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Time In the Park


The waking up of the earth at the on-set of spring and the signs of new life is a time I enjoy.  I enjoy watching the colorful butterflies flying, the black and yellow ladybugs crawling, the blue birds singing and the heavenly fragrance of the jasmine flowers!  Those are the highlights of springtime, to me!  But springtime is not complete until I spend some time at a park.


It is pleasant today.  I will walk to Eustis Park.  It’s just two blocks away.  It feels nice to be walking and inhaling fresh springtime air after being closed in for the winter.  I feel exuberant!  I have a tendency to skip or run and leap in the air, but I think I’ll walk.


The park is not yet in view, but I can hear the echoing sounds of the basketball bouncing against the court pavement.  As I enter the park – on the newly paved court -- I see a group of teenage boys in their baggy shorts and no shirts shooting hoops and shouting slang language.  A group of teenage girls, dressed in their spring colors, are sitting on the raised brick wall that partly surrounds the court.  They are laughing and chatting loudly.  They glanced my way to see whose the new face entering the park, or more like: who’s the competition?  They welcomed me with real and fake smiles.  I responded with a mellow, “Hello”!


Down below the partly fenced, partly walled court is the playground equipment.  Little boys and girls are happily playing a game of tag on the equipment.  It is fascinating just watching them playing.  It brings back happy memories of my days of playing tag.  While the children 
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played, their parents are perch on the benches like hens protecting their chicks.   I wave a hello along with a candor smile.  Some returned the hello and smile in words others with a wave of the hand.  I proceed by them; after all, I didn’t come to socialize.  I can to enjoy some time alone.

What shall I do first: swing, slide or walk?  I’ll swing first.  I hope there is one empty. Yes! One’s empty!  I need to speed up before one of the children decides they are ready to swing and race me to it.


A sign of relief settles in me as I sit in the swing.  I start to swing back and forth.  My goal is to swing high to get the full blast of the spring air.  As I swing higher I sing ‘Swing, swing, swing enjoy the spring breeze’ and imagines I’m flying with the birds in the sky above me.  They are also singing the sounds of spring and seem to be copying the little children in a game of bird tag.


Well, that swing was exhilarating.  Now it’s time for an adventure on the slide.  As I walk toward the slide, which is grounded next to a large oak tree, I listen to the sound of dried acorns crunching at each step I take.  Excitedly, I climb up the steps of the slide, down the slide I go, and splash into the pool.  Now that was vigorous!  I’ll try that again. This time with my eyes closed.  How alive I feel!  Well, I can’t quit now I’m having fun.  One last time down the slide.  Splash! Do you want to try it?


Well, I think I’ll end my time at the park with a walk around the track.  Crunch, crunch, crunch the sound of dried acorns crushing under my steps as I walk toward the track that encircle the park area and are lined with trees on the left and right.  While pacing the track, I enjoy the activity of the squirrels in the trees and the birds singing.
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As I started my second trip around the track, behind me I could hear a strange sound.  It didn’t sound like a person walking, but something was walking.  I turned diagonal to see what it was.  There were two husky black dogs scenting the dry leaves for food about fifty feet away from me.  Fearfully I stood there.  What should I do?  If I run, I’ll attract their attention.  If  I stand still, I’m volunteering myself as food.  I’m walking!  Pray fully they will turn around and leave.  Eyeing them, I walked of the track.  One of them raised its head.  It either sensed me or lifted its head to catch a fresh scent.  It wasn’t my presence that it sensed, but someone else’s. Their owner had entered the park.  He summoned them with a whistle, not a tin whistle, but a whistle made by inserting two fingers in the mouth.  He had come to call his monstrous beast back home.  They turned and ran expectantly toward him.  I watched thankfully as he lead them out of the outer park area and across the paved road until they vanished from my sight.  As I continued my exiting from the park, through the playground area, I thanked God for saving me from an almost fatal encounter.


Well, within two hours the sun will be setting.  The life of the day will trade in its activity for the nightlife.  The fireflies, the crickets, and the night crawlers will take the place of the birds, the butterflies, and the ladybugs.  The playing of the children, the chattering of teen girls and the ball games of the teen boys will be exchanged for bedtime stories, phone conversations, electronic games, and dreams.  And the silent of the night will reign.

