August 9, 2011 – Croaking Frog Running and Hidden Creek
Summertime in Florida isn’t just a time of heat, humidity and regular afternoon thunderstorms – it is also a time for viewing baby wildlife which was born in the spring.   While trail running in the woods I often see groups of deer including small spotted fawns.   Baby turkeys follow their mothers pecking away at grass and bugs.   Occasionally I even spy a tiny gopher tortoise that is ambling about on its own.   But the creatures which are heard more than seen are frogs.

When running down a slight downhill trail toward a lake with a friend recently we started noticing a soft noise which became louder and louder as we got closer to the lake.  ‘What’s that noise?’ exclaimed my running buddy.  ‘It’s a bunch of frogs,’ I responded.   The croaking of thousands of frogs made any single sound inaudible as they blended into one continuous roar.   The sound of these frogs made my mind wander back to a day in the early 1970s when my brothers, mom and I were travelling from a vacation in Wisconsin home to Florida.

We were planning to stop for the night and set up our tent, but we didn’t have reservations at a campground.   Back in those days before cell phones and the internet we usually looked in our Rand-McNally Camping Guide, picked out a location and headed that way.   We crossed from Tennessee into Georgia and it was late in the afternoon as we decided to stay at a Georgia State Park called ‘Hidden Creek.’   We liked staying at State Parks as they were typically inexpensive and well maintained.   ‘Mom, there are only 16 sites,’ I related from the park’s description.  ‘I hope the park isn’t full,’ she replied.   As we got closer to the park and turned from one road to the next each mile became more isolated and each road was more rugged.   We hadn’t seen a human being for miles when we turned into the park at dusk, but at least we had made it.   Now we just hoped to get a tent site.   That would not be a problem.
There was not a manned entrance gate as we drove into the Hidden Creek Campground.   We drove over a dry creek bed and at that point determined that ‘Hidden Creek’ was now ‘Non-Existent Creek.’   Mom tried to put a good spin on it for her four sons who ranged in age from 11 to 15, ‘At least we are here,’ she said.   ‘Let’s set up the tent and cook some of those trout we got from Uncle Don.’   We were all mumbling about going to a motel, but mom would have none of that.   With the tent set up and trout cooking over a small fire it was getting dark when a noise started growing in the woods.   It started quietly and kept building and building as the skies grew black.   We didn’t know what was making the sound, but found out later it was from tree frogs which were native to that area.
After dinner we got in the tent and made attempts to go to sleep, but the noise was deafening.   Combine that with us being alone in the woods, no one around for miles, our imaginations running wild and it created a perfect image in all of our minds of ‘Nightmare at Hidden Creek.’   After what seemed an eternity, but was probably a half hour at most, mom finally said to our collective relief, ‘Let’s pack up and head to a motel.’    Our mom is one tough cookie and finances were tight, so this goes down in Cohen family history as a shocking development!

Just as the sound of the frogs at Hidden Creek was gone as we drove away to the refuge of a motel, the recent croaking sound abated in the woods as we ran up a hill away from the lake.   Within minutes we could not hear any frogs as they were only in the lake and surrounding marshy area.   I only heard that sound for a few minutes, but that short time took me back in time to Hidden Creek and a crazy memory that will stay with my mom and my brothers as long as we live.
