By Christalee Froese

It’s a table, and a pretty shabby one at that.

Its surface is rough and marred. Its legs are unbalanced and wobbly. And its colour is mottled and uneven. 

Gashes run around the perimeter of its rectangular shape. Fillers of various consistencies and colours attempt to mask enormous cracks and dowel holes. And its four wooden pillared legs, each about 12-cm in diametre and set on bulbous bases, are clinging precariously to the table top itself.

My mom didn’t want it.

My aunt didn’t want it.

My uncle didn’t want it.

So, I got it. 

Each morning, as I walk by our kitchen table on my way to that life-giving first cup of coffee, I run my hand along its beat-up hardwood exterior.

I feel the bumps, I see the scars and I hear its groans if I lean on it too heavily. 

Sometimes I stop to further investigate a blemish or two that I hadn’t noticed before. There are thousands of blemishes to explore, like the series of ones on the outside of the table that are black, and have a teeth-like pattern to them. These are from the industrial-strength, cast-iron sausage maker that is rumoured to have held more than 25 pounds of meat at a time. 

Once a year or so, our family would gather at my grandparents’ house for the unforgettable event that was sausage making. We’d start early in the morning, with canners of pork and beef being hoisted atop the sturdy maple table, and the weighty sausage maker being clamped to the table’s edge. 

For us kids, the fun came in the form of a large galvanized tin tub that was filled with something that would strike dread into the hearts of most modern-day children. I can still taste the salty brine on our lips as we fished the pig intestines from their disinfecting solution, ran our hands down their slippery lengths to extract the water and brought them to our lips. We’d giggle with glee as one strong breath blew up the intestine like an elongated clown’s balloon, revealing that it was hole-free and would make an excellent encasing for the aromatic and garlicky sausage meat.

Beside the teeth-like patterns that the sausage-maker clamps have left on the table, there are various rings in shades of caramel, brown and black. These uniform circles can be traced back to my grandmother’s pots and pans. I think the darker circles are from her cast-iron frying pan. My grandpa loved fried potatoes, the golden crust of which would form beautifully when pork fat and potatoes were layered in that arm-breakingly heavy skillet.   

There are some pretty big gashes near the centre of the table. These scars were left by a hacksaw, one which was wielded by my grandfather as he butchered a half a pig right there in the middle of the farmhouse kitchen. 

And then there are the traces of paint. They are hard to find, since my grandmother did a particularly good job of refinishing the 70-year-old table, but they are there in shades of blue, white and mint green. According to my mother, the table was painted whenever the kitchen was painted (and in the exact same colour, of course).

And amidst all these paint traces, gashes, burns and marks, there are a lifetime of memories that didn’t leave marks. But I’m grateful for those that did. Because as I run my hand along the old creaking table that was destined for the dump, I can’t help but return to the good old days when blowing up pig intestines and making sausage at grandma’s house was our idea of fun.
Christalee Froese welcomes comments at Lcfroese@sasktel.net .







