                                                                A WORLD OF COLOR

Here in Dixie, on the Plantation at our house, Tara, we have a lovely back yard.  It is fenced, with 6 foot high boards, which is known in the South as a privacy fence.  We have large shade trees and some shrubs and a beautiful rolling lawn.  I like to think of it as a croquet court since I once won a championship and we play on it from time to time.  It is our little world.  We share it with our dog, Amos, who is let outside into this world. He plays and romps and has a good time and does his business there as well.  Taking care of his business is my job.  What a mess!
 

I try to do a clean up every day otherwise it piles up and becomes difficult.  If you don't catch it before it rains--it gets messy.  Fall time with the brown and colorful leaves dropping conceals and hides things making a little war on terror for me. Like the game of Whack-A-Ball, whereby you hit one ball on the head and six others seem to pop up.  I know all of this because as I said it is my job to know about it.  Even as dedicated and careful as I am, upon occasion I sometimes drop behind (no pun intended) in my work.
Last Sunday as I was looking, searching, and picking up “business” voices came into my head along with visuals.  It was a vision of the Charleston horse drawn carriage tours downtown.  How when the horses perform an unsanitary act on the pavement, the driver drops a marker on the spot.  At a later time a sanitary person drives around the streets, cleans up and sprays sanitation liquid on the area, then retrieves the marker that gets recycled back to the carriage drivers.  It is a good thing to do and actually it is the law in Charleston.  Sometimes Northern tourists pick up and carry the markers away as souvenirs.  Then the markers have to be re-ordered and kept in inventory,   Sanitation is very important here in the South. 

 

Anyway, the voices said that if I had a way of marking Amos' droppings as they happened then it would avoid a search for them.  Just simply go to the marker and clean up.  Wow.  But what could I use as a marker system?  

 

I abruptly stopped what I was doing and went right in to tell Miss Bonnie.  I found her and after getting her full attention, I entered into a recital explaining the whole scenario about the Doo-Doo markers and how much easier my life would be.  At first her response was wide-eyed and open mouthed with a sort of glossy stare.  She seemed rather speechless.  I thought at first she had not heard and I was about to repeat it all when the words erupted from her and she said, “Why didn't I just follow along behind him and pick it up when it happened.”  Sometimes she is wicked smart!  I told her that it is not at all like that.  Often I am not there but it is she who lets the dog out.  Sometimes I don't have my shoes on and can't get out and follow.  As good as her suggestion was it simply wouldn't work and to try again for another system.  She hit the mark with her next words. Paint ball. That's it!  My mind like a roaring locomotive down the track took over with a plan.

 

We buy a paint ball pistol set.  We let the dog out and stand and watch with the loaded pistol.  When Amos squats and makes a deposit we aim and blast it with the colored paint ball, right then.  Marks it right at the moment and a pick up can be made later.  Same thing as historic downtown Charleston, only with a modern flair.  If it happens at night, no problem, we stand at the door with a flash light spotting him in one hand and blast it with the pistol gun in the other.  The system could even be refined.  Change colored balls for different days of the week.  Like red for Sunday, green for Monday and so forth.  Have seven colors.  Pattern it after the George W. Bush’s color alerts for severity of terror.  That way when I did get around to make the pick ups I would have a first out-first in action plan for pick up, same as a lot of modern business inventory systems.
 

Miss Bonnie followed through the scenario with the final observation.  Since we have a high infestation of squirrels here on the plantation we could even pop them.  Might discourage some from returning to Tara and if nothing else give the South a little color besides black and white.

 

And so it goes.            I be, Bubba the Great Creeker                              21 November 2006
 

    

