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WHATSINA HELD?

A n endless source of entertainment,
education and adventure is available
to you if you live near an open expanse of

land. It could be a home in the country, a
vacant lot, or an undeveloped area at the
edge of tow:s. We found such a spot when
we moved onio our street twelve years ago.
We were able to enjoy the benefits of living
in the city with a touch of the wild on the
side.

The five acres known as “the field” was
bordered at the west end by our subdivision
and at the north end by the school. The
southern edge was a major thoroughfare,
and our church and the hospital lay to the
east. A well worn path through its midst en-
abled children on our street and the one
beyond to dawdle at home until they heard
the warning buzzer, hop over the back
fence, and make it to school on time. A
small creek ran diagonally through the area.
Boards were thrown across it at various
places to allow crossing.

My sons and their friends spent hours
along that creekbed catching tadpoles, pol-
liwogs, frogs or waterskippers — whichev--
er was in season. Jars of creek water and
teeming wildlife decorated most kitchens in
our neighborhood. Full grown frogs were
consigned to buckets on the patio where
they usually escaped by the morning follow-
ing capture. Wet and muddy shoes, stock-
ings and jeans were characteristics of our
small game hunters.

- Grass snakes, field mice, moles, a musk-
rat and an occasional skunk also inhabited
the field. The field dwellers I enjoyed most
were the pheasants. Watching them from
my kitchen window made me feel like a rus-
tic without being deprived of urban com-
forts. My son Tim made some first hand dis-
coveries of the natural instincts of these
birds when he inadvertently came upon a
nest of eggs. His natural curiosity prompted
him to inspect the eggs more closely. The
pheasant parents, however, made their
objections clear by scolding him and
attempting to lead him away from the nest.
He still remembers it as a frightening ex-
perience.

Vegetation in this area was used and en-
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joyed by children and adults alike. In the
early spring pussywillows could be found
near the creek, and several varieties of wild-
flowers brightened up the landscape
throughout the summer. One of my favorite
maternal memories is' of my six-year-old
son coming in from school with a fistful of
California poppies he had stopped to pick.
His tardy arrival was easily forgiven.

A weed is a weed is a weed to the average
person. However, creative women of Car-
rington Avenue found vast treasures of craft
material in the stubble. It was not unusual
on a late summer or autumn day to see
someone spray painting large dandelion
heads or picking cat tails and teasles for
dried arrangements.

Large blackberry bushes on both sides of
the creek supplied the contents for many
pies and jars of jelly. Enterprising young-
sters realized a small source of income from
selling picked berries door-to-door.

Television Forgotton
An imaginative environment was a major

commodity of the field. The television set
held no lure for my children when the
weather permitted entire days to be spent
outside. The field became a set of changing
scenes limited only by the scope of youthful
visions. It was sometimes a building site for
an elaborately designed fort or playhouse.
The kids would all bring hammers, nails and
whatever scraps of wood they-could find at
home. Pounding and arguing voices would
be the dominant sounds for the day. Due to
the absence of a qualified contractor and too
many would-be architects the proposed
structure would fail to remain standing long
enough to use it.

The mood would change the next day
with a new make-believe scene. Garden
shovels were gathered (many of which
never returned to their original locations)
and a new occupation began. It was war.
Every child on the block from six to sixteen
was- invited to take part. The kids chose
sides, dug trenches, erected barriers and
conferred about the acceptable rules of
battle. Toy guns of varied calibers and
walkie-talkies were rounded up. It was not
absolutely necessary to have a gun as sticks
could serve the same purpose. Shouts of “1
got you!” and “You did not. You missed by
a mile!” rang through the ‘air along with
accompanying sound effects of simulated
weapons. Later in the day thé game might
change to “cops and robbers” or “spying.”

One summer the kids in the neighborhood
mowed a large area for a softball field: Their
ball games had been ousted from every yard
on the block. Many lawns, flowers and
windows were saved from demolition that
year.

The absence of power and telephone lines
made this space an ideal spot in which to fly
kites. Springtime breezy days found people
of all ages taking advantage of the open sky.
A visiting balloonist also found the field
inviting and landed there for a while. It
caused a lot of excitement. He was deluged
with questions and responded- with short
demonstrations.

We laid several pets to rest in the field.
Mock funerals were held for a cat, a turtle
and four pet birds.
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Not all events that took place in the field
were pleasant. There were a couple of fires,
one of which was quite large. I was unaware
that anything was amiss until I heard the fire
truck. Looking out my upstairs window 1
saw two women trying to douse the fire with
buckets of water from the creek. I was a
little nervous when the fire appeared to be
moving towards our house. I turned the
sprinkler on the fence hoping fervently that
the fire wouldn’t get that close. Luckily the
wind changed and the firemen extinguished
the blaze.

The other incident I would rather have
missed involved two adventurous little boys -
and a creek swollen from abundant spring
rains. My son Tim and foster son Doug had
gone up the street to play with a friend. A
half-hour after they left the friend came to
our house looking for them. He indicated he
thought he knew where they were and
headed in the direction of the creek.
Normally I wouldn’t have been concerned,
but [ knew the small stream had been rising
rapidly from the plentiful rain we had been
receiving. I ran to the creek praying silently
for the boys’ safety. Along the path we met
another boy who was coming for help.

“Tim’s stuck in the quicksand!” he
gasped.

As I neared the creek I saw Tim stuck in
mud up to his knees and Doug on the bank
attempting to retrieve his shoes with a long
stick. I waded out into the creek in order to
lift Tim’s legs out of the mud, recovered
Doug’s shoes and marched them home to a
tirade of questions and reproaches. They
stripped their clothes off on the patio and
received a few smacks on their backsides as
they passed through the door. I was relieved
that they were all right but angry with them
for getting into such a predicament.

A few years ago our communal patch of
country changed drastically. It became a new
subdivision. There are many nice houses
there now with well manicured yards. Weeds
and blackberries are attacked as intruders.
Kite flying and pheasants are part of the past
and the children who romped in the wild are
chasing girls and cars instead of frogs. My
oldest son, who is usually not much on
sentimentality, remarked the other day that he
felt sorry for the little kids who live on our
street now.

“How can they have any fun without the
field?” he asked.

There are several nice parks, playgrounds
and tennis courts nearby. Bike riders, walkers
and runners have pathways available too.
However, for true adventure, entertainment
and creativity a plain, old, ordinary field
beats them all. (=}

Marlene Obie is a freelance writer from
Medford, Oregon.




