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Topsfield —

The Baird Facts

Well we are full on in summer mode here at Casa Baird.  And the question that seems present itself is:  now what?  The children, bless their snack-loving little hearts, are always around.  Sure there is the occasional camp or vacation dotted through the sunny days, but there is no school, no structure, and no teacher telling them what to do eight hours a day.   Frankly, it's a relief in so many wonderful ways.

I am happy not to make organic, peanut-free, biofriendly, carbon-zero lunches every day and I am delighted not to be called upon to decode the latest elementary school phonics system.  But in other ways, as I roll out of bed and realize I have no plans, I get a bit twitchy . . . . what will we do all day??

That said, the great things about moving to Boxford is that we can actually institute Playing Outside Without Supervision like our childhoods of yesteryear.  There are bikes, balls, trees, chalk, wagons, and a wonderful slip-n-slide from Walmart that cost $9.99, not to mention barns and trails and streams to explore.   My girls can experience some actual freedom and I can experience a few minutes of time to, say, roll around on the carpet and laugh that I finally, for the first time in my entire life, have a house with central air. 

I recently heard an interview on NPR stating that parents needed to relearn the art of roughhousing with their children.  I couldn't agree more. Summer is about throwing kids off docks and shouting, 'yes, you CAN swim!' and letting them at least try without ten thousand little inflatable floatie things attached to them.  It's about lifting them up into a tree, walking away and calling back, 'Figure out how to get down before dinner!'  Kids need space to be kids – and it goes without saying that parents need space to be . . . something other than parents all the live long summer day. 

And yet . . . . and yet. 

Just last week I was in Target when I suddenly heard a heart wrenching scream.  There was no mistaking the sound: it was a mother calling out for her lost child.  I ran to the mother and found her hysterical, surrounded by employees and giving out a description of her three year old daughter. 

“She has bright blond hair and an orange dress.  She was RIGHT HERE!” Her terror was immediately catching.

Target quickly went into action.  The doors were locked and all employees went on a coded alert.  I along with many other patrons began running through the store calling for the little girl in orange.  Was she hiding behind the toys?  Was she in the back supply warehouse?  Had she wandered over to the movie section?  All the while the mother's piercing yells bounced around the massive store.  “This is how IT starts!  This is how IT happens.” 

We all knew what IT was.  We all knew IT only took a nanosecond when your child was not in your sight.  And so we ran.  Ten minutes can be an eternity when you are racing against IT.

And then the little girl was found behind some crib boxes.  Order was restored, if not perhaps everyone's nerves.

And so back to summer where, as parents, we have to muddle our way between teaching our children about freedom and guarding them at all costs.  Sometimes the answers are obvious and easy, sometimes they are not.  Summer reminds us that our job is a crazy-making, confusion of opposites.  We tighten our grasp on our children in a world full of real and scary dangers, even as we loosen our grasp, open the doors to the lazy summer days, and let our children go.

Esther Baird is a writer in Boxford.  For ideas, comments or questions please visit her site at:  estherbaird.com  or email her at:  esther@estherbaird.com.

 

