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My Father was a factory worker.  He was a ‘mill-operator/machinist’ at 

Dominion Roads, in Goderich, in the 1950's.  This meant that Dad was on 
the ‘lunch-bucket’ team. 

 
Weekday mornings looked like this: Mom was up first and got 

breakfast ready, while Dad got dressed for work.  I would jump out of bed, 
get dressed for school and hurry down stairs to sit with my Dad while he 
ate his breakfast.  I would love to say that I did this rushing around just so I 
could be with my Dad.  This would not be entirely truthful.  The reason for 
my dash to the breakfast table was the hope that I might get the dregs of 
coffee from the ‘Red-Jug’. 

 
Dad carried his lunch to work and this included a corked-thermos of 

coffee.  We had this ‘Red-Jug’ that Mom used to make Dad’s breakfast and 
lunch-bucket beverage.  It was instant coffee, boiling water, lots of sugar 
and fresh milk.  The milk came daily in bottles with the cream separated 
and floating on the top.  If you didn’t want the cream for some dessert or for 
a Woman’s Auxiliary meeting, you would shake up the bottle and 
‘PRESTO!’, full-bodied, creamy milk.  It was perfect for Dad’s coffee. 

 
Sometimes Dad had only one cup of coffee for breakfast and this 

meant that, after the thermos was filled, there was about a half a cup of hot, 
sweet, creamy coffee left in the ‘Red-Jug’.  If I was fast enough to get to the 
table, I got to drink this caffeinated-treat.  It was heaven! 

 
Carol and I still have that ‘Red-Jug’.  It sits in a place of honor, high 

on our kitchen cupboard beside the ‘Honey-Pot’.  Whenever I look up and 
see the ‘Red-Jug’, I can taste that creamy, sweet coffee and hear my Dad 
sipping from his mug.  Dad now shares that sweet, creamy coffee with his 
Creator.  This is as good a vision of Heaven as I can imagine. 

 

In Jesus’ name . . . Peace. 
 


