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RANDOM REFLECTIONS: Never Too Old?

By Kathryn Wishlow

Now with the real promise of
spring in the air, the confinement of
a very long winter seems to be
genuinely over. Lately, when you
look at your weather app. on your
cellphone, the threat of snow
flurries coming in the next few
weeks does not bring a sense of
dread. The hot sun will take care of
it! The shovels have been put back
in the shed. The outside porch
furniture has been put out, the
plastic bag of cushions for them
was located and is now readily
accessible.

It seems like you are never too
old to feel the excitement of
summer coming, even though
school holidays have not been in
the picture for many years. Out
come the seed catalogues | have
enjoyed browsing through all
winter, just to cheer me up. Orders
have been placed and the
anticipation of waiting for
everything to arrive, grows. Several
perennials struggled during the
severe drought in my location last
summer and were attacked by
some kind of leaf-munching bugs
while | was away. In case they do
not return or thrive, a few newer,
different plants will be added
beside them. Fingers crossed, | truly

hope my drift roses survived the
winter and | look forward to
watching those knee-high bushes
bloom prolifically again.

Spring is not spring, without
preparing three very important
props when you have grand-girlies.
Sitting out on the deck blowing
bubbles for them to catch and pop,
is a beloved fair-weather pastime. |
hope | never get too old for that!
The new skipping ropes that
showed up in the Easter buckets,
need to be used the next time we
are together when the slippery
sand is no longer all over the
driveway. Sadly, | shall be the
dreaded “ever-ender” | hated being
so much as a young girl and now do
prefer. The box of fat chalk and
several perfect stones are already in
my car glove compartment, waiting
for me to draw the hopscotch on
that cleaner asphalt.

When my close friend since
grade school arrived for a few days,
she wanted to see High Falls in real
life, since she had seen videos on
FaceBook of the water pounding
down from the dam. Off we went
for a whole day adventure checking
out high water everywhere. The
road to the falls was horrendous,
but we made the trek. Eagles Nest

park was not open yet, so a great
view of the York River volume and
spillage was not available. Off to
Barry's Bay, across to Madawaska,
turning south from there to Hwy
127 and then towards Maynooth,
completed our excursion.

Of course, every time she comes
to visit, we have to have an ice
cream at Kawartha Dairy. | had
been looking forward to trying their
new “peaches and cream” all week.
It was delicious! We only got the
small-sized servings (two giant
scoops) and afterwards were so full,
supper was no longer an option.
We laughed and hoped we would
never grow too old to miss our first
ice-cream cones of the year!
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