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L Prove,

I have often heard young pecple talk about how the cld folks live

in the past - which, to an extent is true. However, [ think we like

to remember the goocd things in our gast and the £un things-{(I dare
g E G

anyone but me 'oli peopls.') GScmetimes, when I sit
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g the North hills and the
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by the window enfol

lights coming I get a sort of nostalgic feeling - 1t 1isn't

really a sad nostalgia - a sort of rememdering , ard last night I
call it Mother's pantry because when

thought o©f Mother's pantry. I

I think of it I carn 2lmost ses her werking thers - rolling ocut dougn
for pies {ané no cne could make better piles; or working up tha butftter

we had churned or mavbe skimming thick cream off the pan

on bread for Chase beiors

I would like to tell the children agbout Mother's Pantry.
It was my favorit2 rcom in the house, and thne NCUSe Was never

Motrer lived

was guite spacious as
was off the rorth west corner of our big

and in the north wall was a wirndow, not wide

almost from floor to ceiling, and we could see across

the blue lake - ané in the spring wnen the giass was out and the

t9)

screen put in, and after a brisk wind had whipped white capped waves

high- we could hear them swishing on
On the south wall was a cupbcard.
This safe had

i ddors periofdTed 4n.a

days.



large encugh to let the air in ard small enocuch to keep the £lys out.
Yext to the safe was a flour bin big encugh tc necld several hundred
pounds of flour - and above the bin were shelves. Those shelves held
the strangest conglcmoration ycu could ever imagine - like swamp root
sor weak nladders, dried sage brush for zea which no one could

possibly drink, even some stuff which was suppesed Lo be good for

drenching sick horses - everything Mother heard was good for sick
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people which she never ased. I often asked her why she didn't get T
of it and the conversaticn would go somethlng +his - "Mother, why
den't we clear ocut all that stuzf?z?

"Well, I don't know. It might come in handy.”

“Then why don't you ever use 1t?2"

T

“T don't know. Its been there so long. It might have turned polscnou
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At any rate, whnen she was away and I was nouse cleaning the par

.

I disposed of all of it and when she saw the empty snelves 3he saicd,
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"Well, you finally &id i%.
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I am su-= she was secretlv plsased and nher consclence was clear of
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hnaving nerself thraown away anythirn of use.
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Against the west wall were two work tables - one tad an under cupgtoarc

for pots and pans - and behind the dcor were shelves from flocr tO
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ceiling - the lowest shel wide ard held her stene Jars or

oy

erocks, as thev clled them, of Spanis pickle peach preserve anc
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¢crabapplss preserved whole and wit clove in each. The rest of the
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shelves held her pottled fruiz, and I rememper her spiced red Englishi

currant jam and black native currant ially. She was an artist when

1L

it came Lo cooxing.
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So now, chilluns, I have told you tme story of your great grandmother:

pantry. Mayze you will A~cide £o have one lixe 1t one day.
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