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Boxford —

When we moved here last summer, our friends teased us about moving to Bugsford.  I knew it was a little buggier up here, after all, there are more trees and fields and water.  All the land is why we loved it.  And sure, the tick situation was a bit more challenging than I expected at first, but I implemented a daily body scan and we got on with things like hiking and tree-climbing.  It wasn't too bad.

But after this spring and early summer, I'm pretty sure that the Twilight vampire novels were loosely based on the Tri-Towns. I refer of course to the true blood-sucking monster:  the wetland breeding, marsh multiplying, stream hatching mosquito.  

I performed a very scientific study while taking Blue Ears out for his morning walk.  It involved frantically hopping in place and flailing my arms while simultaneously counting the mosquitoes that hovered on or around me for the duration.  I easily counted up to 25-30 just in my visual field! That is insanity in a small biting package. 

I'm being sucked dry and it's not just outside.

We have a newer, modern home, an attached garage, and screens in our windows and yet they still get inside.  Three flew out of our washing machine last week, I killed two in the kitchen, one in my older daughter's room and a few nights ago at 4 a.m. I woke up itching.  Sure enough, I'd been bitten on my arm, my left index finger AND my foot before I managed to smack the vile creature out of existence.   

Even the Giant Sparkle, our trusty minivan, is not a safe haven. A few Sunday's ago, on our drive to church, I felt the familiar sting on my leg.  I swatted and a gluttonous mosquito staggered up into the air barely able to stay aloft.  This of course elicited pure pandemonium in the back from our girls.

“Mosquito in the car!! Get it Mommy!  GET IT!!”  They screamed as if there was a man-eating lion loose in the car instead of a small insect.  Frankly, I didn't blame them.  At least lions don't make you want to peel your own skin off while attempting to sit still and composed in a church pew.   The car chaos only intensified as the mosquito wobbled, airborne, over to the driver's side in front of my husband where I finally whacked it on the console splattering blood (my blood!) across the window.

“Lovely.”  My husband said.

It was war.  I bought a bottle of bug spray that attached to our hose.  It was labeled as both safe and guaranteed to work.  It seemed to be made mostly out of citrus and cedar oils which smelled lovely as I sprayed it Rambo-style all over my yard.  

“Take that!” I laughed as I drenched the grass and imagined mosquitoes writhing upon contact. But my vengeance remained in my imagination.  In reality, my yard smelled like an orange grove in Lebanon and I continued to be chomped alive.  Clearly 'safe' was not the way to go.  I love the environment and I want to be a good steward of the earth. I take my cloth bags to the grocery store and I even order grass-fed organic beef.  But really, at this point, what I want to do is to firebomb my yard with DEET.  

I know we are hypothetically coming to the end of the early summer rainy season (though, for what it's worth, I'm typing this during a Saturday morning monsoon).  Relief should come as summer heats up and dries out.  The question is will I make it, or will I be finally consumed and left to roam the nights wondering why I can't see my reflection in the mirror.

 

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 

