Lazy, Hazy Days of Summer
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Want some idea about how old I am?  I was looking ahead to the upcoming summer, and in doing so I reflected back on summers past, the lazy, hazy, crazy days of my youth.  Here are a few snippets from my scrapbook.

I remember running behind the milkman’s truck on blistery hot days hoping he’d stop and cool us off.  How?  He’d throw off a huge chunk of ice used to cool the milk, and then use his ice-pick to chop us off some pieces for us to suck on.  Now that’s old school!  We would walk about 4 miles to a pond situated in the backyard of a wealthy widow, and she’d let us fish to our hearts desire.  Or our posse would ride our bikes about 5 miles down a 4-lane road to the Stix, Baer & Fuller parking lot to catch the Redbird Express bus to take us downtown to a Cardinals game.

I recall so many afternoons playing army in the woods with our BB guns, pellet funs, cherry bombs and M-80 firecrackers.  The only thing that could halt our fun was the threat of missing dinner.  

There were other afternoons when we’d ride our bikes to other neighborhoods to seek out teams for long games of baseball or hockey.  We managed to negotiate who batted first, and all the rule  changes that occurred with each venue we played at, because we would have to work around fire hydrants, cars, trees, etc.  We would handle any disagreement or controversial plays without the benefit of an umpire.  And yes, there were occasional fights and arguments galore, but we worked it out ourselves.

And oh, by the way, all of the above entertainment was unsupervised by any adults.  Fancy that!

And that’s my point here.  When I hear examples of kid’s summer schedules today, it’s a litany of one supervised activity after another, all orchestrated by adults.

There is precious little downtime today for the kind of free play I experienced as a kid.  And that type of recreation helped us become more independent and resilient, better problem solvers, and able to initiate and create to our hearts delight.  We learned to take care of ourselves and our problems.

The lack of this kind of experience is what I think is causing the tremendous increase in stress and anxiety in children and young adults.  18 year olds go off to college and have no clue how to navigate things like doing your laundry, balancing your checkbook, finding classrooms, signing up for classes.

They lack initiative and problem solving skills.  They are so used to turning to adults to think for them, decide for them, entertain them, and boost them up when they’re down that they become lost when out on their own.

The summertime provides an opportunity to give kids the time to do it different.  Let them be responsible for their boredom and for creating their own fun.  Get them outside, unplugged from electronics.  Let them grow, stretch and bloom.

