
FROM BUCKET TO BOWL 
Mom helps my nephew 
Tyler crank (top). Beth 
and Janel, my daughters, 
savor a bowl (center). 
Yours truly, 7 years old, 
using the crank in the 
basement (bottom). 
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 T he stick had all but 
slipped from my mind 
until a recent family 
gathering. Dinner at my 
sister’s would include 

homemade ice cream for dessert. I 
hadn’t seen the contraption in ages, 
much less put it to use. But there 
it was, sitting on a table, ready to 
assemble: the outer wooden bucket, 
the inner metal cylinder that held 
the ingredients and the paddle 
assembly that mixed them. A metal 
mechanism that locked in place 
across the top. And, of course, the 
crank that turned the paddle. 

Nostalgia filled my brother, sister 
and me as we put the ingredients in 
the cylinder and added ice and rock 
salt to the outer bucket. It was time 
to start cranking. 

Funny, I didn’t remember it 
taking this long. Each person took 
25 turns before trading off. Siblings 
and grandkids all took a spin. We 
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added more ice and salt. We kept 
working. Yet we weren’t getting 
very far. Something wasn’t right.

Mom finally came out to check 
on our progress. She cranked a 
few times, looked at my sister and 
asked, “Where’s the stick?” 

How could we have forgotten the 
most important part?

Memories came flooding back 
when my sister returned with it. 
The stick was used to push the ice 
and salt back down into the outer 
bucket. The more you put in, the 
colder it got and the quicker the ice 
cream set. 

The feel of the wood was sooth-
ingly familiar. Its edges were worn 
smooth by time, years of rubbing 
between the metal, water and salt.  
That stick worked year-round 
because even in winter, we used 
snow to make ice cream in our par-
ents’ basement. My train of thought 
was broken by someone cheerfully  

calling, “It’s your turn to crank!” 
As arms tired, the mixture began 

to set. The finished ice cream was 
scooped out amid the smiling faces, 
laughter and merry conversation. 
Something as simple as a stick 
united three generations, and,  
we hope, many more to come.  
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COUNTRY WISDOM: What sunshine is to flowers, smiles are to humanity.


