Where | Found November 2025
Pierre Tabbiner

| found myself in a little shop in Wolfville, in November of the
year | proposed to my wife.

A Sale Day, ripe with tax-free giftware and be-sequined sales
staff. The customers were many and everywhere, all of an
unspoken agreement to take up as much space as possible. The
light warm and somehow oppressive, quickly had | found myself
seeking out. With an excuse for an excuse, | wended through
women, all shorter than me. To the front door, | shouldered past
hairdos and earrings; | eyed only the white daylight bordered by

the door’s aluminium frame.

| don’t know how | saw it. | don’t know how | hadn’t seen it

before.
There.
Glowing brightly.

Wanton winking in their own golden light. | didn’t know food
could “wink” like that. Dickens was right.

The cookies.

On a platter of silver, they shone like a sunset and issued
such warmth, you’d swear you were alongside a girthy fire

bejewelling a brass-bracketed hearth.

They were all dipped in chocolate. | only took five.
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There was cider as well. It admittedly made a decidedly
lesser impression, but | took a cup just the same.

A flipped script, now. There | was, not only overstimulated,
but nearly to the door. Nearly escaped. And they got me. The
shopkeepers. They caught me. Their trap sprung, exactly as
designed, sent me a ricochet into the back of the shop;
wandering and browsing and getting a basket for my partner.
The people, many and everywhere, were just as overlarge in their
munificent volume, but their insulating quality now made the

once-gawdy Christmas tunes now womb-like in their nostalgia.

Eventually, another excuse. Shortly had | found myself
lounging on a storefront Adirondack chair, in the nose-nipping

autumnal air, finishing a now-cold cider and cookie the fifth.

And | inscribe it. The most important parts. The vital. The

synecdoche. The cookies, and their benevolent glow.

Not just in the small blank paper-book that | carry with me,

but in my very heart. | want to remember this.
It happens every year, one way or another.
| found my Christmas spirit.

In a little shop in Wolfville.

— Wild Lily, Wolfville NS
November 22, 2025
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