
St John River, New Brunswick 

 

July 1st, 2167 

 

 The first firework blazed in the night sky as the girl pushed her canoe to the edge of the 

lake. “Mom, we’re missing it!” she cried. She leapt up and down, full of nervous energy.  

 Her mother jogged over and patted the girl’s shoulder. “Don’t worry,” she promised. 

“There are many more fireworks to come. We’ve got time.” 

 They worked together to push the canoe into the river. They were the only people 

aboard a canoe; it had belonged to the woman’s grandmother. All of the others on the lake were 

driving around in large motorboats, some of which even had sleeping cabins in them.  

 After several minutes of rowing, the girl and her mother stopped in the middle of the 

lake. The view was comfortably familiar, a sight that both mother and daughter had grown up 

with. Both had learned to swim in these very waters, and had spent endless summer days 

enjoying the sunny beach.  

They watched the fireworks shooting up and exploding when they reached their highest 

point. These were an old technology, but they’d never gone out of style. People still gathered to 

watch them go off on the same day each year.  

 After a while of watching the colourful sparks fly in midair, the woman in the canoe 

began to grow parched. “Get the juice out from the cooler, please,” she requested.  

 Her daughter twisted onto her stomach to reach the cooler, then dragged it out from 

beneath the bench. She took out a large metal thermos, which was guaranteed to keep liquids 

cold for forty-eight hours in hot weather, and which was completely leak-proof. The girl turned a 

dial on the side, and the thermos clicked open. She presented it to her mother.  

 The older woman simply looked at the girl, amused. “Oh, I forgot cups,” the girl giggled, 

and reached back under the bench. She expected to feel the metallic cooler, but instead her 



hand met an unfamiliar object. Running her fingers across it, she identified a smooth, glossy 

square stuck to the bottom of the bench. Carefully she pried it off and lifted it into the light.  

 It was a photograph of a woman and a young girl standing, arms linked, on a beach. The 

resolution was much lower than what the girl was used to, but somehow, the image was one of 

the most beautiful sights she had ever seen. The ocean was cobalt-blue, contrasting the 

sapphire shade of the sky; the girl had never before admired the many different ways in which a 

colour could manifest. The trees seemed to form an arc around the two people in the 

photograph, so perfectly that the girl suspected that it must be fake.  

 “Who’s this?” the girl asked, extending the photograph to her mother. There was 

something about the image that felt oddly familiar, but she couldn’t put her finger on it.  

 “I don’t know,” the woman replied, and flipped it over. “K and C,” she read. “July 1st, 

2017.” 

 “2017?” the girl repeated. Suddenly, the photograph seemed a lot more interesting. 

“Where did this picture come from? Why was it in here?” 

 “It belonged to my grandmother, I suppose,” her mother said. Then she snapped her 

fingers. “That must be her grandmother as a little girl, with her mother.” 

 “Whoa,” the little girl breathed, running her fingers across the glossy photograph. Then 

she noticed something. “That’s this beach. That’s our beach.” She jabbed a finger towards the 

shore, where people were jumping and cheering.  

 “So it is,” her mother said. “Well spotted.” 

 The girl examined the photograph more critically. The water seemed bluer, but otherwise 

it looked the same. “But Mom, that must have been over a hundred years ago. There’s no way 

that the beach looks exactly the same.” 

 “A hundred and fifty years today, in fact,” her mother remarked.  



 “But Mom,” the girl persisted, “how on earth could this beach have stayed the same for 

so long? You’re telling me no one’s built on it? No one’s thrown garbage everywhere? No one’s 

bought the property to rent out beach houses on it?” 

The girl was intelligent for her age. She knew that many things changed completely in a 

hundred and fifty years. It seemed ridiculous that this beach shouldn’t be one of them. Now that 

she thought about it, how had her beloved beach lasted all this time?  

“The view on the east coast is well-known for its natural wonders,” the woman explained, 

glancing lovingly out at the river. The other side was dotted with little forested islands, mere 

shadows now as the sun went down. “People want to keep it like this. They’ve worked so hard 

for us to have this.” 

The girl’s eyes darted down to the photograph, then back to the view. It was really very 

nice, she thought. Having grown up surrounded by dense forests and clear rivers, she had 

always taken it for granted. Never had she worried about deforestation or polluted waters; those 

issues seemed so far from home.  

When she thought about it now, this beach had lasted for longer than her, and thanks to 

the efforts of many, would last much longer still.  

Both mother and daughter stared upwards for the finale. The final firework burst; it 

formed letters in the sky.  

 HAPPY CANADA DAY! 300 YEARS!  


