ever go back. |

That’s my advice to those who maintain
a keen desire to rekindle their childhood
dreams. | know, for, more than 50 years, its
been my personal passion to re-visit, one
last time, the house where | was bom.

lor reasons, difficult to explain, I've had this relentless
urge to re-live memories of my growing up years. But to
satisfy this uncontrollable impulse, 1 needed more than
dry-runs past my birthplace, something I've done hun-
dreds of times. | wanted to actually enter my boyhood
hospice and momentarily re-live the way it once was.

Unfortunately, the century-old abode, on Markhamss
Ninth Line, five miles south
of Stouffville, has always been
locked tighter than an Alca-
traz cell. Persistent knocks
o1y four entrance doors have
prompted no responses. |t
seemed no one had lived on
site for at least a decade.

Not easily discouraged, |
decided last week to again
put my good intentions to
the test. With positive results.
he well-wormm welcome mat was plainly visible so |
boldly walked in.

First | stood in the kitchen. From this sparsely fur-
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nished vantage point | could visualize my mother rolling

out dough on the old bake board, readying tea biscuits
for déposit in a standard Findlay oven. Behind me was
a table and chairs, breakfast accommodation for dad,
granddad, two brothers and sister. My mother would eat
when the others finished. The blessing, or “grace” as we
called it, was always said, a family tradition we retain.

lo the rear stood an imaginary kitchen cupboard
containing all “regular” dishes wed ever need. They were
all used druing threshing and silo-filling bees when the
influx of neighbourhood help numbered as many as 25.

But more important than all the chinaware was a
small ormamental cup on an upper cupboard shelf It
contained egg money, weekly receipts from my mother’s
small flock of chickens. Small change was deposited.
And | swear it had no bottom for, whenever a need arose,
Mom would discover sufficient funds to cover the cost.

To my left | caught a glimpse of a collapsable card
table. When company would arrive, no evening was
complete without a game of euchre. Oh how Daddy
loved euchre. He was good at it, t0o, so good he could win
a round with nothing more than an ace and four spots.

- Under the kitchen stove, rolled up in a black and white

ball. | could see Matilda, the only barn cat ever allowed in
the house. Truth was, we couldn't keep her out. For she
had the dexterity to stand erect and open the door with
skilful front paws.

Sundays, a group of us would gather around the piano
in the dining room and sing hymns popular back then
but unfortunately seldom sung today. The piano’s long
gone but a chandelier still dangles from the ceiling

For but a moment | stood on the front verandah fac-
ing the road. Traffic back then included maybe four cars
an hour plus an occasional horse and buggy. It was here
on hot summer nights my brother and | would often
sleep, that is until the remainder of a hobos apparel was
discovered under a nearby tree. This prompted a quick
end to our open-air camp-outs.

My final stop included four upstairs bedrooms. Under
the heat of a slate shingle roof wed boil. Above an
unheated room below, wed freeze. Bare feet on a frigid
floor encouraged employment of quick dress procedures.
Even chamber pots, made available for emergency use,
were often coated with ice.

Re-living 30 truly difficult yet truthfully wondrous
years within a span of 15 minutes is admittedly more
than any aching heart should be forced to endure.

hm Thomas s a Stoufiville resident who has written for area newspapers
for more than GO yeors.
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... and it was all fun. This week we're
extensively and my first
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and it will be available in steaks, or
crazy and it be a treat for any West Coasters and a
change of pace for all you regulars who routinely enjoy our East Coast farc. Also, for those
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Chef Kulam loves these oncs! White cupcake

with a lime curd injection topped with Margarita
buttercream, which is made with lime zest and
juice, lime curd and 1 hint of Tequila.

- ICED LIME LOAVES » $5.99

Like our lemon loaf, but made with limes
instead of lemons. lced with rich, lime green
butter icing.

f
)

I
)

I

I
g1k

i

LS




