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RANDOM REFLECTIONS: Where’s My Mail?

By Kathryn Wishlow

Reaching way, way back into my
earliest memories regarding the
delights of receiving mail, | decided
to reflect on what it has meant to
me and perhaps many from my
generation and before. My earliest
recollection of mail, happened
when | was about three years old. A
small truck would sometimes stop,
a man in a uniform would put
something in our mailbox, lift up
the red flag and drive away. “We
have mail!” my mother would
shout and | would run with her to
the box, stand on my tiptoes, and
open the little door. She would take
out the letter(s) and put the flag
down and we would go back into
the house to examine the items
more closely.

Why was mail such a big deal?
We lived far away from friends and
family and long-distance phone
calling rates were very expensive
until after 9pm in those days. So,
people put their thoughts down on
paper and mailed letters to each
other. My Mom really missed her
mother and they wrote long letters
to each other every few weeks. My
grandmother even sent cards, short
letters and story books to me.
Imagine! There were no cell phones
with FaceTime. Every few years we
made the long trek to visit her in
person. However, in the meantime,
we wrote each other letters.

People took the time to send
Christmas cards, too. Our family
had travelled a lot and made many

friends from different states and
provinces and over the years, they
kept in touch, at least at Christmas
time. In our house, my parents sat
down in early December and
composed a letter to send inside
the card, that caught everyone up
on the family highlights from the
previous year. They put long strings
up on the wall by the tree and
Mom would read the cards to us at
dinner and afterwards, Dad would
hang them on the string.

When we had moved to Orillia,
the mail was put in your milk-box
by an actual “mailman” who must
have walked a gazillion steps a day,
carrying a huge mailbag from house
to house. Years later, when our first
female postal worker delivered the
mail, we had to change the
description to “mail person”. Still,
the excitement for receiving
birthday cards (with money in
them) or letters was huge.
Nowadays, when | pick up the mail
from my box at the post office, |
shuffle quickly through the flyers,
advertisements and bills, looking
for anything more personal. Thank
goodness some of my old-fashioned
friends and relatives, still send the
occasional card. It makes my day
when | get a wedding invitation,
“missing you” or “thinking of you”
card.

Last year's postal strike before
Christmas, left me concerned about
not sending or getting any mail.
When | was young, not receiving at

least a yearly Christmas card, likely
meant someone had died. Would
my friends or relatives assume | had
passed away? What if they had
moved and | did not have their
current return address? What if
their family had put themin a
home? Not every elderly person
has a cell phone or email access.
Plus a few of my friends live in
“dead zones” and do not even have
cell service or cannot afford
internet.

So, | made it a special point to
send cards this year to most of my
family and friends. | am still here! |
still think YOU are worth ME
spending time writing plus the cost
of a stamp on. | hung up my strings,
hoping to fill them with cards once
again. Here it is, ten days before
Christmas and only three cards are
up there. Two years ago, there were
over fifty. | really love getting mail,
holding your card in my hand and
knowing my family and | were in
your thoughts for at least ten
minutes. Do not send me an e-card!
Where's my mail?
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