
Oh, the Bay of Fundy.

The sheer magnitude of the cliffs, the rise and fall of the tides, and the known ferocity of

the weather are enough to pull awe right out of the most blasé observer. I’m never blasé

when I visit the Bay.

Recently, my friend and I went to Fundy National Park for a day of hiking. It has been too

long since my last visit, clearly, because I was startled and amazed and delighted all over

again.

I love outdoor adventures with this particular friend. He’s a forester and wildlife biologist

and spent his entire career working in the Maritimes, so he’s my go-to source for



information about, well, pretty much everything in the outdoors. He can identify birds,

plants, odd growths like lichens and mosses and fungi, and of course, trees.

I learned how to tell a spruce from a fir. Fir needles are flat and have little white lines on

the back. Plus the trees smell like Christmas trees, at least if you grew up in New England

and had cut fir for your holiday tree. In contrast, spruce needles are more rounded, green

all over and you can roll them in your fingers. If you try to roll a needle and it won’t roll,

chances are it is a fir.

We have a lot of forests here in New Brunswick, and they are endlessly interesting. At the

Bay of Fundy, though, they must compete with the water, the cliffs, and the wildlife for my

interest.

Have you even stood in a place and realized at that very moment how special it was to be

there? The Bay generates a strong and unique sense of place in me. I have been

breathless with the beauty at times. Once I visited Grand Manan, a big island that is a long

ferry ride off the mainland. I was so taken aback by the natural grandeur that I could only

call it “postcard perfect.” Now I see that retreat into a postcard idea as shying away from

the feelings that the place evoked in me. If I can see it as a postcard picture, it becomes a

familiar idea, a manageable size.  I was overwhelmed with my own feelings there.

Trying to put words around things that are hard to capture, well, that’s supposed to be a

writer’s job. The words I find are inadequate, though. Hiking to a big overlook, gazing

across the Bay toward Ile Haute, watching the shorebirds poke in an out of the cliffs where

they nest – these experiences evoke a wave of emotion. Within the wave I can feel small

and insignificant, like my life and worries are insubstantial. I can also feel huge and part of

something so big I cannot conceptualize it. It’s a little like looking at the night sky, when

the Milky Way is in sharp relief. 

Your mind flows to the vastness of space and a sense of limitless possibility. Sometimes

that opens me up and makes me feel expansive. Other times it is too much, and I curl

back into my small human existence.  Returning to my car or my kitchen or my everyday

self is a retreat into comfort. But there is something wondrous in knowing that such

expansiveness is available.



Pictures cannot capture the scale but I’m putting some pictures in here anyway. Suffice it

to say that the Bay of Fundy is where right whales, those gentle behemoths who winter

and mate off the coast of the Carolinas, come in summer to bear their young and dance in

the water. This is no small body of water, and the geologic surroundings are also to scale.

It is worth a visit, over and over.

What's new in the writing world? Well, a lot of reading.

I’m currently engaging with Graeme Simsion’s The Rosie Project and the two other

volumes in the series, based on a recommendation by a member of our FaceBook group.

Have you joined the group yet? It’s called Annie’s Maritime Readers and you are welcome!

So far it's a fun read.  I also just finished Sleeping with Ward Cleaver, which was funny and

smart, but I'm still thinking about it.  Maybe Leslie will post a review on the blog. What are

you reading?

https://tourismnewbrunswick.ca/bay-fundy


Baking news...Brownies.  Everyone needs brownies.

Well, brownies. Why not? They are not unique to the Maritimes, but I like my recipe and if I

am baking, this is most likely what I’m making. They take almost no time, you only dirty

one pot, and they make the kitchen smell heavenly. At least if you think the fragrance of

chocolate is paradisiacal.

You’ll need a square pan, 8 inches by 8 inches. Lining it with parchment is helpful for

cleanup but not necessary. These are not low-fat brownies.

In a medium saucepan over medium-low heat, put a half cup of butter and four ounces of

baking chocolate. That’s the kind that you don’t eat plain because it will make your mouth

feel like the Sahara.

Let that melt, stirring when you think about it. The butter will melt before the chocolate,

and you can give the stragglers a bit of help with your wooden spoon.

Remove from the heat and add two cups of sugar. Stir well. Now beat in two large eggs

and a teaspoon of vanilla flavouring. (My vanilla flavouring came from my neighbour

Marion, who cleverly gives her vanilla beans a big jar of vodka to live in, then decants the

vodka bath when it gets dark.)

Look at this batter. Just look at the colour, the texture, the way it slides off the spoon.

Baking is a sensory activity, so just soak it in.

I often get so enamoured of my lovely brownie batter at this point that I taste it. You know,

testing. Anyway, this is my confession about having the first brownie before the flour even

goes into the batter.

Next is one cup of flour, 1 teaspoon of baking powder.

Stir it all up in your saucepan and dump into the prepared square pan. If you want, you

can add walnuts or some excellent chocolate chips for a flourish. Bake at 350 degrees for

about 25 minutes and then check. This is the only tricky part of this recipe. You want the

center to be set, and the edges will just begin to pull away from the sides of the pan. You

may need another five minutes. When you check again at 30 minutes, you might even

need another five. If your oven thermometer is accurate, you won’t need more than 35

minutes.



Ingredients

½ cup butter

4 ounces baking chocolate

2 cups of sugar

2 large eggs

1 teaspoon vanilla

1 cup of flour



1 teaspoon of baking power

Optional chopped walnuts, chocolate chips

Moving into Late Summer…that actually happened a few weeks ago in the

Maritimes. Goldenrod, ragweed, crickets, wild geese honking overhead, all of those signs

of impending fall appear in the first half of August.

School will be starting after Labour Day. That means Declan will be going back to work at

the regional high school that serves Stella Mare, and Pat will be back at her job of

guidance counselor. I think it might be Titus’ last year in high school, and I wonder what

kinds of things might be happening among the kids? Kathy and Jake’s twins are in high

school. They’ve had a big summer: lost their grandfather and met a new aunt that nobody

ever knew existed. I wonder what is going on in Stella Mare as fall arrives?

 To get to Leslie's reading blog on my webpage, click here, then click on the BLOG link at

the top of the page. https://anniemballard.com/

You’re the best, and I’m so glad to have you share my author journey. See you soon!

  Annie M.

Devon Station Books

242 Neill Street, Fredericton

New Brunsw E3A 2Z8 Canada

You received this email because you signed up on our website or made a purchase from us.

Unsubscribe

BUILT WITH

https://anniemballard.com/
http://localhost:3000/decode_hex/68747470733a2f2f707265766965772e6d61696c65726c6974652e636f6d2f763472327633
https://www.mailerlite.com/

