When you get to be my age...let’s just say over fifty,
we all tend to look back in time and remember snap shots of our childhood.
Some of us are even guilty of buying things we had as a child,
hanging onto those memories when life was like we were living on a different planet.
We are all guilty of saying that all to familiar saying “ it’ll never be like this again “,
but why not it’s up to each and everyone of us to leave our footprints of our meaning on this forever turning world .
Get to know it...time stops for no one, once it’s gone it’s gone,
so get out there and enjoy new places see new things teach your children how to have fun without spending money, open up their eyes to this wonderful playground God created
for us to enjoy.
I tipped toed back in time when my childhood days were filled with days of playing outside, we couldn’t wait untill dark to play hide-and -seek with flash lights.
We also loved catching and watching the lightning bugs,
we always let them go for another time.
One thing you had to master was getting along with your brothers and sisters, that was a must...there were no other kids to play with arould for miles. That’s how it was living in a farming rural country.area,
but looking back I wouldn’t change it for anything.
My younger sister and I would spend hours just running all over the hay fields, and when we needed a break we would lie down and stare up at the sky.
God created a wonderful picture show a beautiful blue sky and clouds that looked like fluffy white pillows,
we laughed so much picking out animals and other shapes made out of the clouds. Mom just loved having us out of her hair LOL, sometimes my younger brother and I would chase our two sisters with garden snakes...those were the days.
We had this thing for building houses to see who could build the best ones, there was a little bit of competition beween us,
the ants were our first we could use only things from nature.
I used sticks they were simple and could be snapped to the size you needed,
I even built a twig fence arould it, my little sister tried to copy mine but didn’t come close. It didn’t take much to intertain us...imgination...is it still around ?
We had a brook running through our property,
we spent many of days barefooted runnig and spashing keeping cool.
Than one day we discovered gold [ so we thought ] we took off like bank robbers with a bag of money.
we were so excited my mom stood there with her mouth open and didn’t know what to say Finally she work up the nerve to tell us it was gold but it is called fool’s gold it’s not real,

the only thing my little sister got out of it was that we were being callied fools !
So now we had these glittery stones...what to do with them,
my little sister yells out lets build houses for those little fish “ they are called mninows I said “. So we did snd they came out rather nice I thought ,
we sat and watched the minnows swim in and out of the beatiful gold stones.
We loved our little Country Church, Sundays were always so special.
My brothers had to wear suits and ties and the three of us girls had to wear dresses and white
patten leather shoes [ neither one made well for climbing the church trees on a dare ]. There was aiways a dinner afterwards and every family would bring things,
they were such good memories.
I remember when a tornato came through our area and it was at night time,
we all had to go to the basement for safety.
The next day we had one broken window and shingles everywhere on the lawn, the barn and animals were all safe.
I recall running up to my mom and telling her that God needed our swing set so he took it to heaven for the boys and girls in heaven to play on.
I wasn’t even sad, I was happy for them.
Days later they my brother found our swing set twisted up in some tall trees,

mom told the others not to say anything because she liked my verson better... it was so special to her.
God made a wonderful playground that doesn’t cost a thing to enjoy,
it’s sure to bring the family closer.
We are all guilty of taking things for granted, like that sky full of stars at night when’s the last time you really looked up at them ?
Get out there ...live a little...it just might change how you see the world..
