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Growing up, my family lived on Alderson and Nelson in Maillardville. I had four brothers and four sisters when we
lived there. I was right smack in the middle, with younger and older siblings. A typical summer day for us in
Coquitlam in 1960 was spent at Mackin Park. I would leave the house first thing in the morning to go to the pool at
Mackin Park with my sisters. We walked down the street and then down the stairs to Mackin Pool. As we walked
down the stairs, the excitement would build. We heard the splashing and the happy screams as we climbed down
the stairs. We knew the pool would be filled with kids. At that time, there was no limit to how many people could be
in the pool.

We didn’t have to worry about paying, as entrance to the pool was free. We set up our towels on the grass on the
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hill and headed into the pool. Afraid to go into the middle, I stuck to the shallower outer areas. I was told you
would get sucked into the centre drain, into nothing. It was silly now that I think about, but I truly believed it at the
time.

After swimming, we headed to the creek in the park. On the edges of the creek there were large flat slats of wood
covered in slimy algae. We took turns sliding down the mossy wood right into the water. The place was filled with
kids, splashing and laughing. We spent the whole day there, between the pool and the creek. Our parents never
worried where we were, or if they did, we didn’t know about it.

Once we were parched and hungry from all the swimming, we headed to the park’s café and grabbed a Coke for 10
cents or an ice cream cone – I sometimes got the double header strawberry cone for 25 cents. We sat in the leather
booths in the café in our bathing suits and played the tabletop jukeboxes. My sisters always picked the music –
Elvis songs usually, or “Rock Around the Clock” and “The Twist”.

As we walked home, gasoline fumes wafted in the air from the gas station across the street. Neighbourhood kids
always ran through the gas station and jumped on the line, which dinged to let the store owner know a car had
arrived. That poor guy must have been run ragged from all of us jumping on the line.

We slowly headed home, sunburnt and exhausted, looking forward to the next day when we would do it all over
again.

Doris Escaravage
Image provided by Don Cunnings
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