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Victoria Beach Childhood

Our family moved away from Winnipeg when 1 was cight
years old, and in so doing we also left behind our relatives and
our summers at the beach. Upon retuming for a summer visit,
1 wondered how much things would have changed.

‘When we approached the arched "Victoria Beach” sign and
tumed left into the grass parking lot, my eyes began to close as
1 was taken back to another hot summer moming so near to me
at that moment ...

The taxi arrives, a sleek station wagon with one of those
rear doors that's hinged on the side that impresses us by its
modern lines. We turn down Patricia and slowly make our way
down the long, straight road up to 2nd. Up over the small hill
and we're backing into the narrow, shaded driveway toward the
cottage. Everything is quickly piaced in the grey sand of the
driveway and then moved into the cottage after the taxi has
left.

The first step into the cottage is always magical. We run
into the little rooms and makc sure that cverything is the same:
of course it is, nobody fools with such traditional surround-
ings. The same pictures on the wall, hardly distinguishable
from wallpaper for all the sentiment they carry: the same old
iron bunk beds, altowing access to the top of the partition walls
that don't estend to the cathedral ceiling: the ceiling itself tiled
in a singularly unattractive light brown colour specked with
gold dots and starts: the same table, stove, big stone fireplace
and. of course, the same beige water pail with the white
handle.

The novelty of having no running water is terribly exciting
so Craig and I grab the water pail and make off for the pump.
The pump's only a block away, at 2nd and Alexandra, but to get
there we have to pass the climbing rock, and one cannot pass
the climbing rock without climbing. unless there is a very
compelling reason to do so. Once at the pump, 1 hold the pail
while Craig starts pumping. The squealing pump provided
enough resistance for a little kid to actually hang from the han-
dle while it descends, pre-dating the Nautilus Gym of the
future by many years. We fill the pail three-quarters full and
take turns staggering back toward the cottage with the jostling,
leaden pail battering each knee in tum.

For a child at the beach. time is almost wholly irrelevant,
save for the daily cycle of light and dark that is imposed upon
us. Such is not the privilege of adulthood. though, so we're told
that we can't go swimming yet because there's a lot of work to
be done. We have no idea what this means, nor do we care. so
we run off to go around the point and check up on state of the
lake and the beaches.

The sand of Alexandra Beach is courser than the other
beaches, there are morc big rocks and the water gets deep
rapidly. There have also been more drownings here than at the
other beaches. Kids don't go swimming too much on
Alexandra, but it's still an impressive beach. We decide to go
round the point along the beach, rather than at the top of the
sand cliffs, and proceed down the wooden stairs to the beach.
The fecling of having your feet slide through the hot surface
sand into the cool stuff undemecath is exquisite. Soon, the
bottoms of our feet will be converted into leather-like soles,
perfectly suited to running over gravel roads, but that time is
yet to come, and won't arrive without a painful initiation.

After lunch | announce that it's finally time to go swim-
ming, but I'm met with that old chestnut about having to wait

45 minutes before going swimming so that you don't get
cramps. Well, I don't know what cramps are, and I don't know
why swimming would give them 10 you. but 1 am completely
confident that eating and swimming can be done simultane-
ously, if desired. Unfortunately, kids don't get to decide these
things so we go out to the back yard to play.

Behind the cottage is the wash house, a yellow building that
holds an old-fashioned hing hine and can
date the overflow when the cottage is inundated with relatives.
There is also the path to the outhouse and the outhouse itself:
smelly, dirty, filled with spiders -- a place to go in and get back
out with the greatest possible haste.

.Finally it was time to go down to the beach. The fine sand
of Patricia Beach makes the best sandcastles in all of creation,
There are also canals and moats to be enginecred around the
castles. With every afternoon at the beach, there comes a time
when the sun is distinctly removed from its zenith, when you
no longer feel the need to plunge beneath the surface of the
lake to escape its intensity, and when you begin to feel the need
10 hurry to your towel after coming out of the water. When this
time has unmistakably arrived, then by mual agreement it is
time to retum to the cottage and begin preparing the supper.

After supper we all go for a walk downtown to have ice
cream at the Moonlight Inn. For the adults, it is a place of
nostalgia: cliciting memorics of romance from the halcyon
days of youth. For the tecnagers, who had even now begun
congregating in anticipation of the cvening's activities, it is a
meeting place; where one can simply go, without having to
acquire the courage to call on the object of onc’s desire, but
still be assured that he or she will be there. For us. though, it's
the agony of choice and the cestasy of an ice cream treat. A
decision is finally made and we walk down to the pier with our
ice cream.

Once back at the cottage it is time for bed. We quickly
change in the little bedroom off the kitchen and then prepare
for the daunting task of going to the outhouse. Dad gets the
flashlight and walks us out there, keeping a wide beam of light
on the path 1o convince us that the density of wildlife is
somewhat smaller than that of the game farm that we envisage
in our imaginations.

Victoria Beach is a place where children still experience
Jjoy. Small things -- like keeping cars out of the community and
minimizing the commercial involvement -- allows children to
have vastly more freedom than is permitted in a modern urban
environment. They can explore the world on their own,
without their parents telling them all the answers, and develop
an appreciation for the mysteries of the world. Then when they
return to their parents’ side, the two parties aren't desperately
secking some time away from each other and can instead enjoy
one another and play together.

The Beach is a place wheee people can use their leisure time
for rest, and accomplish far more than those who attend meet-
ings in boardrooms. For it is by no means a waste of time to
lie on the beach on a summer’s day, watching the clouds drift
by or listening to the lapping of the waves as the light plays
with the surface of the water. Victoria Beach is onc place
where the people understand that, and ! thank whatever
miracle was responsible for bringing our family there in the
first place.

Ken Muldrew
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