They say a picture is worth a thousand words. Mmm, not always.

I say this because several days ago I had an experience that can’t be conveyed through picture. The significance of it wouldn’t come through with a snapshot. So I’m going to take my (almost) thousand words and see if I can effectively convey the chilling image.
I went to pick  up my nephew at daycare with the intention of taking him and my daughter to the park for a quick frolic before heading home for an easy dinner. As those of you with kids can attest, the whole dinner-bath-bedtime ritual operates on a pretty tight schedule. Blow one and the rest suffer. 

So imagine my chagrin when I finally make it through the Fort Knox like security at his daycare only to realize that I have lost my Driver’s License. Now, this happens to me with alarming frequency—it is probably in a back pocket somewhere, or plastered to the side of the washer. It always turns up, so I don’t often worry. But, here, at the Leavenworth daycare center, this is a monumental gaffe. Despite having seven other forms of ID, despite being on the pickup list since the day he enrolled, despite having a Photostat of my license on file, despite having his mother on the phone, they won’t let me take him because I don’t have that photo ID. I do so enjoy being treated like a criminal. 

And in the time it takes his poor mother to leave work and drive to the daycare, my plans for the park and dinner have gone up in smoke. So I finally get them all loaded in the car and make the decision that we are just going to drive thru McDonalds. 
Now, I never dine at the McEvilEmpire. Those golden arches are nothing more than big, double doors right into a cardiologist’s waiting room. But, c’mon, he’s a five-year-old kid and I remember being that age and thinking McD’s was just about the yummiest stuff on earth. So, I let all my nutritional wisdom go and just went with it. One Happy Meal, one chicken sandwich, two large fries and a diet Coke, thank you very much please drive through.

We all know that French fries never make it all the way home without getting raided. He’s in the back seat munching on his, I’m in the front seat munching on mine, the baby is looking on with lust in her eyes as we pull into the drive. I roll around to the back door to let him out and plop!—there goes his Happy Meal into the dust. Luckily we only lost one, single fry. I left it there because a) it’s a French fry, b) it’s a French fry and will quickly be consumed by insect, bird or beast, and c) my hands were way too full of kid, baby, backpack, purse, paper bag of contraband yumminess, and a paper cup of soda. 
Here’s where I will be making my point. I went back out to the car about an hour later. Predictably, that single French fry was covered top to bottom in ants. Frighteningly, they were all dead. Yep, dead. Killed by a deep fried potato. I watched for a minute as more ants kept on coming, swarming over their comrades, and dropping dead almost as soon as their feet hit the fry. It was a truly frightening revelation. Jeez, let’s just skip the ant poison, y’all, and stuff a French fry down the anthill.  At 99 cents it sure would be a lot cheaper. 
But think for a moment about what that means. What do you think those fries are doing to you? Or that kid you just stuffed full of them?
Scary picture. Right? 
