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I t's become increasingly clear that we
live in a different time than we did
growing up. The reminders are every-
where: Megan'’s Llaw, $2 gas, teens with
pagers, dotcom madness, antibacterial
soap. life in Silicon Valley is advancing at
a frightening pace. But my three-year old,
Jack, has taught me that some things never
change.

My husband, Brian, and | grew up in this
area and are blessed to be raising Jack in
the same neighborhood. While if's true
that San Jose is no longer the small, subur-
ban haven bounded by frit orct.ards and
tworlane roads it used to be, there
remains one special place that seems vir-
tually unchanged from the time | spent
there in knee socks and Buster Browns.
Even its name makes me smile: Happy
Hollow.
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As a freelance wiriter, | often work during
the day while Brian takes Jack on litfle
adventures. Aware that my son was in
danger of growing up believing that only
Daddy does fun things, | recently took
Jack on his first visit to Happy Hollow Park
and Zoo.

It was everything | remembered and then
some. All of my old favorites were sfill
there, as if they'd been waiting all this
time for my return. What a thrill it was 1o
see Jack on his first merry-goround ride,
bravely taking the reins of a painted pony
and waving to Mommy as he bobbed up
and down. Or climbing into the driver’s
seat of the big fire truck, gripping the
huge wheel and clanging the bell. He
watched the model train with fascination
and giggled as he petted the goats, their
bristly hair fickling his skin. The highlight of
the day was cuddling up for a relaxing
ride on Danny the Dragon.

To see it all through his eyes sweetened
my own memories of coming here as a
child. 1 thought of how it must've made my
parents feel to see me so carefree, whiling
away the afterncon in the kind of magical
world often only reserved for fantasies.
Happy Hollow is such a sweet, friendly
place, proving that kids don't

need all the overdone glitz of expensive,
corporate-sponsored theme parks with
roaming life-size cartoon characters o
have a good time. Like Happy Hollow
itself, a child’s needs are much simpler:
room to run, a place to play, a hand to
hold. How easy it has become to forget
that in today’s bustling world. ’

As Jack and | sat and talked about
what we had seen and done that day,
I realized what a special memory this
would become for him. And now |
have one more precious memory of
Happy Hollow to cherish for myself. W



