
Carnelian 
Last week my father and I shared the story of an apartment he rented close to his new job as a teacher on the French Acadian peninsula in faraway N.B. In this miniature village of Cocagne, there were no rentals in the late fifties. He was sent to an old shabby construction on the beach. One of four houses clenched between tides and a dirt road, standing at the crossing of river and ocean. The owner who lived downstairs, told him ‘’If you build an outside staircase going to the balcony facing water, the dwelling is yours.’’ Enthusiastically, dad accepted. A week later our family moved up in this one-bedroom flat, three brothers sleeping in adjoining living quarters. Cardboard walls, improvised tin barrel for a furnace, a quiet nest under mild supervision of a faded lighthouse, erect in neighbourly backyards.
One frigid winter night, I remember waking to carnelian red surroundings replacing obscurity. I was three years old, lying motionless on my back, mesmerised. This fascination quickly shifted to happy babbling on my part as reflects intensified. Words of nonsense that woke up my parents. In an instant everyone was at the bottom of the stairs, no crying, shear calm as we stood feet gripping the icy boulders of winter under a moonless sky. Meanwhile, my father, bucket in hand shovelled sand to cool down the above guilty wood stove, eluding imminent flames, fumes, grievous blows. The owner was never aware of the incident. 
The following summer, Annick, my mom, made it a habit to walk my brothers and me now four, on the beach heading towards the slope leading to higher grounds. Fields of visions, wildflowers, high grasses mocking furry caterpillars, brushed by endless breezes. Cows grazing peacefully in the distance at the edge of tortured evergreen woods. Catching silence was my quest. I loved siting at mid height in rocky sands. Not only was I taking in as much air perfumed to low tides extravagant odors. I would also delight my young cells absorbing universes determinant to newly discovered nourishments. 
Fragrances of salt sprinkled at the tip of eye lashes. Crystals clinging from dipping and splashing in waters returning home. Invisible salt you could resent when scrubbing of from burning eyes. Licking whitened lips dried from above sun rays probably awakened my preferences for spicy meals rather than dessert. 
Two years of such discoveries and events yet to be shared, proved to be solid foundations in trusting life no matter what was awaiting me outside the realm of this protective environment.


 
