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Pathway to Paradise


There is a pathway of stone, I found breaking through a forest of bushes. I walk from rock to rock towards an old fashion brick house. I imagine myself following this path one hundred years ago when it was made; wondering what life would be like for a girl of my age. I came to a stop when my path had met stairs. Carefully I step up each one while holding on to the weathered smooth rail, With a creek with every step I took.. Looking straight ahead, I beheld a red door.  It had chiseled designs around the outside, and a doorbell in the middle of it. I reach out for the doorknob where it should normally be; But to my surprise, I had reached out to high. The girl who lived here was shorter than me.

 
I look with new eyes as I opened the door. I think of being on the farm and a having a day’s hard work; filled with the feeding of horses, cattle, and hens, then baking and sewing and making the beds. The daily chores of a farm girl must have been hard. Your home is your job, and each person has his or her part. Now inside the house, there are three places I could go, up the stairs, down the hall, or into the front room. In the front room something caught my eye. Its walls were all green, with floral designs. So I stepped into that room to get a closer look. It wasn’t wallpaper, it was 3-D!. They used clay with some kind of mold. As I stood there gazing upon the wall, I started to notice that I wasn’t on a wood floor. I looked down and found that I was standing on a giant rug that covered the entire room. It was creamy in color, and had bright orange and red flowers. I am sensing a pattern in their way of decorating. This room is beautiful and elegant. If I were the girl who lived there one hundred years ago, this would be the place where I would bring my friends. There is a piano, violin and plenty of seating. It is the perfect place to entertain one’s guests.


I turn around and head back out the door, so I can see the hallway and go into the dining hall. The table is handmade and seats eight people comfortably. There are only two windows for lighting, so you have to eat fast. I notice a wall with a square shaped hole. I go over to that wall, and look through it, and see another small room. It is the kitchen and pantry. They prepare their food, and then send it through the wall. I can see the stove it is immense, black, and quite intimidating. I realize this is where I would have to spend most of my day. The women did the cooking, cleaning, and sewing. I think of Utah’s winters and how cold it can get. The stove is what would keep them warm, they didn’t have heaters. So that is why the Sewing machine is next to it. To keep the sewer nice and warm, as they sew up some shirts and jackets and more.


I skip back down the hallway towards the door once again. I want to go up the stairs and see my bed. The stairs are short and steep. I had to climb slowly so I wouldn’t slip. Paying so much attention to the way I was walking, I didn’t see the low ceiling I was approaching. There was no sign that said “caution low clearance.” So of course I hit my head, it didn’t bruise I promise. I made it to the top and looked all around. I looked in all the bedrooms until I found what I was looking for. The walls were white, and the floor had a flowery carpet. The way I knew this room was mine, was the spinning wheel in the corner. That is what the older girls did in their spare time, so the wheel was soft and worn, like the porch railing outside. Her bed looked cozy, but was small in size. I could see the straw mattress, and the feather pillow under the covers. It was a simple yet beautiful room.  

So I am done with my tour, and I slink back down the stairs; this time keeping my eye out for the ceiling. I opened up the big red door and went down the porch stairs. Reality was coming back to me and my imagining was over. The Wheeler Farm has an amazing house, but I think I will go back to my own. So I leap this time down the pathway, and back through the split in the bush. I turn around and give one last look at the old brick house. 

