




For the Love of Music 
John Thompson is about many things, but perhaps mostly about the harp. 
Appreciating this beautiful instrument is effortless while you read and hear 
of  his experience with it.

14

Surviving the Loss of a Child
Three brave families explain the lingering love and loss after a child’s death.

24

The Wine Whisperer
Darrell Paul enjoys the art and craft of  wine making for the pleasure of  
giving it. 

10









f ami l y  o f  pharmac ie sThe

Ryanʼs Pharmacy
135 Otis Drive, Nackawic

Your one-stop shop for prescription 
needs, gift ideas and stocking stuffers 

this Christmas!

Stop in to see Greg MacFarlane and his 
friendly and knowledgable staff.

www.ryanspharmacy.ca
506-575-8409

Toll Free:  1-800-561-2420



    It’s that time, when we gather in the 
front room of  the family farmhouse 
that clings tenaciously to its rural roots 
outside of  Woodstock, New Brunswick.  
Almost all of  us are here – all but 
Michael.  Michael left home in 1969.  
He followed the great migration of  ‘kids’ 
that thumbed their way out, onwards, 
and into a different way of  life.  Leaving 
was bad, but the worst of  it was that 
he left with ‘Grandy’s’ carving tools, 
thereby depriving him of  the vocation 
he deeply loved.  It was scandalous. 
Unpardonable and unmentionable.

     This time there was my sister, Jen, 
15, in her brown suede mini-skirt and 
red cashmere turtle neck.  In contrast, 
my Mom and Grandma were in their 
Christmas plaid sleeveless shift dresses.  
My Great Granny Crow and I were in 
our paisley granny gowns.  All of  us 
displayed that marvel of  engineering – 

the Jane Russell bullet bra look.  Dad 
and Grandy’s dark suit sets were de 
rigueur for the occasion; anything 
otherwise was tantamount to suggesting 
they wear pajamas to church.  And 
twelve- year-old Kevin was wondering 
aloud if  he should fetch something to 
swat the bug legs his sisters had attached 
to their eyes.  Family.

     I settled next to Mom, across from 
Grandy and the parrot that in all 
my memories, rides on his shoulder.  
Grandy swore the bird could speak.  
A secret formula was involved, thus 
ensuring hours of  futile parlance 
with the bird. “Every soldier brought 
something back from the war,” 
Grandma chuckles.  

“Stories,” my Dad is quick to interject 
into the conversation, “stories are what 
we brought back from war.”

The

Gift
ofPeace, 
1972

D e r e k  C r o n e y

agelessNBFICTION

6
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     This is the usual opening Grandy 
seizes.  He’s off  with what has become 
the O’Neil traditional Christmas Eve 
war story:  Gitz Rice and Grandy were 
pals, brothers in arms through the first 
Great War, bound by common Maritime 
roots and the Maritimer’s keen sense 
for entertainment and music.  “We were 
tired, mired in muck down in the British 
trenches on the front lines.  A deadly 
quiet prevailed. Even so, we could hear 
the enemy but a spit’s toss away.  I see 
Gitz crabbing his way along to where 
someone laid a piano, of  all things.  
Gitz starts playin’.  This and that.  
Christmas stuff.  By the third or fourth 
song – ‘Hark the Herald Angels Sing’ – I 
think it was, all the lads commenced to 
singing with great gusto.  Suddenly, we 
heard the Germans: “Mher! Mher!”  
Directly, the only soldiers, both sides 
of  the trenches, not singing, were 
dead.”  Grandy pauses, sips his drink, 
and continues, “Gitz played a bit from 
Tannenhouser, that aria.  One o’ ours 
climbs clear out the trench and stands 
there singin’ it.  Then one o’ theirs 
stands out of  the trench.  And the two 
of  them, singing together like angels 
or something.  That whole eve’ we and 
them, we sang.  ‘Silent Night, Holy 
Night?”  Yes, that’s what it was.  A small 
miracle in hell.”

     We sat, listened and tried not to let 
our eyes slide sideways where we are 
morbidly fascinated by Great Granny 
Crow and the way she often flips her 
dentures round and round, in and out, 
eyes shut, looking completely dead 
except for the dental Olympics.  Nor 
could you shift your eyes right, for there 
was Grandma, slowly listing sideways, 
wineglass tipping further and further 
until Mom gently removes it from her 
hand. 

      Then, usually, the twin cousins 
appear - Terrible Timothy and Twice as 
Thomas - blasting through the sitting 
room, waving Christmas crackers. 
“Hey!” said my Dad.  He and Kevin 
manage to grasp the cracker ends as 
the ‘terribles’ try to scamper over and 
around the coffee table.  

Snap! Bang! 

The crackers explode like a barrage 
of  arms.  The parrot snaps to 

attention.  Vaults to the coffee table 
and proceeds to quick march, come 
to attention, about face, march again.  
The parrot is shouting the worst 
obscenities. It’s berating everyone and 
everything, exhorting unbelievable and 
unmentionable acts.  No one moves.  Or 
speaks.  Horrified and delighted, we are 
mesmerized.

     Great Granny Crow’s dentures then 
plop on the floor while Mom chugs 
Grandma’s wine.  Dad’s eyes were 
dancing as he and Grandy threw in with 
the bird and sang:

“Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres,
Parlez-vous?
Oh, Mademoiselle from Armentieres,
Parlez-vous?
She hasn’t been kissed in forty years,
Hinky-dinky, par-lee-voo!”

     “Cease fire!” Grandma roared this 
time.  Immediately the bird was silent 
and hopped back to Grandy.  
At that moment, into the swift silence, 
Michael entered the room. It is Michael 
with long hair, jeans, and ‘mukluks.’ 
There’s even a knapsack draped over 
one fringed shoulder.  

     Stern living makes stern men.  Dad 
and Grandy showed not one flicker of  
surprise.  The rest of  us were up and all 
over Michael.  The ensuing hub-bub was 
likely heard clear up to Cains River.

     Great Granny Crow drew Michael 
beside her. “This,” she said, “is the best 
present.  Michael.  It is so good you’re 
home.”  He fumbled with the latches of  
the sack.  “What’s that you have there?”   
Michael swallowed, moved his hands 
with greater certainty.  He’s not a kid 
anymore.  His hands are a man’s hands, 
roughened and strong – like Dad’s, 
Grandy’s.  He smiled at us all with 
warm eyes.   

     He reached into the sack and 
carefully removed a wood-carved replica 
Daisy BB gun.  Kevin was ecstatic 
with his gift.  Jen was next – Michael 
made, for her, the most beautiful string 
of  peace beads ever.  I was handed 
the coolest headband: thin-braided 
leather with a tiny butterfly carving 
centred on the front.  He delighted 
Great Granny Crow with a small 

cherry-wood crow, so, like her, we all 
grinned. Grandma received a wooden 
cooking spoon.  Inscribed along the 
handle was and is “Ample servings of  
wisdom, as required.” Dad accepted a 
marvelously detailed Compass Rose, the 
direction ‘East’ replaced by the word 
‘Home.’  “A kick in the ass is a step in 
the right direction” encircled it – words 
my father often said to a sixteen-year-
old Michael.  Next came Grandy’s 
gift. Michael placed the canvas roll 
containing Grandy’s tools into the old 
man’s hands.  Michael had become a 
master of  the craft.  The last gift was for 
Mom.  Unable to meet his eyes, she was 
transfixed by the shadows beyond him.  
Gently, he placed a small carving in her 
palms.  The miniature was of  Michael 
and a pretty young woman cradling a 
small, bundled baby.  An inscription 
along the edge of  the swaddling reads: 
‘Christopher O’Neil, November 13, 
1972.’

     From the shadows beyond Michael 
emerged the young woman.  In her 
arms, the small bundle.  Through the 
frosty sitting room panes drifted the 
delicate and sweet carolers’ refrain:
“Silent Night, Holy Night,
All is calm; All is bright,
Round yon Virgin, Mother and Child,
Holy Infant, so tender and mild…”

The End

The characters in this story, with the exception of  
Lieutenant Gitz Rice, are fictional.
Information on Lieutenant Gitz Rice (1891-1947), the 
Christmas Eve miracle, his music, entertainment and life 
story can be found at:

Lieutenant Gitz Rice, singer, entertainer, songwriter, 
pianist…
Library and Archives Canada
collectionscanada@gc.ca

To hear sound recordings: 
The Virtual Gramophone (Canadian Historical Sound 
Recordings)
Virtual Gramophone database accessible through:
collectionscanada@gc.ca

“The Remarkable Power of  Christmas”
www.actsweb.org>Articles>Christmas
“Rice, Gitz”.—Encyclopedia of  Music in Canada.—
Edited by Helmut Kallmann et al. –2nd ed.—Toronto: 
University of  Toronto Press, c1992. –xxxii, 1524 p. –
AMICUS No. 12048560
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At the Woodstock–Houlton border 
crossing, a young officer asks me why I 
am entering the United States. When I 
tell him I am researching a book on the 
border, his face brightens and he asks 
if  I am researching the Aroostook War. 
“You must be a local guy,” I laugh.

 “Yeah, a local guy,” he nods.
 
 Aaron Bell could not be more 
local. The border station itself  was 
built on land the American government 
bought from his mother’s family, and 
he is the third generation of  his father’s 
family to work on the border. His 
grandmother Kay Bell is the curator of  
the Aroostook County Historical and 
Art Museum in Houlton, he tells me, 
and I absolutely have to go speak to her.

 The museum is in a stately 
house painted yellow, a block from 
Houlton’s quaint, old-fashioned 
downtown. The first settlers arrived in 
1807 to farm; Houlton grew into a town 
only after federal troops were dispatched 
to the area in 1828 because of  the border 
dispute between the United States and 
Britain.

 “It really made Houlton grow,” 
Kay tells me as she leads me through the 
exhibits. “It probably made it possible 
that the settlement stayed. Because who 
knows? They might have thrown their 
hands up and said ‘We can’t hack this.’ 
It was a factor in Houlton’s stability and 
permanence.”

 Upstairs, Kay shows me an old 

map from the time of  the Aroostook 
War, depicting the Saint John, its 
tributaries, and the various forts and 
encampments along their banks. The 
museum is filled with items from those 
days: coins, cannonballs, buckets. 
Anything from Hancock barracks, 
which the troops built and where they 
were stationed, is an important part of  
the collection. 

 Kay Bell’s father was from the 
Miramichi in New Brunswick. When 
he came to Houlton in 1909, customs 
officers climbed onto the train at the 
border and collected a head tax. “When 
I was a kid a long time ago, I don’t even 
recall there being a customs office at 
the line coming in. It was down near 
the county church.” Kay landed her 

agelessBOOKS

Jacques Poitras’ new book is a timely exploration, looking at the border communities from 
Madawaska and Aroostock Counties to Passamaquoddy Bay and a tiny island still in dispute. 

A Border Runs Through -
Fredericton author and CBC broadcaster Jacques Poitras releases “Imaginary Line”.



first job with US Customs in 1957 and 
eventually became a supervisor in the 
radio room. “Stations were a lot smaller 
then,” Kay says. “Houlton had one 
supervisor and four officers. The border 
was not nearly as active as it is now.”
Back then, an honour system was at 
work. You could use an unguarded road 
provided you drove straight to customs 
to report, without stopping. “They were 
back and forth all the time,” she says. 
“People from here went over there to 
teach. People from over there came over 
here to work. Almost every family in 
Houlton seems to have some roots in 
Canada.”

 Kay retired from the border in 
1990. One of  her sons, Aaron’s father, 
works at Bridgewater, across from 
Centreville, New Brunswick, while 
the other retired to Tuscon, Arizona, 
after flying helicopter patrols on the 
border with Mexico. Aaron’s brother 
is working on the southern border as 
well. She speaks about their work in 
only the most general terms, and is 
discreet, even decades later, about her 
own career, gently dodging requests 
for anecdotes about specific incidents. 
She is ambivalent about the heightened 
security in general.

 “It’s a different world. And 
sometimes it seems like it’s over-
protection, and then other times, you 
know, things ... happen and you think 

maybe it is enough. . . . It’s a fact of  
life. A lot of  people gripe about the 
fact that they have to have a passport. 
Unless today’s world changes, it’s 
probably going to stay the way it is. It’s 
so different from when I worked for the 
border patrol, or when I was growing 
up. So many things have happened.”
Kay is ninety-one years old. Her life 
accounts for more than half  of  the years 
that have passed since the treaty of  1842 
finalized the New Brunswick-Maine 
border. She is conscious of  history and 
understands in her bones what a century 
means.

 Kay goes out back to find 
something she thinks I will want to see: 
a set of  maps that someone found in 
their basement. She unrolls a couple of  
them on a table. “They’re not in good 
shape and neither am I,” she says. The 
paper is yellowed and brittle. There are 
long cracks along the edges. But they 
are remarkable and exciting to see. 
They are a series, all early drafts of  the 
survey maps — “advance copy subject 
to correction,” says a handwritten 
note — of  the North Line drawn under 
the terms of  the treaty of  1908, which 
established the International Boundary 
Commission. It is possible to identify 
all the roads that once crossed the line, 
most of  them now closed.

 If  arranged end to end, the 
maps would form a portrait of  a more 
innocent border, from a more innocent 
time.
 
Excerpted from Imaginary Line: Life on 
an Unfinished Border, by Jacques Poitras. 
Published by Goose Lane Editions, 
Fredericton. © Jacques Poitras.

pg. 5

The border was not 
nearly as active as 
it is now.

 - Kay Bell
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Darrell Paul Works at Mastering the art of 
Winemaking, One Batch at a Time.
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{Take A Tour Of  Darrell 
Paul’s Wine Studio}

Oenology is the science and 
study of all aspects of wine and 
winemaking.  An expert in the 
field of oenology is known as an 
oenologist. The word oenology is 
derived from the Greek - oinos, 
“wine,” and the suffix - logia, 
“study of.”
  -- Wikipedia 

www.agelessnb.ca





PUT YOUR AD HERE!
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agelessNB

Support a new venture
and promote your business 

to customers that care.

Get in touch with 
agelessNB today!

Phone: (506) 324-5700
Email: theresa@agelessnb.ca





















Congratulations to  
Ageless NB Magazine  
on your First Edition. 

 
Do you have a great idea for a business? 
Entrepreneurship is ageless, Let’s meet! 

Our advice is free and confidential! 
 

So give us a call at: (506) 325-4956 or  
email at: alissa.stokoe@ent-carleton.ca 

650 Main Street, Suite 4 
Woodstock, NB 

www.ent-carleton.ca  



The Evolution of Grief
The pain, lessons and living, after losing a child 

“If  there ever comes a day when we can’t be together, keep me in your heart, I’ll 
stay there forever.” – Winnie the Pooh

I was reminded of  this quote each time I sat down with parents whose lives were 
transformed after the loss of  a child.

Many were shocked and intrigued when they learned that this story would be 
agelessNB’s first feature article. Many parents fear this, and many more would 
never ask, but all wonder how people survive this type of  pain.

I felt privileged to spend time with these families, and I thank them for sharing 
their children’s beautiful lives and their painful deaths with me.  Your stories 
have touched my heart and I feel honoured to have been trusted with the 
memories that now sustain you. Thank you for allowing me to witness your 
love, your grace and your strength.

24

-  Theresa Blackburn



When a wife loses her husband, 
she becomes a widow; when 
a husband loses his wife he 
becomes a widower; when 
children lose their parents they 
become orphans.  There’s no 
name in the English language 
that describes a parent who has 
lost a child, because it is the most 
awful thing that can ever happen 
to you....

 - Randy Leonard

“

 ”

25www.agelessnb.ca



We always cry, but that’s okay.  
We always talk about her and 
it’ll always be hard, but it makes 
it easier to deal with. It’s how 
you get over it.... well, you never 
get over it, but it’s how you get 
through it.

 - Rowena Broad

“

 ”



There are no enemies in the 
world now.  I have a reputation 
as being a swizzle stick, a jerk, 
whatever you want to call me.  
I’m still definite in my views, 
but things don’t get me as excited 
as they used to. Amanda had a 
saying, “Shit happens Dad, deal 
with it

 - Brian Hayden

“

 ”
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