The Neighbor Incident

In the lively Chamberlain household of twelve children, mischief was
inevitable, especially with Ed and (Robert) Bob at the helm of playful
shenanigans.

One early spring morning, while out on a motorcycle ride, they passed
the neighbors’ farm where Jim and Charles were plowing fields with
two old horses. This sparked Bob's cheeky plan.

"Ed, how about a little fun?" Bob suggested, grinning. Ed, ever ready for
a laugh, agreed eagerly.

They parked by the gravel road, primed for their prank. As the horses
turned back up the field, they revved the motorcycle, causing a
thunderous roar that startled Jim, Charles, and the horses.

With the engine roaring like a menacing dragon, they sped off, leaving
Jim and Charles sprinting comically after the runaway plow. Parked and
watching from a distance, Ed and Bob laughed until tears streamed
down their faces as chaos unfolded, with the horses confused and the
neighbors scrambling.

Eventually, the neighbors managed to regain control. Ed and Bob
exchanged a look, already knowing this would be a tale to retell.

As the sun set, the brothers headed home with light hearts, adding
another chapter to their legacy of laughter and mischief, strengthening
family bonds with every playful adventure.



Author Memories

e Grampa Joseph’s bottomless teapot. Same pot from early
morning, just reinforced with more tea leaves and hot water

e Saturday nights in Elora, sitting in the car observing the sights

e Finishing off milking the cows using their udder like water pistols
to spray the faces of the open-mouthed cats

e Playing fox in goose under the starlit sky after the first snow of the
season

e Grandfathers driving up the lane to visit in similar antique blue
cars, but which grandpa was it?

e Swimming and rafting on the clay hole

e The smell of macaroni, scalloped potatoes, and meatloaf during
Sunday morning drives to Grandpa's.

e Discovering the first wild spring flowers in the bush
e The smell of fall preserves emanating from the cave-like basement

e Winter walks home from the red brick one-room schoolhouse and
warming my feet and hands in the coal-fired oven.

e Jumping from the barn rafters into the loose straw 20 feet below

e Covertly listening to Bonanza on Sunday night through the
abandoned stove pipe hole in my bedroom
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