Fireflies and Fruit Jars
By Carole Ann Lewis

M

y childhood years were spent in
Dayton, Ohio, in the 1940s and 1950s.
Among the memories I hold close to
my heart are those of moonlit summer nights I
spent running barefoot through the dew-laden
grass catching fireflies. Armed with fruit jars with
lids carefully punched full of holes, my sister and
brother and I anxiously awaited the darkness,
which always brought with it the first tiny lights
of our friends, the lightning bugs.
Each of us tried to outrun the others in our
efforts to be the first to fill our jar. We let the pretty
winged creatures crawl on our arms and hands
and tickle us, making us giggle as they attempted
to avoid the jar.
Sometimes in the rush to be first, the jar would
be dropped and broken. My mother did not appreciate providing more than one jar, but she always
relented after some tearful pleading on the part of
the one who had the accident.
Bedtime always seemed to come too soon, but
even bedtime was welcome on those nights because
we were allowed to keep the prized jar beside our
beds. This would result in the room being aglow
with tiny twinkling lights. They seemed to have a
calming peacefulness about them.
In the morning, our quiet little friends were
taken outside and set free to add their beauty to

the nights to come. They never seemed anxious
to leave the jar, but once free of its confines, they
were happy to take flight.
A few years into my adulthood, my niece Kim
was staying with me when I decided to teach her
the fine art of firefly catching. Being the independent soul she was—and still is—Kim wanted
to punch the holes in the fruit jar lid herself. Big
mistake! We awoke in the middle of the night to a
house full of tiny twinkling lights. It was kind of
eerie but very pretty. We just lay in bed, enjoying
the light show.
The next morning, anxious to give them their
freedom, we had a firefly hunt. We found them in
every room in the house, and it took the better part
of the morning to round them all up. I felt like a
kid again!
After all these years, I still await the sight of
the first tiny, twinkling lights as I sit on the porch
on warm summer nights. I still get excited and
have to tell my husband when I see the first one.
Perhaps it is the child in me or the memories
of a childhood too soon gone. Whatever the reason, I still have to smile and stifle a giggle as I
watch the tiny lights zoom from tree to tree. I long
to go back to those Good Old Days of carefree
childhood shared with loved ones who will, like
firefly memories, always remain in my heart. v
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