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––––––––

[image: ]


I wish to state that I have changed peoples’ names to protect the innocent and more importantly, to prevent them from suing me for character assassination, although given where I am, suing me could prove difficult. 

Every Saturday from June to September, my husband Jay and I drag ourselves out of bed at 6 am and drive into our small mountain town in British Columbia to the Farmers’ and Artisans’ Market, which is organized by our branch of the Royal Canadian Legion and our Municipal District. Do please note: we are not weather dependent, so rain or shine, wind or storm, the market goes on, except for one instance I will mention below.

It is always an amazing sight to see an empty parking lot transformed into a village for four hours. We usually arrive before 8 am and by then most people have put up their pop-up tents and are arranging their various shelving and other inventive display paraphernalia. Chaos reigns but it’s mainly organized chaos.

Let me digress for a moment. Whoever came up with the name ‘pop-up tent’ should be made to pop them up continuously for 72 hours straight. Pop-up tents do not pop up. It takes at least two people, if not four, to raise the damn things, in our case, at least four people as our pop-up is as ancient as we are.

Now that is not a problem as this temporary village is a community of warm like-minded souls who reach out to help each other on every occasion––all except one individual, with whom I have my own special and private beef. I’ll come back to that individual. Right now, I want to enjoy the feeling of being part of my Saturday social group. 

On this particular Saturday––I am oblivious as to how special it is going to be––our pop-up is miraculously up, my table unfolded and my books on display. (I am an author by the way; I write murder mysteries) The market is not yet open, so I chat with my next-door neighbour. She is an attractive woman; I will describe her as in her prime. She designs and makes the clothes she sells, not only that, she has created an intricate tube system, which she builds as she sits on the ground like an industrious garden gnome and, hey presto, she has a change room complete with a mirror. People flock around her stall like bees around a bee-hive. Don’t get me wrong; I’m not jealous of the fact that she does so well, not really.

I wave across to Sandra. She sells honey and is just as sweet. She and her husband operate a honey farm up the valley. Can you have a honey farm or is it a bee farm?  Next to her is Lavender Woman. She sells a skin cream that smells of lavender fields. She always looks stunning which blows me away because I believe she lives in her car. Next to her is Mary, owner of a vineyard down the valley. As she sells wine from her vineyard and offers free samples, she is extremely popular. We also have another alcohol stall; where the traders market gin and vodka with great success. Their products contain exotic and herbal flavours and are distilled right here in our valley. The company won bigtime on Dens and Dragons or some such show. They offer free samples too; as one reviewer wrote, ‘it’s the only market I know where you can get tipsy.’ Down and across from my stall is a man with a lovely smile who fries small donuts. He always has a long queue. The donut smell haunts me all morning as I watch visitors eating them. So cruel.

I don’t think I mentioned the fact that I am originally from England, as is my next-door neighbour, the garden gnome, so when we chat, I become nostalgic. I’m feeling slightly off-balance today because I keep remembering how it was when I first came to Canada and couldn’t find HP Sauce at the grocery store. You have to understand that if any English people living in England are autopsied––after death of course––HP Sauce will be found in their bloodstream. To this day I shudder when I remember the painful withdrawal symptoms.
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The market operates from 9 am to 1 pm and has its own rhythm. Visitors trickle in at first, then the main crowd begins to build from about 10 am. Patience is the key to being a market trader. That expression reminds me of a conversation from a few weeks ago. I mentioned to a friend that Jay and I are market traders. She looked puzzled and then said, “in stocks and bonds?”

Back to the patience comment. One never knows how the day will go, especially with books. Clothing, jewellery and food, yes, they are a given. Books, well, I figure that of the hundreds of people who pass through, maybe 2% are readers. I, however, have patience and, I may add modestly, tolerance amongst my many virtues.

Allow me to relate an incident that occurred a couple of weeks ago. Jay had gone to buy coffee and a muffin for me to keep my blood sugar level up before the market opens, otherwise I cease being such a nice person, and I wandered around saying good morning to my neighbours. The individual I mentioned earlier with whom I have a beef is George. That day, George’s stall was kitty-corner to mine. He likes to can produce from his garden. “Keeps me out of mischief,” he says. He often mentions his onion patch and how he likes to take the green shoots of the sprouting onions and dry them, which I think is very clever. George is generally quiet. He doesn’t mix much with the other traders; you might not know he is there, most times.

He always has something different on his stall and I became excited when I saw rows of jars of pickled onions. So, what, you might ask? Well, pickled onions are like HP Sauce to an English person; they are part of our heritage and a God-given right.

When Jay arrived back with the coffee, I told him about the pickled onions. “Go buy some before they have all gone,” I demanded.

Now, the next stall to George’s that day belongs to Alena. Alena taught herself the art of silk printing and now silk prints her own designs. I must say; people are ingenious. It also means that Alena has a keen eye and doesn’t miss much so I know she saw Jay approach George and ask for pickled onions. Perhaps, if need be, I can call her as a witness.

I must tell you that my husband is a market socialite. After he has helped set up my stall and brought me coffee, he takes off on his rounds to chat with everyone. He usually comes back loaded down with purchases he can’t resist. Pies, peaches and plums are the most common. Once it was ten cobs of corn! When he arrives this time, he confirms that he did buy some pickled onions. Saliva floods into my mouth as I anticipate the first crunchy bite. 

Sales are good that day and after packing up and heading home, I celebrate by cutting a huge chunk of cheese; pry open the pickle jar and select—a large pickled garlic clove. Imagine my disappointment. I grab the jar. No label. No hint that these are garlic cloves and not pickled onions.

I call my husband from the kitchen. When I tell him about the error, he laughs. Like Queen Victoria before me, I am not amused. We grow our own garlic. We probably have at least five pounds from this year’s harvest plus what’s left over from last year, but that is beside the point. If you buy pickled onions, you should receive pickled onions. Being a reasonable human being, I eventually calm down and eat my cheese pickle-less.

I have mentioned our warm and friendly market neighbours. We also have market supervisors. Tom and Dan walk around all morning with their clipboards, checking off something or other, maybe who’s been naughty and who’s been nice. They are the ones who keep the chaos level down at setting up and taking down time, maintain Covid regulations and remove dogs from the arena, along with their owners, I presume. 

In the early morning, a week after my pickle and garlic incident, there is an uproar nearby. This is most unusual. Curse words float over the market. Later, my husband tells me George has parked in the wrong spot. On Fridays we are supposed to check the number on the space we are allocated. I’m always in the same place. For some reason, George is moved around every week. Well, he has set up his display in the usual spot of the man who sells knives with wood-carved handles. It doesn’t come to blows apparently, which is good because George is no spring chicken, and peace descends once more as Tom and Dan sort everything out with their usual diplomacy.
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