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Boxford —

When we moved to Boxford last summer, the first thing I realized was that the previous owner had a love affair with day lilies.  We were awash in them, and they were only the tip of the garden-burg.  To better understand what was happening horticulturally I called a guy. 

He was a landscaping guy who knew all about plants with a conquest agenda.  He completely understood my concerns.

“It’s too cluttered.  You need simplicity unless you want to spend all your time gardening.” He explained as we tromped down my property line.

“I want to spend hardly any time at all gardening.” I assured him.  I was totally in line with his vision of simplicity.  But of course moving lilies and transferring trees and clearing bushes wasn’t free.  Far from it.  And I had another problem. 

“All this land?  I need it mowed, but we don’t own a lawn mower.” I explained.

“No problem,” he said. “I got guys for that.” 

As we walked up to the front I showed him areas where the lawn was dry despite a sprinkler system.  He reached down and yanked up a handful of the dry grass.  It came up like a rug.  Below it, in the soil, were big fat grubs squirming and writhing in satiated grub gluttony.   

“Looks like you’ve got grub rot,” he said.

I was grossed out. “Will they go away when the ground freezes?”

“Nope,” he said cheerfully. “No, they just go down deep and then in the spring they wake up and eat the grass before it has a chance.  You need to treat this.”

I sighed.  I knew what was coming.

“I gotta guy who does great grub work.”

Suddenly I was up to three guys.

Then there was the guy who closed out the sprinkler system and the guy who tested our well water and the guy I called in a panic when a mouse jumped, kamikaze-style, out of the basement ceiling and the guy who fixed the funny sewer smell and the guy who, most recently, put in the fence, twice, for Blue Ears.

I'm up to eight guys.

And they're all great at what they do.  Most of them read this paper, hi guys!  They're smiling, helpful, and always patient when explaining things to a certain backyard novice. 

Yet not one of these guys has ever folded my laundry or even hinted that they might like to make dinner.  I've stood in the kitchen, clearly struggling to make creative, healthy, peanut-free, school lunches for my two girls, and not one guy ever offered a snack suggestion.  I've found toilets that haven’t been flushed, snack crumbs behind couch cushions, and mismatched dirty socks in strange places all over my house and not one single time has anyone ever said, ‘Hey I gotta a guy for that!’

But never mind. I got my own guy.  He can do lightning rounds of laundry even deciphering which girl a particular pink sock belongs to.  He is also our interior painter, grill master, light-bulb changer, furniture builder and general labor guy, (if you don't include birdhouse raising).  He can draw a hot bath, take me to a romantic dinner and suffer through a documentary movie that I insist is interesting.   When our girls need a cut kissed, or a bike fixed, or a spontaneous trip to get ice cream, or someone to tell them to climb higher or run faster or jump further he's their guy.

The day lilies are still staging an uprising, and the grass still needs to be mowed, but this June as we think of the guys in our lives, it's nice to know that sometimes the guys we gotta get are the guys we already got.

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

