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A peculiar park
pilgrimage

I took the kids for a hike in a state park a
few weeks ago. Spring was in its full splendor,
and we were surrounded by beauty at every
turn. So naturally, we spent almost the entire
visit talking about horse poop.

“Look, Mommy! There’s
some more!”

They delighted in the dis-
gusting qualities of each
and every pile. We talked
about how gross it smelled.
We discussed, at length, G
the size of each mound. We i3k
pondered if they were all
the product of one horse, or Mﬂ?ﬂg}rmy
if multiple horses had left &, 74na planche
the deposits behind. It was
a truly scintillating conversation,

I'was relieved when my 5-year-old finally
moved on to a new topic.

“OK,” he announced, “now you have to
name all the words you can think of that start
with the letter P.”

“Tdo?”

“Yes.”

All rightee. “Peanut,” I said.

“Good.” He nodded approvingly.

“Um ... Petunia.”

“Uh huh.”

This vocabulary quiz went on, and on, and
on. Let me tell you, you really haven’t lived
until you've pushed a stroller up a steep,
rocky incline in 80-degree heat while trying to
think of words like “platypus,” “pumper-
nickel,” and “puke.” By the time I got to
“Patagonia,” I was feeling a little faint.

Luckily, that was when my son discovered
a walking stick in the woods. It was love at
first sight. He tapped the stick purposefully
on the ground as he walked. He used it to
reach tall leaves, and to dig holes in the dirt.

He was so proud of his new tool that he
wanted to tell the world.

Unfortunately, he did this by approaching
total strangers on the trail and saying, “Hi!
You wanna touch my stick?”

“His walking stick,” I added quickly. “The,
uh, the stick there. Right there. Yep. Let’s go,
honey.”

T hurried him down the path. And just
when my red-flushed cheeks began to return
to their normal color, my son stopped in his
tracks and turned to face me.

“Mommy?”

“Yes?”

“Who's going to be my mommy when I'm all
grown up?’

My eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Well, I
will, honey.”

“You always get to be my mommy, even
when I'm big?”

“Yes, of course.”

Then he asked about his father, and his
grandparents, and his friends. He wanted to
know: Would they always be there? Always
and forever?

Tknew the quick and easy answer, of
course. I should tell him that no one will ever
leave him, that everyone he loves will always
be around to love him back. But I hesitated.
Was this the right time to tell him that nobody
gets to live forever? Was he old enough to han-
dle such a difficult truth?

As I wrestled with my moral dilemma, he
turned suddenly and pointed to the ground.-

“Look, Mommy! More horse poop!”

I exhaled. Saved by the poop.

A few minutes later, we came to a fork in
the trail. “Which way?” my son asked.

“I'm not sure,” I said. “You pick.” I wasn’t
worried about getting lost. After all, I had
plenty of water, plenty of snacks, and at least

12 words that started with the letter Q. We
could last a week out there.

Questions or comments? Write to
mommy@lowellsun.com.





