Canned Food Memories  - Kit Dwyer
Hersey’s syrup used to come in a metal can when I was child. Mom only let me have it as a topping for ice cream on special occasions.  The special occasion could be anytime she wanted to have ice cream, which was pretty often, in the summer months. 
Dad would open the can using his special metal opener that fit in the palm of his hand. On one end it had a sharp triangular pointed blade with a small tab at the base of the point. On the other end of the opener was a nifty glass bottle opener for lifting the round crimped edges of a pop or beer bottle top. I watched intently as Dad braced  the small tab on the edge of the dark brown can of chocolate syrup and lifted the opener so that the triangular tab pierced one side of the can’s metal top.  Then he would twist the can and repeat the process on the opposite side of the top.  This second hole let more air into the can, so that when you tipped it up to pour the chocolate, the creamy nearly black syrup ran freely out of the bottom hole onto the top of your scoops of ice cream in your dessert bowl, or fancy dessert cup.  
I always wanted more chocolate than was poured for my serving, but I consoled myself by performing my ritual of stirring the bit of chocolate into the ice cream until it was all mixed in. I basically made chocolate ice cream, which we never had, because my mom liked only vanilla. As soon as my concoction was mixed, I forgot all about the amount of chocolate I was portioned and just sat back to stir it more and more until the icecream became very soft. 
Then came my favorite part. I lifted the bowl to my nose, to take in the lovely smell of sugar and chocolate, before scooping up a first bite onto my spoon and very slowly pulling it into my mouth. I dragged the spoon out slowly leaving the ice cream to melt on top of my tongue. I continued to eat my chocolate ice cream like this without stopping, until it was all gone. My lips smacked and cheeks smiled after each swallow of the cold, sweet goodness of this treat.  
On even more rare occasions, mom might break out Spanish peanuts, maraschino cherries and whipped cream from a can of readywhip. This was the way she made a Sundae.  That way was okay, but I did not care the for maraschino cherry until I was much older. For now, the plane chocolate ice cream was my favorite. 
Mom and Dad always kept that can of Hersheys in the same place after it was opened. I could see it on the bottom shelf of the right side door of our refrigerator. The Ready whip was down there too. You didn’t look at it often, but you knew it was there, getting thicker and thicker with age, until the next time we had an ice cream party. I had to ask the Lord for help whenever we tipped the can and nothing came out! 

