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The Back Decks of Beverly
Our back deck is up and running.  The patio furniture is in place, the grill has come out of its long, cold slumber and the various forms of pestilence that like to eat our deck have arrived.  We have both Carpenter Bees, to consume the upper levels of the deck and house, and Carpenter Ants, to finish off the lower portions.  Whether our house will collapse from the bottom, or totter over at the top remains to be seen.
Not that we don’t fight back.  One of our favorite family activities is to whack the Carpenter Bees out of the air.  Tennis rackets, towels or, most recently, lids to large plastic storage containers all are effective whacking devices.  I’m sure there are some of you out there who would protest - - who believe that in some way the Carpenter Bee is providing a valuable role to our ecology.  But look, they fly and eat parts of our house that we can’t reach, that’s a deal breaker.  Plus, our method provides a little family fitness regime that even our toddler daughter can participate in.   We probably burn 75 calories running to grab the plastic lid, darting to the hovering bee, swinging and whacking and then jumping in triumph.  Finally, it’s free and allows us to eat on our deck without sawdust trickling into our meals.  

Carpenter Ants, on the other hand, are no fun at all.  There is no thrill in going after them - they aren’t even entertaining to watch.  They are big and creepy.  They feel primordial to me.   In fact I read that there are Carpenter Ant ancestors preserved in amber dating back 90 million years.  The point is, eating wood is something they’ve had a long time to practice and that worries me with respect to my deck and first floor.
But the main feature of our deck is not the relentless destruction by insects, or even the lovely flower boxes, potted geraniums or outdoor jute rug.  Rather it is the hostile take over of our deck by the primary-colored plastic toys.   We have the deep red slide, the shocking blue, yellow and red bike, the dizzying green water table, the hot pink kitchen and, ensuring no gender stereotyping for our daughter, the bright red and yellow lawnmower.
Whatever exists in our adult day-to-day world, there is a corresponding, mini, plastic version in the gaudiest possible color for our daughter’s playing pleasure.  Further these plastic replicas, besides being optically jarring in every way, give off enough static charge to power a house.  Every time our daughter slides down her red slide she seems to glow as her hair stands at attention.
These plastic toys are great for about one afternoon.  For a wonderful three hour slot the world is my oyster as my daughter amuses herself with her new plastic lime green chair, or raspberry red gardening set, or chartreuse and aqua sand box that doubles as a washing machine.  Then it’s boring.  Then it becomes a bug and leaf collector, a mosquito breeding pool, a shade awning for the Carpenter Ants as they take down the house bite by bite.  
I wish there was a system whereby all of us with plastic toy graveyards could agree on a day, say Tuesdays, where we’d hang up some sort of recognizable flag or symbol indicating that we had Big Boring Bright plastic toys. Then we’d all trade. I’d drive around and grab some of your out-of-vogue plastic wonders, and you’d come get mine.  Every Tuesday we’d get rid of the inexplicably colored teal and fluorescent yellow waterlogged mini-picnic table that our child suddenly hates, and trade it in for a hot pink and orange climbing cube full of damp grass cuttings that somebody else’s child hates.  Every Tuesday all the parents of Beverly would get a three hour break while their children went wild with joy and glee over the latest piece of bright blinding plastic.  
With those three hours I could whack bees and stomp on ants and scrape the rotten leaf debris off the grill cover from when it got left out in the month-of-rain.   And then maybe, just maybe, I could simply sit outside and enjoy my deck.

If you have any suggestions or comments about The Baird Facts please contact Esther at: esclaw@hotmail.com
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Dan – not sure if you need, or care about this but the one stat I listed above about the 90 million year old ant in the amber was found at this site: 

http://www.pnas.org/cgi/content/full/97/26/14028
