KEEPING WARM

Park City winters helped get me in shape for what would come some twenty years later. By Quebec standards, the winter of '49 was "business as usual." Dad wanted never to see another "son of a bitch" like that one. His wish was granted. Perhaps he should have wished the same for his son. I've now seen sixteen Quebec winters come and fifteen go, each more severe than that of '49. It's really not so bad though; it's all in keeping warm and, in that, Dad has no peer.

In the Corrigan house we were initially warmed by a coal and wood burning stove in the kitchen and an oil burner in the dining room. Larna's room was always warmer than mine because it was adjacent to the dining room. I was separated from it by her room and the communicating closet which we shared and from the kitchen by the bathroom. Sometimes I could see my breath in the morning.

All that changed, however, after Dad dug the basement under the house. I was of great help initially because I could slip in under the house with my little shovel to dig a few spadesfull. Shortly, thereafter, it became strictly a man's job. When the basement was finally finished, Dad put in a furnace which ran off of a "stoker". Since it was impossible to go to the new basement from inside the house, someone would have to run out in the cold every-so-often to the basement door, go down, and fill the little red stoker with the coal that Dom Pigano had delivered at the start of winter.

The furnace solved the heating problems. The old coal and wood stove was removed from the kitchen and replaced by an electric, but the days of delicious hand-popped popcorn were over. No more would we, of a cold night, cover the bottom of the little wire mesh popper with sliding wire mesh top with hard golden kernels of corn, then gently shake it across the hot blackened surface of the stove, then watch the kernels explode into huge billowy puffs of delectable pre-buttered delight. Since those days, popcorn has never held the same interest for me and I rarely eat it.

