
PARKDALE ACTIVITY AND RECREATION CENTRE 

 

 

AT FIRST GLANCE 

 

At first glance, walking through the door to an unexpected vision of someone else’s. The 

front window is broken again. Chaos, confusion, action, comedy, stillness, and staleness. 

People move but seem remote. Ruth’s desk is a program in its own right, only not on the 

monthly calendar. A noisy hub of interaction and messages. Eyes focused on you, as you 

thread yourself among other eyes, asking questions, which are reflected in you precise, 

yet unorganized thoughts. The place, the people seem right, seem wrong. 

 

They swim past as you approach the living room. More people, sitting, lounging on 

couches. Some comatose. Some awake with eyes glued on a screen which you see but 

you don’t quite hear. Less activity, more serenity. But definitely out of focus. Arms and 

hands move only to take a drag, sip, or to roll. Passing through the maze, you find 

yourself in the middle of the drop-in. Tables with people playing cards, chatting 

intimately, crooning words to tunes in time with the guitar music which sounds soulful 

yet uplifting, considering the doubtful tuning of the guitar, and the degree of talent of the 

musician. Indecision burns the brain. To keep moving or to arrest yourself on the spot 

and drink in the atmosphere, tingling and threatening, every human sense available. From 

that vantage point, you see and hear the commotion in the pool room. Competition in 

action, concentration on tap, pretty coloured balls clicking on the environmental green of 

the table. Faces reflecting feelings close to the surface. Who’s shot, who’s winning, 

who’s up next, is what one is supposed to be duped into believing. At second inspection 

one see’s the tiredness, the waiting, the hope, and the irony which is deeply sketched onto 

the lives of those playing. The importance of being closely knit together by circumstances 

beyond their control, but not beyond society’s responsibility. You turn away, your 

feelings are churning, you want to run, to hide. You’re sure your face tells all. Honesty 

does not feel like the best policy. It’s just another day in Parkdale. 

 

Sweeping your eyes to the wall to separate yourself, you’re surprised to find a historical 

photo album. A picture tells a thousand words. As if by magic, the tales of agony, of 

betrayal, of birth, of death, of happiness, of celebrations leap out and you wonder if they 

are real! 

 

As you stand there, a fragrance tantalizes your nose. You take a deeper breath trying to 

identify the sweet and tangy aroma that cues your tastebuds and suddenly you feel the 

hunger which encompasses more than just the mouth. It must be Friday, the day the 

family congregates to break bread together, for both spiritual and physical needs. 

 

You quickly assess the kitchen and view a homy, healthy scene with people bustling in 

co-operation, to finalize the meal. Stealing glances at the clock, arguing with time, so that 

stomachs can be satisfied, the hurting hunger can be dulled. 

 



Wht is that other smell? Oh yes, cigarette smoke. The only place in the free world where 

one can still smoke. You look up and see it permeating the space above, weaving patterns 

in the stale air. Fans whirling above which only swirl the smoke into higher alcoves. 

 

You hear your first words directed to you “Do you have a smoke?”, “Buy me a coffee?” 

Words of the past tumle into your brain “Hey brother, can you spare a dime?” Because 

unexpectedly you know this is a comfortable space, it’s where you want to hang your hat, 

not occasionally, but most of the time. You release a sigh of relief because you’re not so 

abnormal, not so normal! 

 

PARC is alive with an overwhelming intensity. There is much reality in such a compact 

space, it’s almost impossible to take another bite, but the anticipation, the thirst to know, 

to feel, to pursue is so much greater that you are hooked. 

 

It’s at that point, you realize that it is not if, but when, you come through the door, again, 

the stage will remain the same, the acts will change swiftly, demanding your unrelenting 

attention. It rivets you, challenges you, forces you to face and accept the undiluted 

sadness, incomparable poverty, primal instincts, shades of hostility, that connects 

strongly with unconditional love, undying hope, and unwavering faith. Your soul travels 

to the forefront touching the surface. After a million miles of life, you have finally 

reached home, at first glance. 
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