a tooth she would just sigh.  Destined to be last.  Destined to suffer alone in her baby toothedness. 

Then, one day a few weeks ago she complained of a sore throat.  I had her say “Ahh,” and her throat looked fine.

“But what's this!?”  I exclaimed in surprise.  “Sweetie, you have two grown-up teeth growing in behind your baby ones on the bottom!” 

She ran to a mirror.  “Oh yeah those.  They've been there for a while.”

“They have!?”  How did I become the mother who didn't know when her own child had adult teeth growing? 

“You know what this means?”  I reached in and wiggled her lower baby teeth, sure enough, one moved. “You officially have a loose tooth!”

Well there is no space ship, no early spring thaw, no trophy that can compare.  There was shouting and jumping and skipping and calls made to grandparents —  and that was just my reaction.  We were both thrilled. 

“You'll loose your first tooth within the week!” I exclaimed. 

And then a month went by.  

The tooth, which had held such hope, such promise, remained only moderately wiggly.  Excitement was replaced by grim determination.  My daughter had had enough.  Unbeknownst to me, she took some ribbon, wrapped it around her stubborn tooth, and yanked it half way out. 

“Now it's really, really wiggly.” She declared showing me her certainly wiggly, yet still rooted, tooth.

I grimaced.  “You need to let it come out when it's ready or you'll make a big bloody mess, it's not loose enough yet.”

She was not deterred.  The time had come.  And using a plastic strip from a toy, she formed what can only be called a lever and applied basic physics — again without my knowledge. 

“I just stuck it behind my tooth, shoved down hard and forced my tooth up.  Then I yanked it out!”  She declared proudly, holding her tooth in one hand and a bloody paper towel over the gaping hole in her mouth with her other one.  I was grossed out, but impressed.  Her persistence won the day.

That night the tooth fairy brought two dollars in exchange for our daughter's long-rooted tooth. The fairy also kindly placed the discarded tooth into my jewelry box for safekeeping.   There it can remind us that some milestones we reach by simply looking to the sky or waiting for the snow to melt, but others, like joining a new sports team or yanking a tooth, can only be reached with creativity, a little bit of pain and lots of determination. 

Esther Baird is a writer in Boxford.  For ideas, comments or questions please visit her site at:  www.estherbaird.com  or email her at:  esther@estherbaird.com.

