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All the Things We Leave Behind is full of sensory detail and evocative prose, and like its author, Riel Nason, is a gift to Canadian literature. From the cheerful Purple Barn antique shop, to the mystical boneyard deep in the woods, to a missing brother named Bliss, main character Violet carries us effortlessly through this lovely coming-of-age story not afraid to show its haunting side.



— Karma Brown, author of Come Away with Me




Nason has written a tender and loving portrayal of one young girl grappling with absence in a world crowded with the past. Full of heart, honesty and beauty.



— Brian Francis, author of Natural Order




Filled with strong characters and objects of forgotten desire — perfume bottles, tintypes, rabbit-eared chairs — Riel Nason’s All the Things We Leave Behind subtly unravels the mind’s delusions and the past’s seduction. Haunting, bittersweet.



— Beth Powning, author of A Measure of Light




It’s 1977. Seventeen-year-old Violet has been left by her parents to manage The Purple Barn, their busy roadside antique store, for the summer. Her restless older brother, Bliss, has disappeared, leaving home without warning, and her parents are off searching for clues. Violet is haunted by her brother’s absence while trying to cope with her new responsibilities. Between visiting a local hermit, who makes twig furniture for the shop, and finding a way to land the contents of the legendary Vaughan estate, Violet acts out with her summer boyfriend and wonders about the mysterious boneyard. But what really keeps her up at night are thoughts of Bliss’s departure and the white deer, which only she has seen.

All the Things We Leave Behind is a novel about remembrance and attach­ment, about what we collect and what we cast off. In highly affecting prose, Nason explores the permeability of memory and the sometimes confusing bonds of human emotion. 
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For my Tess






Glory be to God for dappled things …



— Gerard Manley Hopkins, “Pied Beauty,” 1877





Prologue

There is a boneyard deep in the woods. The deer and moose could show you where. They know the place that the trees stop and the carcasses begin. You could follow their cloven hoof prints. Walk past spruce and fir, tamarack, poplar and sugar maple. There is a dark path the does take to warn their fawns: this is what might come.

It is the Department of Transportation’s boneyard. The many deer and few moose that are hit up or down the highway for almost two hundred miles are hauled in. The government men have a truck and trailer with hooks and chains and dark smears of blood. Over the years they have returned countless times to the pit, and the bodies have piled up.

The government men say they can sometimes feel the animals watching, hovering nearby in the forest, even if they can’t see them. Or perhaps it is the presence of the ghost herd the men sense. People around here say it is hundreds strong, that there is a ghost for every deer or moose in the boneyard. There are bucks and does, bulls and cows, fawns, calves, glowing translucent white, sometimes suddenly charging, surging like a snow squall. The ghost herd has been blamed for countless close calls on our stretch of highway. Cars have swerved into the ditch or each other, the drivers later claiming to have seen an albino buck, or a group of deer going so fast they were only a pale blur in the headlights. The deer and moose spirits run back to the highway knowing they can’t be killed again. People say it is the animals’ revenge.

The boneyard’s location is supposed to be secret, but hunters have stumbled on it over the years. The government men — the Undertakers — have talked too loud about it, when they’re out drinking on Saturday nights. Or to find the boneyard yourself, you can listen for the circling crows and ravens.

I’ve always thought it’s a place better left to the imagination. I’d never wanted to see the area’s entire history of roadkill left to rot.

But I’ve been there.

By accident.

The first time was anyway.

I think I’ve finally learned to let it be.




Summer 1977
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There’s a little sign above the front door of our family business that says “Charles J. Davis and Son Antiques” in a fancy old-fashioned script, but no one seems to notice it and everybody calls the place The Purple Barn. It’s just as well. The son, my brother Bliss, is missing, and Charlie J. . and my mother are off searching, trying to find the path he took. I was left here alone and in charge. I’m not sure that promoting me to running the whole show was among Dad’s best ideas ever, but my parents already have enough on their minds that they don’t need anything except business-as-usual updates from me. I’ll head inside soon and see how it goes. My parents left yesterday.



For now I’m sitting on a dark brown picnic table at the edge of the parking lot, watching the customers arrive. It can be pretty entertaining to see the tourists discover The Purple Barn for the first time. I know some of them are thinking, What in the hell? as they smile, shake their heads or roll their eyes. Almost everyone who pulls in off the highway has their car windows down. It’s the first week of July, and it’s already crazy skin-burning hot. Families dressed in shorts can’t wait to escape from wood-panelled station wagons, to peel their legs from the vinyl seats. Kids lean ahead and perch their chins on their parents’ shoulders.

“There it is!” a little boy might shout and point, his finger seeming to press the same imaginary button again and again.

Maybe his dad will glance to his mom and nod. “Well look what we’ve found here,” he’ll say. “Now isn’t that the darndest thing?”

I get that The Purple Barn stands out from the rest. I know every­thing the tourists see en route to here, whether they entered New Brunswick from Quebec in the north, or further south at Houlton, Maine. That’s the direction most people come from — starting up, travelling down. I’ve seen the Saint John River, its surface sparkling in the sun like a disco ball as it flows merrily alongside the highway, zigging and zagging. I’ve seen every view that makes travellers wonder which suitcase they packed their camera in and then second-guess if they brought enough film for the trip. I know the countryside — the forests, the fields. I’ve seen all the big white farmhouses and their newer neighbours, the few roadside motels, the Frosty Friend canteen in Meductic and the high Shogomoc bridge. I know the tourists passed by graffiti spray-painted on the shale left smooth when the rock was blasted out for the highway. They might have noticed that Carl loves Lucy, that the RHS Class of ’72 rules and that Bobby was here (at least once).

Then, this:

An enormous rectangle, a hundred-foot-long barn, painted purple.

Really it’s lilac or mauve, a rich purple softened a bit, like with a good dollop of white stirred in. It would be perfect for an Easter egg or eye shadow or an old lady’s bathroom soap. The colour was mixed as a special order for a chain of ice cream stands in Maine. I don’t know how the paint ended up at a flea market in Bangor any more than I understand why the border guard didn’t wonder about my father and take him in for additional questioning when Dad admitted his true intention for bringing that sea of liquid lavender into the country. I mean, here is a building that looks like a giant version of a four-year-old girl’s dream birthday cake.

My father used some of the leftover paint to make signs the tourists would have noticed on the way here too. The signs are purple arrows. The first one is upriver, almost to Florenceville. It’s eight feet tall with “100 miles ahead” printed on it. There’s another at 75 miles. Then 50, 25, 10, 5. People seeing them can’t help but be curious. It’s another reason I like to watch the tourists’ reactions when they arrive. They know they’re searching for something, they just don’t know what.

Out in front of the barn are two tall telephone poles, spaced ten feet apart, with long pieces of plywood hammered across them, reading “Antiques,” “Crafts,” “Souvenirs,” “Cold Pop” and — if anyone needs any further motivation — “Free Washrooms.” There’s a flower garden at the base of the giant sign. Pink rose bushes are surrounded by a wide ring of bright yellow marigolds and big rocks painted white. At the far side of the barn we have a little playground with a swing set, slide and teeter-totter. There are another eight picnic tables. Plus there’s good old wide-open space — a huge lawn for people to stretch their legs, for kids to run around on. The Purple Barn is the Saint John River Valley’s ultimate roadside attraction.



So I’m officially in charge of the store while my parents are gone, but my father’s three employees are here to help me. There are two ladies: Mrs. Alvina Quinn (Quinny when she’s out of hearing range), who is always — always — here, and Elizabeth, who works in the afternoons. I’m supposed to come in every day and make sure the place hasn’t burned down or been robbed, a skunk or squirrel hasn’t snuck in, or there’s been no other bad-for-business emergencies. Other than that, I have the only key to The Room, where Dad keeps the inventory he’s saved for his antique dealer friends. And I’m to talk to anyone who wants to sell us anything, whether it’s someone clearing out their late aunt’s attic, or one of Dad’s two dump pickers, or Foster, the hermit who makes “folk art” furniture from bent twigs.

I know what I’m doing and I’m almost an expert on antiques from hanging around the store and listening to my father my whole life. I can rattle off statements like, “It’s a late Victorian, Eastlake period piece, factory-made, ash, not oak, but excellent quality.” I sometimes get raised eyebrows from customers when volunteering that type of information though, so I stick mainly to saying things about the weather. I’m seventeen — almost eighteen — and when it comes to antiques the shoppers would rather listen to what Quinny says, even if it’s, “Goodness now, that is a lovely piece, isn’t it? And it’s got to be as old as the hills.” Quinny has grey hair and wrinkles and considering she looks like she was alive when most of the stuff in the store was made, she’s obviously well-informed.

Dean is the other employee. He’s a year older than I am and is a friend of my brother’s. He does all the things that would have been Bliss’s job if he were here. Dean mows the grass, weeds the flower garden around the sign, picks up garbage, rakes the gravel in the parking lot and does all the heavy lifting. He helps tourists cram old dressers into the backs of their cars. He rearranges the furniture display to fill in the empty spot every time something sells. (Even if customers can’t tell, it’s always obvious to us when something is missing.) And Dean chats with me and tries to make me laugh — and sometimes kisses me.

Dean’s my boyfriend.



I’m inside now, behind the counter with Quinny. We’re positioned against the back wall so we have a decent view of the whole store. The inventory changes constantly but it’s basically a mix of your grandparents’ house and the entire contents of the Eaton’s catalogue from seventy-five to a hundred years ago. Quinny’s working the cash register and I’m putting the purchases in bags. She’s already apologized to two customers for how slow I was wrapping newsprint around an amethyst vase and then this cookie jar shaped like a fat monk, which had “Thou Shall Not Steal – Cookies!” painted on his belly. Quinny’s annoyed that I won’t stand close enough to her that she can simply hand me an item without taking a step.

I’m not doing it to be a pain. I don’t know how she’s never figured it out, but no one can ever get too near her because of the force field that is her hair. She’s Pentecostal, so every day she pins the half mile of silver tinsel that’s never been cut into a flat bun on the top of her head. Except she teases it into a pouf first, so it sticks out as if she’s hiding a tire under it. Her head is a mushroom in silhouette.

Quinny and I aren’t exactly best buddies, but she has a good matronly hustle with the customers. She always wears skirts or dresses and is pleasantly plump, like she’s obviously a good cook, who definitely bakes her own bread and probably even makes jams and jellies and at least three kinds of pickles. A real old-timey wholesome type whose opinion can be trusted. She makes quilts as well, which are for sale in the store, hanging down from the rafters. They’re beautiful — huge patchwork spreads sewn with hundreds of tiny colourful pieces combined into all sizes of pinwheels and checkerboards and baskets of flowers. Quinny is a down-home superstar with the tourists. Mrs. New Brunswick. I think she’s who people-from-away expect to meet when they get here.



A customer comes to the counter, a lady with a dark tan and bleached shoulder-length hair. She’s carrying a pressed glass butter dish, carefully holding it in front of her with both hands. She smiles at me, then speaks to Quinny.

“I like this,” she says. “A lot.” The woman sets the dish down on the counter and traces a finger over one of the maple leaves in the pattern. “But I’m not sure I can convince my husband I need it.” She glances back to the front door where a man with sunglasses and a shaggy grown-out perm stands smoking a cigarette, staring at the provincial road map we have posted on the wall.

“It’s twenty-five, but I was wondering if you could do any better?” she asks.

“Well now,” Quinny says. “The owner’s not here and I’m afraid I really can’t —”

“How about twenty?” I ask.

The woman looks at me, surprised, then double-checks with Quinny.

Once the purchase is made and the door is half-closed behind the woman, Mrs. Quinn adjusts her cat eye glasses, which everyone else stopped wearing when I was in elementary school, and looks at me with a slight yet intentional tilt of her head.

“You shouldn’t be so careless with your father’s money, Violet. If you’d been patient for just a moment she likely would have paid the twenty-five.” Quinny smooths the front of her skirt, then neatly aligns the pen with the receipt book.

“Okay.” I smile. It might look a little forced, but I’m aiming for natural. At least I know my new position as Quinny’s superior hasn’t affected our usual working relationship. Patience is definitely a virtue.



It’s sunny when I go out the back door for a break, and as I squint the field becomes a blur of green — the daisies and brown-eyed Susans blending into the tall grass. There’s a path I take, that Bliss and I have taken for years, to the forest. There are about four acres of meadow, a sprawling square before the treeline starts. I slip my sandals off and leave them halfway down the path. The dirt is hard-packed and warm beneath my feet. The sun is shining almost directly overhead and I can feel it on the part in my hair, my nose, my shoulders. On the surface of my arms freckles are germinating like seeds.

I’m almost to the edge of the woods when I hear, “Miss Davis! Miss Davis!”

As I turn around, Dean rushes up to me. He takes off his ball cap and wipes his forehead with his sleeve. He has dark blond hair and grey eyes. He’s pretty cute, even with his new addition of a moustache that, for now, looks like little more than a baby’s eyebrow.

“As your humble employee,” he takes my hand and kisses it, “I wanted to see if there was any way I could help make your debut as big boss lady go more smoothly. May I assist you with your break?”

The nut. He’s grinning.

“Good one. But you know what?” I say. “I think I’m going to take this one solo.” I hope he’s not disappointed since we usually sit back here together.

He doesn’t miss a beat. “Figures,” he says. “I knew the power would go straight to your head.”

I shrug.

He studies my face. He looks like he’s about to turn serious and ask me if I’m really doing okay.

“Back to work then!” I command and point at the barn. “On the double!”

He gives me a quick kiss on my lips, then runs.



It’s cooler in the woods. The old trees are well-spaced, but they are tall, looming, with wide-spread branches. The stands of poplar and birch are mixed in with the evergreens. Alder bushes grow here and there along with bunches of ferns grouped like bouquets. I once saw a red trillium on the forest floor.

I walk about twenty more feet to a stream and step knee-deep into it. There’s green moss on the rocks on the bottom. I reach into the water and lift an old brick off an upside-down antique wire egg basket that I use to keep my pop bottles well submerged, icy-cold and safely anchored in place. I grab an Orange Crush and use the opener I leave tucked in the hole of a fallen log. I brush a few pieces of old man’s beard moss and a light dusting of fresh pine needles off my canvas lawn chair before I sit down to drink my pop. A crow flies over and caws out a warning that I’m here. The longer I sit, the quieter it seems to get around me. The sounds of the traffic on the highway — the transport trucks and cars and campers — the voices of customers in the parking lot and kids in our little playground all fade to a distant hum. My body temperature lowers.

I close my eyes. I slept horribly last night. I don’t remember dreaming, and I’m sure I wasn’t asleep for more than twenty minutes at a time. I’d love to be able to drift off, even for a little bit. I tuck both hands under my thighs to help keep myself still. I tilt my head back against the top of the chair and try my best to think of nothing except being here, now. And it almost works.



As I walk back across the field, I see the woman who bought the butter dish and her husband sitting at one of the picnic tables with a cooler, finishing a late lunch. Quinny was right, the woman definitely would have paid the full twenty-five dollars. It’s pretty easy to tell when someone really wants something. Dad says that if you look carefully, desire is a hard thing for people to hide and you can see it in their eyes. I saw the lady imagining the butter dish in use this Thanksgiving, right there on her dining-room table beside the baked squash, impressing her mother-in-law. I knew she wasn’t going to walk away without her treasure for the sake of five dollars. (If only all mind-reading were that easy.) But there’s nothing wrong with giving deals — especially to the tourists. My father says that if you give them a good deal on the trip down, chances are they’ll stop in and spend the rest of their money on the trip back. Besides, I know Dad paid a grand total of a dime for that butter dish at a yard sale up in Woodstock.



By the end of my first day in charge of the store, both the building and Quinny are still standing. I hop in the store’s Ford half-ton — it’s blue, not purple — roll both windows down, and after waiting a good while for a break in the traffic, turn out of the barn parking lot. I drive to Seven Birches Campground and Cabins. It’s where I’m staying for the summer.

It’s barely a half mile down the highway from The Purple Barn, on the opposite side, near the river. Seven Birches, The Purple Barn, and about fifteen houses make up the rural community of Hawkshaw. The campground has a hundred sites, along a dozen or so winding gravel drives, all with water hookups and electricity. There are a lot of trees, the birches you’d expect —but way more than seven, probably about seventy now — as well as some evergreens, so there’s shade and protection from rain for the campers, but not so many you’d feel you were sleeping in the forest. There’s a store/canteen called The Snack Shack, a playground with horseshoe pits, a pool, a building with washrooms and showers, and a big campfire circle with log benches.

Twelve cabins sit in a row. My parents rented one for me for the summer. It looks the same as the other eleven. It’s stained the colour of burnt gingerbread and has a little porch with a white spindle railing and fancy white icing trim above the large front window. There are two high back yellow rockers (each cabin has a different colour) on the porch, with enough clearance to rock as long as they are at an angle. The river is just beyond the Hawkshaw Road, which is the loop you drive down from the highway, really only about forty feet away. The highway is behind the campground, up a slight hill.

The cabin has two bedrooms, and my friend Jill is staying with me. Both our families live in Riverbend, on the other side of the river. It’s a small town, 1,027 people. The exact number is posted on the “Welcome” sign because it’s not hard to keep count. It only takes five minutes to drive from Riverbend over to The Purple Barn. I could be staying at our house, but Mom and Dad didn’t want me in the big empty place all by myself.



For supper I get an order of fries from The Snack Shack, and then I take a walk around to see who showed up for the night. I read the licence plates of cars and campers as I go. It’s an old habit. Bliss got me started after Mom started him. When The Purple Barn first opened, Mom worked with Dad. That meant Bliss and I went to the store too and that we had to entertain ourselves for the day. We could hang out in the storage room and colour or read, or go to the playground, or run around in the meadow and along the forest’s edge. We only had each other as playmates. The Purple Barn was the place we spent the most time together. And there was plenty to keep us busy — still, sometimes Mom came up with special projects for us.

One morning the summer that I was eight and Bliss was nine, Mom took our crayons and drawing book from the storage room and led us to the parking lot. Among the New Brunswick cars, there was one from Pennsylvania. Its licence plate said “Keystone State.” After my mother made a big production of checking that there was no one in the car and we wouldn’t be backed over, she knelt down near the rear bumper. She took a dark blue crayon from the box and peeled all the paper off the outside. Then she ripped a sheet from the drawing book and smoothed it over the licence plate. She rubbed the crayon back and forth as we watched the numbers appear. She worked carefully until the whole outline of the plate and the numbers and words were transferred onto the paper. I thought it was pretty cool, but Bliss stared like Mom had created a masterpiece.

We went inside and Bliss coloured the background of the paper licence plate orange, exactly the same as the one on the car, then cut it out. He wanted to go right back to the parking lot and do another. Someone from North Carolina had pulled in. Their licence plate was white and red and said “First in Freedom.” Bliss got his third one right before we went home for the day. A camper from New Hampshire arrived. Its green-and-white plate said “Live Free or Die.”

By the next Saturday, Bliss had a scrapbook to glue his paper licence plates in. I became his lookout, standing by the driver’s side door. I promised I’d always be sure he was safe as he did the rubbing.

We pretended we had walkie-talkies. “All clear? Safe to go, Vi?” Bliss would say without looking up at me. “Over.” I’d reply, “Roger,” and he’d say, “Roger, Roy Rogers,” because he thought it was funny. (He knew the name because Dad’s childhood Roy Rogers’s lunchbox was in our garage, filled with spare nails now.)

Bliss was always excited to see a car from a faraway province or state. There were probably thirty cars from New Brunswick, Quebec, Ontario or Maine for every one from anywhere else. Near the end of the summer when he got a rubbing of a Northwest Territories licence plate, which was shaped like a polar bear, he glued it on the cover of his scrapbook. He went through crayons so fast you’d have thought he was snacking on them. Sometimes travelling in our own car we’d quiz each other about what licence plate slogans matched up with what places: where is the “Land of 10,000 Lakes?” (Minnesota); what is the “Sunshine State?” (Florida).

He added to his licence plate collection the next two summers. Even when Mom didn’t have to work with Dad very often and we only went to the store now and then, Bliss and I would scan the parking lot. But by the time he was twelve, he didn’t look at, or add to, the five scrapbooks anymore. They stayed on a shelf in his room.

He might have simply grown bored with the whole thing, but when I look back now, I also think that all those licence plates from other places reminded him that everyone else was moving, travelling, having summer adventures, while we stayed put. We stopped talking about using the scrapbooks as a checklist for all the provinces and states we’d visit one day. We stopped scheming about the big road trip we’d go on when we got older — just Bliss and me, taking turns driving. We used to talk about it for hours, planning every little detail: where we’d stop to eat, how much money we’d need for everything, who we’d send postcards to. I always figured we’d go though — eventually. Never once did he say he’d changed his mind about us exploring together. Never once did I imagine that he’d go off without a word, without me.



Jill is getting out of her boyfriend’s truck when I get back to the cottage. Johnny’s window is down and his eight-track is blaring. I don’t recognize the song, but he’s singing along and playing the steering wheel, using his fingers as drumsticks.

Johnny beeps and waves and Jill turns in my direction. She’s in full Victorian dress, wearing a long-sleeved rust-coloured floral blouse with puffs at the shoulders and a full-length brown skirt shaped by a significant bustle. We laugh a lot about her bustle, which is a required part of her costume as a tour guide at Kings Landing Historical Settlement. It’s basically a pillow she ties around her waist to make her rear end look bigger.

“Hey, foxy lady,” I say.

“Oh, you know it.” She does a quick twirl and her skirt lifts enough to reveal her black lace-up shoes bought from the army surplus in Fredericton. “Listen, I’m just grabbing my clothes from inside. Go hop in the truck. Johnny’s parents are having a barbecue.”

“I already ate.”

“Doesn’t matter. Come anyway. What else are you doing?”

I should probably go. I look at Johnny in the truck, then past him to the river.

“No,” I say. “I’m cool. It was really busy at the store today and I’m pretty beat.”

Jill stares at me for a few seconds. “Vi,” she says.

“Jill.”

“Viiii,” she raises her eyebrows slightly as she speaks. “We’re going to have a fun summer. Good times, right? I promised you that. And you promised me you’d try.”

“I know. And we will. Really.”

Johnny beeps the horn again. Jill swats the air in his direction.

“Okay, one night’s grace,” she says. “One — that’s it. Stay here if you want for now, but after this I’m going to insist. Okay?” Jill looks right at me, waits for me to nod. Then she dashes inside, changes, comes out in a red tube top and shorts and leaves with Johnny.

I sit on the yellow porch rocker and look out at what the Seven Birches brochure calls a “scenic river view.” Right in front of me is a wide stroke of blue. It is beautiful here. It’s easy to understand why the old New Brunswick licence plates said “Picture Province.”

I stay outside for a long time, until the sun finally starts to set. I think about my day. I let my mind wander back to me sitting on the picnic table in the parking lot, alone at the forefront of our family’s business.



I was seven when I first saw The Purple Barn. One Sunday afternoon, my father said we were going on a family drive that would end with a special surprise. I knew it was a big deal when Mom brought her camera and Dad told Bliss to make sure I didn’t peek out from under the scarf that was tied over my eyes. We seemed to drive for a long time, and I had no idea where we might be going or why. When we arrived, Bliss helped me out of the back seat and led me to the middle of the parking lot.

“You’re going to love it, Vi,” he whispered and squeezed my hand. “This is what Dad and I have been working on.”

“All righty then,” my father said. “Go ahead.”

I took off the scarf.

“We painted it violet for you, Violet,” Bliss said.

I stared.

Then I looked to Mom, Dad, Bliss. They were grinning as if they’d performed a magic trick. And in my seven-year-old mind they had. Dad winked at Mom. I grabbed Bliss and hugged him tight. I felt like everything inside me was jumping for joy and that pushed a burst of laughter from my chest. Soon I was giggling and couldn’t stop. Dad said I wasn’t just tickled pink about the barn, but tickled purple. It was the most clever thing I’d ever heard.

So that’s another reason — my memory of that glorious little-kid glee — why I like to see other people discover The Purple Barn. Maybe something will click in my brain and it will seem as if I’m back there again, living that moment, making that perfect connection. I’d love to be able to summon the fullness of that wonderful feeling at will, distill it and keep it in an elegant old perfume bottle, an atomizer. I might spritz a little, or else spray and spray it as thick as fog and breathe it all in.



I wonder where my parents are now.

And Bliss, where are you now?
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As beautiful as the river is, it’s hiding something. The Saint John River is a lot bigger than it used to be. It was once a skinnier, twisted strip, really just a stream in some places. Then the government built a dam at Mactaquac, about fifteen miles downriver from here, and the entire landscape changed. There was a giant permanent flood. The water swallowed a whole town called Haventon. It happened ten years ago when I was still a kid. We lived in Fredericton then.

The river more than doubled in width, and everything — houses, farms, schools, churches — sitting along the water’s edge had to be moved out of the way or torn down. Jill’s grandmother’s house had to be moved. The old school was demolished. Some people burned their homes. It’s a strange thing to think about, hard to imagine how it used to be.

It’s also how my father came into what he calls the best opportunity of his life.

Dad’s always been an antique dealer, but his store in Fredericton was never as big as he wanted. He also made about ninety per cent of his money between April and October but couldn’t board up the place for the five slow months, since it was right downtown. He used to complain to my mother about having to sit around half the year with his thumb up his ass.

At first he tried to buy an old church out here
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