Memories of Summer
By Kelli Wheeler

One of the many wonderful things about having children is jogging a memory.  Sometimes when I’m rolling around playing with my kids it sparks happy experiences from my own childhood.  Things at the time I thought I would never forget are resurrected out of my storage memory file almost like déjà vu!
The other part I take great joy in is doing special things with my kids, hoping they too will cherish the memory that is already forming in my own mind.  They are young still, only three and four years old, so needless to say I take a lot of pictures and videos so they can one day look back and see the things they don’t remember.  My husband Trey likes to tease me when I’m really on a roll of crafts and nature hikes and trips to the movies that the kids have a whole lifetime ahead of them,  I don’t need to cram these things all in before the age of five.

Now that my kids are getting bigger, this last summer had a whole new level of energy and excursions.  When I looked back at all the things we squeezed into this summer and I perused the memories that were already ripe for sharing, I almost needed to go take a nap afterward.  

Many of the events were deliberately orchestrated to go down in the Wheeler Family Fun memory section: Trip to the beach, cousins staying for the week, Camp Have a Lot of Fun, being part of a parade, Waterworld, birthday parties.  Those things required a lot of planning and involvement, but were guaranteed a spot in the ol’ mental memory album.

It was going back and thinking about the things that were unplanned that really tugged at my heart and make me thank the Lord for children.  The moments of learning and sharing, laughing and spontaneously doing something, or even just sitting back and observing with pride and love stood out in my mind as the truly cherishable moments.

I still laugh when I retell to my friends how my son Logan cried in irony, “Why did you sign me up for Camp Have a Lot of Fun?” 

I chuckle when I think about my daughter Whitney’s declaration when we were finding tiny frogs in the playground, “See Mommy, I don’t smoosh froggies anymore,” as the poor frog laid belly up in her hand.

I smile when I replay in my mind how Whitney went from being a sunbather only to diving to the deep end of the pool to retrieve (peedoes (water torpedoes).  And Logan who wouldn’t put his face underwater without goggles, ditching the cumbersome specs to become the best red-eyed cannon ball king of the pool.

There were new discoveries - That a whole day can be spent digging and catching sand crabs; The sting of a belly-flop does not last as long as the pride in your first dive; Sparklers must be the reason 4th of July is celebrated.

Then there was the indulging of a curious peak down at the creek after camp.  I just wanted to get home, but I figured a quick glimpse wouldn’t hurt.  We ended up finding giant pollywogs, frogs, tiny fish and crawdads to the absolute delight of my children.  After that we would stop back at the creek almost every day after camp.  We ended up meeting other young adventurers and their own memory stewards like grandmas, moms, dads and even an aunt.  One mother, Laurel and her sons Jack and Joe, taught us how to fish for crawdads with a homemade pole and baloney.  Another young hunter swore by bacon.  

I reached back into my own memory of scuffing through creeks and showed the kids how to properly pick up a crawdad without getting pinched.  I think the topper of the whole impromptu Summer of Crawdads was getting Daddy down to the creek and seeing him recapture his own youthful memories as Logan gave him expert instruction on the ways of capture and release of the wild crawdad.  Whitney just wanted to eat the wild blackberries.

I admit we went back down to the creek with a camera and video camera in tow, wanting to repeat these memories in case Logan and Whitney were still too young to seize the unfolding mental images.  But the film I took would just serve as a post reminder of the pure innocence and wonder we stumbled upon that first day at the creek.
I read a quote from an author and mother of six, Cynthia Copeland that summed up our summer, “For parents, you never know when you’re making a memory.”  With that quote I realized that some of our best family memories are not and won’t be caught on film or tape.  Some of my past memories as a child, and ones I’m experiencing with my own children came simply from being a part of a loving, secure family.  That’s all I need to provide to create fertile ground for memory seeds.

All the planning and event organizing I did this summer in a frenzied effort to manufacture fun and memories were not a waste.  Good times were had by all.  But good times and treasured memories are not necessarily one in the same.  The memories that became etched on my heart were the ones that life provided just by being blessed with children.  Their innocence, curiosity and discoveries are the most beautiful memory snapshots in life’s big photo album.  I look forward to flipping through our joint memories from their perspective when they are old enough to treasure them as I do.


