

by Christine West


It was a warm summer day, a perfect day to play outside.  Back and forth, up and down, on the swing set Daddy had built for us.

My brother and sister weren’t home that day.  They went uptown to play at the big swimming pool with some of the other big kids.  Mommy says, next year, when I’m older, I can go too.  but what about today?  What was I going to do?  I couldn’t just play all by myself, could I?

Well, there I was in my back yard all alone.  The higher I swung, the farther I could see.  Our back yard was three acres filled with fruit trees, raspberry bushes, a strawberry patch, and the large vegetable garden that I had helped Mommy plant.

From the swing I could see the big garden and the results of all of our hard work.  I could see prickly cucumbers that would surely hurt my little hands if I picked them without Mom’s gardening gloves.  The hard green tomatoes were not as luring as they would be in few weeks, and the string beans wiggled like green worms in the soft summer breeze.  The massive watermelon leaves sprawled on the ground awaiting the large fruit for which they would eventually provide shade.

I swung higher and higher . . . one . . . two . . . three . . . jump!  A perfect landing.  I must do it again.  As I worked up enough momentum to jump again, I could practically hear the sports announcer guy who narrates gymnastics events.  One . . . two . . . three . . . jump!  “A perfect dismount,” I heard the announcer bellow, and then the crowd roared uncontrollably.  Perhaps, the thunder of the applause was too much pressure, as the next landing was not so flawless, leaving me with grass stains on both knees.  No blood, though.  A trip to nurse Mommy’s office was not necessary.

I looked back at the swing.  Nah, better not push my luck.  What to do?  What to do?

Ah, yes, the garden.  With a hop, skip, and a jump I found myself between a row of cabbage and a row of peas.  Time for a snack.  As I cracked open the first pea pod, two of the peas popped out and rolled into the pocket of my pink jumpsuit.  I sat eating peas and thinking about the vegetables that grew under the dirt.  The radishes looked as red-hot as they tasted.  Onions could be used in many interesting ways, but not as interesting as potatoes.  Baked, boiled, scalloped, fried, roasted, or mashed: boy, Mommy sure could cook potatoes.  Sometimes she would even chop up a little bit of onion and mix it in with her mashed potatoes.  Mm mm!

Would I ever be a great cook like my mom?  Would I ever be a great mom like my mom?  Etc.

After putting a few more peas in my pocket, for later, I decided to see how the strawberry patch was doing.  Was it my imagination, or could I actually smell the strawberries from where I stood?  A few more steps and I could see them . . . all the different sizes and all different shades of red.  They smelled so good I could almost taste them.  I snatched the largest berry that I could find.  Peeking around to be sure that nobody was watching me, I wiped it on my powder pink jumpsuit and popped it into my mouth.  With my cheeks so full they were bulging, I looked around to see what else needed exploring.

Last summer my brother and sister spent many hours climbing trees.  I would tag along, threatening to “tell Mom” if they wouldn’t boost me up.  But I was only five then.

The cherry tree seemed to be the most approachable.  One branch hung lower than the others, and at barely three feet tall, it seemed like an invitation.  So, I positioned myself beneath it and started jumping.  On the forth or fifth try, I got it.  Quickly lifting my legs up, I wrapped them around the branch.  Weaving between the leaves, I climbed from branch to branch like a step ladder.  Before I knew it, the ground was nearly twenty feet below me.  The cherries were so ripe, they were almost brown.  I nibbled on the sweet fruit and spit the pits as far as I could, aiming for the back of Daddy’s old pickup truck.  Daddy hadn’t driven the rusty old truck in a long time.  He told Mommy that he was planning to use if for parts.  I didn’t know what he meant, but when Mom nodded, so did I.

Once I realized that I could conquer one tree, I moved on to the pear tree the yellow plum, the purple plum, and the apple tree.  The purple plum tree was the only one without fruit.  My father had told me that it only bloomed every other year.  I couldn’t imagine why, but if Daddy said that’s the way it was, then that’s the way it was; Daddy was very smart.  Anyway, this must be an off year for that particular tree, which was fine by me because I had already found plenty of treats.

In the distance, a voice called my name.  It was my mom.  I ran back to the house to see what she wanted.

Lunch was ready.  My brother and sister were back from the big kid’s pool; nevertheless, I told mom that I wasn’t hungry (was it any wonder) and I asked if I could stay outside and play some more.  She asked who I had been playing with.  when I told her that I had been playing alone for nearly four hours, she looked surprised.  It was then that I realized something and said, “I can play by myself, Mommy.  I’m a lot of fun.”

So, off I went to play with my new friend . . . ME.

- The End -
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