Passing on Picnics 

by

Eyes Right

Burke, VA   -   I believe that we can officially declare the American picnic dead.  At least that is my observation after touring Burke Lake Park, an 888 park about 20 miles south of Washington, DC.  

It was a spectacular late spring weekend day – sunny skies with a light breeze and temperatures in the mid-70’s.  The park was crowded with parking lots nearly full.  There were blankets spread on grassy areas, and there were lines of customers waiting for the carousel and the miniature train. Most of the rental boats were out on the water of the 218-acre lake.  Even the new miniature golf attraction was crowded.

But upon closer examination it was very obvious that nearly everyone enjoying a picnic was from an immigrant family.  There were scores of Asians, mostly Koreans, in the covered picnic areas with grills, and essentially every family grouping around all the picnic tables was Hispanic.  Where were the “Americans”?  Have we outgrown picnics, or are we now simply too lazy to make the effort to enjoy this wonderful tradition?

Be honest.  When was the last time you packed a basket and went on a picnic?  And when was the last time you actually took the time to prepare home-made potato salad, or even baked beans from scratch?  Here are my family answers.  Not for at least 20 years.  Oh, we have gone on the occasional outing, but usually as part of a kayak trip or other outdoor adventure.  On each of these occasions, we went to the supermarket to buy prepared potato salad, cold cuts and rolls to make sandwiches, and the ever-present bag of chips.  We rarely even make homemade drinks.  Why should we, when we can simply throw in some 6-packs of soda or beer?

I do not know if this development is necessarily bad, but there is a unique joy to the Sunday afternoon picnic not easily matched.  As a child, our family in Kentucky did the multi-family picnic at Ross Playground nearly every Sunday.  The moms would fix fried chicken, potato salad, and baked beans to share, and everyone would bring their own drinks.  It was a summertime ritual where the kids ran wild, the women talked and gossiped, and the men played poker and drank beer.

These days many families have become “too busy” to take the time to enjoy the simple pleasures of a hot summer day with friends.  Instead we find ourselves driving all over the place to take our children to organized activities such as youth soccer tournaments, swimming competitions, Little League baseball games, etc. etc. etc. 

Maybe we could all benefit from stopping our normal weekend routine to try the simpler pleasures of yesteryear, namely the picnic.  Maybe we might even start talking more to our friends and neighbors.  Maybe we might re-kindle an appreciation of the outdoors and the wonderful adventure of a picnic.  I suspect that, as a minimum, there would be a lot more smiles.

I thought you might like to know.
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