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Going Home/Childress


GOING HOME

In October, Maryville, Missouri hosts a homecoming celebration at Northwest Missouri State University. Going home for that event always means a trip to the past, for I can’t ever go back without driving down Prather Avenue. The houses may have changed paint and homeowners numerous times, but Prather Avenue will always be the old neighborhood, my home. 
 

We proudly displayed flags at holidays and delivered May baskets on doorsteps. The Fourth of July always meant fireworks and picnics, and everyone attended church on Sunday, dressed in their finest clothes. The noon meal was dinner, the evening meal supper. Summer evenings found us eating at our picnic table in the yard.

Prather Avenue in the ‘50’s was a neighborhood full of kids and stay-at-home moms. Fathers usually came home for lunch, and mothers baked in cozy kitchens and visited with friends over the clothesline. Boys earned money for the Saturday matinee with paper routes and yard mowing. Mama would let me pile my wagon with produce from our large garden and take it to the neighbors to sell. Those that didn’t have gardens were always happy to see me coming, because Mama had a reputation for having the greenest thumb on the block. 

In winter, kids made a beeline to ice skate at the pond behind Bert Neidel’s greenhouse or to the College Pond on the campus. Age differences didn’t matter, because Prather kids looked out for each other, and everyone huddled together around the bon fire for warmth.

Rather than watching television, we found our entertainment riding bikes and roller skates, playing ball in the pasture behind the house, enjoying a rousing game of Kick the Can in the street or King of the Hill on the cellar in the back yard. Catching lightning bugs after dark and Hide ‘n Seek were popular, too. 

Most kids rode bikes to school, and the best part was riding over the old wooden railroad bridge. How exciting to stop on the bridge, then pedal fast to coast through the country setting, with cows in the pasture and blue sky overhead. We got plenty of exercise and fresh air, because we were outside from dawn to dark. 


Neighborhood kids always gathered to ride the gunny sack swing around the trunk of our old oak tree. Riding the swing, over the ditch to the edge of the street, and around to the opposite side, was the closest thing to taking flight a young child could imagine. That same ditch was the recipient of autumn’s raked leaves. Exhausted from rolling in leaves during the day, when it got dark, we’d roast hot dogs and marshmallows on sticks over the flames, with the aroma of outdoor cooking filling the air.

Now, when I drive down the familiar, tree-lined street, the old feelings surface with memories of my family and dearest friends. And once again, I’m protected and safe - and swinging from that old, oak tree. 

Use Back Arrow to return to Newspaper Stand.

