Let Kids Be Kids!

Okay, I’m going to rant here for a moment.  I think kids today are getting the short end of the stick when it comes to fun, adventure, and just plain being allowed to be kids.


This is not exactly a “I walked a mile in the snow to school every day” moment, but it does hearken back to my growing up days back in the 50’s and 60’s.  A time when there wasn’t such a rush and so much pressure from all sides to grow up so fast.


It was a time where kids were able to hop on their bikes and ride far distances, with no cell phone or digital tracking devices tethering us to our parents.  We were out and about experiencing the world.  We were shooting BB guns and pellet guns in the woods, blowing trash can lids 20 feet into the air with cherry bombs and M-80’s, climbing trees and onto roof tops, and building tree houses in the woods.  We were in charge of our time and our adventures.


The milk man who delivered milk to our door twice a week used to throw large blocks of ice off his truck and then break off huge chunks of crystal clear ice for us to suck on on hot summer days.  Yes, we chewed on ice that had touched the ground!  And we drank water out of hoses, and crossed over and under highways.  We played on playgrounds that had monkey bars and teeter totters that were 15’ long.  And we put on baby oil instead of sunscreen.  And we not only survived, we thrived.


One hot summer Sunday, we found an air conditioning pool behind an office park, and we stripped down to our skivvies and played football in the fountains.  That is, until the maintenance man snuck up, grabbed our clothes and called the cops.  I’ll never forget driving home in the back of a police car and then the look on my parents and grandparents faces when the office walked us into the backyard where a barbeque was starting.  But I don’t think we got in trouble, because my parents realized we were kids, just normal boys out having innocent fun.

The police came to our door a few times for other incidents, like when we were shooting off fireworks in the streets.  But it wasn’t blown up into a big deal because it… wasn’t.  Kids in school back then actually got C’s on their report cards and nobody freaked out.  It was actually ok for everyone to not necessarily be “college material”.  Every kid didn’t have to be bright and special and the best.


Today, there is no room for mistakes or growing pains.  Kids are all expected to be straight A students, have a well-padded resume, make the top select teams, get a college scholarship, and otherwise be “perfect”.  Anything less feels like a failure to kids.  And that’s unfortunate, unfair, and developmentally off target.


Kids today are smothered with supervised activities, sunscreen, warnings about predators, micromanaging parents and over-the-top expectations.  They can’t move 5 feet without calling their parents on their cell phones with a moment-by-moment update of every aspect of their lives.  Every C on a quiz, every note home stating 6 year old Johnny was fidgeting in class creates angst and worry and a round of testing for ADD.   I don’t know how kids manage to breathe today through all the stifling pressures.


So as this school year begins to unfold, take stock of how you are parenting your children. Remember that mistakes are opportunities to learn.  Remember to value street smarts and independence.  Remember how valuable it was for us to have down time and unsupervised time where we were the creators of our fun.  Remember how important it is for kids to have quiet, alone time to think, reflect and daydream.


Let your children’s interests and passions guide their activities, not your fears about their futures or angst about their resumes, or your visions of them becoming a professional athlete.


Let them have their adventures, and let them be kids.
