Self-propelled                                                                                                               Kit Dwyer

Most girls and women I know didn’t do a lot of chores outside the home.  However, since I was the baby sister to two much older sisters, my siblings were long gone from the house by the time I was nearing my teens in 1968. 
About the time I aimed to earn some cash money, I asked if I could do some chores. My mom suggested I clean the twenty-four double sash windows with storm windows. That was not a very fun job and took me almost a month of Saturdays to complete.   
I loved to be outside, so when my dad offered to teach me how to mow the lawn on our one and half acre property, that sounded fun. 
Dad followed Mom’s suggestion to purchase a newer model mower with me in mind. It was exciting when he brought home a gleaming yellow Briggs and Stratton self-propelled, walk-behind, mower.
First, I was taught how to maintain the mower, check the blades, clippings bag, oil and gasoline compartments. After that I was allowed to pull the crank rope to start this fine machine.  Next, I learned how the levers and propelling system worked and how to stop, change the bag, and do an emergency shutoff.  
“Okay, you’re on your own!” Dad smiled. And so, I began. 
The self-propelled feature was a dream, much easier than pushing our old and heavy, red mower that spewed blue stinky smoke when it ran.  It was a bit tricky learning how to slow and maneuver around my mother’s half a dozen rock-bordered flower gardens, but I managed pretty well. Mom was a stickler for perfection, so no long strands of grass could be left at the edges of the yard beds.
Dad gave me a four-dollar allowance for this chore, which pleased me just fine.  I was eager to be able to purchase some music to play on our stereo. A record album in those days cost about $3.65 and I had my eye one by The Carpenters.  
The quicker I got this chore done, the quicker I could spend the rest of my Saturday at the beach. This once-a-week chore meant repeatedly emptying the grass clippings bag into the woods. In the fall, leaves added to the clippings meant I’d have more stops, adding to the overall time to finish. It took me five hours the first few weeks, so I had to start early if I was going to accomplish my goal of completing the mowing before lunch. I wanted to ride my bike to the beach and have the whole afternoon to be with my friends.  
I began to study my efficiency. Every week, I timed my performance and tried different routes across the landscape to trim more and more time off the process. This meant sometimes I was actually jogging behind the mower.  Whoops! I had to be careful not to slip and fall. 
I was busting with satisfaction when, minute by minute, I got my time all the way down to four hours.  Sometimes I was just too tired to make the twenty minutes ride to the beach, but it was fun to have that competition with myself. 
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