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All text and entries are my own, unless otherwise credited. 

Photos and images are either my own or used with permission, as follows:   

p.2,3 flourishes by freepik.com. 

 p.4,5 cozy home and silhouette cat, all stock images @freepik.com.  

p.8,9 pots of lavender by macrovector, stack of books by tohamina, mandala by starline on 

freepik.com, book mockup by jannoon028, istock.com. 

p.10-13 hand-drawn bird on freepik.com, on-the-farm puzzle image by twinkl.com, mandala 

owl by vector_corp on freepik.com.   

crack-the-code puzzle by ratselmeister on freepik.com. 

p.14,15 cookbook/rolling pin by jirkaejc, vegetables by maxsol7, pizza by smirart, tile 

background by Elena Pimukova, all on istock.com. 

p.16-19 hiking boots, map & binoculars, camera, all freepik.com images. 

p.20-21 background by skullhead1017 on WallPaperCave.com. 

p.23 needle & thread freepik.com image. 

p.24 scissor by macrovector on freepik.com. 

p.27 typewriter by brgfx on freepik.com. 
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       ave you ever experienced the Proust Effect? 
 

You get a whiff of something—for better or for worse—that 

suddenly makes you feel as if you’re ten-years-old again. 
 

Or, you’re racking your brain trying to figure out why that 

unusual smell seems almost familiar—and suddenly you’re 
inundated with memories of a time or event that had been long  
ago forgotten. 
 

When I wrote Making Scents of My Childhood, I pulled up a 

couple-dozen aromas that came to mind quickly and rhymed 

easily; however, how could I not make mention of fresh-mown 
grass? French fries and wood shavings, reminiscent (see what I 

did there?) of our small-town Fall Fair? And what of Photo 

copy ink? Or those glossy pages in our third-grade readers?  
 

Turns out, the area of our brain that processes scent also processes 

emotions and memory. God made us like this on purpose—every 

one of us, to some degree or other—and there’s really nothing (all 
that much) wrong with me, after all.  Phew! 
 

You might say that we’re all just a bit scent-imental :) 
 

H 

P.S.  I started reading Proust’s In Search of Lost Time.  I was 
enjoying the read; but it’s a big book.  A REALLY big book.  
And it was just taking too long to pull me in.  

I only read at 183 wpm, and this book boasts 1,259,089!   

I did the math, put the book aside (for now), and picked up 
something else. Something decidedly and considerably smaller. 

https://zaluti.com/proust-effect/


4 
 

 

 

 

 

4 



5 
 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

alter didn’t always live with the Kings.  In fact, the earliest part of young Walter’s existence remains quite 

a mystery.  Ah! But I digress! Let’s simply start at the beginning—the beginning that we know. 

One cool autumn morning, the pretty young florist at the Country Flower Shop, stepped out the shop’s front 

door to display her sandwich boards of daily deals and promotions.  As she backed away from the building to 

surmise her freshly sketched posters, she heard a faint me-ow from the truck parked on the street side behind 

her.  Me-ow…me-ow…. where was that coming from?  Then she saw him—a wet and bedraggled tuxedo kitten, 

sitting on the wheel of a large yellow pickup truck.  Guessing that the unfortunate creature had just very recently 

experienced a gruelling ride into town in the well of that wheel, the pretty young florist did the only thing she 

knew to do.  She rescued the poor little kitten. 

Carrying him into the shop, she gently cleaned the mud from his nose and paws, and then ran next door to 

Marshall’s Department and Grocery, where she purchased a tin of cat food.  When the small kitten had settled 

down enough to enjoy the dinner she provided, the pretty young florist scribbled a note of explanation, which 

she then secured under the windshield wiper of the yellow pickup truck. 

Now, why the farmer in the yellow pickup truck only snickered at the note from the pretty young florist, and why 

he then crumpled it up, threw it in his pickup box and drove away, will likely remain a mystery.  Perhaps he was 

glad to be rid of the kitten.  Or perhaps the kitten wasn’t his in the first place, belonging to a neighbouring farm; 

and the driver of the yellow pickup truck was not even aware that it had endured such an expedition that cool 

autumn morning. 

Whatever the reason for this set of circumstances, it soon became clear to the pretty young florist and the shop 

owner that a flower shop was no place for a curious and playful kitten!  But what could be done?  Soon another 

W 
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sandwich board was added to the plethora on the sidewalk—this new one announcing the little lost kitten, and 

his desperate plight.  Would someone recognize the kitty, and return him to his home?  Or might there be 

another answer to their dilemma? 

By mid-afternoon, both the pretty young florist and the shop owner had run themselves silly, trying to keep an 

eye on and care for a kitten who wanted to explore everything in a shop filled with wonderful things to explore!  

Just as the two women were deliberating the dilemma and possible options—one which might have seen the 

kitten taken to the veterinary clinic and the possibility that they would find him a new home—into the shop 

walked Mrs. King.  

Now, Mrs. King was quite a regular in this particular florist shop—for several years, and for several reasons.  

Firstly, she liked flowers.  All kinds of flowers.  And lots of flowers.  Mrs. King grew gazillions of flowers in her 

own gardens at home, and would sell flowers from her garden to the Country Flower Shop.  Secondly, she also 

really liked the pretty young florist and all the beautiful ways she arranged and decorated with the flowers which 

she cut in Mrs. King’s garden. 

So, when Mrs. King walked into the flower shop that autumn afternoon, and when she saw the dilemma the 

pretty young florist and the shop owner were in, all the while attempting to do their work and run a business, 

what do you think she did?  Well, she just scooped up that little kitten and, tucking him into her sweater, 

announced that when the rightful owner was located, the kitten could then be found at her house. 

Now, quite truthfully, Mrs. King never had wanted anyone to come and claim that small kitten.  And quite 

providentially, no one ever did.  In one afternoon, young Walter (for that is what she named him) had become 

as much a part of Mr. and Mrs. King’s home as their own children had been when they had first come to live 

there, so many years before. 

That winter, following Walter’s arrival, was an exceptionally difficult one for Mrs. King, who had fallen sickly and 

house-bound.  While Mr. King went whistling off to his job at the paper mill each day, Mrs. King would curl up in 

her favourite chair, a cup of coffee in her hand and Walter on her lap.  

Three naps a day. 

Three naps a day was plenty of time for poor Mrs. King to dream about springtime, being well again, and working 

her garden plot to its usual state of perfection.  It was also plenty of time for young Walter to dream about what 

he might become and what adventures might be had. 

 

(To be continued) 
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JANE OF LANTERN HILL 
 By Lucy Maude Montgomery  

 

A well-known Canadian author, Lucy Maud's writing career took off in 1908 with a series of novels, 

beginning with the publishing of the beloved Anne of Green Gables. In addition to this series, she has 

20 novels, 530 short stories, 500 poems, and 30 essays to her credit. Wow!  

Okay, so, on second thought, I won't even attempt an introduction beyond that. But I will leave you with 

the Dictionary of Canadian Biography: L.M. Montgomery as recommended reading. 

As a kid, I wasn’t a reader; as in, at all.  I really only learned to enjoy a good book while reading to my 

own sweet babies; and on discovering the joys of classic literature, I haven’t been able to stop.  

Lucy Maude Montgomery’s Jane of Lantern Hill is a completely enjoyable story—mellow enough for 

just-before-lights-out and yet engaging enough to draw me in, making me want to read just one more 

chapter. In this regard, I would say that her writing style is contentedly similar to that of Jan Karon, my 

favourite contemporary and comfort read. 

9 

http://www.biographi.ca/en/bio/montgomery_lucy_maud_17E.html


10 
 

When you re-read a classic, you don’t see more in the book than you did before; 
you see more in yourself than there was before.    

 

 

 

—Clifton Fadiman 

 

So, in a nutshell . . .  

Young Jane lives with her mother and grandmother in Toronto, having been led to believe that her father 

is dead. When she learns that this is not the case—that he is indeed alive and well on Prince Edward 

Island and desirous that Jane spend the summer there with him—her lifelong yearning to know her dad 

and to be loved and accepted by him is finally realized, and what fun it is to watch this little girl blossom 

into a capable and confident young lady. 

This story boasts a malicious old woman, a meddling aunt, and a sweet and deserving orphan, who each, 

in turn, get their comeuppances. And all this, wrapped up in an ending that absolutely warms the heart. 
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Can you spot 24 differences between these pictures? 
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CRACK THE CODE! 
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        hen I was growing up—or, during my teen 
        years, at any rate—we ate a lot of pizza. 
Mom loved it, and she knew it wasn’t junk food, as 
many might have believed, back in the day.  

Veggies, mostly home-grown, on a homemade 
wholewheat crust; occasionally there was meat—

ground beef, salami, or something else.   
Perfectly balanced nutrition. 

Now we use this quick-rise instant yeast which 
requires no soaking, speeding the crust-making 
process along. But still, it does require a bit of rise 
time, which always seemed at a premium for Mom, 
back then.  Her pizza crust was often pulled from 
a batch of bread dough that was already on the rise, 
and even more often it was a simple biscuit-type 
dough that could be ready in a hurry.  Either way, 
it was always delicious. 
The last Christmas Eve that we and our kids spent 
together with Mom in her own little apartment, I 
asked her what we should bring—what was she 
hungry for?  She didn’t have to think long;  
“Pizza. Could you bring pizza?“   
        And so we did :)    
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  TRAVEL & ADVENTURE         

 

      he 

Ancient 

Forest in 

North Central  

British Columbia sits 

on traditional First 

Nation territory and 

is BCs newest park. 
 

 

 

Located mid-way 

between Prince George 

and McBride, it’s a per-

fect day-trip from 

either end, and a must-

stop for those travel- 

ing this stretch of 

the iconic Yellowhead 

Highway. 
 

 

 

It’s been almost a dec- 

ade since our visit in 

May 2015, and looking 

at the photos other 

travelers have posted 

online, I’m thinking 

it’s time for another 

trip—in the summer, 

this time, when the 

undergrowth is more 

lush.  However, the 

1000-year-old Western 

Red Cedars are un- 

doubtably the same  

awe-inspiring wonders, 

no matter the season! 

 

T 
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J ust imagine my disappointment on 

learning that this exquisite little 

spring flower, blooming so gracefully 

on the edge of a sparkling mountain   

stream, is actually called  

Skunk Cabbage! 
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      his particular  

road trip will always  

make my favourites, 

since it’s the last  

one we did together  

with both our adult  

kids prior to them  

acquiring families 

of their own. 
 

 

 

It’s also the one on  

which I badly injured  

a knee by descending  

the mountain trail  

with knees locked,  

thereby forcing my  

patella (or kneecap) 

over my femur (that’s 

the thighbone).   

Word to the wise, here: 

always keep a slight bend in the  

knees when walking downhill. 

Trust me on this. 

 

 

 

 

WANT A CLOSER LOOK?
Check out these links! 

 

VisitNorthEastBC 

 

LheidliT’enneh 

 

TripAdvisor 

T 

https://visitnortheastbc.ca/experiences/ancient-forest/
https://www.lheidli.ca/about/ancient-forest/
https://www.tripadvisor.com/Attraction_Review-g154922-d4674887-Reviews-or10-The_Ancient_Forest-British_Columbia.html
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          y husband and I were both brought up to re-use things.  Indeed, the hunt 
       and the refurbishing afford us pleasures untold.  That said, I would credit the 

trait as much to genetics as to training—half our own children have acquired the 
gene. The other half is still in training :) 
 

One day, my daughter called: “Is Dad at home? And would he mind picking up 
a gun cabinet from the dump?“  I answered that he was at home and wouldn’t 
mind at all.  Now, I know that I really shouldn’t answer for him like that. It’s been 
my undoing on more than one occasion.  However, in my defense, it’s not like I’d 

just promised he’d fetch a -pound piano.  But that’s a story for another time. 
 

When my daughter and her dad arrived home with the cabinet, I was in shock.  I 
thought, “What was she thinking?  I certainly would have left it right where it 
was!“  But after Dad had replaced some wood, hung the doors back on their hinges, 
finished the inside back of the cabinet with 3-inch wood slats, to create the look., and 
daughter had brought me up to speed with a few images on Pinterest, I began to 
catch the vision. And since said gun cabinet was already sitting in my garage, I 
offered to do the restoration work, which offer she graciously accepted. 
 

There wasn’t any glass in the doors, which was just fine, since she wanted chicken 

wire in them, anyway.  I removed the heavy bolt-type lock and filled the holes; also 
filled in holes where the original handles had been.  Actually, I filled in a lot of 

holes and irregularities—I seem to be quite practiced with paintable silicone and 
spackle. 
 

I wish now that I had a photo of it while it was still laying, like a corpse, in the 
pickup box.  Just picture, if you will, dark brown wood stain and general wear 
from use and storage over the years, as well as general damage from falling off the 
back of a pickup truck onto the wood pile.   However, my daughter’s search for a 
cabinet that would fit her kitchen, rescued this piece from the rubbish pile; and the 
repairs, silicone, spackle, cute little bun feet, chicken wire, and a couple coats of 
Fusion Mineral Paint in Inglenook gave her dump find new life!  I love that!! 
 

M 
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I cannot ever restore an item like this—rescued from the rubbish pile—without a keen sense 

of awe and gratitude to my saviour, Jesus, who rescued me and fixed me up,  
giving me hope and purpose.  And I am eternally thankful! 
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   his particular Dresden block was 

stitched by my Gramma Elias, back 

in the late 60’s or early 70’s.  I 

think that maybe she had begun 

stitching them when she lived with 

Dad and Mom; Then, many years 

later, Mom gave us girls each one 

of Gramma’s originals along with 

the instructions and enough fabric 

scraps to each make our own 

quilt. Surprisingly, I stuck with it 

and sewed together another 11 

blocks (there should have been at 

least twice that many to make any 

sort of impression) and backed 

my quilt with a piece of fabric my 

mother-in-law sent to me from 

Bolivia in 1985. 

This, my first feeble attempt at 

quilting—and it’s really rather ugly, 

to be honest—is still a special 

keepsake.  I love it, I hate it, 

and I can never let myself get rid 

of it! 

Since recently discovering that 

some of the fabric is literally worn 

out and tearing apart, I now keep 

the quilt secured in a duvet 

cover—where I don’t ever have to 

look at it  

stitches 
 

T 

Keeping me in 
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by that first attempt, I pieced together 

a few more quilts for my kids over the 

years; though finally admitting that 

piecing at a machine was just not  

ever going to be my thing. 
  

Not to be discouraged  
  

That said, I LOVE the 

hand-quilting—

especially when it 

includes sisters, a pot 

of coffee, and a whole 

lot of singing.  

  
 

 

Lord willing,  

there will be more  

of that before the last of us 

can no longer see to thread a needle! 
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In recent years, I’ve taken 
up English Paper Piecing.  I’ve always liked 

hand stitching, and thanks to my girl for 

getting me started with this method—she 

just might make a quilter of me, yet. 

In fact, she and I are doing this project together:  

Whenever we cut out pieces for a hexie flower, 

we cut out two—one for each of us.  In the 

end, we’ll have matching quilts! :) 

25 
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Solution to Crack-the-Code on page 13 

Solution to Spot the Differences on page 11 
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I once witnessed a preacher, in a spontaneous object lesson, snatch up a Bible from 

the front pew and, holding it over his head, shake it open.  The woman to whom 

the Bible belonged gasped and turned several shades of red, as a plethora of 

papers, Kleenex, and book marks fluttered to the floor like so many feathers from 

a goose.  The flustered preacher turned his own shades of red  as he fumbled with 

the now-empty book, finally stammering, “Is this a Bible or a fi ling cabinet?!” 

                                                                                                I think it  

                                                                                         should be both. 
   

As well as a notebook, a cross-reference, and a memoire.   It should not only be 

free of dust,  it should be fairly worn from use.  If I were on trial for being a 

Christian, and my Bible were an exhibit, I hope it would provide enough evidence 

to convict me. 
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Until next time! 

XOX 

 

 


