
 

 

 

 

 
 

The Ancestor who surprised me the Most 

Second Prize 

By Juliette K J 
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My dad had  a very famous slogan which was, "cheaper by the dozen."  We were  

nine kids, three short of a dozen, but at times, it felt like a dozen or more, especially at 

mealtime and during those long tedious hours of dishwashing. However, having  so many 

kids around kept us in  a state of curious anticipation  and  excitement.   We just  didn't  

know what would happen next. For instance, each season of the year brings back to my 

memory  many joyous  moments.   I remember  two hilarious  experiences,  a pleasurable and 

---- ..... ..one exciting happening which we all looked forward to celebrating. 

For example, how can I ever forget pancake night! The recipe was dad's own 

original French creation, and he never measured the ingredients. The pancake batter 

consisted of flour, eggs, baking powder, milk and oil. Somehow, the pancakes had the 

appearance of lovely lace centerpieces, and they were delicious.  However,  I remember 

one particular evening when the wood in the old cooking stove was crackling. The large 

cast iron fry pan was hot, and the first glob of dough hit the simmering oil.       Dad could 

only make one pancake  at a time, so we all had to take turns eating.     This is one nig4t  I 
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was happy  to be  last in line.  As Dad tipped  the ten pound  vegetable  oil can, a fat  oijdittle 

creature slid from inside the can.  Yes, it was a chubby little mouse drenched in oil and, 

of course limp. There was chaos in the kitchen: some of the kids scurried for the ''john," 

others for the tub. (Any receptacle available was used to fit the need.) It was quite a 

spectacle, never to be forgotten. 

Another memorable event was tangerine season. It was marked by a special time 
·- - - -- -  

of the year. Dad had a fruit and vegetable route. He would peddle his produce 

throughout the countryside. However, included in his stock room were lovely, decorated 

boxes of Christmas candies and chocolates, also a great assortment of fresh fruit was 

available, especially tangerines.  When Dad returned home, we would help him unload 

the van, and all produce was neatly stacked in a special room next to the kitchen. I recall 

one particular evening when Dad gave us permission to eat anything and as much as we 

wanted. We all made a wild dash for the storage room.  As a result, one brother pigged 

out on the tangerines and chocolates. Lo and behold, that moment arrived. Again, a rush 

for the bowl.  Yes, you guessed it! The rest of the kids consumed a bottle of Tums before 

 



 

 



 

 

 

 

 
 

retiring for the evening. I agree with my parents on that treatment. Otherwise, they 

would have been up all night passing the   bucket. 

Also, I vividly remember watermelon night! It was the treat of the week, an - 

occasion to be celebrated during the summertime. However, with nine children, a couple 

of big melons were consumed. Dad would blow his whistle, and the kids came running . 

The younger children were always dirty from playing in their sand pile. Little faces clean 

or dirty, it was watermelon time, and around the old redwood picnic table we all 

gathered. While eating the melon, the water would drip from the children's wrists to 

- their  elbows, and  onto their  legs.  Their little faces would  put on the look of speckled 

trout from the dripping melon juice . This created  lovely designs, which would  capture  

the interest of any famous artist. Thus, the highlight of the evening was when Dad  lined  

the kids up, usually in their swimsuits, then pull out the long water hose and spray them 

down. This was bath time. Everyone was happy and refreshed , but the only sad thing  

about hosing down was the disappearance  of those beautiful    designs. 

Iwas lucky growing up in a large family with our house always filled with 

people. Itwas fun. Ihad an incredibly wonderful dad, and he brought joy, beauty and 

understanding into our home. Iam able to treasure the memories of the hilarious 

moments and good times spent together. My dad was a fun loving person, and he loved 

life. He shared this special attribute with everyone he met and, therefore, we celebrated 

life.  0/' if ··:} J..A--c.-c-;l...L-(.) -v - _,.,.,,; I 1I,J.  · 

 

 


