“Let’s Run!”
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Six first-grade girls on an elementary-school playground before the first bell rings transform six pink backpacks and a pile of leaves into a flower. The leaves are the center and the backpacks the petals. They lay jackets and sweaters out as the stem.

Twenty boys from all the grades at the school rush up and down the field playing something close to football. Their sweatshirts and coats litter the sideline and won't make it inside with them. The office lost-and-found will bulge more. The Salvation Army Thrift Store should be so well-stocked.

Boys and girls swarm the slides, the rocks, the half-buried tires, the jungle gyms. And the girls scream. They scream when boys chase them, when they don't, when they see a bug, when they hear a lull in the noise level.

They scream with a fullness of life that every adult who drives to work with a dull daze should witness.

A playground before school starts is a buzz of caffeinated-type wildness populated by uncaffeinated young ones energized simply by their coming together again. It looks like some kind of celebration is going on.

It's where one girl says to another "Let's run!" And both take off, screaming of course, with no more cause or purpose than to run somewhere and to turn around and run back.

Without the planning of a committee or the risk assessment and cost analysis of a bureaucracy, kids react to life with...

Let's imagine leaves and backpacks into flowers.

Let's make up a new game.

Let's scream.

Let's run.
