My Best Friend

When I was 8 years old and recovering from Rheumatic Fever my parents and I moved to the rural community of La Canada nestled in the foothills north of Glendale.  The Rheumatic Fever was the second time for me and a long eight months of being bedridden.  The move was suggested by the doctor so I could recover in a nice dry climate which was better than the damp area we lived in Los Angeles.

It was 1943 and La Canada was undeveloped with mostly orchards and vineyards and a very small population.

After we got settled in the Spanish style house on the corner I met a girl who lived 5 houses down the street in the only two story house in the area.  Pat had an older brother, Loren, who was always in some sort of trouble.  Her father was a fireman and her mother worked in the fire stations office.  Our friendship grew rapidly because we shared so many interests and has endured all these years as we are still very close friends.  Pat now lives in Oregon.

Across the street from our house was a large fenced area where Pancho, a donkey lived.  We spent a lot of time visiting him and it was fun listening to him bray.  We both cherish the experience of growing up in a quiet rural area that offered so many advantages for us.  We would walk through the orchards and vineyards picking some of the fruit to eat and collecting caterpillars to take home and keep in jars watching them build cocoons and eventually becoming beautiful butterflies.  Over time we had an impressive collection and had lots of books learning about all the different butterflies in the world.

Somehow Pat and I were convinced that there was gold to be found in the rocks in the surrounding foothills.  We had regular hiking journies

armed with hammers and other small tools so we could break open the rocks to find gold!  Alas, no gold was ever found – just fools gold!  But we did find some pretty quartz from time to time and we would haul home various rocks for our collection.

We decided to build a small stage in the back yard, planned a play and made the costumes and then invited our parents and neighbors to attend asking that they pay admission.

Another interest we had was miniature doll houses so we built one and made the furniture and decorated the interior and designed the exterior and painted it.  This took up one whole summer as I remember and we had a great time working on it.

Around 12 or 13 years old we became entranced with movie stars and spent one summer on sending out requests for their photographs.  As we received the photos ( some were autographed to us individually) our collection grew rapidly and we were delighted to no end with our treasure.  I still have all the photos in an album which I truly treasure but Pat threw hers out many years ago. I think she is sorry she didn’t keep them.

We loved sewing and making our own clothes and some for our special dolls.  It seems like we were always creating something and shell jewelry caught our interest.  With my Mom's help we got all the needed things to start making the shell jewelry.  We were so impressed with our efforts at designing and gluing them together that we decided to make it a business and went from door to door selling them to all the neighbors.  They were very supportive purchasing a lot of our creations and we were each able to earn $35.00 profit. A very successful venture!

The game of Monopoly!  Even to this day we still laugh a lot about what went on during those games.  We would get set up and started playing and at some point Pat would accuse me of cheating.  Then she would get mad and go home.  In a day or two she would call and ask if the game was still up and I’d answer yes and up she came to play some until she thought I was cheating, got mad and went home again.

One game could go on for weeks this way and we did play many times.

Today we both laugh about it and she still says I cheated.

Lots of times I would have dinner at her house and her parents would let us have either a little wine or beer.  I remember it made my cheeks red and my face a little flushed but I felt so grown up!  Alcohol was never allowed in my house so I did not know very much about it and never told my parents that I had anything alcoholic to drink.  I think my Mom knew as she could smell it on my breath but she never said anything.

These are just some of the memories that I have of growing up with a dear friend and sharing so many experiences.  We were blessed not to have television and computers as we spent our time creating, learning and really enjoying the outdoors and so many other activities and sports.  Children today miss all of that.  We were lucky to grow up in that time period.

