





Aeration
Aeration helps your lawn — especially during a drought.

Aerating your lawn has many benefits, like:
oimpreved bR dréviGicn LU FLUFXODWLRQ
ofedutedsxilFebipadliehL O FRPSDFWLRQ
oimpreved uRdvereGrodiggc HYHQ URXWLQJ
opnhbQcEdr@ltdriitg FXVKLRQLQJ

But one of the biggest benefits for Georgia residents to keep in mind is that it increases drought
resistance and decreases the amount of water your lawn needs to remain healthy.

Lawns that receive regular aeration will be greener, easier to maintain and suffer from fewer pest
problems and disease.

Be sure to sign up for your spring aeration now. Just call us at 770-447-6037 ext. 2

( Stories from our technicicans

Right after | had aerated and overseeded a certain property, | went
out to do the fertilizer application. | had just walked onto the property
when the little boy who lived there came out and said, “Excuse me
sir, excuse me sir” to which | replied, “Yes sir, can | help you?” Very
seriously he said, “You can't walk there. It is baby grass, and you
are going to kill it!!” | told him “It's okay. This is food to help the
baby grass grow up to be big like you!”

Teddy — An Arbor-Nomics Technician \\m\\\\

A long time ago, before cell phones, | was out in the scorching
July heat when my truck broke down. | went door to door,
knocking, trying to find someone who was home, so | could call
the office. | had just knocked on my fourth door, when | looked
at a plague on the door that read, “Family member has medical
issues. Please do not let them out.” Just as | finished reading

it, the doorknob started to jiggle furiously from the inside. |
hightailed it out of there, wondering what, exactly, was on the
other side.
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<<< continued from page 1
the storage chest. There were lifejackets,
lifesavers, ropes, anchors, bumper guards,
lights, etc. By now, my oldest, Josh, was
practically salivating as he envisioned using
all that stuff.

The man carefully untied the boat and
stood on the dock looking on as we slowly
made our way out to open water.
Once we were out of the harbor, | let
the kids take turns piloting the boat.
The children danced with delight,
waiting for their turn to drive. The boat
handled dreamily, as everything was
sparkly and new.

After going clear up to the top of the
lake and back again, | noticed we still
had time left, so we puttered around
the entrance to the harbor of Lake
Lanier Islands. We soon ran out of fuel
in the main tank, so | began making
preparations to switch over to the other
tank to get us back into the harbor.
The kids got right busy opening every
door and cubby hole they could find
to amuse themselves. Josh lifted the
seats, and his eyes immediately fell on
the 100-foot rope and anchor.“Daddy,
Daddy,” he excitedly shouted, “can |
throw the anchor overboard to hold
us here while you get the engine
started?”

| looked up from the operating
manual for the boat, irritated
at the intrusion of my studies.
“Absolutely not!,” | stated with all
the firmness | could muster. Josh
looked positively crestfallen, an
expression he had gotten down
to a science after years of living
with a strict disciplinarian father.
His look caused me pangs of
guilt as | thought about how we
were on this outing to have fun.
So | quickly changed my mind,
and Josh and Andy rushed to
undo the rope and anchor from
its storage slot. Upon
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hearing of
my change
of mind,

Mollyleaped
to her feet and
loudly proclaimed

that it was stupid to let

them throw the anchor over, as it wouldn't
accomplish a thing but would only lead to
trouble.

Her great insistence caused a streak of
defiance to come out in me, and | felt she
was being like an old biddy stick-in-the-
mud keeping us young boys from having
fun. “Molly, | exclaimed, “you sit back and
let those boys throw that anchor, it won't
hurt anything!” The anchor made a loud
plop and splash as the boys threw it up and
over into the water. We stood watching as it
sank into the darkness, towing the rope like
a wiggling tail that seemed miles long. As
the rope played out completely, it became
taut on the side of the boat, and the anchor
settled in the murky depths of Lake Lanier.

I returned to the pilot’s chair where | finished
studying the instructions for restarting
the boat. After a few minutes, the engine
jumped to life and | instructed the boys to
pull in the anchor. Molly sat in her seat all
dejected and rejected because she didn’t
get her way.

I noticed the boys having a problem as they
tried to pull the anchor up. | also noticed
Molly starting to look snooty as she realized
there was trouble overboard. | went over to
the bow and pulled with the boys as hard as
| could. We only succeeded in submerging
the pontoons and part of the bow in the
water, as the anchor wouldn't budge. | saw
Molly out of the corner of my eye, and she
could hardly contain her glee at this new
development. Josh and Andy stepped

aside as | attacked the problem with

in my ears. As a final act of desperation, |
raced full speed ahead and full speed in
reverse, only causing the boat to swing in

large arcs around the rope like a dog
running back and forth on his chain
while tethered in the yard.

Noticing that our time had run out, |
dejectedly unfolded my pocket knife
and released the anchor to the bottom
of Lake Lanier. The bright blue rope
eerily changed color as it blended @
into the depths, making it look §
like tightly rolled dollar bills taped %@
together.

air of superiority as we headed back
minus a rope, anchor, and the pride

of three male chauvinist pigs. The %
check-in man laughed when we related B
our experience to him. “Heck,” he said, @
“there are homes and trees down
there; in fact, there’s even a gas é)
station!” Then he cheerfully reminded é)
us of our financial obligations. Q
He added up all the charges for %
the boat: fuel, depreciation, rope,
anchor, labor, prop paint, scratches %@)
and clean-up. Fort Knox should hold 'y
so much money. %

§
Molly’s demeanor changed to an %
|

Molly sat in the front seat of the car and §
happily talked all the way home,
while the rest of us pictured her
treading water and crying as
we circled around her in
the pontoon boat at
Lake Lanier.






