
The Invisible Inside the Visible, is a project by Sheilah Wilson. This work was installed at 
the Leetik Service Centre in River John, NS, during the W(here) Festival, June 26-30th 
2012. 

_____________________________________________________________________________________ 

The Invisible Inside the Visible—my experience of the installation 

 

Sheilah Wilson’s project drew me in as I read the paragraphs by longstanding River John 
residents describing how to find the race track that has been nearly erased by time. Nine 
people give directions, all in that unmistakable local style that knits the landscape and 
the people who live in it together as a single entity.  

All the speakers were removed by time from the experience of the track and yet there 
was the sense that something important happened there. The voices continued for me 
and I felt the beginning of a story. I write fiction.  I have finished a number of projects in 
the last year and have been unable to begin another. But all of a sudden I felt the familiar 
stirrings of narrative.  

“I can remember him standing there looking out the back door of the barn and saying—
there it is, that is where the racetrack used to be. I never could see what he was seeing 
though.”  

Such mystery. Here is the seed for story. There was a death at the track, I thought. And 
people remembered this with varying degrees of certainty and all with their own slanted 
views. A man died. One other man was present at the time. There were some whispers 
that the “accident” had been more intentional. Certainly there was conflict between the 
two young men who had known each other from boyhood. One witness says there was a 
fight over a girl. The final witness knew it had nothing to do with a girl. People saw only 
what they expected to see for the most part. The final witness had seen more.  

Of course none of this happened. But Sheilah Wilson’s work bringing the past back to life 
for a few fleeting days, catching a photograph, hauling a memory ashore, reminded me 
of how alive the stories are around us.  

While other viewers are not necessarily going to be drawn to the invisible fiction inside 
the visible, I certainly was. I was profoundly moved by the sense of possibility lying just 
under the visible surface of the village. Others, I’m sure, felt the same magic and were 
moved in their own particular directions.  

Thank you Sheilah. 

 

- field report by Linda Little 


