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Boxford —

The Baird Facts

“You really aren't going to clean those out?” My husband asked me as we stared into the refrigerator in our basement. 

“Nope.”  I replied.

The refrigerator was empty except for some water, beer, and the four, covered bowls containing what might be generously termed, leftovers. 

“You can't leave them there.”  He said.

I shrugged, actually I could. 

“If I must do something with them,” I said, “then my plan is to place the bowls carefully into a trash bag without ever opening them.” 

My husband stared at me like I'd lost my mind.  “You'd throw away four perfectly good bowls?”

I nodded.  “To be clear, they aren't really 'perfectly good' anymore.” 

“What's in them?” My husband demanded.

I sighed.  “Well, I think one is a spinach dip . . . but I'm not really sure.” I took a deep breath. “They're leftovers . . . from the Christmas party.”

Please, like you've never forgotten leftovers for more than half a year.

Look, I'm pretty good with 'yucky'.  I'm the first person to clean up dead mice, dog poo, throw up and young children's toilet misfires.  But whatever was in those bowls was past my personal gross line. Somehow I'd forgotten about them after the aforementioned party and now . . . now it was too late.   Frankly, ignoring them still felt like the best course of action.  But my husband was in the grips of a house wide purge and these bowls stood in his way of completion. 

It all started with the old grill.  When we'd moved to Boxford, and therefore closer to the Arctic Circle, we realized we needed a bigger, badder, grill.  One that could cook chicken in driving snow in case we got, just by way of example, four major winter storms back to back.  So we bought one that recreated the surface of the sun on our back patio, and therefore we needed to get rid of the old one. We were on the verge of paying a junk removal service, when my husband realized that the Boxford dump would accept it.

Well, you haven't had fun until you've helped your husband load an old, heavily used, grill into your minivan. For good measure he threw some old, outdoor carpets on top and drove off in a plume of dirt.

He returned thirty minutes later.

“They took the grill and the carpets and only charged me $15!”  He exclaimed as if we'd won a trip to the Caribbean.  The excitement transferred into a full-house purge. The next thing I knew he was tackling our linen closet. Bags of mismatched sheets and ugly curtains headed off to be donated. The girls and I took on the playroom and bedrooms. Out went baby toys, out went old shoes, out went books we no longer read.  No room was safe, no item was too special. 

Well, except the bowls in the basement.  It was the final project of the day.

“Girls, I'm going to go deal with Mommy's toxic stew.”  He announced to our two daughters.  I refused to watch. 

I saw him out in the woods a bit later holding the bowls, and then I saw him carrying around some bleach. I wondered what sort of new species might arise when bleach mixed with whatever was in those bowls.  Finally, he called for a trash bag.

“You were right,” he said, “We have to just throw them away.”  

He looked shaken.  I smiled sweetly as if to say I understood the horror and would never, ever, forget leftovers again. Unless of course I did.  With that the bowls were gone and the house was fully clean. 

And only two and a half months before my next Christmas party . . .
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