Kids Do Funny Things
By C.L. Nemeth

Woke up the other night.  Lying there, my thoughts wandered from one thing to another.  Then it came up with some things we did as kids.  I will tell you about three.  I can make no cogent explanation of how these came to be, just accept that kids can come up with the darndest ideas.

First, someone came up with the idea that we all should carry rock in our pants pocket.  The rock was one that you could put your fingers around, but not heavy to be a problem.  As I remember, we carried rocks for the entire summer.  It did not recur the following year.

Then there were the automobile tires.  Each one of us had a used tire which we rolled along beside ourselves as we walked, or ran down the streets and fields.  How this started I do not know.  But you had to have a tire or you could not play with those who had one.  One boy, Larry, had an uncle who owned a race car.  He sported a used racing tire, completely bald, and he became the leader.  As I recall, we had this tire mania for several years.

The, one day, as we were playing baseball, the cover came off the ball and we could no longer repair it.  One boy remarked that he had a golf ball and he went home and brought it back.  We began to play baseball with a golf ball.  If you connected, you could hit it almost 100 yards, this from eight-, nine- and ten-year-old kids.  We wore ourselves out chasing flyballs, not to mention running the extended bases. 

Looking back, it seems ludicrous that someone would do such things, but boys will be boys.

Later, as an early teenager, we moved out into the countryside.  We had six large Black Walnut trees in the front yard, along the road.  Vince, my brother, and I made ourselves the old sling, such as David used to slay Goliath.  One end of the thong was tied around your wrist.  In the center was a leather piece to hold the projectile.  You held the other end of the thong in your hand.  Twirling the sling vertical in a circle you generate tremendous power.  The trick was learning to release the thong at the proper moment.  We soon were sailing walnuts across the road and over the roof of a barn some distance from the road.  Vince became quite accurate and could usually hit what he was aiming at.  I had more trouble.  The supply of walnuts, in their husks, were almost endless.

Those were the days.
