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PART 1

Jack K revisited



“And my ties are severed clean.
The less | have, the more | gain.
f@fe beaten path | reign.
Rover... wanderer... nomagtagabond,
call mvbat you will ”
Wherever | may roam — Metallie1991.

The heat in the place’s quite as heavy — 95° = as it's in the Soo. This's how
we call Sault-Ste-Marie Michigan, the city where 15 born. The first of august
ninety-six at 2 : 00 pm, I's entering theBelle Province This part of America’s a
complete discovery. | ignored most about it.

I'd already met a couple of Quebecers in Michigain the past. It seems those’ve
a taste for travel that residents of the Great Laks, like me, lack a bit.

This move’s bringing me back to life. My Soo nghborhood’d probably have
choked me to death.

Above the highway, the giant green road-signs anunced cities bearing curious
french names. Riviere Beaudette. Coteaux-du-lac. iiourt. lle Perrot. Vaudreuil.
Then Pointe claire, where | decided to exit and refel. | might ask for my direction
as well.

I'm James Morissette. A métis more than half nave. My distant ancestry lived
in Montana, in the heart of the Blackfeet territory.

When this story begins, I'm twenty-five.

I quit school right after second grade. My folksdidn’t have the resources to hold
me in very long. And I'd no desire for it. Neithermy comrades’re geniuses nor our
teachers the best in the area. Thus, there wasn’'tunh of a motivation. I've few
memories of the years that followed. | kept wandeng about from one job to
another.

We lived in a shack. Couldn’t think of a more apropriate expression. It's a
construction made out of bad planks, covered withreet metal barely watertight.

Moist, unhealthy and terribly cold during the never-ending winters, that place
reflected a mean lot. However, having a roof overw heads we're lucky ones in
comparison with the numerous hoboes living on thetreet, whose only friends’re
cheap flasks of Bourbon. Most of the time, these ga crashed down on sidewalks
for the night before they could afford the appearace of a haven.

Sault-Ste-Marie’s in no way attractive to bourgeis people, but an industrial city
with an impressive number of unemployed. Not so diérent of many other places
in the States.

When 1 left our neighborhood, my dad Henry — the sixty-two — labored in the
casting company near the Morissette shack. That'sosclose, we could’ve believed
we’re living inside its perimeter when weather conditions acted against ug.hat



job suited papa just fine. Had known few others. Hel been walking in his own
dad footsteps, not quite realizing it. Besides, Hey and grand-pa’d attended only
primary school. Dad read little. And his only writing’s limited to the signature he
put down at the bottom of the check he delivered tthe landlord every month.

He addressed me seldom. In that matter, it appead that mum’s duty’s to act in
the same way. During the years that preceded my degdure, talks between us’re
kinda basics.“See ya!”, when | quit the table and went to bed. And someties
“Hi!” , those mornings we’d the chance to meet.

It all started one day of the opening of july, hat same year ninety-six. My loyal
friend John Miller, occasional postman for a seasgnoined me on my way to the
Ste-Marie canal.

‘Hey, James! | delivered a letter to your mum tiis mornin’. It's addressed to you
and it comes from Eastern Canada. Frenchies land,ualdy. Could read ‘Verdon’
or some like that. Think it's a girl!,;” he dropped amused.

‘Hi, Johnny! Not expecting anything. | doubt it. And especially from a gal?

‘I swear, my chum. Could you give me a reason wh’d bullshit my best friend?’

‘Okay! I'll check that later. Are you gonna sperd some time with me?,’ | asked,
as we’'re reaching Leigh bay, Ste-Marie river's wesend.

‘I might as well. Just finished my official workday. Where you goin’ like that?’

‘| got a need to talk to her,” | dropped, pointing out at the bay and the Canadian

bank with a move of my head.

‘You actually have a need to talk to her. You men the river. Are you nuts?’

‘I've nobody to talk to back home. At least, It takes me away,’ | answered with a

shrug. ‘Makes me feel good. | surely wouldn’t mindnoving across.’

‘No way. You're telling me you could settle in Canaks land? Can’t believe it. |

like it here. Got a job. Don’t ask no more.’

We sat down on the ground, in a spot that preséed minor industrial marks,
near the bank, where we’d chat about the good oldrmhe and recall some bad jokes
we used to play together to our comrades of primaryand highschool. One hour
and a half later, my friend told me he’d to leaveHe’d promised his dad he’d take
care of the lawn and fix their garage door. The Miker’re part of the rare folks that
owned a car in this filthy lot.

| wished to stay out longer, but | couldn’t thirk of anything else. This damned
letter tortured me in such a way, | decided to rettn home. Who's trying to get in
touch? Who's She?

I's now treading on the alley behind our placewhen | caught sight of my mum
Louise in the distance. This one’s walking up andavn the porch.

‘Jim!;” she yelled, after | got closer, ‘come hee! I've got something for you.’

This’s announcing a different day. As Louise’d aldom pronounce more than the
usual two words. We're probably expecting a miracleWith a quick nod, this one
indicated me the object laying by the still rockingchair.

‘It comes from afar, you know!,” she’d eventualy add.

Louise’s watching my reaction. That sort of eageess didn’'t look like her. |
stretched my hand forth to grab the envelope. To & contact, I's experiencing a
strange but familiar sensation. However, writing’d nothing to do with it. Didn’t
know it. A feeling | couldn’t have explained any b#er at this moment.

| tore the envelope flap open in a feverish statand started reading the sole rose
thin sheet it enclosed. Mum'’s trying to probe my bain, in order to discover the
identity of the stranger. Could she know something?



‘Then, Jim! Ain’t you gonna tell me some?,’ thisone uttered. She’s on the verge
of bursting. That's barely bearable.

Miss Tina Morissette Verdun, the "8 of july 96.
3791, rue Gertrude # 13
H4H 1N2 Verdun Qc

Li’l Brother,

| should have told you earliethut it took me some time to get rid of my
old demons. | live alone in a flat near the centef the city. | have a job.
Montreal is great. People here really enjoy lifédllike so much to share
that with you. Jimmy please! Come and join me.

You probably finished school by now!?

How do mum and dad do?

I’'m ashamed | let you all so long without a wordt’d been difficult, you
know. But I'll explain!

Kiss Henry and Louise for me.
Love. Tina xxx

Nota: Gimme even a short answer to tell me you widme. And when!?
| work night-shifts: 9 : 00 pm to 6 : 00 am at theorner of ‘Gertrude’
and ‘de I'église’: the ‘Subway’ restaurant. If youé to come by foot, it
stands near ‘de I'église’ metro station. Have a sdfip!

Yeah, Johnny! You're right. She’s a girl. | certinly didn’t think of my old sister
Tina. She left the house so far ago. If not for thietter, I'd certainly have forgotten
her totally. Had Tina been exausted by the lack oEommunication in our clan?
The kind of feeling | knew about. | started to reaize what's happening. And a
sudden bliss lifted me up. One minute earlier I's goor lone and idle guy. With a
few simple words, Tina’s opening her arms, her hearand her Quebec house to
her Ii’l brother. In no time, my state of mind’d made a complete U-turn.

Louise’s back to the charge.

‘Well, Jimmy! Are you gonna say something?’

‘Mum!,’ | started. I's feeling so dumb. Couldn’t fi nd the proper words.

‘Tina tells me to kiss you and dad. She lives in @bec. And she asks me to pay a

visit,” | finally said.

| wandered about Louise reaction. Wouldn’t have tavait too long.

‘Tina! Your sister... after such a long time!,’ this one dropped curtly.

Mum’s voice’s expressing emotion. | knew she’dagl to hear from her daughter.
Still, a touch of anger’s soaring behind the firsinstant of satisfaction.

Silence lingered a while.

‘You must go, Jimmy!,” she exclaimed suddenly.

It didn’t appear to me as a kind of advice. It'smore like an order. | must admit
it happened to be my dearest desire already. | wigll nothing else but seeing Tina
again. | could expect more from Louise. What wouldhat be?



‘It's about time for you to leave this place, Jnmy. You should go get yourself a
Greyhound ticket tomorrow morning.’

Could she have prepared the whole thing in condewith Tina? Decidly not. I'd
been studying her and noticed she’s as much stunnad I's myself.

‘Mum! | got my licence, you know. Johnny promise me his old motorbike. Also,
| got to clear my mind before | meet my sister agai. | got to be alone and take my
time. | wanna enjoy a good ride. Buses’re too crowd’

‘Fine! That's up to you, Son. But you should fix yar things up. We'll talk to

your dad as soon as he’ll be back. When do you thknyou might be leaving,

Jimmy?,” this one asked.

‘I'll answer her letter right away. And | could leave tomorrow. Just got to check

that with John. Tina’d get my word long before | reach Quebec.’

‘What about your job? Will Barney need you this sunmer?’

‘Just part time, Mum. | do expect him to show anytme crying “Business ain’t so

good nowadays, James. You know. Blah blah blam&aning he’d get rid of me in

no time anyways. Nothing could hold me here no more

Phil Barney'd served in Korea with Dave Morissete, my uncle from Toronto,
who’d then — as we’d been said — saved his ass dwgia deadly attack against the
american troops. Four years earlier, I'd been goinghrough hard times. Barney’d
offered me that position as a storeman helper in @ompany of his producing
automobile parts. | wasn't precisely indispensable.

‘Go tell him now! You have plenty of time beforesupper,’” she concluded.

| wrote this word to Tina to announce her a vigiin a near future. Thirty minutes
later, | dropped my mail at the next corner on my vay to Barney’s, a couple of
blocks away from the house. I'd had that presentimet. Phil didn’t seem afflicted
more than this, but made me believe he’s. When wedrdone, | moved forth to the
Miller’s to tell Johnny and his folks what'd been happening. And ask for the bike
as well.

As I's walking around the corner of their streef | caught sight of my friend. This
one’s fussing around their garage door. He’s changg rollers on the edge of it.

‘Is this gonna take you long, buddy? | got somemust confess to you’

Puzzled to meet me again so fast, John laid h®ol down on the ground and got
ready to hear what I's going to say.

‘You're shining, man! What happened to you?,’ ths one said. When he suddenly
recalled our recent meeting, ‘I bet it's got somead do with the letter | gave Louise
this morning?’

‘Yeap! Got it. And you're right. It's a gal. My sister Tina! She lives in Montreal

and invites me to visit her.’

‘Good heavens! Tina! Haven’t seen her for so long.’

‘She disappeared over ten years ago. It must've beeighty-four or eighty-five.

| believe. I'm so glad! You're not aware.’

‘| suppose you are. What are you gonna do? | guegsu’ll go. Won't you?’

‘Of course | will, John. I'd love to leave tomorrow, but I'd need your bike. You

said you’'d sell it to me. Didn’t you? Do you thinkit might be ready?’

‘No problemo, James. I'll have a look over it as sin as I'm finished with the

damned door. Come back tomorrow at 5 : 00 am. I'llexplain a few tricks. It's

oldish, you know,’ he said. And he realized. ‘ShitNow, that means I'm gonna be
by myself in the neighborhood. You really think youcould settle over there?’

‘Don’t have any idea yet, Johnny. Depends of job&ut mostly of Tina.’



‘You'll let me know about it, my chum. You'll call me. Promised?,” he insisted,

worried by the prospect he might not see me again.

‘You bet! I will, John.Listen! Can’t wear out. Got to pack. | intended tosay hello

to Annie and your oldman but | really got to go, nev. You'll tell them. Okay"’

‘Yeah! Just go, Buddy. And see you in the mornin’.’

| returned home directly. Henry hadn’t showed upyet. While Louise’s fixing
supper, | went up to my room. | grabbed essentialaround and stuffed them in a
rucksack. A few spare clothes, a map of Canada, aopket book, my dressing-case
and a couple of tools.

Hurrying down the stairs, twenty minutes later,| could feel Henry's presence.
What followed’s unusual and the reason of it'd beeina’s letter. Communication
flew rather easily in the Morissette clan, that nigpt. It'd brought it back into life in
a way we all'd long forgotten.

As it'd been planned the previous night, I's inthe Miller's place at dawn. John
explained his mechanical tricks before he’d leaveotwork.

| quit Sault-Ste-Marie Michigan shortly before 6: 00 am. Just'd to operate a
qguick move across the bridge and | stood in its cadian counter-part: Sault-Ste-
Marie Ontario. Home's less than a mile away.

| engaged myself on the Highway 17 East. | lefhe ‘Transcanadian’ in Sudbury
and used a section of road 69 up to Barrie, then ghway 400 to Toronto, that |
reached the same night at six o’clock.

Tina nourished my thoughts during the ride. I'spulled back with memories of
the I'l girl of my youth — before she left the hose without a word for any of us —
and | got laboring hard to imagine the Montreal wonan of thirty she’d become.
For that matter, the day’d gone by as quick as ligning.

That detour through the capital city of Ontario deserves an explanation.

As we're having our last meal together, Henry’drequested me to pay a visit to
his brother Dave, from whom we hadn’t heard for sone time. It's more or less on
my way. And | knew it'd be fun. The new relation séling between dad and me’s
very satisfactory. Also, | appreciated uncle DaveChildless himself, he’d taken
great care of us when we’re kids. Back in seventyvie, dad’d gone through a
terrible industrial injury. A two thousand pounds part of an electric turbine’'d
crushed his left foot. During a couple of weeks, nm'd to spend most of her time
by his side in the county hospital. This’s when ouuncle offered to watch over us.

I reached Vaughan, in the outskirts of Toronto,shortly after seven. Traffic’s
fluent. It took me a bare ten minutes to identify ny spot. I's laying the bike down
on its stand, behind my uncle’s old Dodge, when thfeont door opened wide.

Dave didn’t look different. At least from the distance. This one’s tall. Six feet
four. A long gash barred his forehead and another one, shier and deeper, slipped
across his left cheek. These're souvenirs the manlarought back from the korean
hell. He's getting seventy. Nevertheless, you'd hawgiven him no more than sixty.
He kept fit and didn’t smoke. Dave Morissette’d a god and proud presence.

After I'd taken my helmet off, my uncle recognizd me immediately.

‘James! | can’t believe my eyes. I's wandering whethat could be. Very few men

borrow this driveway,’ this one exclaimed.

‘Hi, Uncle Dave! Glad to see you again. It's beenver four years. Hasn't it? You

look just the same, you know.’



‘Hi, Sonny!,” he dropped, bowing slightly to peck ne on a cheek. ‘Howdy? And
your dad. And Louise. Come on in! Gonna give me saamews from the Soo. I'll
go hunting on Thursday, but you may stay. You'll wach the place over.’

We spent part of the night under his porch. Wedlked about Michigan prior to
his departure. Back in seventy-six.

Itd been the year we’d lost my grand-pa Paul Massette, swept away in no time
by a lung cancer. Unlike Dave, Paul's used to su@kl night long his old pipe, while
rocking in his chair. The one where I'd found Tina’s letter on the eve of my leave.

Grand-pa loved to relate some episodes of the Mesette story. Ceremonies in
Browning Montana. And a later move of our ancestryto the Soo. Tina and me —
I's four or five, my sister less than ten — we could hang on to hip$ for hours and
hours, seated cross-legged at his feet. Those caeohfor my dearest memories.

We discussed of my future plans in Quebec. Andbaut the earthquake Tina’'s
letter'd been provoking in Henry and Louise’s lives We derogated from Dave
severe line of conduct. We swallowed a bottle of u#ky and a couple of flasks that
stood there for lustrums, if you considered the tlukness of the layer of dust that
covered them. These delinquencies’d keep us in beder twenty hours in a row.

After our drinking crase and as soon as we’'d regjned some shape, Dave showed
me his environment. | decided to stay a few weeks Toronto.

My uncle went beating the game in the north ofhte province on the following
Thursday. But before going, he’d managed to get hiseighbor to hire me. Steve’s
moving to the west and this one’d a lot to pack. Ténjob’s welcome. Fresh cash’d
pay for the pursuit of my trip.

Uncle Dave came back ten days later. We're to epd a hell of a good time
together. I's starting to forget the real purpose émy trip.

Nevertheless, | bade him goodbye on the thirtyirst of july. I'd be leaving early
the morning after.

‘Uncle! | really love your place. You'll see meagain. Quebec isn’t that far away
from here. Is it?’

‘No, Son! Seven hours, more or less. You come agenf as you like, James. This

got to be your second home.’

‘Thanks, Dave!,” | answered. Then | held him out gpiece of paper. ‘This’s Mike

and Annie Miller's telephone number. They're Henry’s direct neighbors. But

you know that. Dad’d be so glad to hear from you.’

‘Right! | wish you a good night. And you've a fairwind,’ this one concluded.

‘Good night, Uncle Dave!

We separated and went to bed.

| couldn’t fall asleep. | got terribly excited a | knew my sister and Quebec'’re
expecting me.

I's now engaging in the Montreal west-end Pointelaire exit. Drawing near the
traffic lights, | caught sight of a Seven-Eleven statiotid deal with it. | signalled to
get in the gas station and went parking the Yamahan front of the pumps. A tall
and thin young man’s smoking a cigarette outside # grocery store. This one
greeted me.

‘Salut, I'ami. Dis doncc’est pas la porte & co6té!Michigan the great lakes state!,” as

! Literally: “Hi, my friend. Tell me. This ain’t the next door!



he’s reading my registration plate. And he added:

‘Bienvenue au Québec. Quel est ton nonh! | beg your pardon. Welcome in

Quebec. What's your name my friend?’

‘Salut! It's correct, man. | speak a bit of french, you krow. Mum’'d convinced

me to learn the language. And | did. For a schoolear anyway.’

It looked like he understood what I'd said. He stréched his hand out to me.

‘Glad to know you. My name’s Yafuz. Dad come’s fromLebanon and mum’s

born in Egypt. I's born in Montreal myself,’ this one taught me.

‘Hi, Yafuz! Mine’s James. | got to rest a bit. I'd a long ride. Would you join me

in for a cup of coffee?,” | asked my new friend.

‘Sounds good. I'd love it! Do you know anyone in tis city?’

‘Yeah! Been knowing my sister for a month. She staynear this neighborhood, |

suppose. By any chance, could you tell me whereftod that ‘Verdun’ place?’

My tank’s full. We came in and spotted rapidly he coffee machine. Yafuz
grabbed two medium size foam cups before answeririg my question.

‘Sure! | can explain how you could get there. Nbing’s easier. But what did you
mean when you’re saying you knew your sister for anonth?’

| carried the foam cup to my lips, getting readyto tell him about this part.

‘What the fuck! This is black juice from hell,” | shouted. ‘I probably burned
myself to the third degree. Pardon my french, YafukzBut this pot’s been boiling
over a week, | guess. Yes! About Tina. She left sesme twelve years ago. Like that.
No explanation. Nothing. Then, last month | got ths letter from her, when she
asked me to come here. That she’d like to share tigs. As any sister'd do with her
brother. You know! It feels great. Still, I'm afraid now I'm here.’

| realized Yafuz could turn into a good friend.This one listened carefully, taking
great interest in my story. The possibility of stating a new friendly relation
brought suddenly back John Miller into my mind. “Hey Johnny! See! I'm with you
on my very first day in Montreal!”

‘That’'s cool! I'm glad you recovered your sisterafter such a long absence. I'd
like to be of some use. | might be able to help yaon get a job. It's not that easy,
you know. I'm gonna give you my phone number. Youall me any time. Right"

‘Thanks, my chum! | guess I'll leave now. | got taneet Tina before she hires.’

| extracted a piece of paper from my shirt pocketo get Yafuz’s number.

‘Ready? Five-one-four's Montreal area code. Thenthe number’s six-nine-zero,
two-three, two-four. Dad’s Ali. Mum’s Warda. Now, about that Verdun place.
You keep going on Highway 20. The one you used teetghere. Four or five
kilometers “ further, you'll notice a sign announcing the neighorhood. You'll
have to exit there. Tina’'s place stands just a fewinutes from that point. Don’t
worry! Gertrude street’s indicated as well.’

| paid the clerk my gas bill, our two coffees ath a Montreal map | just happened
to pick up on a stand near the exit. Yafuz went bdcoutside in the same spot for
another smoke. My rear-mirror reflected the image & the man as I's moving
away. This one’s waving his hand to me.

| followed Yafuz's advice. Fifteen minutes laterl’s going up Gertrude street at
low speed, looking for number thirty-seven ninety-oe. | easily found the right
building. The ward church bells called four o’clock | drove the Yamaha up the
sidewalk and chained it on to the wrought iron railing. Tina didn’t exactly expect

2 1 mile = 1.6 kilometers.
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me. This one’d probably got my mail a couple of wées earlier, but | hadn’t given
her any date. It'd be a half surprise.

It's an ordinary wood construction made in the pecedent century or the very
beginning of the 1900’s. You accessed to the uppewrels through a metal stairway
hanging on the frontage. | rushed up the stairs andame into the place.

I's facing a forty feet long corridor offering seven doors. Three on each side. One
in the back. Number thirteen’s the third on the right. No bell. However, the flat’s
busy. | pricked my ear up. And | heard a clinking d glass in the distant part of it.
| knocked at the door and got an answer almost inantly.

‘Hold on! Comin’!’

Could this be Louise. How come? Resemblance’satly astounding, though. This
one’s unbolting. Then the door opened.

We stayed still and voiceless for a while, jusibserving each other. Tina put an
end to a weighty silence and fell into my arms. lalished this fraction of eternity in
an utter bliss.

‘You made it, Li’'l Brother! I'm so glad. You wil | stay, Jimmy. Won'’t you?,” This
one implored me.

Itd been a swift but powerfull instant of infinite love. A whole of half forgotten
memories came rushing in my head. Through this rea@ry, | realized I's willing
to forgive her everything.

We kept standing on her doorstep. We’'d lost seasof time. And she decided at
last to let me in.

‘Come on in, Jim! Make it yours. This’s your hone too, now. You know!"

It recalled me of Dave’s last words before | IéfToronto. That's so comforting.
| hanged my jacket and rucksack up to a hook behindhe door.

‘It's gonna take me some time. We're kinda stranges after such a separation.

But | tell you, | truly enjoyed that moment!,” | confessed, pressing her tenderly

against me once again.

‘So did I, Jim! We still have a couple of hours irfront of us. I'll make a good pot

of coffee. Does it appeal to you? Then you'll tethe about mum and dad.’

| pulled a tupperware container out from my rucksack and walked in her steps
towards the drawing-room.

‘Uncle Dave asked me to give you this,’ | said.

A bit stunned, she took the box, gave it a quicglance and opened it eagerly.
What she saw in it enchanted her. It's filled up wih moose dried sticks Dave’d
brought back from his hunting party in july and pre pared especially for‘his dear
revived niece!’ as he'd formulated it himself.

‘Almost forgot how much | loved this, Jimmy. So, yo met Dave! How’s doing

our uncle?,’ this one questioned me.

‘He’s just fine, Tina. | went on dad’s request. Wehadn’t heard from him for so

long. | stayed three weeks in Vaughan. By the way!believe I'll be going back

sometime. He'd love to see you too, you know! We ghit go together. What do
you say?’

‘Please, Jimmy! You'll take me there. Won'’t you?,’She dropped, pouting like a

child. Then, she suddenly remembered she’d offereche some coffee. And she

moved forth towards her kitchen.
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After she’d left, | noticed at the opposite of he room, under a dream catcher, a
picture | wasn’t aware of. One | saw for the very irst time of my life. | got closer
to study it in better conditions.

Grand-pa Paul occupied the center of the frameThis one’s enclosing into his
arms both his sons shoulders. Henry’s on his righDave’s on his left. The last one
oversized the others five inches. They’re young tine Dave’s back from Korea. The
fresh scars marked his face already. The shot datefdlom the mid-fifties. Louise
wasn’t part of the family yet. Tina’d placed an identity card size picture of her by
Henry’s side. It looked like she’'d never forgottenthem. Couldn’t see any shot of
myself. Had a photo of the I’'l brother been takerbefore her leave?

Tina came back from the kitchen ten minutes late She passed me over a fresh
cup of coffee whose delicate flavour’s filling uprte room.

‘Here, Jimmy! You probably need it badly. Have pu been coming directly from
Dave’'s?’

‘Yeah! | just stopped three times to refuel and one more in Pointe-claire, where

I met a smart guy named Yafuz. He offered to help mout. Good start. Isn’t it?’

While I's drinking with relish her coffee, she sarted with her own story. Back in
eighty-four. She wasn’t eighteen when she got pregnt. It wasn’t the fruit of love,
conceived with a young man her age. No! She’d beabused and raped by one of
her teachers. She described the guy with such deigil could visualize him. When
the bastard’d known about it, he’d run away. Hard to believe we didn’'t hear any
of that stuff at the time from the direction of the school. My sister refused to make
it happen. She didn’t wish to keep the baby, but f&red the reaction of our mother.
Louise’d always been a fierce opponent of abortionyhich wasn't legally feasible
in the state of Michigan anyway. Now, Tina got to Row it’'s realizable in Canada.
This one didn’t have any other option. She left usvithout an explanation. It'd
been a tearing and a big shame. She’d to fight hardith the temptation to return
after the operation. But, how could she justify suic a long absence? Sandy Myers,
a neighbor of ours, then her best friend, helped il a couple of hundreds. This
one thought it'd make it for a bus ticket and a fresh start in the new city. And
that’s right! My sister managed. The day that follaved her decision, Tina got into
the first bus leaving to Montreal, she’'d reach somdwenty-four hours later. The
moment she’s admitted in the hospital, Doctor Lis€aron took her in charge. Tina
and Lise’re still holding an excellent relation atthe present day.

‘I'll introduce you, Jimmy! You'll see.She’s a great woman,she’d confide to me.

Tina’d stayed under Lise’s wing for a while. Andbefore she’d leave the hospital,
Doctor Caron’d get her a job in a West-Montreal sunptuous hotel. Slowly, Tina
constructed a new life. Naturely, she thought of he often. But she forbade herself
to communicate with us, fearing the obtuseness ofioparents. | started to realize
why she kept silent, holding us in a complete ignance of her Montreal existence.
She’s through her story. The emotion made her cracland she went crying. |
comforted her as much as | could, getting closer othe sofa. We’d stay still and
silent for a long while.

The church bells’re ringing eight o’clock. Tinad little time left before making
herself ready for her shift.

‘Jim, | got to go! Might be repeating, but thisis your home. If you're to get
bored, you might pay me a visit on the job. That'doe great. Look! | understand
that you'd like better rest. You're probably dead tired?’

And she left to her bathroom. This one’d reappeaaforty minutes later in her
‘Subway’ full dress.
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‘You have a good night, Jim!,” she said with a faihsmile.

‘You may count on me, Tina. We'll keep that forus! We’ll get some explanation
for others. I'll call our parents tomorrow. Okay! Don’t work too much. | Love
you, Sis!,” | confessed.

She turned back past the threshold. Her smile lmadened. And she disappeared,
leaving behind her a warm presence. She enjoyed s&gme again. And so did I.

| slid myself into the shower booth to get somghysical repair. Then | returned
to the couch. | fell asleep like a child.

Rattling and jingling pulled me off out of a scay nightmare. Tina'd returned
from work. This one looked surprised to find me inher sofa.

‘Go back to sleep, Jim! | didn’t intend to wakeyou up. Damned door?’

‘That'’s fine, Sis! | wanted to be up early this mon’ anyways. | need a job before

the day ends.’

‘| see you're motivated, Li’l Brother. | prepared a bed for you. You know!

‘I's way too tired. Didn’t think right.’

‘Was it okay on the couch?’

‘Yeah! Just fine. Now it's your turn, Tina. Your eyes’re closing. We’ll meet this

afternoon after I've found something. I'll manage wth your kitchen. Don’t

worry! Sleep well, Sis.’

She walked forth in a zombie way towards her baroom. | raised and dressed.
And | fixed myself a strong black coffee and toasts

One hour later, I's down on the street.

I couldn’t work officially in Canada. For a time, I'd be illegal. It's too early to
drop a call to Yafuz. And | found myself thinking o a trip downtown Montreal.
Merely to get familiar with the big city.

Twenty minutes later, I'd reached the heart of he quebecer metropol. | laid the
bike on its stand in front of the ‘Brioche dorée’café on St-Denis street. Outside,
the giant numerical clock marked eight o’clock and82° F. In spite of the early
hour, sidewalks’re pretty busy already. | got tempéed to discover the area by foot.

| headed south towards the famous Ste-Catherirsdreet.

After | reached this one, | turned right. And | happened to cross the St-Laurence
boulevard, that travellers in Michigan’d discribed me so positively. | remembered
they'd said its activity’s mostly equal to the oneof St-Denis. Its population’s quite
different though, as I's entering ethnic Montreal. Major north-south connection
on the island, the boulevard’s drawing a virtual frontier between francophone and
anglophone communities. Kasher stores. lItalian, Ptuguese, Greek and Polish
restaurants. Frontages’re many windows opened on géhwhole world. Pedestrians
| passed by originated from the four corners of oumplanet.

| noticed in a contiguous street, two hundred yas away, at the corner of Roy
and St-Dominique, acafé named ‘les amis’. It dragged me up closer. The pt&’s
quiet. Its door’s opened. | rushed in.

‘Salut. Como esta? the bartender greeted me.

“Probably the boss!”l thought. Average size. Dark hair. A thin moustabe. The
man’s wearing a white immaculate shirt, whose sleeg’d been rolled up over his
forearms. A short black apron covered the upper parof his pants. He’s dressed
like a parisian garcon de café

‘Hi! I'm fine! You know that I'd love to try a coff ee made up with this machine,’

| answered, pointing the percolator out. This’s pefectly unknown material in

my Soo world.
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‘An espresso! Alright! You're not from here, man? You got a funny accent.’

‘Right! I come from Michigan. How about you? Would you be Spaniard? Or

Portuguese?,’ | questioned him, as he’s stretchingis hand out over the counter.

‘Jorge de Oliveiral’, he introduced himself. ‘At your service, mister American!

‘James Morissette! | got in town yesterday afternon. I'm looking for a job!

Would you by any chance know something?,” | askediim.

Jorge laid the tiny cup down on the counter and dree it in front of me. He kept

thinking for a while.

‘Esta possible!l might send you to my brother in Longueuil. On tre south shore.

Just past the Cartier bridge. | believe he’s lookig for someone. Are masonry

and carpentry in your line?’

‘Yeah! Of course! I've done that already. Do you kiow if it's urgent?’

‘| believe so, my friend.’

He wrote down the address on a note book. Theretpulled the page off and held
it out to me.

‘His name’s Alessandro. Tell him | sent you!

| swallowed my espresso, paid for it and took &ve of him.

‘Bye Jorge! We’ll meet again later. You have a gooday. Obrigado!

| borrowed a different way to get back to St-Ders street. | went through part of
the quartier latin. | reached my starting line coming from the north.lt'd been a
thirty minutes walk. | mounted the bike and unfolded the Montreal map over the
tank, in order to locate Jorge’s brother residence.

| parked in front of Alessandro’s home twenty mnutes later. | got greeted by his
wife Sylvia. Her husband’s on the working site a aaple of blocks away. | left the
Yamaha in the street and rallied the yard by footl identified rapidly Alessandro’s
green truck standing near that building they're working at. The perimeter’s shut
in with red and white plastic tape. | caught sightof the man Sylvia’d described to
me and engaged in that direction to introduce mysel This one’s taking leave of a
man to whom he’d probably just assigned a task.

‘Alessandro? My name’s James. Jorge sent me! | toldim | needed a job and he

explained what you're offering. I'm interested andready to start right away.’

‘Really? As a matter of fact, | could use extra pgale. Jorge told you. Alright! If

you answer the purpose, you might stay with us quet a while, you know. See!

We just started a week ago.’

Alessandro de Oliveira defined the building sitevith a circular move of his arm.
Indeed! They’d only executed the demolition part othe contract and saved a bare
construction. The outside walls and the structure fothe floors.

‘Be here at 7 : 00 am tomorrow! You’'ll wear steel-ved boots and a tool belt. Il

provide you with a hard hat. Now! Can | count on ya?’

‘Sure! You can Alessandro. See you tomorrow, then!’

‘Bye, James!,’ this one answered before going bad& his men.

| left Longueuil and returned to Tina’s apartment in Verdun. We’d have lunch
together.

My sister’'s coming out of the ‘Jean Coutu’ storelt appeared to me as a perfect
timing. We’d use its telephone booth to call our peents. The idea of talking with
mum frightened Tina a bit. But | reassured her. I'd think of something before I'd
put the set down in her hand.

It's ringing at the Miller’'s. They hanged out with the third tone.

‘Miller’'s residence! This’s Annie speakin’’

‘Hi, Annie! James Morissette, calling from Montreal Howdy?’
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‘Hello, James! I'm Fine! We’'re all fine. John isn’t home. He'll be disappointed,’

this one stated.

‘Annie! Tina’s right here by my side. We'd love tosay hi to Mum. D’you think

it'd be possible for you to go get her... ?’

‘Of course, James!,’ this one interrupted. ‘It wont take me long. You'll kiss

your sister for me! Won'’t you?’

| perceived the echo of the combined set as @me into contact with the table. In
the whilst | thought of what I'd tell Louise. Only a couple of minutes’d passed by,
when Annie returned.

‘James! | pass you Louise over.’

‘Jimmy! Howdy, Son?,” our mother dropped. ‘What about Tina? Have you met

her yet?’

‘Yes, Mum! She’s okay! She stands right here. She’ltell you about more

important things later. Now, she’s just gonna say éllo. | went to Dave’s, you

know! We’d a great moment together. By the way! Diche call Pa?’

‘Your dad and his brother went through a long chatyesterday on the phone.’

‘Good! I'm glad to hear that. Now, | pass you Tinaover. You take care! See ya

Mum?!’

‘Hi, Mum!,” Tina shily started.

‘My daughter! I'm so glad we can talk. How’s it ove there in Canada? | hope

we’ll see you again soon.’

Tina didn’t wish to enlarge this first contact. This one gave Louise a few details
about the city she lived in. Some about her ‘Subwayob. Shortly after, she kissed
her and dad goodbye and promised to call again lateThen she hanged up. The
expression on her face indicated that the brief corersation’d somehow relieved
her. | helped with the groceries and offered lunchn a downtown restaurant.

| got in Longueuil on the next morning at a quater to seven. I's fully equipped.
I's wearing the security boots. And the hammer bels tight around my waist. I'd
acquired the items at the nearest ‘Canadian Tire’lte previous day.

Our complete work team’d showed up. AlessandroNapoleon, Yves, Patrick,
Gino and myself're having a cup of coffee before elbarking on the job.

‘You grab those rafters and follow me! We’ll beworking together this morning,’
Napoleon said. The man’s carrying a circular saw ath extension cords. We left our
companions and engaged ourselves in the temporaryeatal staircase towards the
second floor.

The duties required an excellent physical conddn. They stood at the antipodes
of the ones I's accustomed to at Barney’s, wherecbnsidered myself kinda useless.
It took me a few days to catch with the rythm. Thentime flew. Weeks succeeded
to weeks. Also, my comrades made me improve rapidlyith the language.

The building renovation went smoothly on, answeng Alessandro expectations.

By the close of september, we’re done with thedlation and floors. Doors and
windows’d been changed. Electricity and plumbing’reachieved. What's left's a
part of the tiling job, the whole of painting, various finishing and a big cleaning of
the place. Our boss’s plainly satisfied. To mean,ithe’d planned to buy us all the
restaurant. We're asked to meet at Jorge’s at ninthe same night.

At this moment, we’d only one thing in mind, asve’re dued for a shower before
we could begin the party.
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My colleagues’re all there when | showed up, shity after nine. | waved to the
company and moved forth towards the counter, in ordr to bandy a few words
with Jorge.

‘Salut, Jorge!Howdy? Might turn to be a long night for you. Dont you think?’

‘Yeah, James! | guess you're right. What will you lave?’

‘Gimme a yellow onélike the others, buddy!

We’'d become regulars at ‘les amis’. I'd turned &miliar with the apéritif french
ritual. In particular the famous ‘Ricard’. Jorge’d lived in France a few years, after
he’d left Portugal and before he’d move to Canada.

Back in the seventies, this one’d married a Freshwoman with whom he’d had
three girls. It's during the transition period that he’d been acquainted with the
customs of Moliere’s land. Tonight, his second wife keeping herself busy in the
back. And mixed flavors of grilled sardines, cookeactopus and other portuguese
specialties’re gaining in the front part of the bar At the very moment everything
got ready, we're summoned to sit, as Maria’s wonder couldn’t wait any longer.
Jorge brought up a couple of fine wine from Chiled our table.

That evening proved to be divine. It's well ovel : 00 am, when people started to
separate. None of us’d be capable of walking in draight line. It'd been a sort of
what the French calls a well irrigated meal. Car dors banged one after the other.
And our friends retired, leaving different ways. | found myself standing in the
middle of the pavement, when | heard Jorge who’s oking the bar. This one
caught sight of me. And he moved forth in my diregon.

‘James!’

‘| thought I might go for a last one!,’ | dropped, ‘how about you?’

‘Why not. Let’s goV’

We headed towards a night-club he knew about othe St-Laurence boulevard,
that stood two minutes away from ‘les amis’. Jorges well acquainted in that joint.
We wouldn’t have to spend a dime on our drinks.

A couple of these later, my right neighbor — a @amn in his thirties — addressed me.
This one got an enormous cigar screwed up in the ceer of his mouth.

‘Could I borrow your lighter, my chum?’

The big guy’s wearing a red base-ball cap whoseoht part displayed a koala
mounting a rocket, shut in with the name of a firewarks company. Then | recalled
the famous festival that'd been held in the Montrebfun fair during the previous
summer. | made the connection with Australia. One foits competitors.

‘Were you part of the ‘La Ronde Festival'* team last summer?,’ | asked him.

This one returned my lighter, releasing a hugeloud of smoke. He stretched his
hand out. And introduced himself.

‘As a matter of fact, | did! Raymond Tremblay! But you may call me Ray. I'm a
pyrotech. Did you like this one?,” Ray questioned ®, designing the cap.

‘| couldn’t be here for the Australian. But | watched the chinese show from the

south shore. It's great! | loved it, Ray! Never se® such big ones before. By the

way, my name’s James. And this’s Jorge!,’ | said urning towards my friend.

Tremblay’d got plenty of anecdotes to tell aboufireworks. He taught us later on
of a display coming at the Toronto Canada Wonderlad that'd close the season at
the ontarian fun fair. This one’d noticed I's showing interest in the business. He

3 Typical french expression when asking for the fasanise product alcohol.
* The fair hosts each summer B & H contest considérediggest in the world.
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asked me if I'd be available to give him a hand. ldeed, his usual helper’'s unable
to go this time. | got pretty much excited.
‘If I'd like to be part of this! Are you kidding me ? It comes to ask a bear if it
likes honey. Of course | would, Ray,’ | answered, ith no hesitation whatsoever.
It felt like I's totally involved in this new tr ade already. Ray Tremblay dropped
his business card on the counter, before he went out's four o’clock when | took
leave of Jorge de Oliveira by the sidewalk.
‘Good night, my chum! See you next week!,’ | sdi while getting into the cab |
just happened to stop on the boulevard.
‘You bet, James! And you’ll come home next time, ablaria and Manuel wish to
know you better.’

Thirty minutes later, the Chevrolet’'s parking aadoss 3791 Gertrude. | allowed
myself a detour through the ‘Subway’ to pay Tina avisit.

From the street, it seemed quite deserted. | cght sight of her standing behind
the counter. She looked upset. | moved in and diseered the reason for that.

Hiding in the dead angle of the entrance, a queehap in his fifties’s ogling my
sister. | knew her well. Meaning, when she’s a teager. | could feel the guy wasn’t
observing the proprieties. Tina recognized me anddr tension loosened a bit. |
passed my order, acting a normal customer.

‘I'll have a coffee... black, please?,’ | asketer with a faint smile.

She knew | just'd diner with my work mates at ‘es amis’, and noticed I's pretty
hot and drunk.

I's obstructing, cutting the man off from his victim. The fool challenged me.

‘Let us breath, moron!,’ this one dropped, ‘we gt to talk, my blond and me.’

Amused by the sudden change in the situation, fia’s fixing my drink. She’s well
aware that this guy would’ve to deal with an impul$ve Jim Morissette. I'd always
been preceded in my youth with the character of agal naughty kid. And this fame
extended over our shitty neighborhood. She began taugh openly.

| engaged myself tranquilly down the alley towads the idiot, not letting him out
of my sight. | hadn’t produced a single word. And e started to tighten. Still, this
one persisted in his madness.

‘Did you hear what | said, kid? Or should | makemyself clearer!

| reached for his table. | seized the man by theollar and made him pass over it.
| wouldn’t allow him to touch the floor. In the whilst, my sister’d anticipated and
opened wide the door. | flung the unwelcome out a fair distance. He narrowly
avoided the sharp granite stones forming the edgd the sidewalk, before landing
down heavily on the pavement.

Tina got worried as the guy’s keeping still. Buhe moved again. And started to
stand up. | grabbed him firmly by his arm.

‘You've been lacking in respect to my sister. kdon’t want to see you again
around! Do you copy?,’ | stated. And raising my vaie, ‘MY CHUMY!

This one squeezed down a bit.

‘Right!,” he uttered, nodding his understanding. The man’s totally stunned. He

carefully stood up and left hobbling. Tina and | wat back inside. As visitors're

few, we occupied the end of the night talking abouthis and that until six. When

the day shift showed up, we returned home.
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At noon, my sister entered my room to ask if I'descort her. She’d planned lunch
with her doctor friend Lise Caron. | hadn’t recovered yet. | told her I'd join them
later in the afternoon.

The six blows of the near church bells activated terrible headache. | stood up
and moved forth painfully to the bathroom. Alcohol rate in my blood wasn’t
negligible yet. My balance’s kinda precarious. I'dhad probably way more than |
thought. An icy shower, followed by a couple of gkses of fresh water and a strong
black juice’d improve notably my condition. I's more or less presentable again.

| picked up my helmet and jacket on the lazy-boythe bike contact keys on the
wooden chest and came out.

The air in Quebec’s getting way cooler. Anothelong winter’s approaching. The
Yamaha started on with the first kick. | engaged mgelf in a car free street.

When | reached the district of Notre-Dame, I'd nostly recovered from the folies
of our party. | didn’t have to signal my arrival, as the girls’d heard the roar of the
engine. The little woman’s face — Lise’s five fedbur — wreathed in smiles when |
showed up on her threshold. In the back, Quebec sier Gilles Vignault bugled
‘Mon pays c’est I'hiver...!I" ° Lise expressed how happy she’s to meet at last her
friend’s I’ brother.

‘Hi, James! I'm so glad you made it. You're prety cute. You know that! Tina’s
description’s far from reality. Please! Come on in} this one said, moving aside.

Passing near her, | dropped a peck on her cheekhat made her blush.

We’'d spend a charming night, listening to varios music while talking on
indifferent matters, in english, to satisfy Tina’snostalgia.Lise taught us a bachelor
apartment’d soon be freed nearby. | asked her to iquire about it. It's time to
restore my sister’s liberty and privacy.

| took leave around midnight. For their part, the girls wished to go on chatting
about. | put my jacket on and kissed them goodbye.

‘See yaTina! Lise,| hope we’ll meet again soon!,’ | told them. Beford came out.

The two friends loud laughs went down with me tohe bottom of the stairs.

On the next Thursday, in the early afternoon, Syia showed up on the work site
to deliver a message from Ray Tremblay. Toronto Woderland show’s scheduled
on the following week-end. This one needed a confiiation of my availability. |
phoned him after work and we decided to meet latein the evening at Tina’'s
place. Then I called Yafuz | hadn’t spoken to for avhile.

‘Hello! This’s Braiek’s residence. Ali speaking

‘Hi, Ali! I'm James. Your son’s american friend,” | said.

‘Hi, James! It's good to hear from you. Just a momet! | call my son. YAFUZ!

This’s James on the phone. Hurry up, Son!

‘Comin’ Pa!,’ this one answered in the distance. heard him rushing down the

stairs. And he grabbed the combined set.

‘Hi, James! | worried a little. Are you okay?’

‘Fairly good, Yafuz! I'll be leaving tomorrow to Toronto. It feels so great to be

part of it with Raymond. | can’t wait, you know!,” | confessed;| feel like a child.’

‘Sure! | understand. You get in touch as soon agou're back in Montreal. And
we’ll plan some in thequartier latin. Like have diner together. How about that?,’
this one questioned me enthusiastically.

‘Couldn’t we go back to thiscafé on the Plateau? | really loved the place!

> My country is winter.
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‘You mean ‘la Bralerie’, on St-Denis streetYeah! No problem. Let it be it. | wish

you a good one. See you then, James!’

‘You take care, Yafuz. Asalamo alekum?!

‘Valekum salam, mon ami’” And he hanged up.

| returned to Verdun. Tina and | started waiting for Ray Tremblay.

The pyrotech showed up shortly after ten. We alinoved in the drawing room,
where my friend explained briefly, while sipping hs coffee, what the preparation
of fireworks consisted of. It looked fun to me. I'ssager to be there.

‘You know that James turns to Jacques in french®ould you mind if I's calling
you Jacques?,’ this one added.

‘Of course not, Ray! Wouldn’t mind at all.’

We're all dropping with fatigue. Raymond refusedthe last drink Tina’s offering.
He’s right. 1t'd be wiser to go to bed early and gesome rest. Next day’d be a
particularly long one.
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‘All had been written, it was all so clear.
Everything had been conceivetthe sky.
Everyone tells me...

Everything had been written..
Written in the sky.’
Made in Heaven — Queer®921

We'd been driving more than two hours on Highwayl01. We're through a third
of our trip. Some twenty miles short of BrockvilleOntario. I'd taken the lead and
Raymond’s keeping a hundred yards distance with theramaha. | occasionally
peered at the mirror. All of a sudden, | noticed myfriend’d got into some kind of
trouble. A thick white smoke’s escaping through theseams of the hood of the
eighty-four bordeaux Thunderbird his boss’d entrused him with. | set my flasher
on before quitting the roadway. The pyrotech camed a stop as well.

‘Hostie d’auto d’marde®,’ this one cried out, expelling himself from the ar like a

tornado, ‘I told Pierre. Not the Ford. She’s done lhat to me twice already!

Pulled out my helmet, laid it on the ground andlismounted the bike to join him.

‘Let’s free that smoke, Ray! It might not be so bad | told him. Not confident at

all in what I'd just said.

Ray unlocked the hood from the inside. | pushethe security spring in and lifted
it. The heavy cloud rushed out. We waited until its fully exhausted before we
could bend over the engine. It didn’t take us longo realize what'd happened. It's
all so clear! The particular scent of a mix of wate and lubricant announced a
gasket rupture.

‘Game over, Ray! You'll have to embark with me,’I'd to admit.

‘Yes! You're right, mon JacquesTake me to the next town so | can rent a car at

National. We’ll manage to get a towing to move thapiece of shit away. I'd be

lucky if it's to be ready by Monday,’ this one moared, showing some anxiety.

‘What are the exact effects you need for the show?’

‘Not much! The program. The igniters container. | know we’ll find some spare

in the truck tomorrow, but | won’t leave them here. And my personnal stuff.’

‘Sure! Don’t worry, Ray! Check, | got my extra helmet. Let's go”

Ray set up the igniters and a couple of toolstim a small cardboard square box
he burried in my rucksack. And covered it with hisclothes. He held me out the
program booklet | slipped into the saddle bag. It'sadvisable to move Peters’s car
off the highway. So we did! Then | kicked the bikeon. Raymond mounted it and
we left the place. I'd just have to speed up a bfor lost time.

We got in Brockville thirty minutes later. The mishap’d delayed us by one hour.
Ray rented a tiny japanese car. We could hit the rad again. The National renting
company’d meant to take care of the towing.

® Typical coarse expression in Quebec: ‘(Euchari$tist of a shitty car.’
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No other inconvenience’d occur during the secongart of the trip. We passed
the Markham limit about four.

The Pink hotel’'s a modest establishment offeringome thirty rooms. We carried
our stuff into the one Pierre’d made a reservatiorfor. And went out again to the
‘CanadaWonderland’ fair, a couple of miles awaywe’d get instructions there and
have our passes delivered. We’d recognize the launng site as well. | embarked
in the little car with Raymond.

As we're to be introduced to lan Murray, the director of the park, Ray knew
already, we’re waiting outside his office with NigeOrbison of the technical staff.
The man’d helpusthrough, our badgesnot beingready yet. Thenwegot summoned
in. And presentations went real fast. The boss’d ber fish to fry.

‘It'd be available at the main office after six. Sothey certified,” lan concluded, ‘I

pass you over into Nigel's hands. See you tomorroguys.’

Nigel led us both outside and we boarded an atérrain vehicle. On our way
through, we’d have to stop regularly to free a fewPersonnel Only’ gates.

Orbison’s the technical director of the site. Tl hefty fellow — six feet two and
some two hundred pounds — was in charge of keepirtpe attractions in good
order. This one’s responsible of all that concernethe security of the park as well.
Nigel taught me he often escaladed the huge metdiuctures to check the major
parts out, which might need to be fixed or replacedTD assisted pyro companies
invited to shoot off at Wonderland at several occasns during the season. The
man’d been in the business over ten years. You cauimagine he’s quite familiar
with fireworks nowadays.

TheNissanreachedthe launching sitetwenty minuteslater. It's standing near the
top of a two hundred feet hill. An ideal spot we’dcapture most of the attractions
from. The big eight shaped imposing ‘Monster’ raisd in the foreground. No doubt
it's an exceptional location for the kind of show w’re to give away.

‘How do you feel, James?,” TD asked me, ‘you’ll sted in the front seats. But it's

got a price to pay for this, you know, as you’ll hge to endure every ten minutes

or so the cries of the frighten maiden plunging im the big void,” this one
completed with a smile. A train just passed the Master’s top. And it confirmed
what he’d said.

‘This shooting ground’s just great, Nigel. Also, its got to be fun to work in here

the season round. Hasn't it? Such a pity we're heréor a single day,’ | confessed,

as I's going into rapture over it.

‘You'll verify by yourself tomorrow how hot it is, mon Jacques Ray added,

‘especially hand firing. Shouting and emotions acrss will move you as well. It's

all so exciting, buddy.’

We strode up and down the strip of land that'd ke entirely ours the following
day. | kept observing my colleagues who’re workingut the perfect spotting of the
effects. | thought of them as artillerymen on the httlefield, setting the range of
their guns in order to anihilate a virtual enemy paition. Then we walked back to
the main office to withdraw our passes. We're allet for the final act.

As we’re passing near a telephone booth, in tHeink lobby, it reminded me I'd
to drop a call. | let Ray go ahead to our room.

‘Hi, Dave!

The speaker crackled a little before deliverindpave Morissette’s voice.

‘James?’
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‘Howdy, Uncle Dave? I'm calling you from the Pink totel in Markham,’ | taught

him.

‘I'm fine! Been trying to hang out before the answeing machine’d embark and |

missed. But, what the hell're you doing in that Pik place, Sonny?,’ this one

questioned me, ‘didn’t | tell you already my houses yours?’

‘We came to Toronto with a friend from Montreal. We're working on the pyro

show ending the Wonderland season. Would you lik@te part of it?’

‘Let me think,” this one answered. He kept silentdss than a minute.

‘Okay, Son! I'll be there. Promised,” then he hesuted again before he'd add,

‘James! If you wished to stay longer, I'd have somgou could do for me.’

‘We'll talk about that tomorrow, Uncle. I'll manage to call sometime during the

day. If you happened to be out, I'd leave a messagéot to go, now. I'll see you

tomorrow!’

‘Bye, James!,” Dave concluded.

| hanged up as Ray’s coming down the stairs. Tsione got his hands buried into
his pockets. And he’s carrying the folded program bthe show under his arm.

‘How about a beer,mon Jacque8 | got to explain a couple of things.’

‘You bet! I'm so damned thirsty.’

We went sitting at a table in a corner of the rom. Raymond ordered two beers.
And he opened that file he’d brought down with him.He stared at me, rotated the
document towards me and started his speech.

‘This show’s quite common, you know. Look at thoseymbols,’ he said, pointing
them out on the drawing, ‘it stands for batteries ad big size individual tubes.
The red lines here are meant to show you the conrteans between the effects.
The sticks of bombs are identified to both ends ithe boxes, which are IDd as
well, meaning the codes written down the print willmatch the ones of the pieces
we’ll have to charge the guns with and their contaiers. Last thing! Shut in
numbers stand for the caliber. Anyway. You couldn’tbe mistaking,” Ray added,
setting the drawing aside.
‘Yeah! | got it, man.’
‘Now! This’s how things will develop tomorrow morning. The truck’ll get here
early from Montreal. It's even possible we meet Fét tonight. When he’ll be
done with unloading products and tools, he’ll follev you on the site and you'll
tell him the locations after the program. Félix'll hold you out the material at the
back of the truck. You'll just have to lay it down on the ground. In the
meantime, I'll sort and check the marking on the poducts.’

‘Yeah! 10-4! Go on, Ray.’

This one pointed out a hachured area.

‘The big shells guns, six, eight, ten and twelve ches diameter’ll be grouped

there. These're the most dangerous items, you knowhis’s why we keep them

away from the rest of the set. We got to burry halbf the tubes in a sandpit and
the whole’ll be connected to a firing case. The iefior calibers’ll be ignited
manually,” he said, extracting a one foot long woatick from his jacket, ‘this
extremity,” he continued, pointing at a cartridge d a slightly bigger diameter

than the stick, ‘contains the igniting substance. fiis we call a flare! It'll drain a

fair amount of adrenalin into your brain and further action’ll depend on it till

the end of the show. You'll feel like a soldier haling heavy fire in the trenches.

Back in 14-18. I's to forget! This cone-shaped synah,’ he said, reaching for the

print again, ‘stands for an iron device we use toix the wooden batteries up in

the proper orientation. It concerns only three, fou and five inches shells. You'll
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get the nails and tools from Félix’s truck. And tha's about it. Don’t worry! I'll

remind you the whole thing tomorrow.’

Talking’d dried up his tongue. And he washed hideer down straight. Then |
guestioned him about the time needed for the compke operation.

‘Let’'s say one hour unloading the truck. Another ore setting and fixing the

batteries, digging and burying the big tubes. Thenan extra four hours charging

products, matching and connecting, covering up afparts with aluminum foil. So

you may count on some six hours with the four of udt’s not bad.’

‘What'd happen if rain showed up?,’ | asked him. Just teasing the man.

‘| see! You're of the optimistic kind,” Ray answeral with a faint smile. ‘Yeah!

Itd slow us down. Also, we’d have to cover the fowith a plastic protection. But

it's not supposed to. At least for the next week-@h Weather people forecasted a

blue sky over the next three or four days. I'll tel you in the morning about basic

security rules related to the manipulation of explsives. Concerning your first

question, we should be done at one or two pm. Thetou'll feel free to have some

fun. I'll stay to watch over.’

The waiter brought the menu down as Ray ended $ispeech. One hour later, we
retired. We’d been up since dawn.

At six, the following morning, I's waiting for Ray Tremblay in the Pink lobby.
| ordered a coffee by the counter. I'd been thinkiig of different common things,
when my uncle’s latest proposition:*James! If you wish to stay longer, I'd have
some you could do for mel,imade itself clear again in my mind. This’'s when my
friend’s voice echoed from the corner of the bar.

‘Are you ready, compafiero?,this one questioned me.

‘Yeah! | am, Ray. Did you sleep well?,” | asked bdg ordering a round of black

coffees, toasts and croissants.

‘Agitated! The usual stuff before a show,’ he confesed.

‘You know what I've been thinking? Uncle Dave, | tdd you about in Montreal,

lives near the park. | called him yesterday and astd him to join us at show time.

This one’s got some he’d like to tell me. What wodlyou say about paying the

man a visit tomorrow?’

‘Sure, mon Jacques!’d be glad to. Now, shouldn’t we make ourselvesaady?’

‘You bet! Always up to a good fight.’

Fifteen minutes later, we headed straight to théair.

Haitian quebecer Félix Laventure who'd brought he material from Montreal’d
been waiting for us along with Orbison. The guys’dlready the containers and the
tools extracted from the back of the truck. Ray steted immediately his part. This
one checked the products, removing them from the bes and laying them down
on the ground. | joined Félix to tell him about thetask Ray’d assigned to us. But
the trucker knew the business we’re dealing with. Tiis one’d been five years in the
trade at ‘Grospiro’.

We distributed the material all over the launchig site, following Ray’s orders. It
took us some fifty-five minutes to unload the truck Close enough to what my
friend’d said. Fixing of the wooden batteries on tdhe iron triangles — respecting a
defined angle — and burrying of the big caliber tules needed more time. But
loading and connecting the shells’s done in seventginutes instead of two hours.
Félix and | covered the products with the foil — inorder to limit auto-ignition from
one piece to another when firing, while Nigel and &y placed electrical starters on
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the cakes, the candles, the six to twelve inchesels and the twenty by fifteen feet
frame “See you next year at Wonderland!'which happened to be the ultimate line
of the show. We’d end approximately together. Rayrad Nigel joined us.

‘You see, Jacques! We're done. And it's not even emno’clock. You might go call

uncle Dave. But | need you here at eight sharp,’ th one ordered.

Félix came along with me. It didn’t take long béore we would trace a public
telephone. Dave’s out. | left a message. We're toaat at six thirty gate number
one,by the entrance of the fair.Félix and I'd the whole afternoon to busy ourselves
with. We tested the more exciting attraction six tnes. Not getting bored. But
waisting time in queues, while it went so fast oniding the train down. At each
passage over the top of the structure, | dropped ok down on the launch set
before plunging into the void. I's getting so impaent to experience the rush of
adrenaline my colleagues’d told me about.

| quit Félix at six twenty-five. This one went lack up the hill. At the proximity of
the reference mark of our meeting, uncle Dave and ¢aught sight of each other
simultaneously.

‘Hey, Sonny! See! | found your message. | left earlthis morning to a fishing

party in Tobermory with my dear friend Burton. We brought back interesting

specimens. By the way, if you're to decide to comeith your friend tomorrow
night, that'd make a surprise for you at supper,’ his one said.

‘| trust you, Uncle. Should we go“First, I've to make you aware of a fair seeing

spot. Then we might go for a drink. Still got an etta hour.’

| showed him the place | thought to be the besiThen we rallied the Saloon.
Dave recalled the previous day offer of his, whilsipping his fresh beer. Getting
into details, this one explained to me he wished tnake some construction work at
home. His basement’s vast and he’d planned to addreew bedroom in it.

‘Especially now that | know Tina and you might paya visit on a regular basis!

What do you think, James?,’ this one asked me.

I's aware the Montreal job’s mostly completed. Wcle Dave’s proposition’s very
tempting. I'd have to discuss about it with Alessadro before taking any decision,
though.

‘Yeah! Why not. Let me think that over. I'll call Q uebec in the morning,’ |

answered.

We left the Saloon at seven thirty. | led Daveotthe Monster. And we separated.
Then | rushed to join my comrades.

We’re going through the second testing of the aamunication system.

‘Check! Check! Do you copy, Ray?’

Our boss answered right back.

‘I do, James. Ten-four! You agreed. | give you thédiring cues. Three, two, one...

And you set your first line on fire at the ‘Go’ and so on. It's worth for you too,

guys,’ this one added for the others.

‘We got it, Ray! Ten-four!,” we answered at unison.

Then we ignited our flares. The park speakers’reannouncing the opening of the
party.

“Ladies and gentlemen, time’s come. Pyrotechnicidesonly waiting for a sign

from us.We wish you a great showet’s roll! Ten,nine, eight,sevensix, five, four,

three, two, one...!”

Wonderland tipped over into the night.In a perfect synchronism with the official
countdown, Ray gave me the cue.
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| folded back as soon as the flare came into c@act with the stripped match of
the first battery. One fraction of a second lateras the shell’s taking off from the
ground, it produced a blinding flash. A flat silen@ took over. The three inches
diameter tubes stood only two feet high and such lalow at ears’s level deafened
temporarily the shot. The stick of bombs I'd just ®t on fire counted twenty-five
pieces. | still had the time to get my ears back lb@re the next cue.

Ray’s orders followed up over thirty minutes. E&h of us, in the part of the land
we're assigned to, ignited one line, then shieldeaimself and passed to the next
effects, on and on. | thought I's dreaming. The cektial vault'd become an infinite
canvas we're throwing pots of paint at, picking diferent colors after Ray’s orders.

I's experimenting some sort of absolute power.t’s definitely an overwelming
game. Rockets kept crossing above our heads. Brigbtue, brilliant red or vivid
yellow, the roman candles projected their animatedyerbs in organized sequences.
Cakes adorned the show with splendid pale blue wasescending in slow motion.
So many delicate matching of tints went up that nilgt in the sky of Toronto. The
top of the hill got fully ablaze. From a distanceNigel'd just punched the button
commanding a waterfall, which spread to the whole ichension of the site. After a
few minutes and before it went totally off, other peces took the relay.

The choreography attained almost to the perfeain. The profusion of pictures
rendered difficult to the shot to capture the entie program.

Don’t we hear of good things that they always ene to an end? Ray fired the
ultimate line. The pyro-frame delivered at last itsmessage, recalling the audience
the future Wonderland season. The crowd let go anOh!,” a cry of content they
uttered in unison, that uproaring of explosions’d brbidden them until then.

Raymond’s all smiles. Calm’s finally settling davn again into the fair.

‘What a show, my friends! You made a great job. I'mplainly satisfied,” this one

complimented us. ‘Now. We just have to clear the pte up.’

At this very moment, my friend’s probably the happiest man in the world. Ray
believed everything’d gone up.

We're allowing ourselves a smoke at the rear d#élix’s truck, before we’d start
cleaning the big mess and picking material. After 8'd given some personnal
comments about the show, Nigel distributed spotligs and extended hooks we’'d
use to extract paper and plastic waste from the btam of the tubes. Walking up
the last row of guns, this one retrieved a three ch shell whose matching’d been
uncorrecty positioned. This unique mishap’s dued t@ factory defect.

The next morning, past 1 : 00 am. The park’s tatly deserted. Only a couple of
attractions’re still illuminated. We’d have to produce a final effort to load the
truck yet. How the material looked weighty. Half anhour later, we watched Félix
coming slowly down the hill. The man’s heading backowards Montreal.

Ray and | thanked and took leave of Orbison. Werossed the park by foot, not
exchanging a single word. As soon as we took placethe comfortable little Mazda
seats, accumulated fatigue fell heavily upon us. Weleared the Pink threshold at
two am, in a state of extreme exhaustion. The nigtdttendant summoned Ray and
held him out a message. My friend read it aloud ake’s stepping in the elevator:
‘Thunderbird’s ready. You may have it back on mondas it's been settled. Simon
Mitchel. Brockville Ford concessiommanager.At your service!,’ Ray exclaimed with
a luminous face. These're good news.
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We're facing each other on our respective bedgVe felt the need to communicate
our appreciation of the show. Raymond started to gxess his opinion.

‘I must say that the candles knocked me down. Thedlians are real magicians.

Such a brilliance in these colors. It's barely be&vable. This’s what we may call a

perfect mastery of the chemical element&ravo signori chimico!’ this one let go,

standing up to grab two flasks of whisky from the nmibar.

‘Yeah! | agree,” | commented, ‘and then, what aboutthe cakes. That blue’s

divine. These're my favourite, Raymond.’

‘Oh... but I liked it too. You're right, Jacques. It's magnificent. They told me in

the shop it comes from factory ten near Beijing. Naloubt. These guys've a full

knowledge of their job. They all are genuine artist,” my friend concluded.

‘Who’s behind the concept of the show?’ | questioree him. | wished to discover

the name of another artist.

‘Pierre Boulay... and me,’ this one admitted mode$t. ‘Pierre knows a big deal.

Too bad we don't create any products in Canada. Whaabout timing?,” he asked

back, expressing some anxiety, ‘I got too busy giwgy you the cues.’

‘Been just great, Ray,’ | admitted. And this one blished with satisfaction.

Music and pyro effects synchronism’d been partuglarly exact. I'd to confess that
in the beginning of the show my attention’d been ngily centered on the visual
FX. But keeping distance with the blasts, it'd allav me to capture later on some of
the soundtrack. Everything that'd happened during he last three months, since
I'd left the Soo, had been so intense. I's startingo forget the moodiness of my
former life. That night, | fell asleep thinking of my people.

We'd left the hotel around ten. We’re driving in the direction of Owen Sound, in
the Georgian Bay, near the spot Dave and Burton’dane fishing the previous day,
when we caught sight of a family restaurant that'danswer to our expectations.

As Ray went to sit down in the back of the room, stopped by the phone booth in
the hall and dialed Alessandro’s number. My boss haged out at the second tone.

‘De Oliveira’s residence,’ this one dropped.

‘Hi, Alessandro! Howdy?’

‘Hey, James! Fine. Now! Tell me! How was it?’ He dsd back.

‘Giant! | loved it. So did the audience. Not easya render on the phone. But it's

quite exciting,’ | declared enthusiastically.

‘I'm glad for you, James. Do you plan to keep workng in the business?’

‘I'd like it. Anyways. I's calling you for a differ ent matter. My uncle, here in

Toronto, would need me for a couple of weeks. | thight, maybe... we're almost

finished in Longueuil...’

‘Don’t worry,’ this one interrupted me, ‘I'll manag e. Do what you’ve to for your

uncle. Just tell us when you’ll be back. Have funJames. Ciao’

‘Thanks, Alessandro! You take care,’ | ended. And hanged up.

| grabbed the combined set again to place anotheall.

‘Hi, Lise! James from Toronto. How are you?’

‘Hi, Jimmy! I'm pretty good.’

‘Lise, I've got a message for Tina. Do you think y@ might see her soon?’

‘Pretty lucky, you know. We're supposed to go watcka movie this afternoon on

Ste-Catherine,’ this one answered. ‘What should | d for you, Jimmy?’

‘I met uncle Dave at the show,” | taught her, ‘thisone’s got a construction

project and he offered me to stay two weeks in higlace in Toronto. As you may

know, Tina’s been harassing me to take her to ourncle’s for a while. She’d just
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have to get a few days off, catch a bus and I'd brg her back by the end of

october. It'd make her some good. | couldn’t thinkof a better occasion. What do

you think?’

‘Well. | think it's a great idea, Jimmy,’ this one admitted. ‘Listen! I'll tell her to

call tonight at your uncle’s. What time should it e?,” she questioned me.

‘It should be fine after your show. | guess. I'm gana give you Dave’s number, in

case she’s lost it. You got any pen?,’ | asked back

‘Yeah! Go ahead, Jimmy.’

‘Area code’s four-one-six. And number’s five-eightthree, seven-five, nine-six.’

I made her repeat it. She’d taken good note.

‘Thanks, Lise. You'll kiss Tina for me. Won't you?’

‘I willl You take care, Jimmy. I'm so glad we might be neighbors soon. Bye!/’

and she hanged up.

Famished, Raymond hadn’'t been capable of waitinfpr me. The little table’s
totally burried under a large number of plates. Egg and bacon. Sausages and
fried potatoes. Toasts and pancakes. The bottle ofaple sirup and the coffee mugs
fitted hardly in the middle of it. My friend’d engu Ifed his first plate already and
he’s grabbing a pancake as I's sitting down acros$'d a fierce appetite myself. |
made up for lost time.

Two hours’d gone by. We're approaching a littletown called Meaford, located
on the lakeshore of the Nottawasaga, an extensiohtbe Georgian Bay south end.

Ray and | unearthed rapidly a deserted beach whe we’d have a long walk and
finalize the digestion of the monstrous breakfasfThen, we dived in the cool waters
of the lake. The escapade’s welcome. The fresh af the late season’d cleanse our
lungs, still obstructed with some of the powder sni@ we’d been breathing on the
previous night. And we moved forth to the village dwntown area for a hot drink.
At four, we decided to leave to Toronto.

The trip back to Vaughan’'d prove to be real quié We passed the metropol limit
around seven and came into Dave’s property twenty mutes later. My uncle’s
waiting under his porch. He stood up when he caugtdight of us.

‘Hi, Dave! I'm sorry. We might be late,’ | apologized. ‘Here’s my buddy Ray

Tremblay from Montreal.’

The men shook hands vigorously.

‘It's okay, Son. Supper’s not ready anyway. Where ave you been, guys?

‘Meaford,’ | taught him. ‘We bathed in a freezing water, you know. Say, Uncle!

It smells fairly good. What is it?’

‘| told you. I'll keep it a surprise. Till then, how about a beer? And by the way!

Congratulations to both of you for the show. It's eal good!

‘Thanks, Dave! About the beer, that'd be great,” R§ hastened.

My uncle returned five minutes later, holdingthree bottles in his hands.

‘Can’t believe it,” Ray wondered, ‘you could find Saint-Ambroise in this place?’

Dave explained the origine of the typical Montral product °.

‘A good friend of mine at the fisheries ministry inOttawa. He gets those in Quebec
when going for business. Brings me occasionally ase. This’s your day, guys. As
these’re the last ones. Now, I'll have to wait foa couple of month until the next
delivery,” this one accepted out of spite. ‘What ahame?!'.

’Saint-Ambroise:A micro brewry product you’d not expect to findTeronto.
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The telephone rang at 8 : 00 pm sharp. We're gog to have supper. Dave
hanged out. He'd talk a few minutes with Tina, befee he'd pass the combined set
over. My sister’s leaving the theater. | renewed myroposition. She said she’'d be
replaced by a colleague of hers the following Wedsday and that we could count
on her late the same day.

‘Look for your schedule and call me back. I'll go @t you at the terminal. You

take care, Sis! See you then. Bye!” And | hanged up

Time’s come to try Dave Morissette’s specialtyHuron lake pike, Champagne
style. Although the exact recipe’d hold its secrefghe man taught us that the fish’d
been simmering in a mixed soup made of the noble m&, various herbs and spices,
before ending under the grill. It's dressed up witha colorful pattern of baked
vegetables. His explanations made it look quite spre. However, my uncle’d been
busy a few hours fixing it. And it's absolutely exgisite.

‘So easy, you know,’ this one modestly confessed’s my first attempt, though! |

learned it a long time ago. I's then a soldier in lérea. The cook of my platoon

came from Louisiana. And he happened to be my bebkiend.’

After supper, we switched to the drawing-room, \were | got the instructions for
the day after. We'd still have a few drinks beforegoing to bed, around midnight.

The next morning at dawn, | escorted my chum Treblay to his car. Ray’s fully
booked for the day. It's why he’d wished to leavecsearly. He’d have to report to
Pierre at ‘Grospiro’ as soon as he’d get back to Matreal. Then run home, change
and rush to Dorval airport, in order to catch a plane to Moncton at five pm. Ray’d
promised his partner Nathalie to go with her visitsome folks in New-Brunswick.

‘I'll drop you a call when I'll be back in the city. Be careless, Ray!,’ | told him,

before he pulled away.

My friend gone, I's up to start that job in the basement right away. The house
foundations bounded the underground area to a smal surface. And uncle Dave
wished to suppress a part of it, expecting me to gliout some earth and push back
the substructure at the level of the outside walld. planted violently the pick into
the clay block which occupied the future bedroom sgce. It proved to be a hell of a
job. The matter I's working at, giving me the impression to dig into rubber.

Three hours later, I's manceuvring around a two éet thick layer of earth. A
dozen of plastic pails Dave’d supplied me with’d ben piled up in a corner of the
basement. | set them in a row and filled them allThen, one bucket in each hand, |
climbed the stairs up. And | went forth to drop ther content at the extremity of
my uncle’s yard. I'd to renew the operation five meoe times.

The latest task’d been asking a lot. I's sweatqprofusely. | opted for a detour
through Dave’s kitchen, in order to get a coffee atha cigarette | believed | might
be deserving. Dave’s already in the place, prepargna piece of game for lunch.

‘Morning!,’ | said, ‘did you sleep well, Uncle?’

He turned back, all smiles.

‘Fairly well, James,” he answered, ‘| can see yougned on real early?

‘Yeah! | took advantage of Ray’s departure. By thewvay! He thanked you again.

He’s quite satisfied with that moment we spent todker.’

‘Looks like you're doing fine with my basement. Gotto call the science institute

and make them aware of that new hill in the north & Toronto,” he exclaimed,

pointing at the product of my work accumulating in his yard. ‘Listen, Son! I'll

be going out this morning. | got a medical check-ugppointment. As I’'m going

in town, do you need some money?’

28



‘I'm okay! What's this check-up about. Nothing serious?,’ | wondered.

‘Routine control. Don’t worry! I'll be back before two. Then, we’ll have lunch

together.’

| returned in the basement to sort out a couplef rafters and tools I'd be using
at the next stage. A tape, a square and a pen, ansaa drill, a hammer and nails.
There’s some work to keep me busy during the folloing days.

| ended the carpentry job late on Tuesday evenin So, | granted myself a break
before Tina’s arrival.

I'd been waiting over half an hour in the Toronb Greyhound terminal, when the
corridor speakers announced the bus from Montreall went looking for the right
gate. | reached the platform and caught sight of mgister through the door tinted
glass. Passengers’re out. She’d to stand in the tkaof the vehicle.

How astonishing. Tina’s such a fine woman. She’dut an indian fringed leather
dress on. And she held her hair in plaits. | suppesl that the traditional costume’s
meant to please Dave. She looked just like mum ime time of that Gertrude’s
apartment picture. My sister’s barely shorter than me. She’s showing five feet ten
inches. Infinite legs carried her slender body. She a brunette and her skin’s very
slightly colored. Her face displayed fine proportims: high cheek-bones and a small
nose. Not in excess, but rather near perfection. 8t expressing a communicative
smile in all occasions. You got it! If I's to defie my vision of the ideal woman,
she’d probably be my model.

‘Hi, Sis! You look quite lovely, you know!,’| confessed, ‘If | wasn’t your brother,

I'd marry you. | swear!’

‘Thanks, Jimmy! Hope you didn’'t wait too long,” she said, while flinging her

arms round my neck, ‘I didn’t take advantage of thescenery. Been sleeping all

long. | quit work at six this morning. Then | got aquick shower, | took a change
and Lise drove me to the Berri terminal,’ she finaly concluded, greatly excited.

‘I sure made the right move! I'm glad | borrowed Dave’s Dodge. Don’t you

agree, Sis?’ | exclaimed, pointing at her dress.

On the way to Vaughan, | related the details ahe show at Wonderland.

Dave’d been on the look out for us. Tina finallygot out of the truck.

Ashe caught sight of the bellethis one got stunned with the striking resemblance
with her mum. Our uncle recovered as she’s pouncingpon him.

‘Hi, Springing-Bird! I'm so proud to be your uncle, Honey,’ this one told her in

a state of utter bliss.

Tina hadn’t heard this name for such a long timel'd forgotten it myself. It'd
been the one he’d christened my sister with, whenad’d been taken to a hospital
twenty years earlier. Our family meeting’d mean a lappy moment in Toronto.

Every night after supper, Dave narrated the oldstories grand-pa’d passed on
him. It carried Tina and me away in a distant chilchood.

During the following week, as my sister’'s takingcare of the house work, uncle
Dave and | finished the underground bedroom. Then & attained that day of our
departure to Montreal. It made Tina so sad. They're expecting her back at
‘Subway’ the day after. We bade our uncle farewell.

Tina'd bartered her tight dress for a washed outpair of jean’s, mexican boots
and an old black perfecto. She appreciated the ridand clung close to me. When
the road conditions allowed it, | thrusted the engie up to the limit. High speed
made my sister tighten her grip. Three hours awayrbm our destination, the need
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for gas’s to constrain us to stop once more. A graesign appeared on the roadside.
Iroquois. Two kilometers.

| immobilized the Yamaha in front of the first gation. Tina took the direction of
a grocery store and fastfood restaurant facing th@umps. ‘Andy’s General Store’.
When my tank got full, I went forth to join her inside. | ordered two coffees to a
blond chubby waitress absorbed in a magazine. In thback of the establishment,
my sister’'s examining a creaking stand offering oldpostcards. Finally, the girl
brought the smoky white mugs to our table and retuned to her occupation. Four
customers’re sitting by the counter. And they lookd like Andy’s regulars.

There’s a group of three. Two men and a woman.hese’re discussing together.
One of them wore long black hair, covering a dark ad hard face. This one related
unmistakably to the First Nations. He’s directing he exchange. A fourth chap
stood near the casher, ready to leave. The waitrésxing his bill. | sipped my
coffee listening abstractedly to the old Native, gecting Tina’s return.

‘It's 1942!After Pearl-Harbor. Whenthe USgotinvolvedinto that war. I's twelve,

and at the time, we lived in Kelownd British Colombia...!"

The lonely customer’s listening as welHe hesitated to leave. Even the waitress’d
raised her eyes from her magazine. She’s now obserg the teller, while his two
companions waited eagerly for the continuation offtte story.

After he’d lit a cigarette, this one caught up wth it.

‘One day, a native elder told my five years old brther and | about the legend of

Brother-of-the-Grizzly. BOTG's a chief of the Okanagan band who lived in the

Kelowna area in the time of my grand-pa’s grand-pa.Then a kid, this great

chief’d had to go through the initiation. A traditi onal test of our people. It meant

for parents to abandon their progeny in the forestin time, the isolation’d drive
the young one towards the discovery of his future ame, the one taken from
nature, that'd define his being for his entire life His totem! One morning of the
guest, after months looking mostly for food and sHeers, the one to become
chief'd faced the master of the forest. The giantrigzly stood on its rear paws,
high above him. Roarings’re so powerful, the childvouldn’t dare a single move,
shaking all over. Then, contrary to all expectation the monster fell on all four
again. It gazed at the young Okanagan, before turng its back to him. And it
vanished behind the trees. It took the boy a momenb realize he’'d just found
his totem. He returned to his village and met his @ople again. Lots of them
didn't have this kind of luck,” Andy’s regular confessed, going for another
cigarette he’d light with the first one. After he’d sipped some coffee, he went
back to his tale. ‘I's quite young, you know. The ®ry’d moved me so much, |
got the funny idea to go wander into the wild anddok for my own totem. One
day, | finally decided to penetrate alone into thefamous Okanagan Park. Of
course, | got soon lost. It took Dad a whole montto recover track of his son. |
survived. But it'd been the biggest fear of all mylife. Like BOTG, | narrowly
avoided to be devoured by the inhabitants of thos&oods. It's true. I'd thought

I'd never see my folks again. This adventure’ll ahays be my dearest memory!

The story’'d riveted everyone’s attention, the kind waitress included, who'd
given her reading up for good. My sister sat downmiling. This one’s holding two
postcards in her hand. | knew she couldn’t have hed the old Native’s story from
her standing point.

® Located on the Okanagan lake. Means grizzly betirdrOkanagan language.
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‘| just wished to show Lise | don't forget her,” Tina said, ‘this one’s for Ginette,

my Subway’s substitute. How about you, Jimmy? Is there anyone you'd liketo

send a word to?,” she asked, putting suddenly an ério my wandering about the

Okanagan land. | got ashamed I'd neglected my friesh Johnny Miller.

‘Yeah, Sis! You're right. I'm thinking of someone,’ | finally answered.

| stood up and went to the back of thecafé in order to choose a card. No big
stock indeed. | grabbed the first picture of the tavn of Iroquois, returned to our
table and drew a few words. | sent John my good thughts and assured him I'd
call someday in a near future. When done, | waitefor Tina to finish her mug. I's
still thinking about BOTG'’s story. It'd been all so peculiar. Could Peter, as his
companions’d named him, have related this to my imntion?

We're leaving Andy’s. Peter stared at us. When trossed his look, the old man
produced a slight nod others could hardly notice. @e thing’s clear. This guy’d
known from the time we got in we belonged to his pple. But there’s something
else into these eyes | couldn’t define.

We're back on highway 401. I'd kept my sister uaware of my intuitions. We got
home at eight that night. Tina fixed supper, brough it in the drawing room on
trays and settled comfortably in front of the TV s&. | escaped and entered a dense
forest ruled by fierce bears and famished wolves.hese characters’d be haunting
regularly my dreams in the months to come. | fell sleep in the sofa.

Suite number three, second floor, four thousandix hundred twenty-five West
Notre-Dame’s my new home. In the afternoon, I'd mad the acquisition of a few
pieces of furniture, a couple of blocks away. It'dbeen a real bargain. Alessandro’d
offered the company truck to carry my stuff away, lt I'd thought it wasn’t worth
it. The pawnshop stood less than a quarter of a na@land the lightness of the items
authorized me to do it by foot. The salesman gaveera hand with the bigger part:
the futon. | managed to transport the rest of themby myself. In addition to the
couch, I'd bought a bamboo chest of drawers, a lowize table for the living-room
and two chairs for the kitchen. The whole’s in exdeent condition. I'd paid one
hundred and twenty-five bucks for it. Didn’t have to worry about getting a bigger
table, as my landlord Ernie’s to lend me one he dmt use. Ernie Monteil and his
family lived in the same building at street levelTina’s best friend Lise stood real
close on St-Ferdinand, an adjacent street to NotrBame, some two minutes away
from my place. When settled, | went out in searchfaa phone booth. | located one
rapidly by the near supermarket. | dialed Braiek’'snumber. After the fourth tone,
it delivered Ali’'s recorded voice. | left a messagelestined to Yafuz, in which |
asked my friend to meet the same night in thquartier latin, as it'd been decided
on the eve of my departure to Toronto. Then, | rettned to the tiny bachelor. I'd a
shower, changed for the night and went down againn order to move my bike in
the backyard. At last, | rallied the nearest subwaystation.

Half an hour later, | stepped down thePlateau Mont-Royaltowards ‘la brilerie’,
an extra ten minutes walk.

The place’s New-Age style. They're playing a paof the famous Mozart’'s opera
‘The Magic Flute’, | didn't know yet. It's the bird catcher Papageno’s arid'Der
vogelfanger bin ich ya!”®

9| am the bird catcher. Here | am!”
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Exotic scents’re appealing, as they’re burning affee grains of different origins.
| got drawn into a spiritual journey.

Two young girls’re discussing about their day atthe nearest table. | learned
one’s named Judith and the other Jenny. Judith’s kida ordinary brunette. She’s
standing on my side. Blond hair, slightly skin coloed, her friend’s Jenny’s really
beautiful. This one wasn't precisely facing me, bubur eyes’d met once already. A
gracious smile enlightened her, opening a door toehn soul. Jenny’'d immediately
caught my attention. She’d make me forget about myneeting with Yafuz for a
while. Judith stood up fifteen minutes later. She abbed her things and took leave
of her friend. Sweet Jen’s now by herself. | hurrid to get in touch.

‘Allo... Jenny! Right? My name’s James,’ | introduced myself‘I’'m expecting a

friend. Would you accept to share my table. Unlesgou too’ve planned to leave?’

‘Hi, James! Enchantée’ this one whispered with an extra delightful smié.

She’d been using of the most charming voice | evdreard. Her tone’s perfectly

matching the catlike clear green eyes. It tenfoldethe attraction yet.

‘Yeah! I'm okay for a chat with you and... No! I'd no intention to leave now.’

This one quit her seat and switched on to my tab.

‘The girl that just left... Judith. She’s a good fiend of yours. Isn’t she?’

‘Oui! That's right. We've been working together for twoyears in a car rental

company on the north shore, in St-Eustache. We dbtio cover courses expenses.

| signed in theUniversité de Montréal Judith studies at McGill. How about you,

James? Where're you from?,” she asked me.

‘I come from Michigan. | landed here last august onthe purpose of visiting my

sister, who lives in Verdun. And | settled in. | m@ed in my own bachelor this

afternoon. | live on Notre-Dame,’ | confessed. ‘Hovabout your hobbies, Jenny?

Tell me how you keep busy in St-Eustoche during theeek-end.’

‘It's EustAche, not EustOche. Anyway! We head northand bath into clear lakes.

We got fine spots, you know, she taught me. ‘Se@he great thing with this

city’s we’d never stand far from this kind of place No more than five to ten

miles. We happen to go for a bicycle ride too. Wedep busy. No doubt. If we're
to get real ugly weather conditions, we’d come dowawn for a show or a movie.

Just like we've been doin’ today!’

‘This’s what you're talking about, when | got in. Was the movie good?’

‘Yeah! Wasn't bad at all. It's called ‘La céremonie’ Claude Chabrol's a french

film director. Do you know him?’

‘I'm afraid | don’t! You see, | couldn’t exactly enjoy a movie by myself,’ |

admitted, ‘but | wouldn’t mind to go along with you.’

‘My pleasure. I'd like to make you discovercinéma | love it myself. Would you

like to go next week?,” this one offered, ‘I'd be @ailable.’

How would | dare to refuse such an invitation? Igot filled with a sudden joy.
Only realizing we’'d meet again soon enough. And mgnswer came naturally.

‘I'd love it, Jenny! Should we make it six pm nextSaturday? Same place! What

do you say?,’ | asked her feverishly.

This’s when Yafuz showed up. My friend came inhe café and | waved in his
direction. He caught sight of us, came close anddk a seat. | introduced my friend
to Jenny. Yafuz noticed I'd been in a good compango far. The three of us talked
together a while. Then the girl said she’d to goniorder to catch a bus at the Laval
terminal, Montreal island’s north-end.

‘I was glad to meet you, James! You won't forget m@ext Saturday. Will you?,’

this one let go mockingly. ‘Bye, Yafuz!
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‘How could 1? You'll remain graven in here,’ | said, pointing out the side of my

head, ‘You take care, girl!’

My baby seized her tiny rucksack on the ground rrd went away. She turned
back on the doorstep to address us with a last srailHer departure’d create such a
void in my environment. By chance, | wasn't left abne.

‘I'm in love, Yafuz! And you know, my friend, I've got to thank you for that. No

doubt! That girl's cast a spell on me. I'm gettingaware I'll think of her every

second from now on.’

Yafuz and | opted for an exotic diner in a nepase restaurant on Park avenue.
That'd help to set Jenny aside for a moment. As weg walking down the Plateau |
narrated once again the Wonderland experience.

We're his only customers. Sharma, the owner ohe ‘Katmandu Palace’, joined
us at tea time. The man related with nostalgia a ted he’d been driven to leave ten
years earlier. Love’s growing inside me for the ver first time. And it's producing
the same effect it'd with anybody else. I's walkingn air.

On the next Monday, | went hunting for work. Tha'd keep me occupied until
my rendez-vousvith Jenny. But | returned home jobless by the enaf the day. I'd
miserably failed. Then, | thought of paying a visitto Lise and decided I'd go there
walking. As I's pushing the Yamaha in the backyard| caught sight of Ernie. The
man’s set in the center of the window frame of hiapartment.

‘Hey, James! A woman came to see you!,’ this one mounced me.

Jenny? Of course not! This couldn’t be. My girldidn’t know precisely where |
lived. It'd to be Lise or Tina.

‘Salut, Ernie! Howdy? That's probably Doctor Lise Caron. Wasn't t?’

This one noded.

‘You should go, James. It looked important! She sditoo she’d be home till eight

tonight,” he added.

‘Thanks, Ernie! That's precisely where I's heading.

| took leave of him and moved forth towards St-EBrdinand street. Little Lise’s
standing behind an opened window. She taught me sbdraced an interesting job
that could fit my expectations. But that | should &t fast.

‘I'll take you there, if you need to! | got ime and | know the place. It's not that

easy to find,’ this one said.

And so she drove me and waited in her car. | cagnback thirty minutes later.
Lise could read on my face the interview'd gone rdtter well. They’'d offered to put
me to the test over a two months period. It's a priting company located in Ville-
St-Laurent, in the northern part of the Montreal island. This’d be an official job,
as I'd got my registration papers right before thedeparture to Wonderland.

| signed on the next day. The production directoled me through the vast
building. And taught me how to use some marks in # place. Then, the employee
I's to relay embarked me into a quick formation for the position I's to take up. In
short, my duties resumed to assist the press condocs with their cleaning
operations, changing plates and frames on eight gigtic machines which spread
along the entire construction. The work overload din’t authorize the conductor
to stop his press too long. This meant I'd to be pacularly well organized. The
production of all the unities engaged, | carried tle parts I'd taken off into a
confined area, where I'd cleanse them thoroughly ulsg solvents or other grease
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removing products. Every day’s learning day. The fist week finally passed away,
which'’s holding me afar from thebelle

Holy saturday showed up at last. That's the eighof november. | still'd to keep
busy a couple of hours before I'd meet Jenny agairAnd | didn’t feel capable of
waiting for that magic moment at home. | decided t@o out.

| trod softly along West Ste-Catherine, peepin@t frontages. | occasionally got
into commercial alleys, where | could have a looktaCD’s collections and various
boutiques. Passing through the fine lingerie depament, | began to imagine my
baby into those frivolous garbs. A huge erection dermed abnormally my jean’s.
A saleswoman noticed it. She smiled to me, beforeowing back to her activities.
Eagerness’s starting to hurt.

I's out again, walking around, when | caught sigt of a public clock. A quarter
to six. I'd totally forgotten to pay attention to the time for a while. I'd be late at
the café | returned to the Yamaha I'd chained up to the ion bars of a nearby
park. I'd to hurry by now. Disregarding the maximum speed limits, | gained
precious minutes.

| parked across ‘la bralerie’. Jen signalled herfrom the inside. This one’d come
exclusively for me, this time. And | couldn’t hidemy enthusiasm. She stood up and
joined me on the doorstep.

‘Allo, James! Or would you like it better if | called you Jim or Jimmy? How’s

your week?,’ this one dropped with a mocking tone.

She clung close to lay a wet kiss on my left cheek.

‘Hurt me like hell! Everything I's doing. Everythin g I's seeing. It's through you,

Jen,’ | confessed her.

‘Com’ on, Jimmy! Don'’t tell me you're in love with me. Not yet.’

She laughed and laughed again. And | loved it. gparently, she’s not aware of
how much I's going mad about her. | didn’t quite exlain the intensity of it myself.
| knew so little of her. However, it's clear. I's &perimenting a huge physical
attraction, but still'd to discover her heart and soul. Jenny’s done with her cup of
coffee. | couldn’t think of anything else but beingalone with her.

My baby’s delighted | came along with the Yamahal gave her the extra helmet
— the one Tina’d been wearing on the trip from Torato the previous month — and
we headed towards the downtown Desjardins compounehere we’d find a major
theater. Standing across a huge frontage, at the it level of the building, we're
making our decision after the posters displayed.

‘Microcosmos! A film about nature. It’'s just fine with me,’ | exclaimed.

Jenny’s choice happened to match my own. We boligtickets for it.

I enjoyed the film and my new friend’'d played amajor part in that feeling. All
tasted so different in her company. When we left th theater, Jenny wished to go
for a drink and | took her to an irish pub in the heart of the business district, not
so distant. The place’s moderately busy. We sat kthe counter. The waiter laid
two pints of Guinness on tap in front of us. And Je engaged conversation.

‘You know, Jim, I'm glad you chose this one! | thoght “He’s gonna be up to

watch an action movie!”as other men usually do. I's wrong. You're not lile the

others,” she confessed, laying softly her hand ovenine. | got struck by a sea of
heat. I's hoping for a contact, but didn’t imagineit'd be so swift. Jenny pursued.

‘I wish we could be true friends, you and me,’ thione stated.

‘And so do I! I'd like to ask you some, Jen. Could/ou be a native?’ | questioned

her, ‘I could feel the other day... | didn’t tell you, but...,’ | started.
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She interrupted me.

‘“Yeah! I'm half Indian. My mum side. They belongedto the Abenaqui® tribe.

They used to live in the Sorel area, on the shord the Saint-Laurence river. It

stands one hour north of Montreal, in the directionof Quebec city.’

Bingo! Then I felt the urge to tell her about myown people.

‘My folks came from Montana. And they belonged to he Blackfeet tribe. My

ancestry dwelt in the Rocky Mountains. About the etrance of the actual Glacier

Park. Now, my parents live in Sault-Ste-Marie Michgan. But you know that

already. Grand-pa’d moved there during the thirties And before that, his own

grand-dad’d first brought our people in Great Falls Montana, on the Missouri
river. This’s shortly after the war between north and south in my country.

They'd to fly away from the spreading of the smallpx epidemic. This, and the

starvation that followed the buffalo extermination by the white men, eradicated

most of the reservation inhabitants. This’s how | ould resume for you the story
of ours!,” | taught her.

| swallowed a draught of Guinness.

‘“Two tribes met today, Jim! Don’t you think we shoud pass the calumet on?’

As I's missing the pipe, | grabbed a pack of cayettes from my shirt and offered
a smoke to my new friend. After two beers, Jen askleme to visit my bachelor on
Notre-Dame. | took her there. We came into the apament past midnight. She sat
down on the sofa and | proposed her a drink, she fesed. This one displayed this
gracious smile of hers | knew about. Then she beggene.

‘Come near me, Jimmy! | feel a need for love.’

| accessed her demand with joy. After | got conafrtably installed by her side, she
drew nearer. Sheleanedher perfumed hair againstmy shoulder, before whispering
into my ear.

‘Can | stay, Jim? | wanna sleep close to you.’

| got the feeling that the reply to her questioid been waiting in my head since
the mists of time.

‘There’s nothing that could please me more, Jenny!] answered.

My heart and soul belonged to her already.

My baby asked me for the bathroom. | showed hethe way and gave her what
she needed. Then, | returned to the main room andxed the bed. She came back
fifteen minutes later. Fresh like a rose. Passingear me, she came to grips and hid
herself a moment into my arms. She’s totally naked.

‘Oh, Jimmy! I'm so glad | met you.You'll hurry, won’t you?,’ this one implored

me again.

Then, she came apart, went to the couch and crepnder the sheets. | passed
under the shower in my turn, brushed my teeth andgined her into the bed. She’s
laying on her side. | started touching her with thetip of my fingers. Her skin’s a
burning velvet. Her mouth emitted a sweet moan. Hebody quivered. My brain’s
set on fire with desire. Jenny'd planned to lead meowards an apex. My hand
brushed her hardening tits and her moaning intensied yet. She started caressing
the rear of my legs with her heel, carrying it tramquilly up to my buttocks and
finally falling in and digging the small of my back Loosing control, she passed her
thigh over, mounted me and began rubbing her silkyelly against mine. The act’s
turning wild. And | rapidly found myself on the verge of explosion. | calmed the
situation down as much as | could, in order to maké last. And last...

19 Sub-classification of the Huron Native group.
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My baby shouted her pleasure out so loudly thatight, that | feared the visit of
our neighbors. That's to say some knocking on the ails.

The communion of our bodies’d been an accomplisient. Jenny Lafleur'd just
offered me an unforgettable moment.

Weeks flew away. The passion consumed us moredamore everyday. On the
opposite, an intense coldness’s already taking hottf the outside world. We’d soon
get our first snow. I'd to park the Yamaha in the yard and cover it. From the end
of november till may, I'd go to work using the metio and the bus. It's constraining
me to long detours on the main transportation roadsBut I'd turn this to account.
During the previous summer, Yafuz'd informed me ofan author | didn't know
about. Indian philosopher Sri Aurobindo. My friend’ d bought me one of his major
works, ‘The Life Divine’, that | could eat up on my long daily journey. The paving
like book — over eleven hundred pages — tried to awer certain questions that
puzzle most of men in the course of their lives, @nguide them towards spiritual
elevation. The ultimate goal of the master's yoga ding, for the adept of his
philosophy, to attain to a superior state of consousness, Aurobindo called ‘The
Supramental’, which’s intented over a long term tdift the human being out of his
half-animal condition. Aurobindo’s belief in the rise of a possible new step in the
evolution of mankind through an individual quest's worthy of respect. If it
sounded totally utopian, this work translated in abetter and more efficient way
than any other to the occidental mind, hindu cultue, the concepts of karma and
rebirth of the soul. Its intellectual field’s terri bly fascinating and enriching. When
week-ends showed up, | abandoned Aurobindo and greel my baby again.
Sometimes, Jenny and I'd happen to meet during theveek.

| took the bike out again on the fourteenth of ray. | enjoyed riding with my girl.
She made me discover hdbpelle province And | testify the two words meant no lie.
By the end of july, she moved in for the duration bsummer holidays. Jenny’s
taking her bachelor degree in history and submittedhe following thesis: ‘The first
human migrations to the Americas’. I's out most ofthe day. So, she could work
serenely. As I's returning home from the company, e day, | found my baby
installed with books and notes by the living tableHaving a break, she’s listening
to opera music on a CD player.

‘I know that piece! Would you refresh my memory, Bde?,” | questioned her.

After | got closer, she toppled me over the couch.

‘This’s Papageno’s aria from ‘The Magic Flute’, horey! Don’t you remember

the day we met at thebrdlerie’?’

‘How could | ever forget? | love this music.’

She started to relate the entire famous operagthiling thoroughly its characters.
The Overture. The queen of the night holding out te mission to prince Tamino
for him to free her daughter Pamina from the king Srastro’s castle... Then, the
meeting with the comical character of the opera. Té bird catcher Papageno. And
the later’s quest for love and his Papagena... Thaitiation of Tamino and Pamina
in the temple of wisdom... And at last, the happyreding, when both couples’'ve
found love.

During the following days, I'd listen to the‘Zauberflote’ in a loop until | knew it
by heart. Mozart dwelt into my dreams. That night, they struck the usual three
blows announcing the opening of the second act. I\waiting for the curtain to
raise. Then a fourth, a fifth and a sixth knock ecbed in the apartment. No doubt!
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THAT wasn’t a part of Wolfgang Amadeus piece, but lhe act of a stranger who'd
been banging at the door for a while. Jenny and Igened our eyes simultaneously.
Invited the previous day to Judith twentieth annivesary celebration, we’'d gone to
bed pretty late that morning. We’'d started the nigh in an italian restaurant in the
north of the island. Then, Jenny’s friend’d draggedus out at the‘foufounes’ **, the
most popular night-club of the moment in the francphone downtown Montreal.
We’'d ended so drunk at 5 : 00 am, we’d been forcetb abandon the car and get
cabs. One for Jenny and me, the other for Judith. \&d promised her to go get her
dad’s cadillac the next day. The bedtable clock didayed eight o’clock. We’'d been
sleeping less than three hours. | opened the doourtly.

‘Ray! What a good surprise. Even if it's a bit earl/,” | exclaimed.

‘A bit early!” this one shouted. ‘Eh, mon Jacques!lI've been knocking over

fifteen minutes. What a face! What do you do at nigt, my chum?,’ this one kept

wondering, slightly irritated. Then he caught sightof my girl.

‘Allo, ma belle!Okay, James. | understand better,” he added.

We let Jenny go back to sleep and switched todtkitchen, where | could fix a
pot of coffee.

‘Would you be up to replace one guy in ‘la Rade’ today? One of ours fell sick,’

this one dropped, all smiles.

‘Are you kidding me, Ray? | don’t feel too good now Right. But give me some

time for a brutal conditioning. And I'll be your man!’

| abandoned the pyrotech and went to the bathram. A rough cold stream’s
inevitable. | started to get used to it.

One hour later, we're driving down the Cartier bridge access lane to the Ste-
Helene island. The show in la Ronde’d have littleotdo with the one | experienced
in the ontarian metropol the previous year. In Monteal, means’re outrageous.

The Festival ground’s made of two major launchig sites. The first one’s some
four hundred and fifty feet long. It's located on he shore of the St-Laurence river
and it sheltered the bigger shells. The second osedrawing a half-moon shape of
six hundred feet. It surrounded a tiny lake and hel inferior calibers. Rockets,
roman candles and waterfalls. A third spot, a floahg bridge, divided the piece of
water into its middle. It's set apart for special €fects like cakes, wheels, aquatic
bombs and more. During the show, the firing locatins’d produce pictures on
different levels and these three degrees’d connettd create a kind of stairway to
heaven. A privileged audience held seats in standshich’re prolonged with a VIP
area destined to artists, leading citizens, jury mabers and medias. This society
occupied a second half-moon facing launching rampumber two and closing the
lake. Of course, the biggest part of the public’d & watching from the outside. In
the park itself, over the twin islands of Ste-Helea and Notre-Dame — harboring
the famous Formula One Gilles Villeneuve ring —, @r the north and south shores
and along the Cartier bridge, closed to traffic atseven, which’s offering the hotter
sensations, its crowd standing at the level of majé-X. The show attracted weekly
over one million aficionados

This’s a gigantic entertainment. And a unique eperience for me.

In spite of a lack of sleep, the work didn't hapen to be too painful. The team
from Montreal, along with the present competitor, he United-States, had made a
great job during the previous days. What's left’s viring, connecting and testing of
the circuits.

*Located on Ste-Catherine street. ‘Foufounes épes’ or ‘The electric pussy’.
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Flares weren’t to be used in Montreal. The ignibn of the pieces’d be entirely
done electrically. The show components’re connectetd two cabinets. Ramp one
to cabinet one and ramps two and three, the floatm bridge, to cabinet two. The
whole being coupled underground to the firing deskhat’'s standing on the roof of
the sound control building, sitting in state in theheart of the stands.

The show’d be pyromusical, as it'd been at Wonakand. But here, in Montreal,
FX timing’s a major criteria to access to a trophy.

We ended the preparation around seven. | left Rawith the american shot. The
two of them're still to complete their final test & eight, before they could move up
to the desk. I's heading towards the fair with Philp Berner from New-Orleans and
Bruce Shih from L.A., two workers of the american eam. We entered the VIP
café for a beer. CBC television reporter’s interviewingthe conceptor of the show
Richard Tacker and Montreal Artistic Director Vince nte Conti. In a corner of the
room, the media people’d started to compose theirticles.

At a quarter to ten, | joined Ray by the desk, wile my american friends left for
the other side of the lake, where Master Tacker'sx@ecting them. | borrowed the
metal ladder to get to the roof. Ray kept busy doig some last minute checking on
the equipment.

The motorboat’d crossed the lake and the americateam’d begun to disembark
in front of the stands. Tacker and his group got geeted by the president of the
jury and some personalities.

As the team’s reaching the roof, the powerful sgakers, spreaded on high poles
facing the audience, delivered the final countdownt'd produce the thousands of
watts necessary to cover up the pyrotechnic stornf the american competitor.

The city electricians came into action. The downown skyscrapers disappeared
from the horizon. The whispers of the crowd increasd, turning rapidly into cries
of the wildest kind. Then, the bridge, the park andthe big wheel, dressed up with
hundreds of multicolor bulbs, dimmed out as well. @scurity’s complete, except
for the feeble halo of the desk. Ray and the Statestiot Syd Newport looked tight.
They both waited eagerly for the first cues that ®ireo ear-phones’d render on the
left channel.

“... Three, two, one. The show must go on!”

Whispers of the audience vanished totally as so@s the whistling bombs started
to raise into the air. We just engaged in a thirtyminutes non-stop show.

Night'd surrendered to an ideal scenery always ro the move. Occasionally,
skyscrapers and the Cartier bridge’d reappear withmagnificent garbs.

Could | see one day more perfect than this? | diboted it.

Tacker’'d soon won his bet. The man’s shining, wén he left to join AD Vincente
and the journalists waiting for them at the VIP bar. The exalted public couldn’t
stop expressing its satisfaction. From the bridgeotthe old city and beyond, tens of
thousands of people waved set on lighters, addingfaw minutes to the show. I's
standing alone with Raymond in the firing booth.

‘Honestly I didn’t know it's possible. | admit you spoiled me!,’ | congratulated

him.

| didn’t get any immediate answer. But the smilethat illuminated my chum’s
face’s talking by itself. At this very moment, thisone’s walking on air. Following
operations’re identical to the ones at Wonderlandexcept that the material’s left
on location and sorted in old iron containers scaéired on the site. The next
reorganization’d be defined by the genious of theampetitor to come. Spain.
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When we’re done that night, Ray went party withthe american team in town.
| got burned out. And | went directly back home fora good sleep.
Entering the apartment, | noticed a white note o the table.

“Jimmy! I'm leaving to Oka. | promised Dad I'd accmpany
him in Jonquieres tomorrow morning. I'll see you xéweek.
| Love you. XXX Jenny.”

A pleasant scent floated in the room and it drewne into the kitchen. A covered
pan stood on the stove coil. Jen’'d fixed one of nigvourite dish. Deer’s stew.

Summer went away. Then, autumn and winter. Theitles of the books that kept
nourishing me during my daily trips to work changedregularly. I's now exploring
other Sri Aurobindo writings. Among them, the bright verses of ‘Savitri'.

The frequency of my visions'd been drasticallynicreasing since I'd returned
from Toronto. | captured pictures of a place locatd in the Rockies that looked
familiar to me, although 1 didn’t know it. It start ed to haunt me at night. But it'd
quickly affect me during the day as well. And it tuned to be unbearable. The
insomnia provoked by the series of images originatg into the wild’re ruining my
dealings with others. My nerves’re on edge. My meat balance in peril. A shadow
soared on a too perfect happiness. | knew | wouldhresist very long to the call of
a supernatural power. Soon, I'd have to leave Jenntemporarily. It seemed more
inevitable everyday. My baby who's living by my si@’d been the first witness of
the phenomenon. She got in distress. If I's to trasport myself physically over
there, would it bring me some elucidation? I's persnally convinced it would. But
there’s only one way to be sure of it.

One night, | received a call in the form of an @l message. It's the opening of
march ninety-eight. It kept repeating a particular sentence for an unmeasured
lenght of time.

“James! You will get your answers in the Okanagan!”

It's driving me crazy. | went to the bathroom in order to swallow a couple of
sleeping pills with a glass of water. It wouldn't lelp much. | couldn’t go back to
sleep. The message’d stopped though. | kept obsergi Jenny, waiting for her to
wake up.

When she did, | taught her the time’d come for ra to go.

‘Jen! We both knew this’s to happen,’ | said.

She stared at me.

‘Jimmy! | don’t want you to leave now. But above dl, | don’t want to keep going

like that. It's cruel, but I understand. I'll wait for you, honey,’this one answered,

falling into my arms, ‘I suppose time’s come for ugo put the strengh of our love
to a test.’

‘It might be difficult, Baby. It's even possible that you won’'t hear from me for a

real long time, until I've found what hides behindthis.’

‘I know, JimV’

No cry. No excess. We're to meet again when Itlthve reached my goal. Love’d
given us a total trust in each other.

I left Montreal on Thursday, the nineteeth of mach, at 5 : 00 am.Jen went down
the street with me.Our embrace’s painful. Then | moved away from the Lafleur’s.
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| looked at the rear-mirror to imprint in my head t he image of the thin silhouette.
Strange visions’re constraining me to abandon the @man | adored.
When I'd reached the traffic lights, | noticed ny baby’d turned into a tenuous

point in the center of the reflecting glass.
| engaged on the Outaouais path to join the mairoad to Val-d’or, in the north-

west part of Quebec. This’s the first step of a thee thousand and five hundred
miles learning journey.

40



Ambient moisture and cold started to paralyse myimbs, when the old mining
industry structures appeared in the distance. I's gtting near Val-d’'or. Both sides
of the road got overlaid with a thin sheet of snowMy gauge needle’d been locked
on below the zero mark for quite a while. | badly meded gasoline.

What a bit of luck! | just caught sight of the amous red and white Petrocanada
building. It put an end to my worries. I'd made the previous provision a hundred
miles south in St-Jerome. Outside the station, a #tmometer indicated 37 F°.

I's wearing Long johns, thick winter stockings,quilted pants, a lined jacket, and
a plastic overall guarded me from the icy wind. Sti, my body ends got stiff. The
dressing density limited my gestures. And | could &rdly move to restore my blood
circulation. It made it particularly uneasy.

| filled the Yamaha tank. And | got in the shopto order a cup of coffee and pay
my bill. | leaned against the counter, sipping my dnk and crushing the burning
mug into my frozen hands. It seemed | wouldn’t lastorever in that joint.

I's on the move again. Montreal’s far behind meThe road signs followed one
another. Malartic, Rouyn and Noranda. I'd soon leae Tesmiscamingue. Then, |
crossed the first ontarian city. Kirkland lake. A couple of miles further, | reached
an intersection of roads offering the south on myelft hand and the north on my
right. Temperature of the moment’d have inclined meto engage myself in the first
one. But | opted for the opposite direction, afterthe itinary I'd arranged before.
| headed north with no hesitation whatsoever. And aew mileage sign showed up.
Timmins, sixty miles. I's way too tired to eat up #aight such a ride. | decided to
return to the former city. | quickly located a restaurant where | could take off my
astronaut suit and warm up efficiently. This’s theonly way to feel at ease and
appreciate a moment of rest.

Digging some distance with Montreal and my girlthe actual stop allowed me to
think about the purpose of my trip. At 2 : 30 pm, | dressed again in order to go
back on the road. During lunch, I'd convinced mysédilto keep driving until night. |
should be able to reach Lake Superior, late the sagrevening.

| devoured hundreds of miles. As far as my eyesould reach, the asphalt lane
run through a whitish steppe. Road signs eaten upith frost followed one another,
printing their names on the helmet shade. Ansonvil, Cochrane, Kapuskasing and
Hearst, where | stopped once more to make gas andjey a hot drink. The next
city stood beyond a hundred miles. And referring tathe map, there’s none in the
middle.

41



| drove past the ultimate Highway 11 deserted llage around ten. To that point,
| couldn’t think of going any further. I's struggli ng hard, but fatigue’s winning the
fight. I got catching the chill again.Since I'd left Oka, I'd been riding over seven
hundred miles. That's enough. Progressing at low g&d, | probed the surrounding
terrain in search for a possible camping site. | fially found one and immobilized
the Yamaha near an isolated spinney. The light vetsion might provide a sort of
shelter from the northern wind. A denuded soil, hadened through night time,
rendered difficult the driving of the tent-pegs. Tenperature’s near 32 F°. and it'd
fall down within hours at a twenty to fifteen range | didn’t really mind about this,
as Montreal’s salesman’d certified my sleeping-bagvould hold the zero farenheit
mark. | covered the bike engine and crawled into th tent, in order to quit my
heavy equipment. After I'd burried myself inside the bag, | could notice a flat
silence outside. | rapidly toppled over into Morpheis’s arms.

The next day prime rays of sunrise set the terdblaze, pulling me off out of a
fathomless dream. My early thoughts’d make me loosthe eventual meaning of it.
Two pictures still clung to my retina, though. It'd been the only recurence since
I'd left Quebec. The first one displayed a terrorizd native child. The other, the
shiny oversized fangs of a lethal beast. Once agathe theater of the scene looked
familiar. There’s possibly a connection with me. Wa this a kind of premonition or
a warning? | guessed I'd have to wait for a furtherelucidation. | persuaded myself
it'd show sometime, sooner or later.

For now, I'd to make myself ready to stricken cenp. The inside of the bag’'s so
cosy that | zipped it down unwillingly. I urgently dressed up. Ten minutes later,
my stuff's folded and packed on the bike. Then | cewed a couple of meat-sticks,
allowing the engine to warm up a bit. And | moved way.

| entered Nipigon at a quarter to twelve. I filed my tank again. | got a hot coffee,
bought a piece of bread. Then | kept going.

I's leaving the city. | soon hit a known road tlat would take me to the shore of
Lake Superior. A few years earlier, my friend Miller and I'd used it to go visit
John’s relatives in Thunder Bay for a week-end. Higway 17’s much busier than
the 11. | refueled in Kakabeka Falls, past ThundeBay. | wouldn’t know precisely
the distance left to the next possible provision.

The configuration of the road got different. My average speed fell down to fifty
miles an hour. | reached Ignace in the mid-afternon. I'd avoided a failure. At the
time of the year, | would’ve lingered there for a lig while before seeing another
vehicle. | parked the Yamaha in front of the pumpsand walked up and down to
remove the numbness from my limbs. A girl showed upt last.

‘Hi! How much you want?,’ this one asked abruptly.

‘Fill it up. It's about three gallons,’ | ordered, as she’s unscrewing the tank cap.

‘How far's Winnipeg? How many hours from here?’

This one pressed the trigger on, while checkirtpe meter.

‘| didn’t go there often, you know. Wait a sec!’

She kept thinking a moment.

‘Kenora is..."

The girl's getting close to the fill. She releas the trigger and returned the gun
into its lodging.

‘There we are! It's three dollars and fifty cents,’this one announced.

I held her out the exact change, she stuffed mtthe frontal pocket of her belt.
Then she answered my question.
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‘What was | saying? Dryden’s seventy-five miles from here. Vermillion Bay’s
another twenty... thirty miles. Yeah! It's rather thirty. Hawklake’'d be an extra
twenty miles away. Then, Kenora stands thirty-fivemiles from Hawklake,’ this
one resumed, counting up the steps with the use thie tip of her fingers.
‘Seventy-five plus thirty, plus twenty, plus thirty-five. It makes it one hundred
and fifty miles. To which you may add four hours bgond Kenora, before you
could reach Winnipeg,’ she concluded.

‘Thanks! I'll follow you inside. I'll have a coffee.’

I came in the restaurant and the girl served ma strong black one. Sitting near
the counter, | picked up a paper napkin to write dovn what she’d just told me.
Recalling the mean condition of the road, that digtnce represented a three hours
ride to which | added four extra hours from Kenorato Winnipeg. Thus, a total of
at least seven hours.

The clock displayed four-thirty. It looked feasble the same day. | would’ve then
crossed half of the country. Holding the rythm, itd take me an extra three days to
reach British Columbia.

At seven that night, | traversed Keewatin, the ltimate ontarian city before I'd
enter Manitoba. I's sticking to my schedule.

Thirty minutes later, though, the Yamaha startedto act funny. The oil level
instrument turned red. The engine produced a few j&ks, before it came to race
like a fool and clearly jammed. The immobilizations sudden and brutal. | swung
the stand with my foot and dismounted the bike. 1t decided to quit me there, in a
moonlike and apocalyptical no man’s land. The sun’'setting fast. I'd have to go
look rapidly for a possible camp site in this siniter place, so close to Winnipeg I's
convinced earlier I'd reach the same day.

| couldn’t take my eyes away from the Yamaha. Ahin lubricant trickle’d begun
to stain the asphalt. My thoughts’re getting kindaconfused. This’s when | heard
the vehicle speeding down in my back. A hundred féeaway, a rusty pale blue
Ford — in character with the scenery — was pullingpver on the roadside. That's an
antique pick-up. Sixty-five or six. Its door emitted a long moan, before it released
a bearded and hairy sixty years old man wearing aawboy hat. The chap joined
me.

‘Hi! | can see you're in some kind of trouble, my bum,’ this one dropped.

‘Yeah! You bet. My engine just jammed dead,’ | repied.

Smoke’s still escaping from the front part of it.

‘Listen!,” he said. ‘I suppose you're going to Winmpeg. | could take you there

with your bike. But | got some to do first. So, ifyou’re not in a hurry?’

I's lucky. Cars passed seldom around. | got sudghly in a better mood.

‘No! | think I'm not in a hurry, right now,’ | conf essed.

We loaded the Yamaha in the back. The old pickpuhardly pulled off out of the
ditch.

We reached the town of Richer after nine. HerbérWallace’s a farmer who lived
by himself on a five hundred acres land. During theday, this one employed three
fulltime workers. The man insisted on keeping me ahome for the night. As he’d
planned to go to Winnipeg the next day, he’d run mento the city. So he said!
Herbert stopped in front of the house main entrance
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‘Here you are, James! Come on in, it's opened. Makié home. | won't be gone
very long. Just got to give a hand to a friend of ime,’ this one taught me. ‘You
got fresh beer in the kitchen. Help yourself!’

I came down the truck and it burst out of the yad right away. Herb’d probably
forgotten my bike’s still in the rear box.

From the threshold, I's looking at an opened vdagoom I'd attain to climbing up
a couple of steps. Herbert’'s drawing-room. On theight hand, a huge fireplace’s
flanked by two doors. On the left, a free passageage access to the kitchen. Near
the entrance, a stairway’s leading to the basement.took my boots off and went
directly to the fridge to grab the beer Herb’d offeed to me. | returned to the main
room and crashed down on the sofa.

Relishing the Budweiser, | thought once more alu the trip and what | could
expect at the end of it. | also tried to analyse #hsituation in order to get an answer
to my actual problem. Since I'd left the Miller's residence, back in ninety-six, I'd
never encountered any kind of failure with Johnny’sbike. A crack mechanic, this
one’d always taken a great care of it. | got to a@pt the fact it'd turned into an old
exhausted machine. I'd been demanding a lot of iOf course, I's aware | couldn’t
afford a new one in that moment. I'd to unearth a grage holding one identical
part. | knew the repair'd be expensive. I'd have nochoice but stay for a while in
Manitoba. My thoughts got suddenly clearer. Relaxabn mixed with accumulated
fatigue carried me away in no time. When Herbert réurned home, this one found
me asleep. And he drew a blanket over me for the gint. This’s what | discovered
when | woke up on the next morning, fit and fresh rmded. It's barely six o’clock.

I's to stand by myself for a while. So | went den in the basement, looking for
the shower booth. Then | changed. Twenty minutes far, Herb showed up.

‘Hello, James! You fixed coffee. Great! Did you skp well?’

‘Yeah! Thanks for the blanket. | got burned out.’

‘I noticed,’ this one replied, while filling his mug.

‘Herb! | decided to go look for a mechanic. By anychance, would you know a

good one in the city?,” | questioned him.

The farmer showed no hesitation.

‘You bet! Rovenolt's in Saint-Boniface. I'll take you there. He’s the best.’

When we’re done with breakfast, we embarked inis pick-up. The farmer made
a detour by the barn, as he’d to give orders to himen before we could leave.

We're approaching the manitoban metropol. It fet like sailing over a white
ocean. Boundless flat prairies flanked both sided the Transcanadian Highway 1.

‘This’'s what we call the plains, James. The wheatt@ehouse of our great

country,’ this one proudly exclaimed.

We came in Mickey Rovenolt's sanctuary, on Dubustreet, in the francophone
Saint-Boniface, around eight thirty. It's a little shop. Herbert'd told me Rovenolt
accepted sometimes to fix four wheels vehicles.

When we showed up that morning, the mouth-like mened hood of a nineteen
seventy-six econoline truck’s swallowing up half oMickey’s body. All around,
dozens of Harleys, one single german and quantitied japanese blocked most of
his workshop. Mick’s true passion’s motorbikes. Ashe’s missing a tool, this one
stood up to trace it on the chest. And he caughtght of Herbert. He came to us,
wiping his hands off on his overall.

‘What can | do for you, Herb?’
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‘Hi Mick! This’s James. Our friend broke down on the highway yesterday. He'd

like to show you his bike... if you have time?’

‘Well! | don’t. But for you, it's different.’

‘I knew | could count on you, buddy?”’

‘Always, Herb,” Rovenolt answered, as we're gettingcloser to the rear of the

pick-up.

‘| certainly couldn’t tell what the problem is,” th e mechanic dropped, after he

saw the Yamaha.

‘The engine’s probably dead,’ | said. And | got inb the details of the symptoms

that preceded the jam.

Of course, he didn’t have any spare 1100 XS likaine, but he assured me he'd
inquire about it to his friends around. He told mel should come back in a week.
The two friends kept talking for a while. Then, weunloaded the bike, moved it in a
corner of the garage yard, and we took leave of theechanic. Now, | just'd to go
hunting for a room to let. Herbert dropped me in front of the Saint-B’s Cultural
Center some time before noon. I's pushing its doawhen a horn yelled in my back.
The farmer’s carrying my red rucksack in his hand.

‘Don’t you believe you're forgetting something?,’ his one exclaimed, holding out

the bag to me.

‘Thanks, Herb! | don’t know what I've been thinking .’

Then, he left for good.

Inside the center, | summoned a middle-aged womastanding firmly behind her
desk.

‘Hi, there!’

‘Salut! What can | do for you?,” the lady inquired.

‘I come from Montreal and I'm looking for a room or an apartment to let. Do

you think | might have a chance to find one aroundhere?’

The attendant flipped through her copybook, thershe switched to her computer.
Five minutes later, she looked at me again.

‘| can’t see anything available now!,’ this one sal, ‘you should try the library on

Provencher. You might find some adds there. And thérench university too. It

stands right behind this place!

| walked down the Provencher boulevard towardstte library the woman’d told
me about. And | happened to cross the path of a mamlong with two young girls.
This one’d a funny accent. | signalled my presende them.

‘Excuse me! Salut! Would you be coming from France?,” | questioned then,

addressing particularly to the man.

‘Bonjour!,” this one answered. ‘Yes! That's right! | lived a Img time in Provence,

before | moved here.’

This one held his hand out to me, before introdzting himself.

‘My name’s Angelo! Angelo Dellea. Glad to meet youl'm a painter... | mean

canvas painting!’

‘Nice to meet you, Angelo. My name’s James Morisdet | come from Michigan.

| reached this place with a motorbike that let me dwn yesterday on the border.

Just arrived in town. I's looking for a room to let, but they don’t know any at the

center. And | wondered... !’

‘| should be able to do some for you, James,’ thisne interrupted me, ‘come with

me! Ophelia and Lucy, we’ll catch up later. Our friend needs help.’
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‘Sure, Dad! Do what you have to!,” answered the onef the girls that seemed to

be the elder.

Angelo proposed to buy a coffee at the Saint-Boduts, a couple of blocks away.
We'd time to become acquainted. The artist asked mé I's looking for a job as
well. What a blessing. That's my day. We came in thcafé and sat down by the
window. Then he explained how he could help. Thisne@ owned a few apartments
past the downtown exchange district, nearby the slegrapers standing beyond the
Red River. They're the towers | could discern when leaving theCultural Center.
One of the flats’d be available by the end of thisnonth. In the meantime — if |
agreed —, Angelo’s offering to lodge me in a cornesf his Notre-Dame shop. Also,
he said he’d introduce me to his friends, the Saboun brothers, managers of a
family construction business.

I made myself useful, taking away clumsy thingthe painter wished to get rid of.
And | went occasionally shopping for him. At night,Angelo’s out most of the time.
We met seldom. But on the following Tuesday, thisn@ found a moment to take
me to 285 Osborne street. The address of the actuaabourin work site.

We followed patiently a delivery truck that's backing up to unload construction
material near the Osborne building. As it reachedts destination, the man who’d
been directing the vehicle got freed and he movedrth. Tall and athletic, forty
years old John Sabourin — the elder — joined us anslimmoned the artist.

‘Salut Angelo! So, you dropped your canvas,’ this one said, amuse

‘Hi, John! | wanted to introduce James to you. He’sbeen living in my place since

Saturday. By the way, | met your brother at church last Sunday.He told me

about Fred’s accident. I'm glad it wasn’t too sevee. I've been thinking... You

might need someone to replace him?,” Angelo questied.

‘Yeah! that’s true. | need a mason for the next twaoor three months. Are you a

mason, James?,” John Sabourin asked me.

‘I'm no slouch and | learn fast,” | replied, expressing a strong motivation.

This one noded positively. We came rapidly to aagreement.

‘All right, James! We'll be waiting for you here at 8: 00 am on Thursday!

The contractor led us inside the building. He gxained in details the project of
his client, inquiring in the mean time about my fomer experience.

We left Osborne street work site thirty minuteslater. Then, Angelo wished to
show me my future apartment, before we’d go back tthe shop. It's occupied by a
student of the University of Manitoba named Paulalt’'s a two and a half flat like
the one in Montreal.

Angelo’s driving north on Portage avenue, a majothoroughfare of the city. It
seemed pretty remote from the painter's place. Weutned right past a gigantic
commercial compound called Portage Place. My friendmmobilized his car in a
narrow street near the center, in front of 379 Youy. My probable address for the
weeks to comeThe young tenant’s home. She showed me around. tddked perfect
for such a short stay.

The next Thursday, | rallied the Osborne buildirg, carrying my tool-bag across
my back. The Sabourin greeted me. The man to whomobin directed me first's
about thirty-five. This one’s exchanging a few word with one of the workers. Our
boss interrupted them.

‘James! This’s Tim Farmer from Steinbach,” he said.Then, turning towards a

second stouter guy, ‘and Martin Parrow from Winnipeg. They’re both foremen.
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Tim’s in charge. But when he’s away, Martin takes wer. Guys! James comes

from Montreal. Angelo sent him to us.’

They all approached to shake hands. And John psented them to me.

‘Here’s Gary Frick, from Winnipeg, and Carlos Mendes, who recently arrived

from his native Chile, Milan Lasarevic, from Winnipeg too, John Lavoie, who

lives in St-B, and Pierre Lessard, from St-Pierre-dlys, a little town in the south
of the province. That's it. You met everyone,’ thisone concluded.

The two Sabourin brothers went back to their bumess.

For a start, I's more a helper than a mason. Buytas I'd been saying to John, |
learned fast. First day flew away. Always the sam&hen taking over a new job.

Whenl got back to Angelo’s shop at night|’s fagged out.| dropped on the oldish
leather armchair in the center of the big glass-rom, where the artist stood for
inspiration while brushing his canvas. | seized thepportunity to relax a moment.

I's stepping forth under the hot stream of a shaver when | heard banging on the
entrance door. | hastened to grab a towel from thevall-top and rushed to answer.

| faced a twenty some years old man.

‘Hi! Angelo’s not home?,’ this one questioned mepbking slightly disappointed.

‘Sorry! I've no idea where Angelo could be right nav. He didn't tell”

The visitor’s hesitating.

‘My name’s Severino. I'm a painter, like him. We be&ame friends in the time he

lived in Europe. I'm German,’ this one stated.

The man wasn’t showing a bit of a german accent.

‘I'm glad to meet you, Severino. I'm James,’ | saigholding my hand out for him

to shake it. ‘Angelo’s offered me to stay in the sbp before I'd move in my own

place. Come on in! He won't be long.’

‘Couldn’t stay, James. Thanks anyway. Just tell himi’ll be in the village at nine

tonight. He’'ll understand.’

‘You bet! I will.’

The german artist bade me goodbye. And he movedvay towards the staircase.
| closed the door and went back under the shower.

Angelo returned around seven thirty. | gave himthe message from his friend
and he started to relate how they’d met nine yearsarlier in the south of France.
That's in the time he separated from his former freach wife Monique. He'd fallen
in with Severino — who wasn'’t even eighteen at thieme — during a glaze in Aix-en-
Provence. The two men’d a similar concept of theiart, and they expressed close
feelings through their work. They’d so much in comnon that, taking apart the
signature, you could easily mistake the work of onfor the other. So Angelo said.

‘Do you still hear from Monique?,’ | questioned.

This one moved near the glass-wall. His look wensatay. And he turned back.

‘That's true, James. We didn’t talk much since youcame in. I'm really busy, you

know. You met Lucy and Ophelia the other day. Theye our daughters. | don'’t

live with their mother since we divorced, back in ghty-eight,” this one said.

‘Monique stayed in Marseille. And our girls joined me in ninety-five. I've a new

relation here. Candy’s a doctor at the Winnipeg Gearal Hospital. We'll get

married someday,’ this one concluded with a broadrmile.

The evocation of this life to come transfigurechim. His face’s now reflecting
utter bliss.

‘Congratulations Angelo! I'm so glad for you. Are the girls living near you in the

city?’
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‘My daughters are both students. Lucy in Winnipeg ad her sister in Brandon,

two hours from here. But | see them often.’

That night, Angelo left at a quarter to nine tohis meeting with Severino. I'd turn
that to account and go to bed early. The next day’gut me to the test again.

On Saturday, | went to Rovenolt’s directly afterwork.

When | showed up on the parking lot in front ofthe shop, | caught sight of the
mechanic who wasn’t wearing the usual blue overallThe man’s dressed to go out.
A jean’s ensemble, mexican boots and a broad-brimndetexan hat. Mick’s locking
up his garage. He’s ready to leave the place.

‘Hi, Mickey! Howdy?,’ | questioned him.

He turned back and recognized me.

‘Hi! This’s an unforeseen event, as I'm going to ppa visit to my dad in Fargo.

| called my friends in Regina Saskatchewarthough.They got the exact engine as

yours. But they couldn’t turn their attention to it right now.’

‘You have any idea when you gonna get it?’

‘He said he’d come around in may. | know him wellHe told me it's like brand

new. You may trust the man and you better wait. Hél let it go at six hundred.

With the exchange it shouldn’t be more than one gnad. What do you say?’

‘Yeah, Mickey! It's okay with me.’

‘All right, then! You'll excuse me, but | got to go. My Wife and kid're waiting

for me at home.’

‘Thanks, Man! I'll call you back in may. You take care!’

Leaving Rovenolt, | noticed a phone booth by aag station. | decided to place a
call to Herbert Wallace before embarking in a busl! inquired about the man and
informed him of the late visit at Rovenolt’s. He'sglad to know I'd found a solution
to my problem. The farmer invited me in Richer anytime. Then | returned home.

In Canada, we hear that nights are particularlylong in Winnipeg. It might've
been true in the past, but didn’t apply to me. Winer hits harder than in any other
location in the country. That's a fact. Also, not e long ago, the actual metropol’s
just a little town lost in the heart of the plains.The power of the demographic
explosion in North-America’s amazing. Back in the &70’s, the capital city of
Manitoba counted one thousand inhabitants. In a bitmore than a century, that
number’d been multiplied by six hundred.

| worked hard. At night, | fell asleep like a bdy. Weeks succeeded to weeks.

Shortly before the end of the Osborne construain, as | called on my colleague
Gary Frick’s home, this one held me for supper. liked the man. He’s a simple
and straight guy. We understood one another. His i@ Breda's a cordon-bleu and
| enjoyed a delicious moment with Gary’s little famly. It reminded me of some of
the meetings I'd known in Montreal with my friends Yafuz, Ray, Alessandro and
Jorge, Lise, and my sister Tina. Around the tablehat night, our conversation’s
mostly centered on the next Sabourin contract. We#& to build a new bridge one
hour north of the city.

The fifteenth of may, | came out of the bus athte Portage Place station. I1t'd been
our last day on Osborne. I'd to do some shopping liere going home.

On my way to the veggie market, | got hustled h an overloaded chariot. The
pyramid toppled down. Everything got running all over. The man apologized and
| came to help. The two of us picked up the vegetdds spreaded on the asphalt.
When finished, the man thanked me and offered to hua drink at the next corner
bar, begging for forgiveness. | accepted.
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After we got in, the stranger ordered two Molson That day’d been hot and
rough, first draught’'s exquisite. Tongues began tevag a bit. This one introduced
himself. Mark Hawking belonged to the native Cree dmily of the Hudson bay. He
taught me that, in the moment preceding the mishaphe’d caught a vision. And he
started to relate it.

‘My spirit separated from my body. It hovered a whie above the woods in the
distant mountains of the west. And It reached a la& shore. This’s when the man
appeared to me. His face’s precisely identical tooyrs. After a while, which
looked like eternity, he finally turned his eyes upvards. His look’s imprinted
with terror and it gave me a sense of sheer madnesSovered with blood, the
guy’s pushing a canoe away from the bank. Then thpicture vanished. This’s
when we met in the market. Encountering the charaetr of my vision in the real
world made me loose control of the carriage and libhyou!

This’s how Mark justified the collision. We quit the subject and talked about
indifferent matters. We separated as soon as we’dnished our beers. | went back
home directly. Still powerful, my own visions’d sofened up a little since I'd left
Quebec. Mark’s story’d waken them up. The encountéd moved me alright. But |
hadn’t shown any of it to the man.

Comfortably buried in the sofa, | meditated abot the singular events that might
signal a path to knowledge.

| recalled precisely the steps that'd led me tthis very moment. First, it'd been
Tina’s letter I'd received in the Soo. My old sisteés asking for her Ii’'l brother to
join her in Montreal after a twelve years blank. Slortly after that, itd been my
uncle Dave who stole into grand-pa’s character, caying me back to native roots
I’'s on the verge to forget equally. Then the old O&nagan I'd caught relating the
initiation of Brother-of-the-Grizzly. The tale’d been taking place in the west, thus
corroborating the origine of the calls. But still, there’re these remains of a wolf
and boy dream in the middle of an ontarian nowhereAnd the final Hawking’s
vision of a James Morissette gone insane and covdreith blood.

What's the exact meaning of all this?

It seemed I'd make an attempt to change my statef mind that night. | decided
to go spend some time in a downtown bar my workmat®ierre Lessard’d made
me aware of the previous month. The Club St-B. Theplayed good music, mostly
hard rock, country and blue-grass.

| boarded a city bus at 8 : 30 pm by the commeial center. It took me to the
downtown district. And | rallied St-Boniface by foat. | reached the Provencher
bridge at nine, to finally get in front of the clubten minutes later. | passed through
the swing-door and got greeted with a familiar tune‘l’'m a hog for you baby...!".
Cajun singer Clifton Chenier. | certainly was a mapr fan. That song put me into a
better mood.

Later on, I's ordering another beer to the waitess, when the main light went off,
plunging the room into darkness. And the rock bandDef Leppard’s tune ‘Love
bites’ embarked on the speakers. After the first beats othe classic rock ballad,
the DJ directed his search-light beam to a cornerfahe dance floor, heading a tall
brunette whose unique piece of cloth’s sliding ovener ankles. The girl pushed it
back with the tip of her toe and started dancing ad turning around the room on
rythm. This one’s the owner of a divine body. Sudddy, she got down in order to
pursue her erotic choreography on the wooden floorShe rolled over to the center
of it, immobilized on her back and began to simula masturbation with one hand,
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while brushing the inside of her thighs with the dber. She transported the caresses
to her velvet like belly skin and finally landed aound her gracious neck. Then the
girl grabbed her feet and stretched delicate legsfan infinite lenght, unfolding
and closing them, on and on, always matching the st tempo of the music.
Whistles and “be nice!”’re fusing all around me. At last, the song faded wt and
Joe Elliott's sensual voice got replaced with the Ds. The dancer picked up her
furcoat from the ground and left the bar. A cab’s waiting outside to take her to
another joint.

Light'd returned and conversations’re going smothly. Just as it'd been before
the show. Shortly after the departure of the teaserl caught a male tone growing
in my back. And | turned myself round into that direction. | noticed a young man
in his thirties’s approaching my table. This one higl a billiard cue in his right
hand and he’s addressing me.

‘Hi, Brother! My name’s Gerry! What about a game of pool with me. Would you

stand up to receive a real punishment?,’ this onerdpped, as he’s getting closer.

‘Why not! The looser’d pay for a round of beers. Ageed, Gerry?,’ | asked back,

stretching my hand out to this new friend.

We’'d reached the pool table. | slid a loonie inactivated the trigger and passed
the balls over to Gerry for him to sort them out irside the triangle. First exchange
went awfully fast. The man’d imposed me a severe téat. | asked for revenge and
called the waitress to order my turn. Then | nouridied the pool slot again. In that
second game, | reversed the score. Gerry got bitteand quit smiling at me. He
bought his round and insisted on a third play to mé&e it a final decision. This’s
when three filthy and hairy chaps showed up at théable.One of them’s displaying
the wilder and stupider face of all. Might have bee the chief of the gang. This one
challenged Gerry.

‘Hey you, faggot!’

My friend stared at him for a while, before retuning to our game. The orang-
outang came immediately to the charge again.

‘Yeah! It's you I'm talking to. Moron! You get lost. This’s MY pool table!,’ this

one shouted, loosing his temper.

Gerry and | kept playing, ignoring the primates. The guy’s becoming aware we
weren’t afraid. Some customers’re laughing at the isuation. This one started to
blush. In an attempt to regain some respect, one &iis companions dared to step
forth. This one thrusted the looser and headed inw direction. An awful breath’d
betrayed him. | could feel he’s standing right in ny back.

Half of my body’s laying down on the table. I'sready to hit the white ball when
he leaped upon me. | stood up quick and drew awayelore the biker could touch
me. This one went crashing miserably across the gre cloth. | didn’t allow the
man to recover. | brought the cue down firmly to hs neck and disposed of him in
an empty corner of the club. Gerry and | turned round towards the two others. It
seemed those weren’t willing to take it any furthe They went to help the beaten
one to get up, and the three of them left the baiThe owner showed up to inquire.
It got kinda difficult to prove our rights. But a few customers, witnesses of the
scene, would eventually speak in our favour. The wb wished to avoid problems
with the Angels. And this, we could understand.

Itd been a pretty entertaining night. The tease show, the game and the fight
made me temporarily forget my meeting with Mark Hawking. | came back home
at 2 : 00 am, fairly drunk.
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| returned to the commercial center, where thetsange collision with Hawking'd
taken place, a few days later, in order to questiosome retailers about the Cree
Indian. Those unanimously said they’d never seen #t guy I'd been describing to
them. Until the end of this summer, I'd occasionalt go back to Portage Market
and search for the man. | needed to know more abodtis vision. But Mark never
ever showed again.

On the fifth of june, after work, my friend Lessard set me down at the corner of
Young street. We just ended another week at the ldge. | got out of the Jeep and
bade him goodbye through the opened window.

‘Thanks, Pierre! As | should retrieve the Yamaha tanorrow, this’s probably the

last time you’d to give me a ride. I'll drop you acall tonight anyways. | wish you

a nice week-end, buddy. And you’ll say hi to Maryla for me. Won'’t you?’

‘I will, James! Take it easy. You know we’ll pour @ncrete on Monday. It's got to

be a rough one. See you then?”

| stepped aside from the vehicle. Pierre drew gtnwindow up. Then, the running
rate of the enormous V8 increased notably. The trdcnosed slightly up and pulled
off from the sidewalk. | walked straight to a public phone and dialed Rovenolt's
number. The mechanicmust’'ve beenreal busy,asit kept ringing acoupleof minutes
before he’'d hang off.

‘Hello!,’ | said.

‘Rovenolt’s speaking,’ this one started, before heould put a name on this voice,

‘Yeah! You've got to be James. The 1100 XS owner!divdy?’

‘I'm fine! Did you hear from your friend in Regina?’

‘Actually, | did. The job’s done, James! You couldget it anytime. It runs just

great. And above all, it's gonna be way cheaper tmal first thought. Isn’t that

great news?,’” this one announced me.

‘Pretty cool! You may count on me tomorrow morning.|I’'m gonna leave you

now. | know your time’s kinda valuable. Thanks a IdV’

After | hanged up, | felt a need to pay my friend 2llea a visit.

| walked in Angelo’s building, on Notre-Dame, one haulater, and got greeted
by the painter, his friend Candy, I'd met recently, and Severino. As | wished to
celebrate the retrieval of the bike, | offered to Iy the three of them a fine diner
in town. | questioned them about curious and exotispots. | knew the artists’re
regulars in these places. As a fact, our friend Sevino’d already made a decision.

‘Oh, James! Please let it be the Taj Mahal!,” thione begged me.

And so the Taj Mahal it'd be. We’'d go for indian food in the village. Angelo’d
hold a table in the afternoon and pick me up hometaeight.

Repeated horn calls pulled me off out of the dpevoods of the west coast. It took
me a bit of time to land into the real world. Then,| distinguished Angelo’s antique
Oldsmobile through the thin white curtain. Heavy wak at the bridge’d got me
burned out again. And I'd fallen asleep in the armbair. | joined my friend and his
fiancée My mind’s still clouded with the recurent dream.

We got in Osborne village at eight thirty. As wige expected at nine, it left us
some extra time to wander around. That's the moment chose to make the artist
aware of my next departure. Angelo’s reaction’s imradiate.
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‘I'd no idea you’d be leaving us so soon. Don't yolike it here, James?,’ this one

questioned me, looking a bit disappointed.

‘I do Angelo! I'm fine. But | got to reach a placefurther in the west. Couldn’t

tell you more about it. I don’t know myself. All I know’s | MUST goY’

‘You shouldn’t place such a trust into those intuitons of yours, but enjoy simply

being here with us.’

The artist knew all about the dreams / visions thig about me.

‘That’s just impossible, my friend.’

‘You're right! It's about your life. | shouldn’t in terfere.’

‘Don’t worry, Angelo! I'll come back to you someday’ | promised him.

Severino’d showed up in the distance. The painte wearing fluorescent apple
green linen pants, a ‘Made in Central America’ gaug multicolor shirt and pale
leather sandals. A piece of abstract art on the Osione street canvas. The man’s
deliberately gesticulating. We met in front of therestaurant glass-wall and entered
together the establishment. Dim lights, an exaggeted decor, in which our friend
fitted perfectly, and the typical delicate scents foOrient created a sort of cordial
and overwhelming atmosphere. A waiter dressed in &aditional costume came
forth to take charge of us. The man led us to ourable.

Supper’s delicious. A fire triggered by an excesof spices prompted us to drink
guantities of wine. It contributed to make out of hat night meeting in Winnipeg
one of my favourites.

My friends’re able to express the depth of theiwork Candy and | knew about,
and the one we’d just heard of. Angelo’§iancéeshared with us the simple joy and
blessing of her hospital activities. Only | didn’tfeel capable to explain the meaning
of my visions. It baffled me totally.

I'd been driving forty-five minutes on Highway 9, heading north. I's on my way
to the bridge.

That's an unpretentious piece of work spanning anere twenty feet wide river
whose construction’s coming to an end. Recently wetpoured sidewalks and fixed
the breastwork. We’d have to put a hand on a few dails and clean the site. On
this twenty-seventh of july, we're to see the congsion of this contract.

During the morning trip, I'd been thinking about the continuation I's going to
give to my journey to the west. No decision’d beesrrested yet.

Would | keep going on with the Yamaha?

Nevertheless, something’s clear enough, as I'thg an extra month in Manitoba.
Pierre Lessard’'d brought this proposition up to me.l couldn’t think of a better
place to prepare mentally to catch up with this adenture.

Pierre, his wife Marylou and their progeny livedin a tiny francophone village in
the south. The couple ran the farm on which Pierres ancestors’d settled three
generations earlier.

From the close of the nineteenth century to theecond world war, the canadian
government’d called in through the world people wiling to expatriate, in order to
develop the canadian Mid-West. Europeans’d been paof it and Pierre’s great-
grand-dad Jacques Lessard’'s one of them. He'd leftyon France, the craddle of
his, on the first of july eighteen ninety-eight. Ths one’d received his homestead in
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the course of the following year. While he’d been aiting for his allotment in
Saint-Pierre-Jolys, the man’d eventually lived andvorked in the little town that’s
to become Winnipeg. My friend’s bent on keeping théamily domain and so, after
the manner of his forefathers, farming’s his majorway of life. Only the drove’d
changed. Nowadays, a herd of some thirty buffalos’ceplaced the traditional stock
in the fat prairies. Of course, farming wasn’t ade@ate to feed the family and the
mason position outside brought them a regular incom In Pierre’s absence,
Marylou managed to run the estate by herself. As hesturned from work every
day, Pierre equipped his horse and rode his land texamine the herd. It's a ritual.
Nothing in the whole world’d make him leave this pace.

All my companions vehicles’re lining up at the dot of the bridge. | parked the
bike near my friend’s Cherokee. Martin the foremanassigned our tasks. And we
started without delay.

We’re done a couple of hours later. The surrounitigs’d been rendered clean.
Before we’'d head back to Saint-Pierre-Jolys, Pierrand I'd planned to go bath in
the magnificent Lake Winnipeg, twenty minutes awayMy chum left first to the
famous Grand Beach watering station.

I'd to wash a bit before going. | came down byhte river bank to fix that. Then, |
mounted my baby and begged it to make up with logtme.

During the summer period, the beaches’re prettgrowdy. We’d to clear our way
through lying corpses cooking in the sun. Our attetion got immediately caught by
a game of beach volley. And we moved forth closeFhe withdrawal of two players
allowed us to sign in.

After a couple of games, everybody’s sweating &ely. It's time to bath. Water'd
prove to be incredibly good, holding some 70 F°.

We came back in Saint-Pierre at eight. We’re staing. When our vehicles got
parked, it started to rain. | followed my friend through the kitchen, necessary
passage to access to the rest of the house.

Marylou’s standing in front of her range. A grea smell issueing from the buffalo
sausages crackling on the grill, and the potatoeslgte with breadcrumbs and
grated cheese, we could imagine in the oven, stilcreased our appetite.

The diner’s fabulous. Then, the mistress of thbouse offered to serve coffee in
the drawing-room. Another Marylou’s specialty’s comng with it. A bilberry pie
dressed with whipped cream. | couldn’t easily forgemy stay in the Prairies.

The next morning, Pierre held me out a list of dd jobs I's capable of doing for
him. How much I'd to insist to get it. | couldn’t have accepted their hospitality,
being of no use.

During the day, | worked outside. Weather condibns’re still excellent. In a bit
more than a month from that moment, though — luckiy I'd be gone —, it'd switch
abruptly to the unending winter season. The damnedlizzard’d blow steadily over
the plains.

At night, we went through long talks. Jacques Lssard’d be the center of our
conversations. As his descendants’d celebrated tleentenary of his arrival on the
land three weeks earlier, it offered them the occasn to dig out some memories
concerning the ancestor. Pierre particularly enjoyd relating anecdotes about the
original character. Activities of the farm carried me away in a dimension | wasn't
aware of. It didn’t run time the usual manner. August’s then closing.

On the twenty-ninth, the eve of my leave, | toolplainly advantage of the few
hours I's to spend with my friends. It'd been hardto decide the way I'd transport
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myself to the west, out of the two possibilities:rizing or flying. However, | finally
opted for the second of them. If not the cheapert proved to be faster and safer.
My rucksack’s buckled and the Yamaha'’s parked in acorner of the shed. Would |
be back to pick it up some day?

| slothfully buried myself deep into number 34 sat, near the port-hole, in front
of the right wing. The last vehicles that'd been riielling the plane and nourishing
its luggage-room’d left the tarmac ten minutes eatrér.

Outside temperature’s holding 95 F°. Expressing simple curiosity, | explored
all the surrounding accessories. | turned the fan o above my head. My first
flight's making me nervous. And | badly needed a hiof fresh air before take off.
| knew it's got to promise exciting sensations.

The roar of the reactors grew up notably. | presmed they pushed them in a
testing purpose. A solemn male voice came througlné speakers. Commanding
officer Harris wished the passengers a good flighgs 737 Canadian Airlines — CA
01 — to Vancouver started to move off and manceuvrewards the runway. The
control tower signaled its authorization for take df. In a deafening uproar, the
Boeing finally pulled off from the ground.

As the plane’s taking a bend above the capitalitg of Manitoba, the visions of
the past played back in front of my eyes.

Would | be capable of deciphering them soon?

We’d gained cruising speed. The iron bird’s schauled to land in less than three
hours in British Columbia.
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“ Great things are done when men and mountains meet
hig'is not done by jostling in the street.”
William Blake — Gnomic verses |I.

| stared through the port-hole at a wild territory hallucinating with beauty. The
west coast majestic woods're topped with some of@lRockies snow-capped higher
summits. On the horizon, the sun’s drowning into tle ocean. Its final reflections’re
melting over the glass surface of the colombian cdgl city sky-scrappers.

Our plane’s now making at snail’s pace its wayawards its arrival platform. As
soon as the seating belt signals’re switched off,familiar sound produced by their
release travelled along the alleys. Passengers iregt hurry’d started to stand up,
and open the hand luggage cases to extract somedmgings out. Some of them,
more impatient, had eventually begun to progress twards the front exit. As the
mastodon'’s still running, these’re called to ordemy the flying personnel. Then the
steward caught his hand microphone.

“Ladies and gentlemen! We just landed in Vancouvkternational Airport. It's a
guarter after nine. Pacific time. Outside temperatis 82 F°. We thank you for
having chosen Canadian Airlines. Commanding officétarris and the crew wish
you a pleasant stay in British Columbia!”

I'd been sleeping more than two hours during thélight. I's awake since the
announce of the landing approach. The plane parkedt last and the herd pressed
against the exit gateas panicked by a terrorist threat.l kept sitting, wandering
about a mean of transportation to the Okanagan Vady.

| brought up the rear of a hundred and fifty fed line, waiting my turn behind
the police control desk. Twenty minutes’d gone sircwe’d left the 737. I's holding
the last position. Most of the passengers’d gone ribugh already. Half an hour
later, | faced the police officer myself. This onehecked rapidly my ID papers and
held them out back to me, wishing me a good stayhe&n, | could penetrate into the
immense hall where I'd retrieve the unique luggagethat'd accompanied me
through the years. My oldish red rucksack holding eear head on its flap.

| caught sight of my personal effects on the eteks belt line, grabbed them and
moved out to the bus stop located in front of theigort terminal. The station’s
still deserted. | glanced through the schedule bodrdisplayed over the back wall.
Next bus’s dued at ten past eleven. | sat on theieh and waited.

Lost in thoughts, | didn’t notice the coming ofthe short hair brunette who’s
taking place beside me, until she engaged convernat.

‘Nice evening! Isn’t it?’

‘Hil,” | answered, extracting my zippo from my shirt pocket to light a cigarette.

‘Are you going downtown?,’ this one questioned me.
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‘| got to locate a good spot. | plan to hitch-hikeeastwards to the Rockies.’

‘I might help! This city has no secret for me,’ ths one said. ‘What you're looking

for is pretty close to my place. So, when I'll gebut of this bus, you'll just have to

keep going up to the terminal, and you’ll have a te minutes walk left to your
spot,’ she added, completing her explanation.

‘Thanks! By the way, my name’s James,’ | introducednyself.

‘Judy Robitaille!, this one answered. She stretchd out her hand for me to shake

it. ‘I's born in the East. Thence that name. Dad bought me here when I's eight.

Right after mum’s decease, back in nineteen eightsgix. | don’'t remember much

of my former life. | work for the BC Tourism Office I’

‘That looks pretty interesting,’ | started. ‘Now, to make it short, I's born in the

States. My sister’s been living in Quebec over foteen years. She invited me in

Montreal in ninety-six. | went to visit, then | stayed there a year and a half. Last

spring, | took the decision to move west. So, | leQuebec on a motorbike. The

bitch died before | could reach the plains. Been wking a while in Manitoba in

order to make some cash and fix the problem. Finall | dropped the idea of
ending this ride with the bike at the last minute.Here | am! | just came out of
the Winnipeg flight.’

‘Where were you born, James?’

‘At the junction of Superior and Huron. More precisely in the Soo Michigan.’

‘I know Lake Michigan. Dad took me there a few yeas ago. We went to Chicago

and visited the Sears Tower. Been sailing on thela too. It's great memories.

| heard of the Soo, but I've never been there!,” tts one exclaimed, expressing
some nostalgia.

‘It's amazing you heard of it. That ain’t a place for tourists,’ | confessed.

‘And what do you plan to do in BC?,” she kept quesbning.

My way of life and above all, this trip, seemed tintrigue her.

‘I don’t know yet, Judy. Kind of intuition thing, | guess. By the way, would you

know a spot named Kelowna?’

‘Of course! | know fairly well the Okanagan Valley. This’'s a magical and

wonderful location,’ this one dropped enthusiastichy.

‘Really! You've been in the Okanagan!,’ | mentioneddeliberately.

The young girl pursueded, motivated by the interest's manifesting for it.

‘Do you know that looking at it from the sky, the Ckanagan Lake draws the

shape of a snake? It extends some seventy milesriframorth to south. Kelowna

stands in the center of the reptile. The two otheimportant towns are Vernon in
the north and Penticton'? in the south. I'm certain you'll love it. Surroundings
are truly wild. And especially in the East, when raching the Rockies!

Judy’s a nice girl.

I glanced at my watch. It's right on schedule. ldw time flies when you’re in good
company. Doesn't it? We took place in the back ofhe bus. We're then the only
passengers, but it'd tranquilly fill up on the way.Judy taught me a lot about her
province. More than I'd thought. You could tell shés in the tourism business. As
we’re getting close to our destination, we separade The girl stood up and held me
out a piece of paper where she just happened to weidown her phone number.

‘Just in case you’d need help!”

She addressed me a sweet smile before leaving thus. When the vehicle moved
forth again, this one’d vanished into darkness.

2From the Okanagan word “Pen-tik-tan”, meaning “Aqg to live forever”.
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| reached the terminal and followed the teenagés instructions.

I's holding my thumb out in a sufficiently lit location, to make myself noticeable
on account of the few cars running at this hour.

I'd wait a while before one of them’d dare to stp. The passenger window went
slowly down, unveiling the face of a young femaleriyer.

‘Hi! Where do you go?,’ this one asked.

Her voice’s soft and showed a particular accent | muldn’t identify right away.

‘Hi!,” I answered, ‘I'm on my way to Kelowna. Somefour hundred miles east.’

‘Well. Get in! You're a lucky guy. I'm going to Edmonton and this place’s on my

way.’

I laid my rucksack across the back seat, before gatg in the car beside her.

‘Four hundred miles. That's about six hundred kilometers. Isn't it?’

‘Yeah! That's right. I've been kinda lost myself wih the metric system, when |

lived in Eastern Canada...”

‘Coming from the East! Would you be a Quebecer?,’fis one interrupted me.

‘I'm not! But | lived in Montreal for a while. This ’'s where | should’'ve started

from. My name’s James Morissette and I's born in Mchigan. I'm glad to meet

you! | taught her.

| buckled my belt. The little Ford moved off. The vehicle’d reached its cruising
speedwhen | noted a presence on the floofhe hairy ball started to rub against
my boots before climbing up slothfully on my lap.

‘I'm Mary Lewis! This’s Sylvester! James’s gonna make a bit of the way with us,

Kitty. You better get use to himDarling!,’” this one confessed to her cat, while

caressing the animal’s neck. It adopted a more comiftable position. And started

to purr real loud, covering the music part that's daying at the moment on the
radio: Neil Young’s old and famous“Harvest!”. Mary noticed my astonishment.

She offered some explanation.

‘When it’s little, Sylvester fell down from the third storey of the building we live

in. Since then, it's been producing this weird souh | don’t know precisely what

happened. It just happened!

Yes! Of course. That's a californian accent! The Mary talked about her. She
studied in Davis and lived in nearby Sacramento, anof the architectural symbols
of the nineteenth century gold rush. A friend of hes named Alice’d chosen the
canadian University of Edmonton herself, where shield some kin. Alice’d invited
Mary to spend a week with her in Alberta.

We’'d travelled through a third of the way, whenMary stopped again about the
city of Hope to give another hitch-hiker a ride. If Matthias’s now trying to get to
Vernon, he’d later head south to collect fruits. Wetalked a bit. And a complete
silence settled in the car.

As we’re approaching Merrit, the connection withHighway 97C, our pilot asked
me if I'd be up to replace her behind the wheel. S¥éid made a non-stop driving
from California herself. She’s kinda fagged out. Tle idea pleased me, but I'd have
to go out to remove some numbness in my legs. Thetook place in the driver's
seat. After I'd set and got acquainted with the ingsuments, we went back on the
road. I's driving in a relative calm, except for the feeble sound of the engine and
the overwhelming cat’s purr. Sylvester's now restig on Matthias’s lap. They're
all gone into deep sleep.

We reached the Okanagan Lake around 8 : 30 amhe thirty-first of august.
Kelowna’s slowly awaking. | parked by the city downown district.
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Mary and Matthias kept going. | walked along thelakeshore for a while. And |
decided to get moving in the center area.

The Cultural Center’'s opening its doors to publc. | got greeted by a woman in
her sixties.

‘Hi! May | help?,’ this one questioned me.

‘Hi, there! Hope so! | plan to buy a teepee. But don’t know anyone in the place.

Would you tell me where | could find a reservatioraround here?’

‘I wouldn’t! But there’s John over there!,’” this one said, pointing out at someone

in the distance.

‘John! Would you come here for a moment?,” she shaed.

A mentally retarded Native’s making slowly his vay towards us. It would’ve
been kinda hard to guess this one’s age. But he’sgsibly in his fifties. The woman
addressed him as she would’ve done with a five yesaold child.

‘Come on! Hurry up, Johnny! | don’t have the whole day, Darling. John! Here’s

mister...?’

| stopped her.

‘James!’

And she kept going.

‘Mister James would like to know where the reservabn stands. You know that.

Don’t you?’

The man took his time to think peacefully aboutit. At last, a few words came out
with great difficulty.

‘Y... eah! It's... it's n... ear Ver... Ver... non!

| thought he’s done with it. So, | thanked him.

‘Thank you, John! I'm gonna get there.’

Using of the slow ways that caracterized him, heffered me a crumpled flyer
coming from the bottom of his pocket. | run my eyesver the pamphlet.

CHIEF NEIL HANSON
Native craftwork of the Okanagan Valley
Art items, mocassins, blankets &c...
Making of Teepees
Otter Lake RR # 7
Ph # (250) 254-3265

‘I'm gonna note the address,’ | said.

| asked the woman for a pen and a piece of paperubJohn stopped her.

‘You may keep it, Furious-Bear. | don’t n... needt anymore!’, he stated, barely

triping over this time.

The man’s showing a great satisfaction, relishmwith his elocution achievement.
“Furious-Bear!” Why’'d he been calling me that name? | planned to westion him
about it. But | noticed this one’s turning his backalready.

‘Thanks a lot, John! God be with you!,” | concluded before leaving the center.

What a pity. Mary’d have dropped me there by now

| penetrated into the first booth | happened tocross on Pandosy street, grabbed
chief Hanson'’s flyer and dialed the Otter Lake shogphone number.

‘Hi! May | speak to Neil Hanson?’

‘Yeah! It's me,” answered the quivering voice of araged man.

‘I'm a Blackfeet from Montana. My name’s James Morissette! | wish to buy a

teepee,’ | simply stated.
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‘Hi James! | got two models in the shop. Twelve andighteen feet. | make them
with 1/8" thick linen. Twelve feet's fifteen hundred bucks ad eighteen’s two
thousands,’ the old man declared. This one’d notethe price scared me a bit. So,
he added, ‘I don't practise the same fee with our @ople, you know. For you, I'd
let go the first one at eight hundred and the secahat eleven hundred!

It seemed fair. Still, it's a lot of money. I'sthe kind of man who spent without
stint. | answered that I's interested and that I'd call back later. | needed some time
to raise this amount. | hanged up.

I'd stashed away some, but it'd be quite inadecpte to cover the expenses for the
purchase of a shotgun, a canoe and a bunch of othessentials. I's finding myself
in the situation I'd faced five months earlier in Manitoba. | became aware I'd have
to work some time in the Okanagan Valley. The sammorning, Matthias told us
he’d soon be collecting fruits. This’s exactly whex my salvation stood. | knew that
during this time of year manpower’s more than welcme in the orchards. | exited
the booth and took the direction of the bus stationl got a ticket to Penticton. The
town where Matthias’d be expected in a few days fim now.

We’d been running more than one hour, hanging e the lake, when | caught
sight of the little city outskirts.

In the center of town, the main street clock’s mhouncing noon and 82° F.

Penticton’d probably been visited by trappers dung the 1700’s. But it's only in
the very beginning of the next century that britishexplorer David Stuart officially
recognized a land that'd been occupied by native pple over millennials.

The first european inhabitant in this part'd been irish. His name: Thomas Ellis.
This one’d settled on the okanagan people land imé year eighteen sixty-five.

From that time on, migration rate’d increase rapdly, people being attracted by
such a singular haven. Some US army soldiers’d euverally find a refuge in the
Okanagan during the War of Secession. Later on, th&and'd witness the coming
of new waves originating in Europe and Asia, and eecially english, german and
dutch people, thus enlarging the nucleus of the fit pioneers.

The modern town of Penticton extended from an aginal settlement located
around asplendidlittle beachthat marked the southern extremity of the Okanagan
Lake. You'd find there profuseness of motels and @ammodation answering to all
expectations. The city held a solid touristic repution.

An antiqgue steamboat, memorial dedicated to thenaritime trade with Kelowna
in a time when roads as we see them didn’t existo®d majestically near the river
bank. Launched in the year nineteen fourteen, H.M.SSicamous’d achieved a
happy reconversion.It'd been christened since theriThe Flamingo’, the in fashion
restaurant in the area.

Penticton counted some ten thousand souls. Antsieconomy rested mainly on
fruits and wine productions. The west bank of thedke from where I'd reached
the city earlier that day’s covered with orchards.Vineyards're to be found on the
opposite side, towards the Provincial Park. The h# capping the valley're all
dressed up with peach, apricot and other apple tree And it defined a territory
where you'd linger forever.

| explored rapidly the center of the city and meed away in the direction of the
park. Passing along the beach, | attained to a lalgy where | could hold my thumb
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out. | wanted to experiment one night in the Okanagn Park, before I'd be going
hunting for jobs.

| waited for cars. Rare at this hour. Twenty mirutes later, though, a four by four
Toyota pick-up immobilized on the roadside. A man dessed up in a hunter outfit
called me through the opened passenger window.

‘Hi, Buddy! I'm goin’ to the end of that road. Towards Chute Lake.’

It seemed pretty cool. | dropped my rucksack irthe rear box and got into the
truck. Some fifteen miles further north, asphalt’d turned into earth. The track’s
narrowing rapidly. What a bumpy trail! The last par t of it looked unending to me.
More than once, we barely avoided collision with l@ick cows, moving around in
total freedom. It slowed us down quite a bit.

One hour after we'd left Penticton, the driver ught me we’re approaching the
top of the first step of the Okanagan Mountain. | gked him to drop me there. The
Toyota stopped dead in the middle of the trail. I'dhardly retrieved my effects
from the box, when the vehicle bursted out of theitth, ripping off stones and
earth from the dry ruts. I laid my back pack down near the trail, before entering
the woods in search of a possible camp site for timéght.

At this altitude, air's kinda fresher. So different of the one I'd left at the bottom
of the valley. | went deep into unknown land. | knev my trip’s coming to an end.
I’'s recognizing a region in which I'd learn to survve during weeks, months and
even more. | surely could expect visions in the pta.

| filled up my lungs with the strong and invigormting moist scents of spruce and
Douglas trees surrounding me. My soul started to tun green. It'd soon fuse with
the one of the inhabitants of my new environment.

If I'd an innate sense for orientation in nature | owed to my native genes, | took
great care of recording solid marks. By the middleof the afternoon, | walked in an
ideal spot for rest. | sat down on the ground, laidagainst a tree, closed my eyes
and kept still in this position, fully connected wih nature.

It's neither the right place nor the right day. | realized | wouldn't be offered any
extraordinary manifestation. | stood up and got reay to go back. It felt imperious
to rally my original mark near the trail before sunset.

It's about eight that | found the red bag again.The sun’d declined quite a bit. |
fixed rapidly the tent in the center of a clearingand collected some dry branches
to set a fire.

Water’s boiling. | took some dehydrated pasta, affee and a couple of dry meat
sticks out of my rucksack, that’s left from my lastprovisioning in Winnipeg. Then
| watered the pasta, filled my cup and | went swatiw this fast meal sitting on my
heels, nearby the fire. When done, | settled comftably against an uprooted tree
and sipped carefully a burning mug of coffee. | fond myself caught up by sleep.
I's truly exhausted. A thick curtain of mist’s cloang down on the camp. A pale
moon appeared rising up from the canopy at the suminof the hill. | lingered
there for a while, overwhelmed by the subtil illumnation of the woodland canvas.

But the ambient freshness started to generate stiomfort and | stood up to move
in my shelter.

The absolute quietness prevailing outside, thexteeme fatigue and the tepidness
of the sleeping-bag made up a fine cocktail to helme escape reality. New visions
of the local bestiary’d haunt me part of the night.l knew that place’s responsible
for this awakening. But if you except some dry braohes trampled in by unknown
visitors inside the camp perimeter, | went througha deep and restoring sleep.
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Early in the morning, | went down the broken tral I'd borrowed the previous
day in the hunter’s pick-up. I'd been walking overfive miles when | got aware of a
truck coming in my back. This one’s escorted by aail of dust. Possibly another
hunter who’d spent the night in the Chute Lake area

The man’s driving like a bastard. And the moosédie’s carrying in the back kept
bouncing on the floor, following the rythm of the humps. The windows're wide
open. Still, the intoxicating smell of dead game’8lling the cabin. The man wasn’t
too loquacious. But as soon as we reached the lasigore he turned more curious.
| made him aware of my desire to get a job. This anthought a little, before he’d
offer to take me to a friend of his who’s a major echards’s owner in Naramata.

We're entering the gravelled yard way too fastheading frankly to the wall of a
two storeys wood construction. Could he keep it ouf his way? The driver turned
the wheel at once on the right as fast as he podsilcould and immediately back on
the left. The gravel gave way and the truck went fioa complete slew round.

We got out of the vehicle caught in a cloud ofasd. A tall blond man in his
twenties’d been watching the scene from his garaghreshold, both hands laying
on his hips. This one’s laughing openly at the pesfmance.

‘Rock’n’roll, Alan! Not bad at all,” this one exclaimed.

‘Luke! | brought you some manpower. His name’s Jamg and he comes from the

States,’ the hunter dropped.

The two of them shook hands and talked a bit tagher, ignoring me totally.
Then, the farmer turned around and eyed me distrugtlly.

‘We start tomorrow morning! Do you know the job?,” this one questioned me.

‘No! But I'll stand up. If you show me. | do work hard. You may try me for a

day or two if you want?

He kept thinking for a while, scrutinizing my hands. That’s quite fair.

‘Okay, then! It looks like you have the hands of avorker,” he stated at last.

His friend the hunter'd left during the negociaion. Luke asked me to follow him.
We're approaching small bungalows joining together.

‘James! This is your name. Right?’

| agreed with a nod. And he kept going.

‘You may settle in the third one from the end. Thee’s a lot of shit in it. It serves

me as a lumber-room. For now, just drop it under tle porch. We’'ll fix that later.

| got to go, now. | suppose you could manage. I'v®me waiting for me. Got to

organize and prepare the material for our first piking day. You'll start at 7 : 00

am sharp, like the rest of the team!,” he orderedAnd he walked away.

| started to accumulate odds and ends outside.

By 2 : 00 pm, I's done and established into myew temporary home. I'd first
thought I'd sleep in a tent, but the little shack’swelcome.

| banged on the other cabin doors and opened @uaple, hoping to communicate
with someone. In vain! So far I's by myself. | notd all the shacks’re clones. Their
appointment’s totally identical. A one person bedn the back, standing under a
single window, accompanied with its tiny table onfte left and a metal wardrobe
near the door. Thus, each tenant disposed of somardred square feet.

I laid down on the bed to relax, but sleep tookne away in no time.

Somebody’s knocking on the wall. | caught my wah on the table. Four o’clock.

‘Yeah! Get inl’, | shouted to the visitor.

Gabriel Boothe’s the foreman. The chief of our jgking crew. Aged forty-two.
Born in Penticton, he’d been working in these orchals since eighty-seven. The
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man offered me a cup of coffee in the dining-room.stood up and passed my shoes
on to follow him. On the way, this one indicated me¢he bathroom and the shower
location by Luke’s garage.

We reached the common room. | went ahead into éhvast wood made building.

Assembled by the ninety-three picking crew, thelining-hall hosted a dozen of
massive ten by three pine tables, along with thematching benches. The concrete
back wall, shared with Luke’'s garage, held the kitben equipment. A sink, a
couple of low cupboards and a gas-stove. Huge renaible pannels closed the front
of the building. When needed, we could get rid ohiem and take fully advantage of
the numerous sunny days this part of the country add count on.

Gabriel and 1 talked longly, until the arrival of our first two comrades: Jake
Kelly, a montrealer with irish ancestry, and Eric Willis, from Calgary Alberta. As
we’re ending supper, three others, two guys and ehick, appeared in the common
room. They're Stephen Kinnard, a compatriot from Missouri, Matthew Hardy
and his sister Juliana, from Denver Colorado. We mde acquaintance.

Everybody brought out his own personal historyl’'s taught that they all came
picking in order to back their university courses.I’s the exception to the rule.

The last ones showed up after eleven that nighfaul Branigan’s coming from
the Republic of Ireland, Ulrich Braun’s a swiss ciizen from Bern. After Gabriel,
we should expect a last picker the next day.

On the second of september, our first picking dg Luke Van Houten came to
meet his troops in front of the bungalows at sevesharp. As it'd been settled.
We're embarking in the minibus, when we heard the brn of a cab.

The new one’d have to change. Luke didn’t wishotdelay our group any longer.
And he handed the wheel to Gabriel, before he werdgreeting Pedro Gomez, a
journalism student from Mexico city.

Gabriel moved away in the direction of the distat orchards.

It's a twenty minutes ride on bad trails. We puled over at the proximity of the
apple-trees. After we’d all been regrouped outsidéhe van, we're summoned to go
pick a harnessed basket in the vehicle’s trunk — #tnmodel you wear in front, tight
to your chest — and a ten feet ladder from the roefack, that'd allow us to reach
the highest branches. When Luke and Pedro caught ypve're ready to start. The
two of them dismounted the quadbike and joined us.

‘Fine, guys! You're all equipped. Gabriel'll start with the first rank and you'll
have the next ones,” Luke said, heading forth to #nforeman. As he’s attaining to
him, he pursued. ‘Those bins contain about thirty laskets. You'll have to empty
them carefully against the wood wall. You'd betterslow down the fall with your
hand in order not to bruise the apples! Understood?Everybody agreed and he
added, ‘If | deliver quality products, I'll get a b etter deal and so you'll benefit of
this. Thus, you might get fifteen bucks a bin. Mayb more!’

Luke’s message’s perfectly clear for all of usgs it'd be in our own interest to do
a good job.

We’'d been picking more than three hours. In a pecarious balance on the last
step of my ladder, | kept picking the highest fruis. It seemed | wasn’t doing so
bad, as | could hold Gabriel's rythm. The expert. his’s when Ingrid Van Houten
showed up for coffee break. Luke’s mum carried a lg cooler and a thermo to the
center of the orchard. The boss stopped the picking
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I's glad to get rid of my harness for a few mintes. | sat heavily on the ground to
enjoy my cup of coffee. The scenery we could hardgdmire when we're climbing
up the trees’s breathtaking. Hanging half way to tle top of the hill, the orchard
offered a view over the southern part of the lake rad the west bank exploitations
across.The sun’d reached its apexThis moment'd motivate me for the rest of the
day. | chose to meditate a bit while my comrades’rgetting more acquainted.

We picked until one o’clock and stopped again dtinch time for a longer break.
Some of us’d use the after lunch time for a shortap. | went looking for a spot in
the shade. So I'd benefit of a privileged moment wding my little red book —No
connection with the Mao cultural revolution prograim— and its wonderful verses:
‘Savitri’, Aurobindo’s poetic work, for which the a uthor'd taken inspiration from
the immense Mahabharata'>.

| wasn't aware the afternoon’d pass away so qukty. We're back in the farm
around six thirty. We all expected eagerly the sweeshowering time that's to
deliver a pure and simple delight. During that day,I'd filled some eleven bins and
earned one hundred and sixty dollars for the least.

By the end of ‘Week One’, six days in a row, weg finished with the isolated
distant orchards.

We’d been so tired everyday. No one’d been thimkg of going out for a drink in
the village yet. On the next Monday, we'd make updr lost time. After shower that
day, our group headed to the ‘Okanagan Chili and Gitll House’, Naramata’s pub
where farmers and pickers used to join together thave a real good time.

The counter high stools’re all busy. Jake Kellyed us to a vast room on the right.
As soon as we're seated, the waiter came to our felto take our orders.

‘Howdy?,” this one welcomed us. ‘What will you haveguys?’

Juliana and Luke’s quebecer girl friend Mylene’d come only for a drink. We all
ordered beers and waited for Eric Willis to go thraiugh the menu.

‘I'll have a chili!,” this one announced at last.

Mathew Hardy, Stephen Kinnard, Paul the Irishmanand Jake Kelly ordered the
same. Four of us hadn’t made their choice yet.

‘I'll have the burritos!,” | said, while passing the menu over to Gabriel.

The foreman, Pedro and Ulrich all agreed on a bitalo steak.

‘Luke’s gonna show up soon. He said he’ll have alyiof beef and fries! So, when

you'll see him, you may bring that order. Right Bat?,” Myléne added.

Then, the waiter showed up with my plate. | disunnected rapidly from the team
to enjoy my mexican sandwiches. The first ones thdtbeen served’d left the table
already for a pool game. Arriving from other farms around, new pickers crowded
in the bar hall. Everybody’s having a drink near the counter, expecting for a table
to free. I's done with the burritos. My glass’s empy. | directed myself towards the
beer pumps and made hardly my way through the compa mass of people.

At last, | reached the bar. The waitress’s cashg a customer. | asked her for a
refill. And | noticed a lovely red hair girl in her thirties who’s waiting for her
drink as well. This one turned around. Our eyes metShe smiled to me, before
engaging conversation.

130ne of the two great epic poems of sanskrit littee Litterally = the great war led
by the clan of Bharatas.

63



‘Hi, there! My name’s Nicole. My team and I're picking at the ranch. North-end

of Naramata.’

She’d a thick accent. | knew they’re a bunch ofrenchies around. | introduced
myself.

‘James! Glad to meet you, Nicole. | work with the \&n Houten team standing at

the table over there!,’ | said, designing my comraels.

‘Are you from Quebec?,” she asked.

‘No! I'm a Native from the States.I's born in Michigan. My spot’s named Sault-

Ste-Marie. It's located in a straight that connectd_ake Superior to Huron.’

‘| regret, James, but | never heard of it. I's bornin Champagne myself. East of

France. You probably know the noble wine. Don’t yo@

‘Yeah of course. | love it! | used to drink plentyof it with my Quebecer friends.

We didn’'t have the kind of money to buy this produt back home. | know they

make some in California that’s fair enough. But | rever tried this one!’

‘Where’s this Van Houten farm?,” she questioned magain.

‘It stands fifteen minutes from here by foot. Rightbelow the village. We're fine.

Luke’s built tiny shacks for the pickers. A diningroom as well. Showers and

everything. | thought I'd have to sleep in a tent!'What about you? How’s the

ranch? Never been there. | just went to Chute Laken my first day!,” | taught
her, showing a direction in the back of the restawant.

‘It stands about three miles north. At the extremily of that dead-end road that

runs along the lake. All the orchards’re alike, | giess. The only thing is we’re so

far from the village. But it's okay! We don’t have bungalows. We live in tents!’

A young man of Nicole’s team showed up and we @bk hands.

‘Are you coming, Girl? We're ready to pass orders!

They'd found a table in the third room, oppositeof ours, in which a gigantic
fireplace occupied the place of honour. The kind @lain beef on a spit'd easily fit
in. You'd just have to find the proper tool. As Nimle wasn’t producing any move,
the guy decided to leave.

‘Listen! I'll hold a place for you. You come wheneer you feel ready. Okay?’

‘Alright, Michael! Could you order a chili for me, please? I'll be there soon!’

Our glasses got empty. The girl left to join hecompanions. | called the waitress
to get a refill. Then | went back to our table.

Luke’s there by now. | hadn’t notice his arrival. | took a seat and got greeted by
the boss.

‘Well James! It seems you’ve met someone?,’ this erdropped innocently.

‘Yeah! Nicole’s French. She works at the ranch. She smart okay"

It's just the two of us at the table and | managd to question the farmer about
the Okanagan. It didn’t require much pressing.

After midnight, most of the pickers’d left the restaurant and the atmosphere’d
brutally fallen down. The beer'd been gushing forththrough the evening. | hardly
carried myself to the back of the room, where stoodhe antique and sparkling
Wourtlitzer. Leaning against the juke-box, | scrutinized its content with the hope
I’d find some stuff | hadn’t listen to for a long time. My hand’s shaking a bit, but |
succedeed in feeding the machine with the loonie @rselected the records it's
offering in exchange for it. The vinyl crown startel to run and stopped half way its
course. My selection got out of its lodging and wernaying down mechanically on
the turning table. Primary notes rose up in an abdately silent room. The violins
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at once, followed by a guitar and a clarinet. Thenlouis intoned: “| see trees of
green... What a beautiful world !”

| closed my eyes and let myself be carried awdgom the bar and civilization. I'd
found the land that'd been dragging me so long. Theall of the wild’d never been
so clear to me.

Still, I's convinced I'd go to the Otter Lake stop sometime during the following
weeks. But first | should talk to Luke and ask theman for an account. I'd already
earned the money | needed. And I'd call the Hanson® make a reservation for an
eighteen footer. Then I'd just have to go get theeepee. By the end of picking I'd
buy the rest of the material. A couple of tools, @hotgun, a canoe &c. | couldn’t
linger too long, cause winter settles quite fast aund here. Especially in the
mountains. My camp should be operational before thend of october.

The waiter called me back to reality. He taughime the bar’s closing soon. The
“Hotel California” final guitar chords faded away. The carrousel staed its course
again, searching for a final request,;Spread your wings’by english band Queen.

When | left the ‘Okanagan Chili and Grill House’, it's getting close to 2 : 00 am.
| wasn’t walking straight. The trip back to the farm’d turn unending and kinda
painful.

The next morning at seven thirtywe’re back up in trees.My basket weighted a
million pounds. What a martyrdom! | got charged full price for the abuses of the
previous night and a too short period of sleep.

During the following days, it went better. Thenthe rain showed up by the end of
the week. Momentary at first, it turned really heawy and steady. We’'d to quit
picking for some days. | thought it'd be the righttime to make Luke aware of my
urgent need for money. This one offered me thirteehundred dollars. That'd pay
for the teepee and the trip to Vernon. | hadn’t quie earned it, but Luke wished to
trust me. I'd have to withdraw the cash at his parats’ place the next day.

| went to the village in the evening in order talrop a call to the Otter Lake shop.
They hanged out after six tones.

‘Hi! May | speak to Neil?’

‘Hi! My name’s Linda. I'm Neil's wife. My husband’s not home!,” a sweet female

voice answered.

I introduced myself.

‘Hi, Linda! James Morissette. | inquired about the price of a teepee last month.

Have you got an eighteen footer available in the sp!

‘| think so! There’s the exposed model in front. Its brand new. | believe we hold

one in the back, though?

‘So, | suppose | could get it tomorrow!’

‘Of course you could, James! Just call me beforedeing your place.’

‘I will, Linda. See ya tomorrow, then!’

And | hanged up, satisfied.

The Van Houten seniors still run the exploitatio. They lived on Naramata main
street. | got there first thing in the morning to retrieve my account. | ringed their
bell around ten. Ulrich’d come with me. The man’sm need of money as well.

The rain’d intensified and my raincoat wasn’t eficient in such bad conditions.
The bottom of my pants’s soaked. My comrade wasnivearing any protection and
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he’s running with water. Ulrich waited outside under the porch.l came out ten
minutes later. | held the man his cash and left th&an Houten residence towards
the city, in order to catch a bus.

| kept walking down the road, holding out my thumb. | wouldn’t haveto wait too
long. | started to know people around.

The bus dropped me in the center of Vernon at 200 pm. | hitch-hiked again
over the last miles to the shop. And it took me Iager this time.

We reached the village one hour and thirty minugs later. The car pulled over
across the huge log cabin. A commercial wood-madeaérd, planted in front of it,
reminded me instantly of my meeting with John at tle Kelowna Cultural Center.
It reproduced word for word the text of the flyer.

A teepee’s exposed on the distant left side dietyard.

I climbed up a dozen of steps before entering ¢hshop. In the back, a woman in
her fifties’s sorting different objects on the sheles. It looked like she hadn’t notice
I'd got in. But a few minutes later, this one’s stading on my heels.

‘Hello! What can | do for you, young man?,” she as&d me.

I'd been wandering about through the alleys, fasnated by the local art items.
Those’re fashioned by native people following anceal methods.It's my first visit
to such a place. Emotion’s gaining me.

Chief Hanson’s wife suddenly recalled our previas conversation.

‘You must be James!’

‘Hi, Lindal’

‘Follow me. I've got to take you to my husband!,” his one dropped abruptly.

She led me through another room, where the Hanae stocked objects waiting to
get displayed in the shopAt last, we left the house through the back doo’ couple
of eighteen footers’re dispatched over a few acrgsiece of land. White smoke’s
escaping through the summit hole of one of them.

Linda designed me that tent.

‘My husband’s in here with some men of the villageThey’'ve been waiting for

you!,” she declared. | looked so bewildered. It maglher laugh openly.

‘Come on, James. Get in! Don’t be afraid,’” this oneadded.

She abandoned me by the teepee entrance and wbatk to her occupations.

It's so big that it let me moveless and thougheks for an instant. Why would the
Okanagan band be expecting me? Was the vision ortuition hoped for in the
mountains of Chute Lake, and that didn’t happen the, to show in Neil Hanson’s
teepee in the middle of that yard? The opening’s & low. | drew the linen door
aside and bent to get in. I's looking at a group Hing cross-legged surrounding a
fire, as Linda’d told me. The elder’s dressed in draditional costume. | knew he’s
Neil. The man’s facing me. He’s holding in his lefhand a long pipe his neighbor’d
just passed on to him. For a moment, | believed I'échieved a couple of centuries
jump in the past. The aura that emanated from the kief of the Okanagan band’s
so powerful it obliterated totally the presence othe other members of its council.
They're six of them. And the solemn tone of the oldhan rose up in a flat silence.

‘James Morissette. We've been waiting for you. Sdown!’

A single place’s free right across Neil’s. I'd ben summoned and | obeyed that
order with no hesitation. Then the chief passed thealumet around. And it finally
ended into my hands. | took a big smoke breath fronthe pipe and | went in a real
bad cough | couldn’t stop. I'd heard of this rite & it's meant to unite the present
assembly in the spiritual world. Neil added simplya few words.

‘James. We know why you're here!
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Hours’'d passed by. I'd lost count in time.

Then my spirit turned more receptive to the atmsphere of the singular meeting.
And | came back physically among the council member

The inside of the teepee’s dark indeed. The filgeing the only source of light.

The old man fed it with a handful of powder, bosting temporarily its intensity.
Shiny stars went suspending above the flames, up tbe summit of the tent. And
he let go his sentence.

‘The Woman-Moon'’s ready to greet you. Clearwater L&e'll be the place where

you’ll go find your true Self!’

Thenhe stood up slowlyEveryone followed.After he’d joined me, chief Hanson
laid his wide palms over my shoulders and stared ane. | wouldn’t have dared to
produce any move or pronounce a single word. | justvaited patiently until he'd
precede me. For the first time since my arrival thanan smiled to me.

‘You may go, James! You'll know when you should come back. I'litake you

there!’, this one stated.

I quit the Otter Lake band. And went back to Namamata at peace. The mystery’s
clearing up a bit.

An overwhelming silence’s spreading over the fan. The village seemed plunged
into a deep sleep. The sky’s threatening. The niglstas dark as my dreams’d be.

When | woke up the next day, those dreams vanisH rapidly. | couldn’t make
any sense out of them. | went through a quick colgdhower and moved to the
kitchen. Gabriel stood there by himself. Holding anug of coffee in his hands, the
foreman’s facing the TV set. He’s catching the newsf the day.

‘Hi, James! Was your sleep okay?,’ this one asked.

‘Hi, Gab! Not too well. | went through weird dreams. How about you?’

‘I'm a kind of heavy sleeper, you know. No less thaeight hours straight. Yeah,

I’'m okay! | went to bed around ten. You weren’t hone!’

‘| probably got in shortly after midnight. | couldn 't tell the precise time. But

everyone’s off. This place’s as silent as a tomb!

‘About a coffee? You’ve got water that’s heating ugn the back,’ he said.

| fixed myself a strong one and took a seat aiitable. Gabriel's getting upset at
the weather forecast.

‘We won't pick today, buddy! Heavy rain’s expectedsometime this morning. |

told the guys already!

‘| think I'll take advantage of these terrible conditions. Gonna get my gear and

take a walk in the park!

‘With that shit coming, | doubt you could have a god time up there. Might be

kinda cold”

‘Don’t worry! | don’t really mind for this.’

| left the foreman and went catching a few thing in the cabin. | grabbed my
rucksack under the bed and filled it up with a coupe of usefull items: food, a pan,
a knife and my cabin bed blanket. Then | engaged nsglf in the orchards at a
steady pace.

Although I'd been walking less than one hour, swoundings’d totally changed.
Naramata’'s now a couple of miles behind me. | pasde¢he fork in the direction of
Chute lake. A quite different universe’s opening tane.
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This part of the valley hadn’t undergone outrage of our modern civilization yet.
A classification ‘Provincial Park’ assured its protection. Here, no real damage,
except for a two miles thin layer of asphalt connding rare residents to the main
road to Penticton. I's now overlooking the OkanagarLake. The village, rendered
insignificant in the distance, would soon disappean the next curve.

| happened to walk past huge rocks carrying thenark of First Nations. These're
covered with red graffitis which didn’t make much £nse to me. The steep road
went winding through the forest up to the summit ofthe first step of the mountain.
Further up, | caught a few coyotes wandering on theoad. They quickly fled away
in the bush as I's getting closer. | imagined themobserving the intruder from afar.
This world’s theirs afterall, and bears’, wolves’,deers’, mooses’ and all the rest of
that part of America wild inhabitants. The spreading of mankind in the north’d
considerably reduced their habitat.

After I'd climbed the last portion of asphalt —I's standing then at an impressive
height above the lake — rain started to pour real ard. All of a sudden, | caught
from the left the echoing sound of an axe that'd jst hit a log. | jumped over the
ditch in that direction in order to oust the woodman. Might offer me a shelter for
the duration of the storm. | followed a trail overa quarter of a mile and found the
guy. | waited until he’d hit the next log before adiressing him.

‘Hi, buddy!,” I dropped at last, using of a prevenive tone.

Blond hair, bearded, woodman'’s taller and thinne than me. He’s wearing used
and torn clothes. It looked like he’d been living gite a while around, on the verge,
but isolated from the civilized world. He smiled anl answered briefly to my call.

‘Hi, there!’

| tried to use the proper words to get acquaint&, while stretching my hand out.
He hesitated a few seconds. And he grabbed it frahk

‘My name’s James! | pick up fruits down in the valley. We've been forced to quit

temporarily two days ago, when rain..."

Woodman interrupted me.

‘Glad to meet you, James. I'm Ewan Dunford! What alout a good cup of tea?

We might as well keep talking inside!’ this one prposed, while pointing out an

artificial shelter in the distance.

I'd caught sight of the shack after I'd reachedthe spot. Made of thick linen, it'd
been fixed up a certain number of times with piecesf black and blue tarpaulins.
A thin thread of smoke escaped through a stove pipgiercing the roof. In spite of
appearences, the place looked cosy. A few minuteddr, we're comfortably seated
over a layer of pine-cones used to block the colds® and moisture of the ground.
A teapot’s heating up on the top of an old oil barel converted into a stove. My
new friend returned to our talk.

‘You'll be back picking after tomorrow! | know a bi g deal about the sky and its

mood. It'll stop raining late tonight and the orchards’ll dry the next day.’

| started to tell him about myself. When | gotm this place and the reasons that'd
driven me here. Hushed up the Otter Lake ceremonypgsode. For his part, Ewan
felt a need to confess some of his own history. Keforty-eight years old and had a
scot ancestry. He’'d followed law school in Glasgoaduring seven years and landed
in Canada in june of nineteen eighty-five. He’d lied in Toronto two years before
flying to Vancouver, where he got a teaching partine job, acting as a substitute.
He offered then general courses to high-school stadts. This’'s when they added
the last straw. Ewan’s teaching methods didn'’t fitstraight rules of the directing
committee. “Couldn’t bear this kind of hypocrisy!;, as he formulated it himself.
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Only the students results counted. He’d left that lace one day, hitch-hiking in the
direction of the Rockies. The car driver who stoppe then’s a Kelowna high-school
history teacher: Jack Bennett. Jack’d turn into oneof his best friends. Still, this
one’d spoken in a such high terms manner about th@kanagan that morning that,
after the seven hours journey to Kelowna, Ewan’d tken the decision to live there
for good. He’'d been searching so long for it. Summis closing when he’d reached
that place where we’re talking, and he’d built a sinple shelter that'd preceded this
one. It's kinda hard for me to think of anything simpler than the actual. He went
through his first winter. And the next. Years succeded to years. The man barely
realized it. He sometimes felt nostalgic about thpast he’d left behind him. And so
he happened to go down in the valley to get hiredsaa picker for a couple of weeks.
He might even find a job in a farm where he could & of some use. Ewan never
excluded himself totally from the world, as he manged to hold a couple of true
friends in Penticton and Kelowna.

When the teapot’s empty, | could notice the raiid stopped. I's ready to go back
north on the main track.

‘Thanks, Ewan. | gotta say | truly enjoyed that moment we spent together. And

I'd be glad to learn things from you about this ar@. No hurry. You take care,

my friend!,’ | said, starting to stand up.

‘| enjoy seeing new faces up here, you know. Comeadk any time, James. You

said you’d return tomorrow afternoon. Why wouldn’t you pay me a visit, then?

I'll be in ‘The Pit’ the whole day. Here, I'm gonna show you!

| followed him on to the edge of a huge rock oviganging the lake.

‘Can you see the gardens down there? This’s wherdllwork all day tomorrow.

When you’ll come back from Chute Lake, you'll see asecond track about one

mile from here. This one’ll lead you straight downto ‘The Pit’"’

‘Fine, Ewan. I'll be there. | swear! See you thenmy friend.’

‘See you, James. You have a good time!’

It's now ten o’clock. | sure could count on a sito seven hours walk to the next
night camp site.

| reached my destination about 5 : 00 pm. Gabrles right, as it's awfully cold.
Humidity inside the forest and altitude’re responsble of this sudden crash of the
temperature. No more than 50° F. During the night| should expect to see it go
down a bit. As | hadn’t brought my sleeping-bag, It have to set a bonfire. From
this standing point, | wouldn’'t be able to see anyf the valley. I'd now become a
hostage of the Okanagan forest. It looked like weag rid of the rain for good. The
sun’s offering a few rays of pale light, which harty made their way through the
thick strata of clouds. | noticed these’re scatteng rapidly, pushed away by a
fierce wind. | got quickly seized by the ambient feshness through inaction. |
decided to go cut off some branches and foliage order to create some kind of
camouflage over the tent, but also to act as a wistlield. One hour later, I's done.
| just’d to collect some dry wood to start a fire.

At last, | could warm my hands up above the flams. The sun’s gone. The shades
of the night're gaining rapidly. I'd be soon surrounded with darkness. Totally
alone in this part of the park. Well, that's what I first thought.

Numbness’d left my limbs. | took some food outfahe rucksack and started to
fix my meal. Just got to wait for the water to reab its boiling point.
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I's extracting my tobacco-pouch from my shirt toroll a cigarette when | caught
the cracking sound of dead branches in my back. Iaj the feeling | might not be
alone after all. I could certainly expect some presce. | lighted my smoke and
waited patiently for the intruder to show a bit of itself.

Utter silence again. | began to eat. This’s whelnmet my new friend.

Just a deer! Not so shy as should be the onestloét species. It seemed | wasn’t
making much impression upon it. | thought for mysef. “Would | be the first
human being you'd ever seen in your life, buddyPhe animal lingered real close to
my camp for a while. If it wasn’t so afraid, it hed some distance with me. No less
than fifty feet. Lost in my thoughts — my people’drather say in the dream’s lodge
— 1 didn’t even notice it'd left. The full day walk to get up here’d been demanding
a lot and I's starting to feel the first symptoms o fatigue. | stood up to stretch my
limbs. Then I rolled up a hot stone taken from thefire in a piece of cloth and went
refuging myself in the shelter After I'd tossed the heater at my feet, | fell rapidly
asleep. All dressed up.

Fourteenth of september. | woke up early. Didn’know the precise time, though.
But shortly after sunrise. If my body’s aching allover, I's mentally peaceful. My
thoughts're clear as the new day heavens. Temperatis real low. | folded the
tent. Packed my things. Then | slipped the rucksackver my back and started the
descent in the valley. I's walking at brisk pace orthe narrow track, thinking over
the actual situation of mine. About the three daysest we owed to ugly weather
conditions. And particularly the episode of the bad council meeting in Vernon.
This last event'd fed me with an incredible energyThanks to chief Hanson, those
visions that'd been haunting me over two years miglve found the beginning of
an answer. Receptivity’d be crucial in the times taccome. I's aware that frequent
visits to this kind of isolated spot inside the Okaagan forest'd help me to acquire
a proper mental state. Didn’t Neil tell me I'd know when I'd have to go back to
him? The previous Saturday meeting’d been kinda stinge though. These men —
should | rather say THE MAN — knew I'd show up: “James Morissette! We're
expecting you!” What did that mean exactly? After my first call in Kelowna, this
one could’'ve guessed | wasn't too familiar with myancestral Blackfeet traditions.
Had he been willing to help me catch up with it, fl the void and drive me closer to
my people, our people, the First Nations? No! Decally not. This wasn’t making
much sense. | didn’t believe Neil could’ve been caple of imposing such a will
upon me. The true reason of it's obscure. And it'dstay that way for now. I's too
impatient. The old man’d promissed me he’d lead men the path to Clearwater.
The light wouldn’t show any sooner than this.

| kept fighting, but my encounter with chief Hanson occupied my mind. I'd to
constrain it in another direction. All of a sudden, Tina answered my expeations.
| got plainly satisfied. What'd become of my siste? | deeply concentrated in order
to send positive thought waves to reassure her abomny fate. After that telepathic
connectionattempt, | could sensesucha comfort that mademethink I'd succeeded.
Then | got overwhelmed once more. And that secondawe’s still intenser than the
previous one. It's Jenny Lafleur. She’s both smilig and imploring me: “When will
you be back Jimmy? | miss you so muchl’suffered my baby’s absence. As a
crowning irony I's the only one to blame. | renewedhe extra-sensory experience
practised with Tina. At last, Ewan’s picture materialized in my mind as if the
man’s trying to get in touch with me. I's getting real close to ‘The Pit' common
gardens. Probably no more than a couple of miles.

70



After the sun position it's certainly close to 4 00 pm when | reached the mark.
| just caught sight of the opening of a narrow tra& leading to Ewan’s gardens. |
took some rest on the ditch, using my rucksack asgillow. | got waken a moment
later by the back-firing engine of an antique GMC nodel whose dark grey paint’s
eaten by rust. Probably came from the valley.

Red hair man got off his truck after it'd reached the platform where | stood.
Bearded as well. But shorter and thicker than Ewan.The guy moved forth to a
pile of logs he’d certainly planned to charge. | hied him.

‘Hi there! Do you need some help?’

But this one didn’t give any answer. | stood u@nd renewed the call. I's closing
the gap between us.

‘My name’s James! Would you be working in the gardas with Ewan?,” | asked.

Then | could notice a slight change on his facé looked like the raising of this
name acted as a pass-word to initiate a dialogue.

‘Yeah!,” this one dropped at last. ‘Hi! You've gotto be the guy who visited our

friend yesterday morning?’

‘That's right. Ewan’s asked me to stop by on my wayack. Here | am!’

‘Look. You give me a hand. And I'll give you a ridewith the truck. | live down

there. Fair enough. Isn’t it? Patrick Rowan’s my nane. I'm glad to meet you,

James,’ this one offered, holding his hand out to &

We loaded the pile of wood up in the box of hisuck. And we engaged carefully
in a steep and narrow ramp drawing an angle of somthirty degrees. It'd take us
a coupleof hundred feet down in the valley. The view's reall\amazing. From this
standing point, we’d capture the best part of thedke.

Rowan dropped me near the gardens. Then he pured his slow descent towards
the lake. | caught sight of the upper part of Ewans body in a recess of the land. |
initiated a move in this direction.

‘Hi, Ewan! How do you do since yesterday?,” | asked

He offered his hand after he’d wiped it off over hs pants. | squeezed it warmly.

‘I'm fine, James! I've been thinking of you yesterdy night. | begrudged you. |

love sleeping in the wild too, you know!

‘Well... It's kinda cold. But | immediately started a fire. And I's alright”’

‘Oh... ! Survival instinct!’, this one exclaimed, mocking me*Just finished picking

our vegetables for today. I'm glad you’re here as ot to carry the whole stuff in

the shelter other there,” he added, while displayig the spot with his hand. ‘With
the two of us it shouldn’t take that long.’

We grabbed two cases each from the ground and wmed slowly down the slope. |
followed and watched carefully my steps. The land’ankles killer.

‘As you may have noticed, | met Patrick. We're invied at tea time. What d’you

say?,” | asked him.

‘Sure, James. It's a great idea. After we've got d of that job!

Some twenty cases later we're done.

It's five o’clock when we reached his friend’s abin. | knew | couldn’t stay too
long this time.

Unlike Ewan’s, Patrick’'s home’s a real house tls one’d realized after his own
drawings. And its location’d been discerningly detemined. Built in the center of
a creek, natural camouflage rendered it barely vidile from the main track. If
we could enjoy a framed view of the Okanagan Lakenian extension of a brook,
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numerous trees dissimulated the log cabin totallyhie other way around. The
gardener abandoned us to collect some apricots frothe dryer located higher on
the land. It's time to get acquainted. Patrick knewalready what Ewan’d taught
him about me. There’s little to add. Receiving seloim, this one’s willing to entrust
me with part of his own story.

Before he’d settle in the Okanagan in nineteenghty-one, Patrick Rowan’d been
a farmer in Pierre South Dakota. A small town couning some twelve thousands
souls. He’s then married. And no kid. In that timehe’d to work hard barely to
survive and showed little presence to his wife. Onaght, he came back home later
yet and found an empty house. She’s gone okay. Amcd emptied their house as
well. Removing team’d made a great job. Could hardl be any cleaner. What's left
behind’re his own clothes and a couple of uselegems. If he’'d taken the decision
to stay on the farm, he would’ve had to refurnish he whole place again. And this
he couldn’t afford. Didn’t wish it either. It wasn’t possible for him to imagine any
kind of life in a place that’s to remind him of her every second of every day. He'd
left his town and the people he knew there — theyeren't exactly friends — to start
a new life in the Okanagan where he’s a perfect singer. He’'d discovered the
region when he’s younger. Right after his arrival fifteen years earlier, he'd first
squatted caves on the lake shore, then simple Ewéype shelters At last he’'d built
the chalet. He kinda managed, owing to the veggiend dry fruits business. It
appeared to me this one really enjoyed his way afé.

We came out on the patio expecting Ewan anytimeow. The gardener showed
up ten minutes later. This one’s carrying three papr bags in his hands. One for
each of us. It's now 6: 00 pm. Time to go. | tookekhve of my friends and began the
ascension of ‘The Pit’.

| rushed down the Van Houten orchards alley ninty minutes later. At this hour,
the only trace of life — artificial light — came from the common kitchen. When | got
closer,l could seize a verbal exchange and a few laughsiropped my things in my
room, grabbed a towel and came right out. The firsthing | needed’s a shower. It's
busy. A male voice’s bugling a Beattles classic idg the booth:

“When | find myself in time of troubles, mother Mgrcomes to me..."”

StephenMy compatriot from Missouri. | took a seat in the back of Luke’s trailer
and waited for our friend Kinnard to shut the tap.

The door opened at last. My turn’s come to regemate.

‘Hi, Steve! You know that you’re a fair singer. Andit helped to endure waiting.

Hope you left some water for me?’

‘Hi! Did it take that long?’

‘One hour something,’” | answered. Barely overstatig.

Stephen rolled a towel around his waist and madeom for me. Then he told me
about his day.

‘The Irishman and | went to Penticton. We played sqash for a couple of hours.

This guy'’s really good. You know what kind of sportl’m talking about. Right? |

badly needed this kind of refreshing. Sorry for theinconvenience!

‘It's okay, Steve. I's just kidding. Good night, buddy"

I slid myself in the cabin and freed the cold wir tap. The first seconds of such a
treatment might look like a real punishment, but ya soon enjoy true sensations.
And above all a total reconstruction. A miracle! Those who'’re used to the practise
know what I'm telling about. Five minutes’s just fine. It'd obliterated half of the
fatigue produced in the effort of walking and occai®naly running on the way back
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over twenty-five, thirty miles. | dressed up in myroom and joined my comrades in
the kitchen. | needed a hot drink before going to é&d.

Juliana Hardy occupied a table by the door. Thione’s swallowing down a beer
straight from the bottle. She laid it noisily on tre table. And summoned me.

‘Hey, James! You look pretty much in shape. It seemyou’re the only one in

this room who doesn’t sleep all day,’ this one sajcconsidering disdainfully the

audience and more precisely one table in the backh&re her dear brother, Jake

Kelly, Gabriel and Pedro Gomez're playing cards. M&hew Hardy got really

upset. And he couldn’t hold it any longer.

‘Shut up, Sis! These are personnal choices. We ddértiave to bear your lousy

judgement. You'd better stop drinking. You're making a fool of yourself.’

| emptied a big size glass of fresh water. Thdrfilled a pot | placed on the stove
and questioned the company.

‘Someone’s up for a cup of coffee or teal’

Only Pedro answered my call.

‘Si por favor mi amigo!l'll have coffee pleaseMuchas gracias!

| brought Pedro’s cup to the players’s table andeturned to Juliana’s. | took a
seat on a bench facing her. And this one engagedneersation. She’'d lowered her
voice quite a bit.

‘How’s your trek? I'd have loved to be with you. Might have been of some use.

You know! Like keep you warm at night. What do yousay, James?,” this one

whispered joyfully.

‘I don’t think you’d have appreciated the activity, Juliana. | probably walked

over fifteen hours in two days!

‘And then... from the moment | wouldn’t have been apable of walking any

longer, | suppose you'd have carried me on your b&cto the camp. Wouldn't

you, cuty James? I'm pretty sure | would’'ve especisy loved that part!’

Jake Kelly enjoyed provoking Juliana from the vey first day of picking. From
the distance, the man’d caught some of our conversan.

‘It would’ve killed him, Juliana? You're way too fat to make such propositions,

lady. Poor James!

The card players laughed loudly at the intervemg of the Montrealer. | thought
it's going to turn ugly, considering the girl’'s kinda drunk. But she’d been hurt
okay. She laid her head down over her arm. And muéred a few last words.

‘N... not fat. Fifty p... pounds all d... dressed pt Is there r... right, James?’

Excess of alcohol’d made her touchy. I tried tonake her understand they’re all
kidding. No use. She’'d fallen asleep. | waved the@mpany good night and went to
bed.

A frightening roar startled me and | turned back The cougar stood some thirty
feet above me. It's camping low on its four paws. fat just meant one thing.

I knew the beast’d been observing and followinghe over a certain distance. And
| hadn’t been aware of it. When | realized that, itd been too late, as it's in the air
already. The coming of the final act’'s a matter of fraction of a second.

The surprise of our encounter’d made me forget's holding a deadly weapon in
my right hand. Except that when it got on me, my psture forbade any decisive
action. The big cat took quickly advantage and rockd me over the thick layer of
snow, freeing at once both my shoeH. nailed me to the ground with an amazing
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ease.The guy’'d be fighting now toreach my throat. | couldn’t restrain the animal
very long, as its power’s way greater than mine.

In spite of the thickness of my coat, its clawand teeth made their way through
my flesh. My hands, my arms and my chest’re badly aunded. | caught sight of
the blade partly buried under the immaculate carpet but it stood out of reach.

We’d uncovered a medium size stone during thedht. For a couple of seconds
I's holding this fierce opponent back with the usef my left arm. While the right’s
sweeping desperately the ground. At last, it seizddmly the object...

Beep, beep... beep, beepswiched the clock off. My sheet’s totally soaked/Vhat
an awful dream. | lingered a while in bed thinkingabout it. And I fell back asleep.
Not long, though.

| came out of the cabin and started to move fotin the direction of the shower
booth, when | noticed my comrades’re waiting acrosthe kitchen. Gabriel came to
meet me.

‘Hi, James! Been oversleepin’. Haven't you?’

‘Hi, Gab! Hi, everyone!’ | answered, while waving te group. ‘Is it that late?’

‘Five to seven,compafiero!,’Pedro hailed.

I rushed down to the sink and wetted my face amdantly. Then | caught up
with the pickers. In the whilst, Luke’'d showed up.We walked to the lower part of
the village to pick in the last orchards. Weather drecast’'s okay for the rest of the
contract.

I'd been considering this work irksome. But it $arted to look better after a good
training. Four weeks’d gone since the Vernon councimeeting. | waited eagerly a
prolonged retreat in the forest Ewan’d promised meor the end of october, when
picking’d be over.

On the eighteenth, Luke granted us an extra twalays off. The fruits from the
ultimate orchards weren’t ripe yet. | decided to gopitch my tent below ‘The Pit’
gardens. This time, I'd add up my new bedside boofSavitri’ to my things.

| walked past Patrick’s chalet in the early eveimg. And didn’t cross a soul on
the way. Twenty minutes later | reached the lake gire. End of the track.

It's a moonless night. It'd be dark soon. | wentesting the tepid waters of the
lake and bathed until late.

I hardly found my way on the beach in order to itk some dry wood up. After
I'd set the fire on, | immersed myself in Aurobindds poetic masterpiece under the
gleam of high flames. I'd soon be cut off from thevorld.

I'd lost the count of time, when the light wenbff. Someone’s masking the fire.

‘Hi, James. Is picking over?,” Ewan asked.

‘No! The last orchards ain’t mature enough. That'sall. How do you do, buddy?

By the way, | didn’t see Patrick!

‘He’s gone to pay a visit to old friends in Utah. last minute call. We won'’t see

him for a month.’

| fixed cereals and offered some to my friend, o acceptedWe shared my meal.
While we'’re eating, | questioned him about what'd @ the equipment needed for
this trek we’d planned.

‘The absolute essentials,’ this one stated. ‘A bladks indispensable. Fire. Rather a

lighter than matches. | know you've got a Zippo. Tlhat's fine. Wire, so we can lay

snares. A light blanket. We'll light a fire everynight and hold it on shifts. It'd be
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absurd to charge ourselves with useless items. by wish, you may bring this

little book of yours!,” Ewan added with a smile.

This one’d noticed ‘Savitri’ laying by my side.

‘I'm truly impatient, you know!’

We went on talking a few hours. Then this one @&led to spend the night on the
beach by the fire, he'd feed. When | woke up at dawy my friend’d disappeared. |
occupied myself that day with meditation, reading ad walking around. Didn’t get
any visit this time. On the next morning, | foldedmy things early and went back to
the farm. | got there at six for a shower. And we’e back picking without any new
interruption. Job’d turned a kind of routine. My on ly thoughts concerned now the
part of my stay that’s to follow.

Friday, the thirty-first of october. We all went to the ‘Okanagan Grill House’ for
a last drink before we’d separate. Some of us exchged addresses.

Everyone’d got their pay check. They're ready tareturn home. | asked Ingrid
Van Houten to hold mine. I'd pick it up later. | followed the group to the parking
lot and took leave of them.

I buckled my rucksack and moved forth through tre orchards. Ewan’s expecting
me by the park border.
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Part 2

The quest
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“When virtue and equity sow glory upon the greathpa
Then earth is the kingdom of heavens and moeglsl gods”.
Magic flute — Chorus. Nr. 8, Act 1 — Imanuel Khireder 1791.

| caught sight of the path leading to Ewan’s shter at 6 : 00 pm. My friend’s
seated above the ditch. | shouted and waved to hirAs soon as he noticed me, this
one stood up and came down to meet me.

‘Hi, James. Howdy?’

‘Hi, Ewan. I'm okay. You know how much I've been exyecting this moment.’

‘It's kinda late now. We'll leave tomorrow,” he said. ‘We’ll spend the first night

in my shelter.’

At dawn the next day, we shared a solid breakfasnade of cereals and dry fruits
before going. Then we left Naramata.

We reached the park border two hours later. We'e facing a star shaped cross-
roads offering six possible tracks.

‘We’ll borrow this one,” Ewan dropped, designing the narrowest of all. ‘I wish to

take you to Granby Provincial Park. It's a three days walk from here.’

‘Just fine with me, my chumY’

And so we engaged in the direction of Granby.

We stopped to rest a bit about noon. This’s whewe found some painted rocks.
The kind I'd seen on my second trip to Chute Lakel parted a couple of branches
in order to capture the whole of one of them. Ewajpoined me.

‘| suppose you'd like to know the meaning of theseéWouldn’t you?,” this one

questioned me.

‘You bet! I've seen some similar paintings in Naramta. And | supposed they’'ve

been left by Natives. I've absolutely no idea whahey mean, though,’ | said.

I's trying hard to read the present one. In vain. t's making no more sense than

the others. My friend’s lost in thoughts.

‘They’ve been made by young Okanagans,’ this onetght me.

I's to ask him what young Indians’d be doing bythemselves in the forest, when
Peter’s singular story — the old folk from Iroquois — popped up in my mind. So,
what I's looking at’'s the testimony of a kid in seach of his animal totem. After
Ewan, they used mostly red ochre, they found in ra spots in the mountain, and
charcoal powder, to obtain the necessary colors. @ffitis're telling some episodes
of their stay in the wild. Some hunting parties. God or bad encounters. My friend
knew a big deal about it.

‘The young artist prepared the chemicals himself. &r instance, he would've to

unearth iron oxide powder, a material he’d to mix wuntil saturation, firstly with a
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binding element like melted tallow or animal fat, gcondly with a fixing element

he obtained from bones or boiled fish skin. The faner’s essential to allow the

pigments to adhere to the rock, but yet to enhanceolors and increase the
longevity of the work.’

‘Truly amazing, Ewan. It seems I'm travelling with a living encyclopedia.’

We rested an extra hour. The place wasn’t simplgnjoyable. It carried a soul. |
closed my eyes. | could soon picture a little boy ixing the elements and drawing
delicately those red and black lines telling aboua powerful magical experience. It
made me think about my own to come. | wasn’t a kicanymore. What should |
expect in Clearwater?

Back on the track. Progressing in this particula environment’s real slow. We'd
walk an extra five hours that day. Ewan consulted egularly his compass and an
old map, which're gifts from his Kelowna friend Jadk Bennett. Darkness’s gaining
rapidly this part of the mountain. Soon, we’ll haveto stop for the night.

We laid our rucksacks down about eight o’clockNo tent this time. The presence
of a bright full moon’d be of great help to set ourcamp.

We picked up fire material. Enough to keep it running until morning. Then we
fixed some to eat. We're exhausted and barely exchged a few words. | took the
first watch. Ewan rolled himself up in a blanket ard fell asleep right away.

Dawn, the first of november. The pleasant smetif a smoking teapot woke the
Scotman up. I's buckling my rucksack.

We walked a couple of hours. Muscles warmed upnd It got much easier.

As we’re engaging in a steep path, Ewan poked nie the ribs. A patchwork of
edible mushrooms of different species carpeted thground surrounding us. | got
rid of my bag and detached the wickerwork trap thats tight to it — we’d use later
to capture small animals — in order to collect somef these presents of nature.
Then we kept moving forth until dark.

On the second day, we settled earlier. We'd fodha clearing that looked like an
ideal place to spend the night in. Ewan showed ma the distance the location of
Granby’s access we're to reach the following day.tllooked so close. Mountain
caps’re covered with snow. The winter blanket’'d soo extend over the whole of the
Rockies. After the fire got ignited, | decided to mke my buddy aware of the early
september Otter Lake event.

‘My friend! | got to tell you about a particular ex perience | happened to live

with the Okanagan band, before we first met,” | sal, while feeding the fire. This

one turned around towards me. | pursued.

‘I'd paid a visit to the Otter Lake craftwork store in order to acquire a teepee.

What I'd in mind then was to settle in the wild and live after my Blackfeet

ancestry way. | told you already about these nativeoots of mine. | badly needed

to get explainations to these calls. Was it a pobgity for me to uncover a deeper

Self? I'm in it now. | really got to find a good reason to keep going. So | went to

Vernon that day with the idea to bring that teepeéack to the farm and wait for

the end of picking. Neil Hanson and the band counidie waiting there for me.

Can you imagine the kind of surprise it'd been. Thg greeted me in the middle of

a tribal meeting especially organized to my intenan!

Ewan kept silent. It heartened me to continue.

‘It took me a moment to realize what | was in. | jst'd to let things happen!

And | got into the details of it.
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‘If | got it right, you might be contacted here!,” he exclaimed.

‘Right, my chum. What d’you think?’

‘I've got to tell you | never heard such a story. Idon’'t know chief Hanson

personally, but what | could say’s the Native peog of the region show great

respect to the man. | believe it's quite serious.’

‘What should we do, then?,’ | asked.

My friend thought a bit.

‘Let’'s not change a thing to our plans. We're gonnaeach Granby as it's been

settled. We'll establish our camp there. Don’t wory. | know a shortcut through

the mountain. Granby doesn’t stand that far from Kdowna. We’d go directly to

my friend Jack and he’d take you to Vernon in no tme!

I's relieved. | stood up and fixed the meal. Itvasn’t as cold as the previous night.
New camp’s located fifteen hundred feet lower andhiat difference of altitude’'d
improve quite a bit our comfort.

Ambient moisture woke me up shortly after dawnlt'd started to snow. A thin
layer overlaped the area already. | first thought ny friend’s gone, then | noticed
the little bump by the dying fire.

Our equipment’d been limited in the first placeto a strict minimum. It included
warm clothes. The new weather conditions’re no reahreat.

| pulled a second wool sweater over. And put @oat on. Then | called my friend.
Temperature’s about 30° F. When the fall would've eased, we could expect the
worse. We didn’t take the time neither to reanimatehe fire nor to have breakfast.
As we’d feed with the dry fruits from the Naramata gardens on the way. We left
immediately the camp.

We suffered the ugliest conditions in the asceif the ultimate stage of our trek.
A naked hill swept by a fierce wind. The effort demanded didn’t allow us to be
hurt by cold, though.

At six that night, we’re standing at the bottomof a wall of rock. This’s the place
my companion’d been searching for a while.

We noticed darker spots half-way to the top. Ewais pretty confident it signaled
the presence of cavities. And thought we might ségtinto one of them.

This one went climbing ahead. He called me teninutes later from the mouth of
it. And | joined him.

The entrance’s less than ten feet wide. Wouldnlte too hard to block it up. It's
an ideal refuge. But we certainly couldn’t waste aptime.

Snow slowed down collecting of wood material nessary to the making of both a
panel and fire. Fortunately, I'd brought with me a machette. An indispensable tool
| hadn’t made Ewan aware of. It'd greatly facilitate our task.

We shifted gears in order to be ready before d&r We missed the time to shut up
properly the cave. A couple of big branches’d do ifor the night. Ewan took care
of the fire.

Closing's all but efficient. Violent gusts of wid hissed through the interstices
and made some attempt to tear the hatch open.

Ewan cooked some mushrooms in a pan, while I'siding branches through the
leftovers of a hare we’'d trapped the previous dayAnd | disposed of them above
the fire. We wished to mark our first day in Granby.

Night'd settled. | took the little red book from my rucksack, where | preserved it
against humidity in a plastic bag, and started reashg. The intensity of the wind’'d
slightly lowered. My Scot friend interrupted me.
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‘Won't you share with me? | guess it’s terribly interesting!,” this one begged me.
| enjoyed reading aloud for myself. | answered spaaneously to his request.

Book I: ‘The Book of Beginnings’, Song IV: ‘The is¢&nowledge’.
‘On a height he stood that looked towards greatghts.
Our early approaches to the Infinite

Are sunrise splendours on a marvellous verge

While lingers yet unseen the glorious sun.

What now we see is a shadow of what must come.
The earth’s uplook to a remote unknown

Is a preface only of the epic climb

Of human soul from its flat earthly state

To the discovery of a greater self

And the far gleam of an eternal Light.’

| read the whole of the song without raising meyes. Ewan kept his own closed.
He got carried away to Aurobindo’s“remote unknown”, as he’d tell me later.

I knew perfectly the effect the verses could pauce on people.

For now, | didn’t wish to ruin an instant of pure happiness. And I'd wait a while
before I'd break in.

‘Ewan. Are you okay?’

This one opened his eyes. And smiled to me.

‘It's wonderful, James. These’re the words of an elighten spirit. | understand

better why this little book accompanies you everywére.’

| loved the place. It didn't offer the comfort & a modern house, but so much
more. | blocked the entrance up on the next morningJust leaving a mobile panel
which’d act as a door. And a small opening at theop to allow the exhaustion of
smoke. When my friend’s setting a few snares in sitegic locations.

Mid-afternoon. As we’re recognizing a vast huntig territory, we happened to
discover a small lake standing less than one hourdm our camp. Ewan pottered
quickly a simple fishing rod and put it to a test right away, squatting down on the
shore. | decided to explore the surroundings. Andregaged myself in the woods,
getting away from the lake.

I wandered a while with no purpose at all, justaking advantage of the quietness
of the place. Soon, | found myself at the oppositd the lake. The bean shape of the
piece of water made my friend totally invisible.

I's making my way back when | noticed a heavy faistep coming from behind. |
turned slowly around. But couldn’t see anythingl didn’t dare to produce a single
movement that would betray my presence. I'd a quiclglance at the lake to realize
the fisherman’d swiched place. This one’s gesturingrofusely and shouting at me.
And | couldn’t get a single word of it because oftte distance.

| turned around again. Then | got the full meanng of Ewan’s soundless words.
The beast'd just passed the ridge over, some hundigards above.

It didn’t offer me many options. | went for a sdt retreat towards the shore.

The grizzli hadn’t noticed me yet. It'd probably scented my particular human
flesh odour. But since I'd detected its presence msglf, I's trying to keep discrete.

I's still drawing back. Water’s up to my knees.This’s when it caught sight of me.
It wouldn’t give me time to think any longer. | faced the lake, dived in and swam
awayasfast as | possibly could, making my own previous ord obsolete. Survival
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instinct'd made me neglect the icy temperature of ater. |1 got the impression I's
making my way through a pin-cushion. And my clothes’d absted quantities of
liquid. It's pulling me down. | knew | couldn’t hol d the position very long.

I'd reached the middle of the lake. | gestured dot in order not to freeze, sink
like a stone or both. When the grizzli touched wate it seemed I's out of danger.
That's all relative, as in this particular case dager’d several faces.

I's on the look-out for Ewan who’d disappearedThe bear’s grunting fiercely. It
wasn't ready to abandon the hunt.

| saw my friend again. This one’s standing in tB animal’s back, waving the
machete high above his head in a challenging attide. | begged him to leave.

‘P... lease g... go aw... way, b... buddy. G... ®a. back to the c... camp. | w... will

man... manage'

My head’s expressing a natural and logical advesbut my heart’s grateful to this
man who'’s trying to save my ass, putting himself ira lethal situation. Everyone
knew that in a race opposing a grizzly and a man oa regular land configuration,
the second’d absolutely zero chance to escape a erand long death agony.

The Scotman’s now working harder to draw the beaattention. And he finally
succeeded. The monster rushed after him and gainedpidly. Then | watched him
diving forth underneath a gigantic spruce trunk that's laying three feet above the
ground. And | began to understand my friend’s straegy.

The beast kept locked by the middle in the natal trap. In spite of terrifying
efforts, it's now totally unable to move neither fowards nor backwards. Ewan’s
confident enough to get real close to it. In a degpate and more violent charge, the
grizzly shifted sufficiently the trunk to make goodits escape. It's starting to back
up. Not wasting a second, my friend jumped near thenonster and released at once
the whole of his power, knocking it down with the machete right behind its huge
head. The animal crashed miserably on the ground.|Bod came out of the half-
trenched neck in abundant red waves. For my part, hardly made my way back to
the shore.

My friend’d proved such a piece of daring. The grge of adrenaline this one’'d
experienced during the slaughter’d vanished abruptl. He’s turning snow-white
and shaking all over. | wasn't in a better shape mself.

We cut up the bear, saved meat for a couple ofegks and left. It wouldn’t take
long before predators’d find its remnants.

The walk to the cave’d be a martyrdomEwan’d lent me his coat okay, but as my
clothes’re soaked, each step’s demanding considetalefforts.

We finally reached the camp. | collapsed on theouch, shaken by uncontrollable
tremors.

Ewan reanimated the fire. He undertook to removeny wet clothes, rolled me up
in a blanket and accorded my frozen body an efficr rub-down. It slowly revived
me. Tremblings’d calmed down a bit and they disappared after thirty minutes of
this treatment. My friend took great care of me. Hefixed hot drinks and soups all
day. Late in the evening, | could stand up again ahwalk a few steps. I'd regained
some of my forces.

Exhausted by the lake violent episode, we slefite best part of the following
morning. Day’s fairly advanced when we stood up. Té sky’s menacing. Ewan
nourishedthe fire and fixed breakfast.While waiting for the water to boil, | started
reading aloud a new poem from ‘Savitri’. In the middle of the afternoon, however,
my friend opened the panel. This one could scent¢happroach of a major storm.
We went collecting dry wood for the days to come.
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As we’'re lying by the fire that night, | portented the coming of a new vision.

| closed my eyes. A vivid red teepee built up imy head. It reminded me of the
native children paintings. And it vanished. A wellknown character replaced it:
Chief's wife Linda Hanson. This one’s offering theface of our first encounter at
the Otter Lake shop. Now her lips're still. But | could hear the lancinating and
recognizable voice calling my name four times:

“James!” Silence. And again:*James... James... James... Your time’s coming. Get
ready young man... Get ready!”

The picture of the woman lingered a bit in my shconcious.Then it switched to
new ones. Some scary. Others rather pleasant.

The great winged hunter’s soaring high above the ke. Amazingly, I'd turned
into a majestic royal eagle. Surrounding highest sumits’re snow capped and the
sight’s breath-taking. I's experimenting an exquisie and hardly communicable
sensation. Unfortunately it didn’t last. Too bad. Ireally appreciated the lyricism of
it. | just landed down near the cavewhen someone poked me in the shoulder.

Slowly, | came back to my usual state of mind.

‘Hey, James. What happened, buddy? It's me. Your alim Ewan Dunford!’

| couldn’t talk for a while. Ewan waited patiently until | fully recovered.

‘Don’t worry my friend. I’'m alright. Neil's been co ntacting me through his wife

Linda.’

I managed to tell him the details of my trip inb the dream’s lodge.

‘You really scared me, you know. At moments you uéred such inhuman cries,’

this one said.

‘What d’you think? What are we gonna do?,’ | questoned him.

‘Listen. As you said, it wasn't a definitive call.Was it? Linda asked you to make

yourself ready. Not to go there right away. Am | rght?,” Ewan reminded me.

‘Right.’

‘Actually, | think it'd be wiser to wait here until the next vision shows. Then

we’d make our move to Kelowna. This is no more thaa two days walk.’

Events dashed quite a bit. I'd reached the ternof my expectations. As Linda
said, my time’s come. I'd been asking for it with # the strengh of my soul. Later
that night, I'd claim the use of the little indian book.

Book VI: The Book of Fate, Song one: ‘The WordaieF
‘O loss, if death into its elements

Of which his gracious envelope was built

Shatter this vase before it breathes its sweets,

As if earth could not keep too long from heaven

A treasure thus unique loaned by the gods,

A being so rare, of so divine a make !’

Fifth of november. We found ourselves snow-boundTrapped inside the cave.
The night blizzard’d been severe. We're constrainedo dismantle the entrance
panel in order to be able to leave the place.

As it let go, we got blinded by an intense lighdwallowing up at once through the
hole. It'd take us a while to clear up the surroundéhgs. Then Ewan checked daily
snares. He'd caught a single piece that day. A wleitrodent hardly distinguishable
over the immaculate ground. Rabbit'd be written dow the menu.
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We collected fire material before returning home That stock should be adequate
to hold until an impending departure. And we fixedthe panel back.

We’d taken some habits, I's in charge of cookingscotman’s setting the fire. This
one engaged conversation while breaking off to pies some dry wood.

‘How d’you enjoy our stay, JamesPut aside the grizzly episode,’ this one asked.

‘| learned a lot with you. No doubt your lessons’liserve me in Clearwater. I'll

never thank you enough, Ewan!

‘That place where you're going is truly wild and way more isolated, you know!"

‘I'll be fine, buddy. Don’t worry. I'll try to forsake this kind of nest. That’s pretty

safel’

‘Yeah! | believe you'll manage. And I'd like to seeyou after you've found what

you’re looking for. You promise?’

‘You bet! You may count on me. You'll be the firstone I'll pay a visit to!’

An interesting scent’s filling the cave. We satlown by the fire to enjoy what
might be our last meal in Granby. As we’re gettingired of bear meat, the rabbit’s
more than welcome.

Low temperatures burned a greater amount of calees. And we got exhausted
pretty early during this period. | went to bed right after supper. Ewan’d keep the
fire for a while. He’d wake me up in a couple of hors.

Sixth of november. We went back to ‘Grizzly Laké My Scot friend’d decided
we’d have fish at night. But we’d stay on the watclthis time.

We returned with a fat largemouth bass.

The next day, | didn't feel too well. It couldve been dued to a bad digestion, but
| believed the discomfort’s rather announcing the oming of another message and
that it's imminent. As usual, Ewan’s taking care ofthe fire. I'd to be sure before
I'd tell him about it.

Nothing happened during the morning. | receiveda call some time after diner.
My friend’d fallen asleep. Neither colorful vision nor lyrical flight. An unknown
voice came whispering inside my head:

“Blackfoot, the day has come for your quest. Chiganson’s waiting for you. He will
take you to the mountains of Clearwater!”

Ewan woke up shortly after midday. | told him it's time to go. We ought to leave
the cave immediately.

We settled for the night in a new outside camp eouple of hours after sunsetAt
such a steady pace, we’d reach Kelowna late the rieday. We quickly made up a
simple shelter out of branches. And set a bonfird. took the first guarding shift.
We're to sleep very little that night.

Seventh of november at dawn. Back on the trailThere’s no time for long resting
periods. We’'re progressing like robots. Suffering bextreme fatigue. Freezing to
death. We caught sight of the city at sunset andriged Jack Bennet’s bell at nine.

As Jack’s serving coffee, we related our stay iGBranby and all about my visions.
We taught the man what we’re expecting from him. Tis one offered to take me to
Otter Lake with no delay.

We parked in front of the Hanson store at 11 : @ pm. The place’s illuminated.
Neil and Linda’re seated outside. They’'d been expéng us.
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“O lIsis and Osiris, what a glory!
The brightness of the sun drives the gloom away.
Soon, the noble young man will experience a regginning:
Soon he will dedicate his life to our service.
His spirit is bold, his heart is pure, soon hél Wwée worthy of serving”.
The Magic Flute — The priests chorus — Nr. A&, II.

Snow’d ceased. The child could now leave the @awhere he’'d taken refuge a
few hours earlier.

Sly-Bull'd accompanied his son in a canoe at thextremity of the lake. And
without a single word, he’d turned back to their renote village located days and
days from there. The boy hardly understood what hapened. He couldn’t explain
the exact reasons for his exile from the tribe, dfiough he’d been said he’d have to
find his animal totem before he could show back aga in front of his people. He
thought he’s too young for this kind of adventure.

This one stopped half-way to the lake and brokeff a few dead branches from
an uprooted tree. He would've to light a fire in oder to survive to the next day.

For now, he’d stay there. The cave looked safe.

The boy’d warmed up a bit. He felt gnawed by huger and decided he’d make a
try atfishing. He prepared a four feet long hard wood rod that’s a high as himself.
After he’d sharpened one end, he passed it througthe flames to harden it even
more. He knew the technique practised by his peopl&/hen done, he admired his
work. It's a handy and redoubtable weapon. He cameéown to the lake, impatient
to test the new tool in holes where water’s cleama shallow. He’s still following in
his people footsteps. Particularly those of his faer, who’'d passed lately with him
more time than he ever had before. He stayed on tHeok-out for shadows under
the chosen spot.

A first target showed up a few minutes later. Is a pike. Was it a magnifying
effect dued to the distance separating his eyes frothe surface of the water? It
looked enormous. This one aimed at the fish. And tbw the weapon down with a
formidable snap. When it penetrated the liquid, theharpoon generated concentric
waves. Thus deforming the image he’s receiving. Hest contact with his prey. It
took him less than a minute to understand he’d havéo do it again. The pike’'d
won the first game. He moved towards a new hole, islering with cold. He’'d no
intention to abandon the fight and he looked for anther fish. Besides, it might be
his last chance to feed that day.

The boy couldn’t feel the spade in his hand. Aesond prey appeared while he’s
getting despaired. He deeply concentrated on the wetarget. This one’s firmly
determined to deliver the whole of the energy he ifitpossessed. He displayed an
absolute will, this time, to get his meal out of ta water.
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I didn’t wait until Neil and Linda’re out of sig ht to face my new fate. | got away
from the lake shore and moved forth wilfully into the forest. I's convinced I'd
manage to find rapidly a shelter.

On the previous day, my Okanagan friends’'d bargl addressed me. As soon as
Jack left, Neil drove me in the teepee in which wd’ met once. And asked me to
make my spirit ready before departure.

| sat cross-legged near a fire where sage herbes’burning. It took me a moment
before I'd accept its intoxicating scent. Then | ralized it helped the purpose of
meditation. When chief returned I's ready. This ondet go a brief sign of the hand,
meaning to follow him. And a few minutes later we’e on our way to Clearwater.

We’'d left Vernon the ninth of november at 1 : 00am. Neil'd placed a matress
into the box of his pick-up, where | could fall irregularly asleep.

| still bore in my head the names of the last tlee little towns we’d driven past:
Barriere, Little Fort and Clearwater, which're lyin g under an important layer of
snow already. | became conscious of the difficultéel’d have to deal with into such
an environment.

Ten hours later, the asphalt secondary road’d tuined into a narrow earth track
that’s leading to the initiation spot. The heart ofWells Gray Provincial Park.

Looked like the end of the world.

Neil and | untied the rope that’s holding the caoe. This mean of transportation
would prove to be the fastest to cover the ultimateventy-five miles.

The couple’d be reticent on the boat as well. Ahthey returned to the truck as
soon as we touched the ground. It seemed that untitl attain to my goal | didn’t
exist for them anymore.

I'd been wandering about a few hours, when | nated a particular configuration
of the land. | could easily assemble there a tempary shelter. I's facing a grove
whose trees’re spaced from each other by a mere qaa of feet. Just got to tie up a
roof between them. Branches and foliage’d do it.

| disposed of a whole afternoon. | started righaway.

When done, | still'd time to arrange a few snars. | hadn’t swallowed anything
in the last twenty-four hours. My stomach’s callingme to order.

Night's falling. I quickly set a fire inside therefuge. And | went to sleep.

Brightness woke me up. Sunrays're setting the getal walls of the hut ablaze.

The first thought that came to my mind then feltimperative: “Food”. I'd to feed
rapidly and properly. If the snares weren’'t prooving efficient, | knew the lake’d
satisfy my appetite. | walked around the camp. Bufound no trace of the tiniest
animal. | reanimated the fire. Then | occupied mysk in the making of a new trap
whose locking flap wouldn’t afford its visitors anychance to escape.

| disposed of a single tool — the magic flute &t'd protect me along the path —,
the machete, with which | worked the necessary brarhes. And | used the long
knife to capture worms in the heart of a dead treel hooked the baits inside the
trap and drove it down in a hole by the shore. Then whiled away, investigating
the surroundings for a better shelter. The sun’d rached its zenith when | caught
sight of the tiny shadows half-way up the rock walll engaged myself in a narrow
path tending in that direction. I'd to fight a heavy vegetation with the machete
during thirty minutes before I'd get close to the ave. This standing-point offered
an interesting sight on the lake and beyond.

It didn’t look so different from the one in Granby.
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| entered discreetly the cave. As everyone knoweaverns’re also the preferenced
type of shelter for certain animals. Like wild catsand bears.

It's driving me deep inside the mountain. I'd totake advantage of the early hour
to explore the place. Lighting’s at its best.

The drift narrowed suddenly some hundred feet fom the entrance. It's then no
more than four feet wide and was decreasing rapidlyA sharp curve forbade me to
seeany further. | decidedto return anotherday with artificial light in order to check
it out more seriously. On my way back, | caught sigt of a colored patch on the
wall. The red lines’re barely visible in the obscuity. I's incapable of deciphering
the drawing. But | knew already that this very plae’'d been in a distant past the
refuge of a young Native looking after his totem.

The second try’s crowned with success. The chilarought back a splendid three
pounds catfish at the tip of his spade. Tonight, he fall asleep with a stomachful.

Coyotes howled in the distance, making him awarthey’d scented his presence.
It confirmed he’d be safe inside the cave.

The next morning, ambient cold woke him up. He’dhave to get material in order
to make warm clothes. The only item his father'd I& was the buffalo hide he’'d
wrapped himself up with for the night.

The boy stood up and passed the fur over his shiders before leaving the cave.
He’s thinking of the means to improve his fate in ch a hostile territory. When
he’'d reached the lake shore, he sat on a rock loailg around for inspiration. All
of a sudden, this one caught sight of a young caoli quenching its thirst on the
opposite shore. Predator instinct submerged him, amhilating all other thoughts.
He squatted down using discretion and began to baakp crawling on the ground.
When he believed himself out of sight, he went loakg for the weapon he’d made
up the previous day. And found it by the path leadig to the cave. Then he made a
large detour around the lake. The boy progressed ds’d been walking on eggs.

This one’d covered half a mile when he could sd¢ke shore again. The animal’s
still drinking, undisturbed. The young hunter ended his approach glued to the
earth. He kept moving forth, producing successiveehps. When he considered he’'d
come close enough to his prey, he loosened like @igg and hit violently its left
side with open sights. The caribou marked a suddepack-up move. Then it made
a half-turn on itself, before crashing downThe weapon’d gone clean through it.

The child’s feeling such a pride. He started tging and dance, spinning around
the animal. Then he settled back, thinking of the &y he’d cut his game to pieces.
This one didn’t possess anything like a blade. Saehwent looking on the shore for
stones it'd be possible to transform in that purpos. He collected a few items that
seemed easy to work out.

Patiently, chip after chip, he succeedeed in pducing a knife he’d use to cut up
the meat, scrape and clean up the skin. He testedstblade on vegetals. It worked
rather well. Then he selected a bigger stone and peated the operation, in order
to realize this time a hatchet or chopper to sepata bones. He thought that in the
case of a bad encounter, he could turn it into afleal weapon.

He missed with his first attempt and had to trytwice again before he’'d reach his
goal. When finished, he tested the new tool and waatisfied with the result.
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He spent most of the morning to cut the animalat pieces. He’s only a child and
cruelly missed practice. The sun’s high in the skywvhen he carried the last bits of
meat inside the cave. By the end of the day, helkpicked some firewood up and
undertook the reducing of the shelter’'s mouth. He’dolanned to block the opposite
side up, before it went into a curve, on the nextay. Thus, he’d dwell in a quite
secure place. Before he'd start to close the caveat day, he prayed to the Sun and
thanked Him for having given the hunt a happy endig.

Two days later, the tasks the boy’d imposed onirnself're done. He’d managed
to make up basic boots and a coat out of the skifle disposed of a couple of weeks
food reserve and lived inside a confortable and safshelter.

Winter went by.Spring showed upand thawing beganallowing the child to leave
the cave more often and venture deeper and deeperside the forest. This one felt
the need to provoke developments that'd help him teeturn to his people.

Spring and summer passed as well. A fierce winceme from the north, setting
the first frost on the lake. As he’s treading on aegular track one day, he noticed a
brook that exited his curiosity. A red thread’s running along the little stream. It
reminded him that the tribesmen used the same matel to paint on rocks. He’s
really little, then. The artists ornated plain walls with hunting scenes and symbols
he didn’t always understand. He came with the ide&e might try it inside his own
shelter. He opened the leather bag he’s carrying aund his waist, near the hatchet
he’'d equipped with a helve, and collected from thground the small quantity of
iron oxide he’'d need to. And he went back to the ce.

The boy hoped he’d encounter some game. He hatihad meat for more than a
week. He’s getting closer to the lake he could seden vegetation allowed it.

Suddenly, he came to a stop. Wet soil’s reveatjriresh prints. He lowered down
to examine them. They weren’t marks left by coyotesThese’re deeper. Could've
been wolves’, though. A memory’d broke through as &d found identical tracks
during a hunting party with his father. The ones hés observing’re few. It might've
been only a couple of isolated individuals. No cullhose’re adults’. He went back
on the trail and reached the cave at the end of thday. The sun’s setting behind
the mountain. It'd be dark soon. As he’s walking bya snare, he picked up a little
rodent whose body’s still warm. The child loosenethe knot, slid the rabbit inside
his coat back pocket and went home. He found someé charcoal and reanimated
the fire. One hour later, he enjoyed his meal thinkag of the next day activities.
He’d put his painting abilities to the test on thedistant wall of the cave. For the
time being, this hobby’d bring him closer to the tibe.

The boy fell asleep smiling that night.

When he raised his eyebrows at sunrise, it's naing hard. In such conditions, the
eve projects looked like the best options to keeprhself busy. This one took the
rear panel down.Moisture of the deep gallery rushed in his dwellingHe drove a
torch soaked with animal fat he’d lit up over the fre inside a cleft and went back
to pick his tools.

He’s holding in his hand a clay bowl he’d made w during the winter, which
contained the precious mix he’d prepared earlier. A soon as he’'d determined the
exact location of the support inside the curve, hdipped one finger in the pot and
started hesitantly to mark the wall.
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Clearwater. Second day. | decided to move my thgs into the cavern and collect
a sufficient amount of wood for both building and feating. Then | went checking
the efficiency of the fish trap. I lifted it up and discovered it worked properly. I'd
captured a fair size black crappie. | took it out and baited again before setting the
basket back in place. | carried my catch in the cazand returned to work.

By midday the main access to the cavern’s clos&d the same manner I'd been
using for Granby’s. I'd stored the equivalent of ore week provision of dry wood.
The rest of it'd be done later. | set a fire and wet back to ‘Savitri’.

Book II: “The Book of the Traveller’, Song XI:

‘The Kingdoms and Godheads of the Greater Mind'.
‘A light of liberating knowledge shone

Across the gulfs of silence in their eyes;

They lived in the mind and knew truth from within;
A sight withdrawn in the concentrated heart

Could pierce behind the screen of Times'’s results
And the rigid cast and shape of visible things’.

On the third day, | decided to study the cave painihgs before I'd forbid myself
the access to the deeper part of it. | set a secofitck across the graffitis. I'd note
what I'd see over a couple of sheets of paper I'drbught with me. The flames’d
strenghten a bit. | started copying.

A hunting scene’s showing up on the left. It apgared to me as an artless and
mostly symbolic drawing, confirming it might've been the work of a child. The
game looked like a deer. But according to the scathis one’d used to draw human
hunters, it'd rather have been a caribou. And poss$illy a female. A smaller being
without antlers. Both predator and prey stood abovea pond that’'s unmistakably
this lake below the cave. It’s thrilling. | closedmy eyes and imagined the scene. |
could eventually hear the short agony of the animalThe boy’d been constrained
to kill in order to stay alive. How old was he? TenMay be less. | continued my
study of the numerous sketches surrounding the huirtg scene and copied them
exactly. When done, | condemned the gallery.

A couple of days later, I's walking at the proxinity of the cave when a singular
pattern reflecting from the bed of a brook caught ny attention. It reminded me of
Ewan’s teaching. Could it be the exact vein the bd&y been using to prepare his
color? | collected some of it to hold a calendarnl Robinson Crusoe’s way.

| devoted a few hours every night to decipher # boy’s drawings. Doing so, |
happened to be stricken by a stealthy vision thatescribed me in details onef the
placesthis one’d beenvisiting. | believed these works’re destined to me and that it
should drive me some place.

Still keeping a part of its secret.

Spring time.Night's approaching. After a long day beating for game, | entered a
clearing where a prey’d drawn me. Curiously, the emironment looked familiar.
However, it'd been the first time I'd ventured this far into that direction. I'd left
the shelter at sunrise and walked some eight hoursd no intention to return that
day. My rucksack held a blanket and food. All of asudden, | got aware of the
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origin of this déja vufeeling. The cave graffitis. One of them in partialar. The
child’d been frequenting the very same spot. | deded to set my camp there for a
night. After | got my fire ignited, | grabbed the drawings copy from my bag and
studied them once more in artificial light.In vain. Just an overwhelming intuition.

| set the paper aside and fix some to eat. And | wmeto sleep.

The next morning, | gathered my things and bucldd my bag. I's ready to leave
the camp when | caught sight of a huge funny rocktahe far end of the clearing. |
made a move in that direction.

I's getting real close now. How amazing. I's fang a petrified head of wolf. The
hidden side of it was even more disconcerting, asi covered with red graffitis. I's
standing in the presence of an original drawing. Is indeniable. I's contemplating
the boy signature in a complementary work.

| copied the unprecedented on paper and went bla¢co my hunting party.

The trail opened on a second piece of water. Arguoise mirror slightly smaller
than Clearwater’s. The sight included a Douglas pie forest as far as the eye could
reach, topped with snow-capped summits and a brighblue cloudless sky. Three
hundred feet away, a herd of mooses swam across tla&e, distorting the reflected
picture of the landscape. The natural canvas displed an absolute beauty. This
moment’d be unforgetable. Exploration of the periméer'd take some time and |
decided to stay a couple of days in this earthly padise.

I quit Azure Lake regretfully. | borrowed the same route and camped at night in
the big wolf head clearing. The one that'd been vited by the young initiate.

The next day at noon, I's back in a familiar teritory. My curiosity’d been fully
satisfied.

Immersed in such a wild environment my senses’sharpened a lot. | learned to
observe, listen, scent, touch and taste in a quitkéfferent manner.

Acute auditory organs’re essential in the wildEspecially at night when the king
of the beasts of prey’s on the move for food. Cougsre legions in that part. Only
a major fire could afford to keep some distance wit them.

| believed that if | hadn’t met any yet, the gug’d certainly detected my presence.

My sense of smelling’d improved too. Living in aclean atmosphere, my nose'd
found again its primal function. | could sometimedrack certain species, in certain
weather conditions, on their scent. It wouldn't wok so efficiently as it'd for the
beasts, but it'd helped me a couple of times alregd And it'd been the case with
the deer I'd been following that morning, before cé&ching up and killing it near
the cave.

It went slightly different with bears. You'd have to count both on excellent eyes
and ears. The sense of smell's way higher in beatsan in humans and it'd detect
you, in propitious wind conditions, long before yold see or hear it. The master
word’s anticipation. My recent experience with Ewan when we got attacked by a
grizzly in Granby, had taught me some.

Let’s finish with the flavours. Wild meats, fisres and berries I's eating up in the
woods’d nothing in common with the insipid modern 6od I's used to in the city.

This’s the day | put a hundred and eightieth redbar on the wall of the cave that
| undertook the making of a canoe. Ewan’s sciencea¢luded a traditional way to
do such a thing. And the man’d taught me how to sweed in such an enterprise. It
didn’t look so difficult. I'd accumulated a certain quantity of cedar bark material
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that should be sufficient for this project. I'd usal some of it already to isolate my
couch from the ground and double the entrance paneBut there’s plenty left.

It took me two days to build up its structure. 8veral weeks’'d be necessary to
assemble the shell. The operations resumed in segithe bark with spruce roots
and apply a coating of a resin coming from the samgee to the whole to make it
watertight. Putting this finishing touch’s the delicate part. And it demanded a lot
of care and patience.

Spring time’d come when | decided to carry the @anoe to the shore for the first
time. I'd push my exploration further north inside Wells Gray in order to test the
boat. I'd studied a map of the region in Jack Bennits’s place, and | remembered
there’s another lake somewhere above mine. It'd be&orth to discover that part.

| went for a short try and found it definitely conclusive. | returned to the shore.
The canoe’s operational.

My expedition got ready by the opening of juneThe cave calendar counted then
two hundred and eight bars. | loaded a bag of driedneat that'd feed me several
days without beating the game, the machete, a speand a blanket in the canoe.

| pushed it away from the shore, slid myself imnd began to paddle towards the
northern extremity of Clearwater. Recent thawing’dfilled up the bed of the river.
Current’s strong. Had to fight hard to beat it.

| took a short break two hours later in order tofeed a bit. Then | kept going.

The trip to Hobson’d put me and my boat to a seare test. But | knew it'd be
worthy up there. It'd allow me to explore faster alarger area.

When | reached the fall preceding Hobson, the suposition in a cloudless sky
announced the middle of the day. I'd travelled thraaigh some ten to twelve miles.
| unloaded the canoe and charged it on my back. I'do pass over this impressive
obstacle.

A dense vegetation’s still cutting me off from m objective. I'd have to play with
the machete for a while. | engaged myself in a siggath that’'s passing around a
hundred feet high splendid cascade. The exercisegborious. The reward came
after a one hour long fight. That’s right. It's all worth the trip.

The boy’s adding a new painting on the cave wallevery day. He’s feeling a need
to communicate his experience. For now, this art’kis sole possibility.

Thisone outlined his lake and a second one he’d discogd a previous daywhile
treading along a river that connected both, in searh for food. It's such a wonder
you couldn’t be aware of in the hole of Clearwater.

His face’s glowing. He sketched conical shape&different sizes in the top right
corner, plus a circle that symbolized the Sun on #right. The heavenly body’s the
one he worshiped the most. And he placed animal figes in the middle of the
frame. He ended his work with a wolf he enclosed ia grove. Couldn’t explain this
particular detail. He’d drawn it rather unconsciously.

The child’d never met with wolves during his satary retreat, if you except the
few prints he’d noticed once. It must’'ve been a nlibn moons ago.

The animal haunted frequently his dreams. In man occasions, he’d woke up
totally soaked in the middle of the night. When thé happened, his fright'd be such
he wouldn’t be able to go back to sleep. Without andoubt, that beast’s the one he
feared the most. Were those dreams the ones the siien predicted?

90



When done, he retrieved into his shelter and céed the graffitis room.

The boy’s loosing hope. He thought he wouldn’te® his people againwinter'd
be back soon. And no answerlf he kept praying and questioning the Moon, the
Sun and elements every day, as the shaman’d ordashehe began to mistrust this
one. And the father who’d transported him to the frontier of such a wild world. He
mistrusted himself as well. Was he still willing tosurvive to the next day?

Late autumn fresh nights’d driven the little manto hold a fire. This one’d find
himself less and less busy outside, leaving the eagxclusively to gather up food,
and to relieve nature. It's true he’d become an exgrt with spear fishing. And his
snares worked just fine. Hunting activities’d turned rare since he kept confined
within his camp.

At last, the dreadful season showed up. He'd gétto a reclusion, barely feeding
himself. After the worst part of it and a bitter diving into desperation the child
began to change. It's the time when the first visizs manifested.

Some years’'d passed by. The young boy’d becomeran, but his way of life’'d
made him rather a beast, in the likeness of the oplbeings he kept close to and
hunted to be able to survive. He’'d ceased painting long time before.

A certain spring season that followed one of thmost frightful winters he’'d ever
endured, he took the decision to act like a man anfhce bravely his environment.
He'd leave the cave for good and get the definitivanswers to his questions. Or
he’d be killed and devoured by the inhabitants ofte forest. This one’d prove his
courage at last. Even if it'd to be to himself. Thegoung man dressed up, grabbed
his spear and hatchet. And he went away eastwards.

He got aware he’s returning the situation in higavor. His mind set free of the
least negative thought. A supernatural force’s takig hold of both body and soul.

By the end of that day, he reached a place offiag good opportunities to work
out his strategy. He realized it fitted the objecbf his visions as well. Sly-Bull’'s son
explored the surroundings. He decided that it'd dehitely be the location.

This one set his camp near the center of the akéng in order to defend himself
properly when time’'d come.

He plaited vegetals to make up a twenty squareedt panel he’d be using as a
roof, laid it on two poles within an angle of fortyfive degrees, and he stored his
things underneath this improvised shelter. Oriented towards the fire, its only
purpose’s to protecthim from rain. This onegathered wood and waited patiently
for an eventual intruder to challenge him, while feeding Is fire.

Days and weeks went by. The animals he saw’reg@ar game he’s acustomed to
beat in hunting parties. The boy wished to end tengrarily the monotony of a long
wait. He’d leave the camp for a while.

He borrowed a path that made him emerge around mdday on an unknown lake
shore. The place’s a new piece of heaven. He plaghi stay near the beach for a
night. The first thing that came to his mind’s to gt a long bath. He hadn’t washed
too often. And holding a fire in a cave! He’s feefig quite filthy. A purification of
his body might help to reach his goal.

The little man slid hesitantly into the chilly waters. But a few minutes after he'd
been fully immersed, he could enjoy lengthyly the é¢mling process. When this one
returned to the shore, he realized the outside tengpature’s fresher than he’d
thought. The dirt shell’s gone. Wind’s absent and & went walking around totally
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naked. The sun’d dry his skin up. Then he set a f& on the beach. He slept little.
He knew he’d abandon the place at sunrise.

He caught sight of his clearing. Getting closehe immediately noticed it'd been
visited in his absence. The roof of his shelter’saff broken. One pole down. He
went looking for prints which’d supply him with clu es about the intruder identity.

Those’re hard to locate. But he noticed a few #éicks in the ash layer of his fire.
This one crouched down to study them. As the grounisl solid, the marks weren’t
as deep as the first timeHHowever,he’d be possibly dealing with the same species.

Could it be the fact of a single one?

It might've been produced by an isolated individal. Or by a pack leader going
through an inspection. Sly-Bull's son scanned thekst of the forest. And noted
nothing unusual. He thought:*“Maybe tonight!”. He’s now ready for a fight.

Night time. The little man’s standing on the wath. Eyes wide opened. Nostrils
expanding.Ears probing a three hundred and sixty degrees rargy He tried hard
to control his breathing.

He’s holding the hatchet in his right hand. Thespear in the left. He believed he’d
heard something near that funny piece of rock, athte extremity of the clearing.
Was it the sound of the crushing of a dry branch? A of a sudden, he caught sight
of enormous yellowish eyeballs reflecting his fireA dreadful glow in the dark.

The pack surrounded him. It waited for an order. The animal standing still by
the rock he’d noticed earlier showed at once unmeasad fangs, calling for mort.
Indeniably, it'd to be the leader.

A terrible shiver went through the boy. And he nanaged an instinctive back up
move when the pack rushed at him.

What a magnificence. With no hesitation, Hobsos' the grander of all three. The
mountain chain closing the north part of the lake’'soffering me an astounding
panorama. Temperature’s high. In a 75-85° F. rangel. couldn’t hold very long an
overwhelming desire to dive in the clear waters. got rid of my clothes and slid
myself into the lake. The reward stood beyond my gectations. I's experimenting
utter bliss after a superhuman effort. | kept swimmng a couple of hours, taking
advantage of exceptional weather conditions. Therg’no time left for exploration
that day. It'd escape me totally.

| took delight in reading some of the fabulousittle red book by the fire until late
at night. It expressed pretty much what I's person8y living in the wild.

Book IV: ‘The Book of Birth and Quest’, Song IVhélQuest’
‘Happy they lived with birds and beasts and flosver

And sunlight and the rustle of the leaves,

And heard the wild winds wandering in the night,

Mused with the stars in their mute constant ranks

And lodged in the mornings as in azure tents,

And with the glory of the noons were one’.

On the next morning, | started the exploration éthe northern part of the lake. |
probed the inside of the woods from place to plac&y midday, I'd gone through
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half of it. | set a fire by the beach. Sitting on g heels, | contemplated the azure
tide spreading over ten miles to the fall. | thoughof this and that.

What about moving here for good?

One hour later, I'd made up my mind. | embarkedin the canoe and returned to
Clearwater. I'd still spend a couple of nights in he cave as I'd a lot to transport to
the new camp.

It's dark already. | dragged the boat on up thebank and carried my weapons,
furs and clothes near the new cavern I'd located th previous day, before going
through a thorough inspection of the place. And | sttled in. The cave’'s way
smaller than Clearwater's. The size of the Otter Lae Hanson’s teepee. Some
hundred square feet. Easy to keep warm.

It got real late when | finished blocking the efrance. After I'd set a fire, | laid
down upon layers of furs. Jenny Lafleur popped upnto my mind. “Howdy Baby?”
| thought aloud. “Will you wait that long for me?”

| accepted the fact Jen could meet some other mebut | dared to hope she’d be
alone that day I'd return into the world. If this’'s to happen! The fidelity of her
soul’'d compensate the dishonesty of her body.

Hobson Lake’s the spot I'd been dreaming of thevhole of my life.

Living pictures matched those of the visions I'dbeen receiving years before. Did
that mean I's on the verge of discovering my true &f, after Neil's words?

Once again, | lost count of time. | beat for gam And explored the land all year
round. I's starting to forget what'd brought me here in the first place.

At such a latitude, winters’re severe. No les$han six to seven months long. If
| hadn’t suffered too much during the first ones, he fifth’d be really demanding.
Snow’s more abundant. It rendered hunting expeditias rather difficult.

In the heart of the season, heavy falls’d forbidne to quit the cavern for a while.

A particular morning, one activity felt imperati ve: renewing my snow-shoes.

| disposed of all the necessary materials: somehite ash lengths — a flexible
variety available in the area I'd use as the shoedme —, andbabiches that're laces
of raw skin of a caribou I'd killed on the previous month. Both’d been prepared
already. Wood’d been immersed a couple of weeks the lake in order to make it
more flexible yet. And worked in part. What's left's a matter of a few hours.

When done, | laid the new pair of shoes at a rpsctable distance from the fire. |
could make use of them in a couple of days.

Reported calendar showed fifteen series of a hdred bars. A sixteenth’s closing.
Meaning some four years. A gusty wind’s blowing owtide, lifting occasionaly the
shelter panel.

The last weeks awful weather conditions’d kept min too long. | hadn’t suffered
any shortage of food yet, but my stocks’re now totly consumed. Couldn’t afford
to wait until the end of the storm. I'd to go out.

I's making my self ready when a blinding flash anstrained me to sit down.

The mist slowly vanished, unveiling an obscurecene set in the moonlight. Kinda
hard to identify. However, one of its constituents happened to helmaking it more
familiar. I's watching at the wolf head rock clearing | visited a few years earlier. A
young and proud Native stood in the pale light. Arned with a spear and a hatchet,
this one looked invincible All of a suddenl saw him backing up.The expression of
the boy’s face’d radically transformed.
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Getting acustomed to the dark, | noticed his opgnent in the form of horrible
fangs and yellowish eyeballs glowing in the mooning. Then | experienced a weird
thing, asl could hear the few words pronounced by the childThis one hadn’t been
using a familiar language. Still, | understood theneaning of it: “If | win that fight,
my name will be Big-Grey-Wolf!”

The picture disappeared and | wouldn’t withesshe issue of the fight.

| realized | happened to live again that dream’tl had under the tent on my way
to Winnipeg.

| meditated about it. And | stood up to leave tk cave.

When | opened the panel, the wind pulled it ofbut of my hands, confirming the
dreadful conditions. | fastened the snow-shoes oude.

Sun’s absent. | passed round an enormous rockefore undertaking a descent in
the valley. This’s my favorite hunting territory.

The little man’s astonished with the pack extrera rapidity of movement. Ten
feet away, the first animal’s gathering together, eming to his throat. He lowered
his spear. A mistake wasn't allowed, as others’d flow in the second. The beast
didn’t notice the aligned spear-head and went impahg. He barely’d the time to
retrieve his weapon. A second wolf’s attacking onik right. A quick swing of the
heavy stone hatchet with the exact timing producethe desired effect. Its head’s
blown to pieces. The pack came to a stop. The leatiebeen waiting in the back. It
moved forwards. This happened to motivate its troop and tightened the circle a
bit. One of them succeeded in biting the boy’s arnmrhis one hadn’t been capable
of anticipating. Pain’s so intense, he dropped thepear. But he’s still strongly
determined and he managed to recover. He deliverea powerful blow to the wolf
side, pulverizing its rib-cage. The animal emittedh brief groan, before dying. The
pack engaged in a temporary retreat while their leder’s getting closer.

The issue of the fight wouldn’'t defer. The littt man extracted the long stone
blade from the leather sheath attached to his waisiThis extra weapon’d be more
adapted to a final tussle. The rest of the pack’'dghtened its circle around the boy,
expressing its obstinacy. It well understood thatn the case their master’d win the
game, it'd get its part of the man. On the contrary if the man won, it would’ve to
abandon the party and go for an easier prey. But tis wouldn’t be acceptable.

The fight'd started. The beast’'s having the uppehand, tackling its opponent to
the ground. The boy couldn’t free himself from theleader’s fangs.

Still, it increased its pressure as it got ex@t with the scent of blood.

Sly-Bull son’d dropped his knife over his breastHe wouldn’t hope to recover it
while both his arms’re busy holding some distance ih the wolf.

He’s weakening fast and would’ve to act withoutlelay. This one gathered what's
left of energy in him. It could be his ultimate rea&tion.

He hit violently the animal flank with his knee.It seemed sufficient to destabilize
it. The wolf'd lost briefly its grip. But it'd find its advantage again real fast. He
didn’t need more than this. In both a firm and predse move, he picked the knife
and drove it into the leader’s right ear. This onelet go for good. It produced an
ugly howl, that'd soon turn into a death-rattle. And it crashed down on top of him.
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The little man got confused for less than a mirta. Then he realized he’s bearing
the eighty pounds carcass over his breast. With agmful twist of the body, he got
rid of it. The wolf fell heavily on its side.

He’s experiencing a moment of craze. The releasé his nerves. And he started
stabbing wildly the animal. Ten. Twenty times. Themonster'd given up the ghost
for a long while. Still, he couldn’t give it a stop The one that'd been a while ago a
proud and dominating wolf's now a barely recognizake mass tinging with blood.
When he raised his eyes, he noticed the pack’d flomaway. He began to stand up.
This move set up uncontrolled cries of pain. His ans’re in a poor state. No time to
linger in that place. Carcasses of the pack dead Isieers might attract another
starving band. And he wasn’t especially in shape tengage into a new fight today.
A river’s passing close by. He’'d cleanse his woundisere.

The little man reached his objective two hoursalter. He felt so weak. Of course
he’d lost an important quantity of blood. He started with the deep-seated wounds
covering his arms. The ones opened to the bone. idenever experienced such a
physical pain before. He hardly found the necessaryealing plants by the river.

After he’'d rolled up the leaves round the majorinjuries, he kept them in place
with the use of lengths of roots. At least, this #atment’d stop the infection.

It took him time to realize the meaning of his ictory. When he did, he managed
to gather a certain amount of material to set a hug fire. He'd to mark this very
special day.

The gigantic flames’re matching the top of the igher Douglas trees across the
river. This’s exactly what he wanted. It'd to equalthe value of his fight.

Little man started to dance around the fire andsing:

“BIG-GREY-WOLF... BIG-GREY-WOLF... THIS IS WHO | AM..I"
The cheerful chant could possibly be heard frorthe far end of the lake.
Sly-Bull's son felt at peace. Soon, he'd go bad his people.

When he opened his eyes, the next morning, heufa himself lying near the
remnants of his fire. His right foot’s half immersel in the river. He initiated a
slight move that ignited a burst of pain in the whte of his body, recalling him the
ferocious fight of the previous night with the monger. Prudently, he stood up and
undertook the descent towards the cave. He'd have twait a few weeks before
he’'d go back searching for his village. At first, le’d recover his forces totally.

He’d be incapable of hunting or fishing for a wlile. And he collected mushrooms
on the way. That should suffice for a start. This ne caught sight of the lake a few
hours later. At last, he could rest in a safe placeAfter he got in his shelter, he
swallowed gluttonously the major part of the colletng. Then he laid down over
the bare rock. Extreme fatigue carried him away ingantly.

The little man’d sleep some forty hours in a rovWhen he woke up, he changed
the vegetal bandages of his wounds. Then he devodreome dried meat sticks,
before going back to sleep.

A couple of days’d passed by. It's a pleasant 8pg day. In spite of the pain, the
memory of his combat with the wolf drew a smile omis face. The old spear’d been
lost during the fight. He made a new one. And it tok him a long time. He thought
he might try it later. He’s way too weak to do sucha thing. The little man’s still in
need of a lot of rest. He set a fire. And fell quidy asleep.

The next morning, he felt quite better, even i& sharp pain persisted in his breast
and right arm. When he changed the bandages, he fod out healing’d improved a
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lot. Plants he’d been using're efficient. Conditios’re as great as the previous day.
The boy came down to the lake in order to put hisghing spear to a test.

He lacked precision. Hours passed by before hehtch something. His hungerd
no name. This one’d swallowed little in the last agple of days.

Little man didn’t even take the time to cook thefish. He went biting into the raw
flesh and devoured it in no time. An enormous belchoncluded the feast.

After he’d digested this snack, he went setting few snares. Then he left to the
wolf head clearing, he’'d reach in the middle of theafternoon. The combat area’s
still bearing some traces. His own blood mixed witlthe wolve’s. He noticed the
carcasses’re gone. Had the pack survivors come batk the scene after he'd left to
the river? He ignored it. But it's possible. And hewent looking for the bag that
contained the iron oxide powder by the half brokershelter. He picked it up and
turned to the funny rock standing at the skirt of the forest. It reminded him of the
leader. The support'd be perfect.After he'd joined the petrified wolf, the young
man took his bowl! out and fixed the mix. A few mintes later, he started to draw.

I'd caught up with one of my dreams, once againlThe fearful vision of a feline
attack in the wilds I'd had in the Van Houten’s farm in Naramata.

| seized firmly the object of my salvation to Hiviolently the cougar on its flank.
It stepped aside, roaring with pain. Looked like Id impressed it. It's now backing
up timorously. And it definitely hesitated to defyme again.

| picked up the machete not letting it out of mysight, before moving forth. But
it'd decided to leave the combat. Had it read intany eyes I's determined to kill it?
It went away grunting with spite.

Should | owe this easy victory to the fact I'dived part of it in my dreams. To
another déja-vufight scene? Nevertheless I's exhausted. And coeer with blood.
This time it's mine. | went back to the cavern through a blizzard that'sworsening
yet to look after the ugly wounds.

| cried with pain when taking off my coat. The €&line fangs’d tore the flesh of my
left forearm open to the bone. Its claws’d stabbethe right one and my breast in a
couple of places as well. It's naughty enough, but didn’t worry me in excess. |
thought aloud: “Ewan, my friend. You saved my ass once more!”

My Scot buddy’d recommended me to collect certai plants that'd be of some
help. Especially in this type of adventure. I'd folowed his advice to the letter and
started to store them from the very first days. Its time to try them. | cleansed the
wounds thoroughly. Dressed minor ones. Bandaged nigft arm.

Hunting wouldn’t be part of my activities for a while. Resting’s top priority. I'd
have to be satisfied with the snare job. At leasbf a couple of weeks.

Summer’d dressed up Hobson with a disguise madé an infinite palet of greens,
yellows, blues and reds. It turned it into a stillmore enchanting place to live in. My
wounds partly healed. | could go back to one of mfavourite activities. Swimming
and diving in the clear waters. | took advantage ofvhat'd pass by like the flash of
a lightning. Time’d escape me again.

Then Wells Gray changed brutally. Early autumn lvought the first snow in. |
felt a need to go beat the game before violent stas and heavy frost'd show up.

A certain morning. I'd stopped counting. | leftmy refuge at dawn with the usual
weapons, and a caribou leather bag for the purposeaf carrying the product of the
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hunt. | passed it over my shoulder. For now, it onf contained a few meat sticks
and dried fruits I'd use to feed on the way.

| came down the same valley behind the cavr,the direction of the east, heading
to a place stocked with game.

Sticky snow’s lashing my eyes. And this’s partidarly unpleasant. | noticed the
white carpet bore prints of different species. It'sclear that the passage of one of
them’d been quite recent.

The moose’s grazing on sparse vegetals half alenfurther. | laid down my bag
and approached prudently. The spear I'd made up thgrevious month’s heavier
than the first one. It'd only be more efficient.

A monstrous rock offered me an ideal hiding-plage. Could even hold the upright
position. What a piece of luck. The game’s movingtvards me. | waited until the
distance between us’d fallen under the thirty feemark. Then | sprang to my feet.
I's a fair shot. It went reeling about. And collap®d. I'd bring some sixty pounds of
fresh meat back to the shelter.

| set my camp half-way to the cave. | laid thedoy down by the couch. And | set a
fire for the night.

Itd been dark for less than one hour. | just fnished eating when my sensible
ear caught funny stuff coming from the north. Likea distant cracking of branches.
Shortly after that, | could hear the oscillating oftrees. It boud no good. A big size
animal’s coming my way. And it's getting close reafast. It didn’t take long before
I'd notice its ample breathing. At this precise monent, | realized it could only be a
big male. I wasn't in the mood to get acquainted wih such a monster. But how
would | prevent it from happening?

Itd found the remnants of the moose by the riveand kept tracking the strong
scent of the bag of meat. A few drops of blood hesnd there. I1t'd been easy.

How could | avoid its fury? A bear this size’s pobably twice as fast as a man.
Solutions’re resuming to a single one. Abandon half the game and leave without
delay. The bait'd offer me a certain breathing-spae. And the steep descent ahead
some extra time. The beast, handicaped with its wgt, would show pretty clumsy
with this ground configuration.

Two miles to cover and | would’'ve reached theave. I's starting to feel more
secure. | thought it'd probably given up by now. Bu I's then suffering of an excess
of optimism. On the contrary, the fact I's trying to slip away from it, had increased
its anger. Fierce gruntings caught me up. And for anoment, fear gripped me.

It's getting on my heelswhen | saw the lakel took advantage of the passing over
of an obstacle to have a look and detect what's cbiag me. | couldn’t believe my
eyes. And my blood ran cold. | sure had to take hdlof myself real fast. What'd
been pursuing me’s no common grizzly. An animal | asn’t exactly willing to fight
that day. Not at all. It'd been a kodiak. The absalte master of a land | thought’s
located way above Wells Gray Park. A giant that wghed some twelve to sixteen
hundred pounds. That's a zero chance for me to gedut of here alive. After I'd
recovered from the identifition of my hunter — becaise from now on I'd be the
game — | succeeded to calm down a bit. Survival ifisct drove me to climb up the
wall in front of me. | knew it'd hardly be capable to follow. Its mouth’s separated
from my boots by a bare ten feet. Oh shit! A stoneg’ giving way under my right
boot. I'm slipping down towards the monster.
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The bear, excited by the possibility it could deour me immediately, struggled to
lift its huge mass upwards. And contact happened.dm’s unbearable. One of its
unmeasured claws’d run through my caribou skin bootl managed a superhuman
effort to free myself. O miracle! My boot broke oft

I hoisted with the power of my arms. I'd pospond my slaughter. | owed life to
this unhoped-for survival move. But how much time wuld it last?

| could feel the animal fury through the vibrations of the rock.

It'd charge again. And this time, it'd make me bose my grip.

A bush with knotty roots emerged from a cleft inthe wall. It could offer me a
steadier hold. But it's way out of reach. Still, inspite of the distance, the vegetal
represented a unique chance to work out my own sation. I's aware my wound’d
be a serious handicap. The colossus’d inflicted neelethal stabbing.

The bear'd backed up some thirty feet. | convined myself it might be its final
attack. There’s no time for hesitation. | closed myeyes a few seconds to focus on
the objective. Then | released my grip to throw mysilf into the void.

| barely caught the bush. One inch shorter and trashed miserably between the
monster’'s paws. I's now hanging desperately to thitle tree. | pulled myself up a
bit to lay down in a steep rock hole. The foot wouwtis causing me an agonizing
pain. My left arm’s bearing the weight of my wholebody. And it's giving out.

The impact’s frightening. | could feel the beass hot breath on my bottom part,
but it seemed my last move’'d been a success. So, fls secure. It repeated the
assault a couple of times. It wasn't ready to abarah one hundred and seventy
pounds of fresh and tender meat. My blood’s droppig abundantly along the wall.
And it increased its ferocity. All of a sudden, | aught a deafening sound coming
from the top. Some two hundred feet above. Its obisiacy’s paying off. The guy’d
succeeded in dislocating the upper part of the rock

Thousands of pounds’re running down the slopet ididn’t realize danger as it's
pursuing its undermining activity. A first rain of stones pounced upon us. One of
them came knocking me behind the head. But the aniah caught the bigger ones.
Its eagerness cooled off for a while.

The bear’s now laying on all four. It seemed tdesitate and kept turning round
on itself, grunting loudly. Then a crazy thought p@ped up into my mind. What
about fighting back the monster?at’d to be now or never. | wouldn’t get any better
opportunity. The idea of defeating the invicible wamed up my heart instantly.

| searched for the machete. Lucky day in spitefdhe situation. My weapon'’s still
hanging on my side. It'd to be clear. I'd have a umue chance. If I's to miss, the
kodiak wouldn’t. Something reassured me, though. Asleath’d come fast from a
wounded beast this size. Suffering wouldn’t last lng. Okay now. I'd made up my
mind. | secured my grip with my left hand and grabled the machette. Once |
would’ve let go the bush, I'd hold the knife with bth hands.

The bear hadn’t modify its attitude, but it'd slowed down its rotation movement.
And this’s good news. This one gave me the impresaiit’s defining a new strategy
for a final attack. It couldn’t believe I'd dare fi ghting back. It'd be total surprise.

| waited for my enemy to turn back.

It heard the slip down and stopped abruptly to &ce me.

| knew | would’'ve to hit before my wounded footcould touch the ground. If |
failed, the explosion of pain’d take away from me @y further possibility to act. A
couple of feet above it — the monster started toatd up — | let go a formidable
circular blow with the machette, sweeping its throa It all went in a fraction of a
second. And | made contact with the hardened eartH.lost consciousness.
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I must have been off for a couple of hours. Snowadn’t stopped falling. | got
confused for a while. What'd happened? | began toaise, leaning on my forearm.
My severe foot injury’d been asleep with cold, buthe sudden move woke it up. A
fulgurating pain exploded in my brain. Then | recaled the events that preceded
my absence. | turned on the left. And | caught sighof an ill-formed mass buried
underneath a fair amount of snow. Was the monsteraally dead? | crept in its
direction to make sure of it. It's dead alright.

Who'd believe me? | vanquished Goliath. The gianKodiak. | shouted to whom
might listen to me in that forsaken place:*FEROCIOUS-KODIAK'S MY NAME.
THIS’S MY ANIMAL TOTEM... CAN YOU HEAR ME. FEROCIOUS-KODIAK!”

| picked up the machette and turned around the ack. | headed to the lakeshore,
leaning on the long knife.

| pushed the canoe in the water, realizing | juscaught up with Mark Hawking’s
vision in Winnipeg. I's covered with blood from hea to foot and | didn’t offer my
most sympathetic side. The Cree premonition provedght.

The little man went away from the refuge that'dbeen a witness of his growing
up in the wild.

He’d first rally the extremity of the lake. Then he could expect a few days trip to
catch up with his people. He knew it's the seasonhe&n the tribe settled near the
forest.

By the end of the day, he found again the roaddm where he’d reached the lake
with his father so many years ago. He’d spend theight by the river.

The next morning, he’s back on the path. He’d en thinking about his kin all
the way. Especially of his father and mother. Wouldhey still be alive?

And about his sister as well. On the eve of hdeparture, she’d been a mother of
two approaching initiation stage.

The boy caught sight of his people camp three dsa later. As he’s getting closer,
he’s trying to guess in which teepee his parentsvéd. He noticed the man seated
cross-legged, scrutinizing the sky-line. It's thelsaman. This one’d recognized him.
He stood up urgently. And shouted around.

‘Sly-Bull. Come here. Your son’s back!

His father came out of the teepee he’'d guesseit.f

Shortly after, the little man attained the heartof the village. The tribe started to
assemble silently in a circle around him. His fathe mother, and sister, a two years
old kid tight to her dress — of course he couldn’know this one —, occupied the first
rank.

‘I HAVE MET WITH THE BIG GREY WOLF AND | DEFEATED | T DURING
THE NIGHT OF THE THIRD MOON!,” he exclaimed.

Then he opened his coat up, took it off and let slip down to the ground. The
assembly ushered 40h!” in a dazed state, thus expressing a profound resgeor
the little man’s experience. The numerous and deegcars he’s exposing to them’re
talking for themselves. It imposed silence upon therowd. He concluded:

‘| took the life of the big grey wolf and IT todk possession of me!,” then he raised
his voice, THIS IS MY NAME... BIG-GREY-WOLF!
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The little man dropped the vanquished animal's dil at his father’'s feet, before
falling into his arms.

A feast'd be organized the same day in his hono©n this occasion, he’'d relate
his adventures to the many children of his village.

It's plain dark when | attained the extremity of the lake. | thought of walking up
the trail I borrowed five years earlier with Neil and Linda. But | knew | wouldn’t
go any further that day. Some sixty miles left tolie next little town. | turned the
canoe upside down and slid myself underneath the pnovised hut. It'd protect me
from an eventual snow fall over the night.

The next morning, it's freezing hard. | figuredtemperature’s close to 0° F. Sun’s
dazzling. | stood up, leaning on the machette. Myyes wandered a moment over
the lake and the canoe before leaving the place. &h | headed south.

By midday, I'd hardly travelled over five miles when | caught sight of a Park
vehicle coming my way.

The guard came out of the pick-up and joined mef-or a moment, he couldn’t
take his eyes away from the long knife stained witthe bear haemoglobin. This’s a
disturbing situation. No doubt. If you considered he quantity of blood absorbed
by my clothes, you could’ve thought | just killed # the members of my family.

‘Hi, there! Can | help you?’

The officer dared, as soon as he’d regained soroenfidence.

| felt so dumb. My last conversation’d taken plae five years earlier into Jack
Bennett'scar, on the way to Otter Lake. It'd been shortly beforemy departure to
Clearwater. But | managed to reassure the BC govement representative.

‘Hello! I've been living five years in Wells Gray by myself. | kinda forgot about
the basics of communication. My name’s James.’

‘Would you like me to take you somewhere, Jamesou don’t look too well!’

‘Please. Could you give me a ride to the nextwm? | think | might need a doctor
to dress my wounds!

Paul Brooks drove me to his GQ. The consultingoom’s located right across his
office in main street. Then | took leave of the guy

‘Thanks for your help, Paul. You take care!’

I came in Doctor Keene’s lobby. As it's a smaliown, | didn’'t have to wait long.
Charlotte Keene directed me to her private bathroom before she’'d examine my
injuries. She supplied me with a set of clothes titad belonged to her long dead
husband. And | slid myself under the hot stream. Wht a blessing!

I's laying down on the examination table. This e got impressed by the naughty
scars. And she’d ask me smilingly if I's returningfrom Irag. Her neighbor'd been
calling from his office. So she knew part of the sty already.

‘Paul said you’'ve been living five years in the wd by yourself,” this one stated.

‘It sounds incredible!’

She’s now cleansing my right foot ugly wound.

‘I know you couldn’t have done this yourself. Whats the species equipped with

such claws?’

‘| didn’t tell Paul. | thought he wouldn’t have believed me,’ | answered.

‘And if I's telling you I'd believe your story. | d on’t think that place you come

from could make you a liar. Am I right, James?’
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‘You're right!” | admitted, while groping for the ¢ law in my pants pocket.

| exhibited the specimen to her.

‘True. It's a kodiak! | vanquished a real colossusyou know.’

Doctor Keene kept silent a moment. Then she pured her questioning.

‘Is it not supposed to live further north?’

‘Some individuals happened to venture out of theimatural habitat for food. |

guess mine’s one of them!

‘You're telling me you vanquished a kodiak. Do youmean you dared to brave

such a monster?,’ this one exclaimed incredulously.

‘As a matter of fact, I's its game. But in my situdgion the only thing to do to

survive’s to reverse the parts. At this moment, | culd feel my warriors ancestry

stood on my side. | don’t consider it only as a bifat chance, you know!"

She’s now taking care of the major wound. She atted with an antitetanic shot.
Then she cleansed it thoroughly, anaesthetized thecation with another shot and
applied a few stitches to the larger opening on theole. When the bandage’s done,
| could sit up again.

Doctor Keene passed me over a real cane. Shetlere twenty bucks and offered
me to use her telephone. | told her about the Hanass and some of that part of the
story. The woman grabbed her directory, looked forHanson’s number, dialed it
and passed me the combined-set over.

‘Hello! This’s the Hanson shop in Otter Lake. Whatcan | do for you?’

‘Hi, Linda! I'm so glad to hear your voice. Howdy?Is Neil home?’

As the answer’s defering, | started to worry.

‘Are you still here, Linda?’

‘Oh, James. Neil’'s gone last spring! He’d been waitg for your return.’

‘I'm so sorry. Your husband would’ve been proud ofme, you know. From now

on Ferocious-Kodiak’s gonna be my native name!

‘I'm so glad you did it, James.’

‘Soon, I'll go back to my kin,” I announced her.

‘And when do you think you might leave?’

‘I'll try to catch up a plane in Vancouver after tomorrow.’

‘You've got to let me take you there! Neil'd have xplained a few things to you.

It's really important. Call me when you know the time of your flight. Will you?’

‘Promised. I'll call you tomorrow. You take care, Linda.’

‘You know James, the modern world isn’t less dang&wus. Just different. You too

take care,” and she hanged up.

| took leave of Doctor Keene and offered to maiher money as soon as | could.
But she refused explicitly.

Once in the street | managed to unearth a retaant.

Back to modern industrial food. | forgot it's soinsipid. The previous forty-eight
hours’d been animated to say the least. I'd been $ting since then. I's starving. So
it didn’t feel too bad afterall. When the waitressshowed up again, | questioned her
about eventual vehicles going to Kelowna. She tofde she’s thinking of someone.

The girl returned shortly after, along with an aged man. The old chap’s leaving
immediately.

John wasn’t in such a hurry. The man wouldn’t dae to pass over the fifty miles
mark. Didn’'t communicate much either. It allowed meto catch up with resting.

We entered the city downtown district on Mondaythe tenth of november 2003
at 4 : 00 am. Snow hadn’t reach the Okanagan yet.went directly to Jack’s place
and rang his bell. Ewan’s friend’s the only person knew in town. | needed a few
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notes in order to catch a bus. This one advanced naehundred dollars I'd return
him the next day, before going back to bed.

I's reading the buses schedule outside the detsd central station. It said that
the next departure’s at 8 : 30. | could be in the ¥n Houten yard around ten. Just
fine. | still needed some rest. | laid down acrogke bench and fell fast asleep.

As soon as | got in Penticton | phoned Luke to ake the man aware of a visit in
the hour. He’d be home. Then | placed another catb the cab company.

Greeting a worker that's coming back five yearsafter picking to get his wage,
this’s some Luke Van Houten’d never experienced dar. It's a kinda crazy thing.
This one offered me a coffee. | told him the broadutline of my story.

The farmer counted in front of me the balance ofmy salary. Two thousands, six
hundred and forty bucks. One hour'd passed when | sed his telephone to order a
second cab. We shook hands as the car’s enteringetiard.

The old Chevy Caprice dropped me by the little ath leading to my Scot friend’s
shelter. | held out the driver his fare, and addedo it an extra ten dollars, begging
him to pick me up two hours later same place.

The hut'’s still there. | could hear in the distance Ewan'’s feeding his stove. | set
aside the linen door. And announced myself:

‘Will you prepare a pot of tea for your friend?’

We fell into each other’s arms.

‘Did you find your answers, my chum?’

‘I did Ewan. My ancestry’d be proud of me. | believed | cleared myself out of

any possible kind of fear. I'd to face numerous shazes of it, you know!

Then | related my adventures in details as we'rbaving tea. Ewan begged me to
show him the drawings reproductions I'd told him about. | extracted them from
my bag and held some out to him.

As he’s studying them, | discovered again withrgat exitement the cave graffitis
that'd ignited the first visions of the wolf head ock clearing. At the back of that
sheet’s the drawing the boy’d realized in the outsle location. The young initiate’d
drawn over the particular shape rock — scene of hiinal fight — a man taller than
the surrounding mountains, and a smaller being | caldn’t identify. Man’s holding
in his right hand a kind of dagger and another objet in the other.The next grafitti
displayed a second animal. It looked like a bear. #d this one passed the mountain
summit as well. I held it out to Ewan and questiong him.

‘What would you think of this?’

My friend analyzed lenghtily the piece of paper.

‘The being on the left’s certainly the kid in yourvisions. If he made himself that

tall it's because he’d vanquished the second beirgjanding at his feet. Might've

been a wolf. And I'm telling you why. The object heholds in his left hand’s his
trophy. The tail of the animal. Concerning the beay | couldn’t tell. Could it be
your kodiak? The boy made it higher than the mounta,’ This one stated.

‘But there might be a hundred and fifty years sepaating the boy and me. How

could that be possible, Ewan?’

‘I don’t know, James. Think about it. Neil Hanson might give you some answer?!’

‘| didn’t tell you. Neil's dead! | supposed he woudi've. But he’s gone.’

It's time to leave. The cab’s probably waiting ér me by now.

‘I'll be back someday. | promise. | got to go see ynown people again,’ | said.

| went grabbing ‘Savitri’ from my rucksack. And hel d it out to him.

‘| wanted to give you this!’

Ewan accepted it and showed a non secretive peaie. He got affected alright.
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The agent’s editing my ticket to Manitoba. I'd ke off from Vancouver airport
the eleventh of november at 9 : 15 am. Flight CAN®& | paid for it in cash, came
out of the office and rallied the station in a hury. The bus’s leaving town.

As soon as | got in Kelowna, | called Linda andave her an appointement across
the City Cultural Center the same day at seven. Thel went back to Jack’s place,
in order to return that cash | owed him.

As the hour’s more appropriate, | took the timeto tell him some about the story.
And more about my projects. These’re nourishing mythoughts by now.
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Hanson’s pick-up showed up shortly before sevehat night. | crossed the street
and joined Linda inside the truck.

‘Hello, Lindal’

‘Hi, James. Did you set your things in order?,’ ths one asked me.

‘| did. I'd to meet my friend Ewan first. | promise d. | went to get my pay at the

Van Houten’s farm as well. | can tell Linda I'll be back in the Okanagan!’

‘I hope so, Ferocious-Kodiak,” she formulated witha faint smile. ‘Are you ready,

now. Should we go?’

| gave her a positive answer. And she moved awaythe direction of route 97 C.

First part of the trip’s perfectly silent. But one hour later, chief’'s wife engaged
conversation again.

‘Neil'd planned to tell you things that could helpyou to understand the Band

meeting in ninety-eight, and the Wells Gray optiorhe’d made up for your own

initiation,” she said.

She interrupted deliberately. Then she faced me anadded abruptly:

‘My husband descended from Big-Grey-Wolf!’

What a shock. The news’re unexpected. She accedime some time to assimilate
the information, before she’d pursue:

‘He’s his grand-dad’s grand-dad. As you know, orakradition’s the dearest of all

to the native people!

| agreed and she continued.

‘When he returned to his tribe, Big-Grey-Wolf told his story. And he talked of

another man he saw frequently through visions as Vlle That man, he said, had

lost his roots, the true meaning of his life, and ¢éd show up after numerous

moons in the same forest to look for his inner SelAs he’d become a chief of his

own, Big-Grey-Wolf transported his son there. Therhis son his grand-son later

on. The initiation of Neil's ancestry’d continue in Wells Gray where you spent

five years of your life. They all went through simliar visions about you, you

know, including Neil. My husband got initiated in that place you left yesterday.

And in that time, even your father wasn't born yet.Neil got convinced that this

man lodging in his dreams and those of his ancestsycoming. When | met him,

he’s aware that most of our people’d lose their id#tity someday. It's the reason

why he expected a sign from you. In his mind there'no place left for doubt. If

you're taking that place in the house of his dreamsyou’d to be the one holding
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the power to reverse the tendency, to stop the imgerishing of our culture. Do

you remember the first day you called the shop toly a teepee? He got such a

violent vision in the night that followed I really thought he’d pass away. Neil and

I never'd children. The next day, he considered yoas his spiritual son.’

| felt deeply concerned with Linda’s revelations

‘Thanks Linda. You just cleared out the major part of the mystery. Now, should

| expect some more visions or messages?’

This one didn’'t answer. She wouldn’t know for ste. But | believed | should.
Silence settled for good until the term of our trip The day’s ending. It'd been both
physically and emotionally demanding a lot. Linda’sconfession just contributed to
increase a lethal exhaustion. | couldn’t resist log an irrepressible desire to sleep.

We reached Vancouver airport at 8 : 10 am. Ne# wife’d some acquaintance in
the place. She’d manage to accompany me to the bdarg room. It looked like
she’s suffering I's leaving so quickly, six month ier her husband’s departure. |
wouldn’t forget what she’d said. I's the man’s spirtual son.

‘I'll be back Linda. | promise! I'll have a lot to do during the weeks to come, but

| assure you there won'’t be a single day | wouldn’think of you and Neil. You'll

take great care of yourself. Won’t you?’

| leaned down to lay a kiss on her cheek and waigged a long while before I'd
engage myself in the boarding tunnel. The agent coolled abstractedly my ticket.
| moved up the ramp. The Hanson woman disappearea ithe first curve.

The plane’s slowly sliding towards its take ofposition when my seat neighbor
addressed me.

‘Hello! My name’s Philip Trudel,” this one said ashe’s buckling his belt. He held

out his hand to me.

‘James Morissette!’

‘Glad to meet you, James. I'm a reporter from the Chicago Herald'. Are we

gonna travel to Toronto together?’

‘I'm afraid not Philip. I'll leave you in Winnipeg. Got to retrieve a motorcycle

there. Then I'll be riding it to Montreal.’

Thirty minutes later, our plane’d reached its cuising speed. The steward went
distributing meal trays. As I's catching mine, thejournalist noticed the ugly scars
on my hands. And this one questioned me about it.

‘Looks like you got badly hurt recently. Was it a pofessional, a car, a hunting

accident...?’

He wasn’t too far from the truth with his third statement.

‘Yeah! We could say that. Except that | wasn’t huning that day. I's the game.

| survived a five years isolation in some of the wdest part of BC: Wells Gray

Provincial Park.’

‘THAT's pretty interesting, James,’ this one dropped.

| could feel the typical reporter species behind tbse words.

‘Personally, I'm not sure I'd survive more than a week in there,” he added.

‘I'd be surprised if you're to see the second dayfat. kinda lucky | can talk with

you, right now. | came close to death so many times

It appeared I'd count my story once again. The dventure seemed to passionate
the man. He assured me that he might help in the sa I'd be tempted to write it
down. He got acquainted with some editors. Then oyslane initiated its landing in
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Winnipeg. I'd the sensation we’d just left BC. TheBoeing immobilized near the
arrival platform shortly after noon. | stood up to grab my things. Trudel held me
out his business card, begging me to call.

‘It's a real pleasure listening to you. | wish | calld hear such stories more often.

This’s a unique experience you went through. You kow that my son’d love itV’

‘Is there right? | appreciated your company as well you know. You may count

on me Philip. I'll call you. You just sowed a seeth my brain. You’'ve a nice trip,

buddy!’

‘You too, James!’

I moved forth towards the exit. After I'd gone through the police check-point, |
went looking for a telephone booth.

‘Angelo’s speakin’’

‘Allo, Angelo. Glad to hear your voice again.’

‘James? | don’t believe it. Tell me I'm not dreamirg. And that you're back in

Winnipeg.’

‘Still standing at the airport.’

‘Okay. Give me twenty minutes. Time to clean up aibboth the man and his

tools.’

Temperature’sdifferent in Manitoba. The capital city held the all time recordsfor
the coldest ones in the country. Main street outsalthermometers displayed 14° F.,
so far.

Angelo invited me in a restaurant. This one’s ifpatient to hear my story.

Lanterne rougés a judicious choice to get used again to moderrodd. At the
dessert — delightful chocolaterofiteroles—, | undertook to unveil to my friend the
adventure of mine. We’d leave the place in the midd of the afternoon.

As we're back in the street, Angelo delivered me ste news about the people |
frequented during the ninety-eight stay. As he mesome of them regularly at his
church on Sundays. I's glad to learn everyone’s dog fine since then. We took his
car and rallied Osborne. We're to spend the rest othe day wandering about in
the village, Angelo’s favorite part of the city.

Severino’s old Beatle’'s parked in front of the hilding. We found the artist’s
waiting inside, sitting across the landing of stas. This one stood up and joined us.

‘James! What a surprise. It seems your quest came &an end,’ he exclaimed.

‘Yeah! I'll be going back to the Soo and Montreal But first, I'd to say hi to my

friends on the way.’

Angelo invited us to get in for a cup of tea. Weontinued the exchange inside the
apartment. Severino left one hour later. | asked myriend to use his telephone to
drop a call to the St Pierre buffalo farm. I's to gend the first night at Angelo’s.

A ferocious wind’s sweeping the plains. Hoar’durned Highway 59 in a mirror.
The antique Oldsmobile’s sliding tranquilly towards St Pierre. Angelo’d insisted
to give me a ride at the Lessard’s. We entered tharm yard forty minutes later. |
thanked him before getting out:

‘Angelo I'll always be grateful for what you've done for me. You've a great day.

See you soon, my friend?’

The ship size car went for a U-turn and left. Tk painter's going back to the
canvasheabandonedafter my call from the airport. He’d showed me the unfinished
work. This he’d never done before as long as the final touchaldn’t been put to it.
This’s the proof of a sincere friendship.
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Angelo’d been inspired with the well known ‘Figh of the Titans’ of the greek
mythology. How coincident, as he’'d started his workhe very same day I'd been
chased by the Goliath in the forest.

Pierre’s on vacation. We could’ve a few days tegher. | knocked at the kitchen
door. Marylou showed up soon. She’s displaying a bad smile across her face.

‘Hi, James!,’ this one said, making room to let men. | leaned forth to peck her

on the cheek. ‘Welcome to the Lessard’s farm. AftePierre you won't stay long.’

‘Right! I'm eager to get back to my folks. It's been seven years, you know!’

Marylou loved cooking. She’s then baking some kad. And a wonderful scent'd
gained most of the house. She offered me a cup afffee. We would’'ve to wait for
Pierre who's gone out shopping to the city.

‘Yes, | can understand that. Seven years’s quite lang time.’

‘Your home’s so quiet. How do the kids do?’

She answered to my question while filling up two ke mugs.

‘We won’t see them before a couple of hours. The yag ones got in primary

school last year. They're fine. | take advantage ahis period of calm. The six of

them put me to a test everyday, you know"

‘What about the farm. No trouble with the cattle?’

‘Everything’s okay. So far! Pierre’ll show you our latest tenant. The offspring’s

one month old.’

We heard the Cherokee parking in the yard. A fewminutes later my friend
passed the threshold. He laid two cardboard boxesnothe entrance chest. And
joined us. | stood up to greet him.

‘James Morissette! You look in shape,” he said, ‘BClimate fits you just fine.

But what happened to that leg, buddy?’ this one agld when he’d noticed both

the bandage on my right foot and the cane leaninggainst the sofa.

‘This’s still hurting like hell. Would you let me stay here a couple of days until |

can ride the bike again?’

‘No problem, James. You'll stay as long as you warit

I resumed for them the Wells Gray story that endd with the hunt and the final
fight with the monster. Then we switched over to apther topic. The motorcycle.

‘| got a few parts for the Yamaha, Pierre said, dsigning the boxes he’d just

brought in. ‘I cleaned up the tank. And kicked it an yesterday. It's gonna need a

serious adjustment. We’ll change the plugs right aay. Then I'll set the ignition.

When done, you’ll give me a hand with the buffalosWhat do you think of my

program?’ this one asked as he’s standing up.

‘It's okay with me. | love your animals.’

We're facing an immense barn covered with corrugted iron. The farmer went
ahead in order to give some light. After a couplefdorief and bright flashes it got
out of the tired neon tubes for good. My motorbikeappeared in the center of the
building. The japanese stood on its main stand. Itshell and tank’d been put off
and laid on the ground. It's thus offering itself © a mechanical expertise. Access to
the engine couldn’t be any better. Pierre’d fix theproblem easily. In the distant
right corner of the barn, a second bike’'s dressedni a blue tarpaulin. Pierre’s
Harley’s waiting for the end of winter.

The Yamaha’s now running like a swiss clock. Myfriend let me handle the
reassembling of the accessories. And he left to ma&re the buffalos fodder.

| joined him in the yard thirty minutes later.
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‘That’s all yours, James. | charged hay in the Cheskee rear box. You're gonna
make the distribution yourself. Is it okay with you? When done, you'd find me
by the fence over there,” he said, designing thatapt of the field he’s going to.
‘Be careful! They're wild animals,’ this one advisel me before leaving.

Bisons approached prudently. | wasn't their usubtender. They kept suspicious.
| gotsoonrewarded with my patience.Some reckless individuals even dared to feed
directly from my hand. A mother and its new born hdéd a distance with me. Their
fear of the species responsible for their eradicain’s plainly justified.

| thought I'd sufficiently observed the buffalos And | joined my friend to help
with the fencing job.

We finished around one o’clock. Marylou showed pito call for diner.

We kept busy the rest of the day talking untilhe kids’d show up.Then Marylou
and Pierre went back to their habitual activities,leaving me the care of the young
ones. | invented for them stories about indians andild beasts.

Two hours’d passed when parents returned to findheir progeny standing in a
circle around me. As the kids looked fascinated, thcouple entered the circle. For
a moment,l’d stolen myself into Paul Morissette’s characterThe wheel of life kept
turning.

After supper, the younger ones went to bed. Pier offered to take care of my
wounded foot and made its bandage again. Then Mamyu led us in the drawing-
room for a last drink before we’'d join the children upstairs. Outside, a blizzard’s
sweeping over the plains. It reminded me of what ¢ gone through into the wild.
Sometimes, it could feel so good to be secure. tiésfall rapidly asleep.

I'd stay four days in St Pierre. Heavy pain’s difting away. The healing process’s
going well. I thought | could leave Winnipeg on thdollowing Sunday morning. In
my condition the trip to Michigan might be difficult, though. But I's so impatient
to meet my people again.

I'd left the Lessard’s farm one hour earlier. | slowly climbed up the three levels
of Angelo’s building. | rang the bell twice. I's ready to run it once again when the
move of the locker stopped me. Candy’s by herselfhis one offered me a cup of
tea.After her, Angelo wouldn’t be long. | congratulatedher for the wedding that'd
taken place two years earlier. Otherwise, we didn’have much time to get into a
real conversation as the painter showed up a couptd minutes later.

‘Hi, James! So, this’'s a new separation. We can’te used to you. You travel as

the wind does,’ this one said while laying a packa&ydown against the wall.

‘It'll end soon, Angelo. But yeah, | got to hit theroad again.’

The painter'd completed his work. He’'d been busyight and day with this one.
He smiled at the canvas hanging on the wall. Plawlsatisfied with the result. Its
vivid colors made it the first element you’d noticewhile entering the shop.

It's an abstract piece of art. Also, the artistand I're possibly the only persons to
get a full understanding of it.

Three yellow disks stained with large red spotg filling two thirds of the space.
These laid down on a declining dark green surfacéAbove it and dominating the
scene stood a small blue cube whose seven visibbglas’re impregnated with the
blood of its preys. Red drops fell down of the bludittle thing and went making
bigger the wave originating in the murder that’s running along to the bottom of
the canvas. My friend’s work symbolized to the pesction my fight against the
titans of the forest. The weapons created by man’rdrawing him near to the gods.
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The artificial extensions of his hand, the tools henvented to kill, had determined
his crowning and supremacy over any other animal gxies. It'd turned him into
the greatest predator on earth. Angelo’s smiling.’s affected.

‘This’s genius. The mastery and brightness of colar It's amazing. | can see the

soul of fight. The possibility for the little beingto vanquish the giant one. | really

like what you've done!’

‘I'll keep it for you. | know you wouldn’t carry th is on the bike!’

Two hours’d passed by. It's time to go again. ¢l to leave these friends too. Nine
hundred miles waited for me.

On the road... again. The sixteenth of novembeat 7 : 00 am, | passed near that
spot where the Yamaha’'d decided to abandon me in méty-eight. | could recall my
meeting with Herb Wallace as it would’'ve happenedhe previous day. What about
the man? | wished I'd time to stop in Richer but I's expected in the Soo around
ten that night. And | could barely do it already.

The engine’s running great. | enjoyed driving tmough the mid-west wide spaces.
It could give you a feeling of true freedom. Tempeature’s low but bearable: 30° F.
I'd made the acquisition of a new pair of gloves inVinnipeg and it worked fine.
Boots and the rest of the equipment’re the old onedt's okay. Only the helmet
wasn’t offering a perfect comfort. My foot didn’t handicap me too much. I'd have
to anticipate breaking stages in order to avoid awlden move. I's lucky snow’d
been posponed as it would’ve largely contributed tslow down my progress.

The distance from Kenora to the Lake Superior, Ireached shortly after 2 : 00
pm, looked as boring as it'd been the first time.’t travelled a half of the way non-
stop except for refueling.

Johnny Miller popped up in my mind. I's to see he guy again soon. His mum’d
assured me he’d be there tonight.

| drove past Wawa at seven o’clock. During theltimate stage, the quality of the
road’d allow me to push the bike above the legal sed limits. And I'd make up
with lost time.

| caught sight of Sault-Ste-Marie Ontario at tenpast ten. Wasn't too late. Then |
found again familiar landmarks. | crossed the amertan lines ten minutes later.

| parked in front of the house. | grabbed my cae to help me dismount the bike.
Mum came to hug beford could get rid of my helmetlt felt a bit like an agression.
But it's okay. Dad and John're following close.

‘| thought you’d be here earlier, Jimmy,’ she exclamed, wiping a few tears with

her hand.

‘Mum! | told Annie it wouldn’t be before ten. Is it this late? I'm glad it's over,

though. I'm fagged out!”

Our sidewalk embraces lasted. And some curiousighbors’re drawing curtains
aside. It'd turned kinda noisy at the Morissette’sshack. Then we came in.

Louise went fixing supper. We didn’t talk much tat night. I's glad to meet
familiar faces again. I'd wait for the next day toget in another telling of my story.

During my stay, Henry planned a family reunion h Michigan to celebrate the
new year. This one’d been working this out for a wike as he wished to bring Tina
and Dave back to the Soo for a couple of days. lught him Jenny Lafleur might
be part of it. | thought equally of a couple more Some of my Montreal friends.
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I'd linger three days at my parents’. A lot of rest’d favor the speeding of healing.
This time | managed to treat the major injury mysef.

At night, we talked about ordinary things for haurs and hours. It felt so good.
| went out twice to discover again the city of my guth. On the departure’s eve to
Montreal, John and | went walking down the St Marycanal. A mere chance made
us reach the spot where my friend’d announced me ma’s letter, back in ninety-
six. The decor hadn’t changed a bit. Johnny taughtne what his life’d been like
during all these years. Employment wasn’t real highin the Soo. And a limited
instruction hadn’t given him many options. The postan position he’d got before
| left'd been the best by far. Between the years nety-eight and two thousand, this
one’d known a period of lean kine. It's when he gohired in the casting company
wheredad worked. He'd been promoted recentlyNowadays my friend controlled
the quality of the products passing through the molding chains. After what he
told me about his new job, it looked like he appraated it.

‘You've made your way since you left. Haven't you?’

‘That'’s right, Johnny. But it might not be over. | got a mission, you know! Nelil

Hanson forsaw it. And | could feel something’s connig.’

‘Will you be back here with us some day?’

‘I don’t know, Johnny. But we’ll try to see each other more often. Won’t w? I'm

gonna stay in Montreal until the end of december. Wy wouldn’t you pay a visit

at Christmas? I'd bring you back here on the thirtieth. What do you say?’

Tl try, James. I'll think about it. But you know ... planes and me. Also, I

would’'ve to ask for a vacation.’

| accompanied John to his place and went back hee early to spend some time
with my family. I'd be leaving the next morning.

When | left the Morissette shack at 4 : 00 am, dauise and Henry're deeply
asleep. | went through the canadian lines again anehgaged on Highway 17 East.

| reached the Vaughan limits early in the aftermon. I'd rest one hour at my
uncle’s before pursuing my trip.

We got a beer together. | told him about his brther's new year’s eve projects
before I'd start with the longer tale. After | went through that one, Dave confessed
how proud he’s to see me tie up with our roots. Handerstood I's eager to leave to
Montreal. And he let me get back on the road.

| got washed out. The last hours of my trip to ¥rdun’d been terrible. My foot’s
hurting like hell again.

| locked up the Yamaha to Tina’s building railing about midnight. I's climbing
up the stairs of the Gertrude street apartment wher got hit with a new vision.
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“I don’t know who paints these images
On the screen of our memory,
But, assuredly, those canvases
Are master pieces”.
Rabindranath Tagore — Souvenirs.

I could hear a voice calling me from afar. But’s missing part of its message.

‘Ji... y! ...his’s you... s...er ..!

| opened my eyes. And | noticed I's laying in amnknown bed.

A bright beam of natural light forced its way in between the bottom of the blind
and the window ledge. I's getting acquainted with aoom | might know, afterall.
Picture’s kinda fuzzy. This woman leaning above me-olding my hand.

Released I's recovering consciousness, this daego some welcoming words.

‘You scared me, you know! I'm so glad you’re backLi’l Brother.’

My sis. And the memory of the vision at the origp of my fall into darkness came
back to me. Neil Hanson contacted me in Tina’s staiase. His solemn tone’s still
vibrating into my head: “James. My son! One day you will discover the meagiof
your mission with Our Nations!”

Silence’d returned for an unmeasured lenght ofitne. Then: ‘But first, you will
have to learn the language and traditions of youegple. Thus decided Napiw™*

Chief’s last words’d been followed with unpleasat effects. A blinding light and
a terrible whisting sound drove me into unconsciougess. One of Tina’s neighbors
named Annie found me laying across the stairs whileaving to work.

‘Tina! I'd a new vision when | got here last night.It just came back to me.’

This one’s smiling. She realized I's thinking mht and didn’t need more. She'd
ignore what | just told her. And suddenly she dropgd excellent news.

‘I phoned Jenny. She should get here anytime, nowake some rest, Jim! You've

been going through too many emotions lately. Davealted me, you know!

She left the room after she’d laid a kiss on mfprehead. | fell back asleep.

I woke up when the door opened again. It revealea cherished face. My baby.

She’s absolutely ravishing. | wondered how | cdd’'ve abandoned her so easily.
Jenny Lafleur'd turn into a splendid twenty-five years old woman. For an instant,
she called forth Tina’'s visit to Dave five years eéer. Like my sister that day, my
love’s wearing a tight leather indian dress with finges, showing off an ideal body
line. She’s just irresistible. | came to desire heso hard.

4 Napiw: Old man. Secondary character in the Bladkfegthology. Identify
sometimeswith the Sun. It comesafterthe Grizzly, the Buffalo, the Beaver and the
Otter, considered superior beings.
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Happiness’s catching up with us. We settled thatight in Tina’s guest-room.

My baby’d graduated. This one’s teaching sincee~opening at theUniversité de
Montréal. Her own. As the Lafleurs’d be absent from the contry for a while, we’d
isolate ourselves on the north shore.

We got in Oka on the twenty-first of november a® : 00 pm. The brightness of an
immaculate layer of snow’s forbidding night to sete completely. The actual fall of
enormous flakes’d quicly bury up the neighborhood.

The inside of the house’s frosty. We'd first se& fire. Then Jen offered to move
her bed by the fireplace. It's a wonderful idea. Al we made love.

In the middle of the night, my baby started to mventory my numerous injuries.
She’d outline each of them with a delicate touch dier finger.

‘Hon! Tell me about your meeting with Big-Foot,’** she said with a faint smile.

‘I don’t believe that Big-Foot story’s very serious Jen. | met with Big-Bear and

this | ain’t ready to forget. It should’ve devoured me alive.’

She laid her head against my breast. And kept ooaressing me. Suddenly, she
oriented the conversation in a new direction.

‘When are we gonna leave to the Soo, Jim? I'm eagéo meet your folks, you

know.’

‘On the twenty-ninth. Thirtieth’d be the latest. We'll have to pick Dave up on

the way. And we might stay in Vaughan for a night.’

Silence settled a brief instant. Then she questied me again.

‘How do you feel about this mission of yours. Gotray idea what it's gonna be?’

‘I'm afraid | don’t have a clue, my love. However he last message’s strange. |

thought it'd have to do with our own people. But what's the meaning of“OUR

Nations” ? I'd rather have expected‘FIRST Nations™ !’

‘You got to be patient, Jim. You’'ll know soon enoug.’

‘Yeah! You're probably right.’

Good time’d make me forget about the Wells Grapadventure for a while.

| got a call from Alessandro de Oliveira on thenext Saturday morning. This one
heard I's back in the city. So he asked me if | wised to work for him a couple of
weeks. He said it'd be over by Christmas. | told lhm about my slight handicap. It
didn’t seem to matter. And | signed up. We're to met on the following Monday at
Jorge’s. Apéritif time.

Jen went back to work. We left Oka together on Mnday morning. She’'d give
me a lift to Jorge’s before heading back north tolte Université It's ten o’clock. I's
ahead of schedule. | entered a telephone booth inder to drop a call to Yafuz.

‘Braiek residence!,” a familiar voice answered.

‘Hey, Yafuz! Asalamo alekum, my chum!’

‘Valekum asalam, James! So you’re back. Is it for god, this time?’ this one

asked me.

‘Yeah! | think so! | came back a couple of days agdSorry | didn’t get in touch

earlier. Jen and | felt particular needs. You knowwhat | mean!

‘| guess | can understand that. Do you think we cdd meet today?’

‘Certainly! I'd be available some time in the aftemoon.’

Wefinally agreed to meet at five by a subway exit in the buséss district. | left
Jen a messageShe’d join us there. Then | went walking along the St Laurence

>Big-Foot or Sasquash = the north-american Yeti.
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boulevard until noon.

| got at the crossing of Roy and St Dominique Bew minutes later. | caught sight
of Alessandro sitting by the counter. He’s having a&hat with his brother. Maria
and Manel’re standing at a table near the entranceWhen he saw me, the boy
stood up to greet me.

‘Hi, James! You will tell me your story. Won't you?,” this one begged me as he’s

bouncing into my arms.

‘Morning, little man! Yeah, I'll tell you!,” | prom ised. ‘Hi, Maria! How do you

do?’

| bent forth to give her a triple kiss. The frerch way. And | shook hands with the
men. Jorge passed around the bar.

‘Hey, American man! Glad to see you again. So yoeft your wild paradise!,” he

dropped, while hugging me and slapping repeatedly ynback as a natural sign of

welcoming.

He returned behind the counter in order to servehis famous liquor. Alessandro
gave me instructions for the next day. We’'re to puldown an ancient building in
the western district of Westmount, on the island oMontreal. He noted the address
over a piece of paper and held it out to me. I'd bexpected there at eight o’clock
sharp.'d dinner with my portuguesefriends and took leave of them around four.
Yafuz and Jen’d be waiting at the corner of Peel athMaisonneuve.

I’'s coming out of the metro station when | caughsight of them. They're talking
together in front of the bar across the street. 1gined them. | kissed my baby and
hugged my chum at lenght.

‘Hey Yafuz! Howdy since morning?,’ | asked as we’reentering the restaurant to

look for a free table. ‘So you said you found a jobGood for you.’

‘Right! | posted a request for a position with the‘Red Croissant’ — three weeks

ago. And | got a positive answer yesterday. I'll lave on the twelth of january to

Bagdad. I'll be co-ordinating. But | might act as an ambulance man as well!,” he

taught us, highly excited.

‘Iraq’s particularly fragile now, to say the least. But it is what you want! Do you

know how long you'll stay there?’

‘A couple of months. I'll contact Jenny as you're ot the easiest person to get in

touch with,” this one said, laughing frankly.

My baby grabbed my hand over the table.

‘I will follow Jim in the future. But you may leave a message in Oka. My parents

will transmit to me.’

We kept talking a few hours while drinking coffe after coffee. | counted my BC
adventure to my chum.

Then we separatedYafuz returned home. Jen and I're expected at Lis€aron’s
place in the district of Notre-Dame. We’d been invied for dinner with Tina.

We parked in St Ferdinand street at a quarter tonine. The two women’d been
waiting for us. | introduced Jen to Lise.

‘Lise, this's Jenny. She’s the woman of my life! believe you met once already.

Back in ninety-eight,’ | said. ‘Jen! Lise’s Tina’sbest friend!’

| abandoned the girls by the entrance and walkedlown the corridor to meet
with Tina. This one’s fixing supper.

» 16

®Red Croissant = equivalent to the Red-Cross. Opeiatmuslim countries.
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‘What is it you doing, Sis?,” | questioned her.

But | identified quickly the ingredients on the couwnter, ‘yes! Of course!

‘Mandamin!,” " she anticipated. ‘I know it's your favorite, Li'l B rother. Mum

gave me the recipe on the phone. There’s also a kay in the oven!’

Nothing could’ve pleased me more than this menillise offered us a drink in her
drawing-room while we waited patiently for the divine meal to be ready.

Tina surpassed herself. This one’d inherited Loige’s taste for a simple and good
cooking. That night's a moment of pure happiness.@neone came knocking at the
door at dessert time. Lise stood up to answer. | ofd notice the faint smile on her
face. She probably knew the visitor’s identity.

A familiar voice’s coming up the hall. Before Icould put a name on it, two faces
got captured in the living-room door frame.

‘Hey, mon Jacques!

‘Ray and Nathalie. | can't believe it!,’ | exclaimed with joy.

Tina’d offered me a great surprise. We ended ti evening listening to Raymond
salacious stories. Before we left, my pyro friendral | agreed about a meeting the
following day.

November the twenty-fifth at eight, | met with he ADO’s demolishing team in
Westmount. It's really cool. | got paid to pull thewhole thing down and loosen my
nerves on it. Here my weapons’d turned into a sledghammer and crow-bars.

We worked until dark. We'd spent a fair amount d energy. Faces surrounding
me expressed extreme fatigue.

| droveto Ray’s placeright after thejob. This onewishedto showme pyrotechnical
toys of his made. Traffic's dense at this time ofie day. Peak hour.

| reached Repentigny after eight. And parked thegreen ‘ADO construction co.’
truck in front of Ray’s garage. | caught sight of e man inside the house. | ringed
his bell.

‘Come on in! How do you domon JacquesAnd this foot. How's this foot?,’ this

one kept repeating. ‘Check! | prepared two fresh SAmbroise. What d’you say?’

At last he made room to let me in the place.

This part of the house’s a mess. It got invadedith strange items. | recognized
some of them. ‘Grospiro’ prototypes the man’d improved. He looked as impatient
as a kid tearing open the piece of paper that conaks a Christmas gift. Raymond
explained the FX he expected with each of them. Thiee eight different products.

‘We should try these next Thursday in ‘La Ronde’. Im not sure | could wait

until then,” he confessed.

He’s fiddling about a rocket he just happened tagrab on the table. Then he led
me to the bar while manipulating the toy in his had. He caught his beer with the
other. And swallowed a fair draught.

‘What do you think? Can you be there? It should be after 9 : 00 pm!,’His one

asked.

‘Sure, Ray. I'll be there! There’s nothing in the world | wish so hard as being the

first witness of my friend’s creations testing. | sear!,” | answered sincerely.

‘Park’ll be closed. I'll pick you up by the ramp two access. Near the river. Let's

say nine thirty!’

We kept talking a bit, relishing a couple of bews. | went back to Oka two hours
later.

" Traditional blackfeet recipe = corn plate cookethwed pepper.
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John Miller arrived on the twenty-sixth of novenber at Dorval airport. After |
found a free parking area, | rushed in the terminal

I's awfully late. Sault-St-Marie flight'd landed fifty minutes earlier. My friend’d
possibly have passed through the check-point andtreeved his effects already.

| caught sight of him. This one’s dragging a mostrous old model suitcase. He
looked lost in the particular environment. Wasn't the least familiar with travels of
any kind.

‘Hey, Johnny! Right here!,” | shouted.

A broad smile enlightened his drawn face. He joinethe and fell into my arms.

‘Oh, James! It's terrible! | thought | wouldn’t see you again. We’ve been going

through the worst weather conditions ever. After tle captain! It's a chance we'll

drive on the way back. Because I'd never ever getto a plane again!,’ this one
confessed.

I's glad to see my friend Miller. We stopped byan italian grocery-store in Ville-
St-Laurent to make provision of the great Valpolicella red wine.

And we got homeMy girl's busy in the kitchen. She and Miller made rapidly
acquaintance. Jen would’'ve to speak english. As thean wouldn’'t understand a
single french word.

Johnny gave me the impression he’d forgotten th#light unpleasant occurence.
This one’s making out of every moment a source ofnausement. True that, save
his friend — myself —, everything looked new to himHe’s discovering at last the
joy of settling in an unknown somewhere. Even for ahort period. It sounded a lot
of fun.

The main dish amazed him. And he questioned themok.

‘Bravo, Jenny. | don’t remember | tasted some like this bfore. But what's it?’

‘I's some grand-ma used to do. Grand-dad Robert'dairly good shot. This one

brought home such quantities of game all the timeshe decided one day she’'d

mix them together in a unique dish. The single megtie turned into the five one.

What you have here is caribou, moose, deer, and twards. Wild goose and

grouse. | stew slowly the different meats separatel Then | flame them in the

pan with Cognac, my personnal touch, and dress thegie. What's left is a forty
minutes baking in the oven at 190° C. That'’s all!,5he stated proudly.

John’s impressed. That's all. That's all! Didn’tlook so simple to him. However
it's great. He couldn’t forget this food experiencel supposed he’s thinking:“Are
they not the same people who eat frogs, snails atiger disgusting things? Well.
They ain’t so bad, afterall'’Don’t be confused, John. This’s Quebec. Not France

My baby stood up to clear the table. John and nself took care of washing the
dishes. And we switched to the drawing-room to haveoffee and a liquor.

“Anything you wish to say John?”

‘Got to work 'till the sixth of december, my chum. My blond’s off for a couple

of days. She’ll drive you around. You'll see. Theree plenty of things to do in

Montreal. Then we’ll travel to the north the same @y or the following one. Jen’s

parents own a chalet by a lake. You'll love itV

That program seemed to enchant him. We‘re tiredAnd we went to bed.

I embarked on the job on Thursday morning with asolid migraine. I's the first

one to recognize we’'d abused of the famous Veronane. Let's say we should've
avoided the liquor. But no regret. I1t'd been a greanight. After work that day, Jen
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drove us down to the St-Helene island in order toteend Raymond Tremblay’s
new pyro toys testing. She abandoned us by the parkest fence below the Cartier
bridge. Ray’s meetingspot. La Ronde’s a ghost town during the winter peod. We
lingered a while in the dark, when it got moving amss the fence. The beam of a
flash lamp’s approaching in our direction.

‘Who’s there? Turn back! This’s a restricted military area, guys!,” Ray shouted.

The guy played his part seriously. He’s blinding usvith his electric torch.

‘Hi, Ray! Where’re your jewels. Is it ready yet? Weéve been waiting for hours,

you know. It better be good!

‘Everything’s ready, mon JacquesWe're just waiting for you!

And Ray led us towards ramp number two where weé introduced to a man and
a woman in their fifties.

‘Jacques and John, this’s Pierre. And his blond: BEtabeth!

We came closer and shook hands with Grospiro’s amager and his girlfriend.
Raymond and Elisabeth left to the river bank. | cold notice some pieces of foll
reflecting in the distance as it got captured in th beam of the torch.

Pierre Boulay engaged the conversation.

‘James ‘Ferocious-Kodiak’ Morissette. The Blackfeetwarrior who defeated the

giant of the north. Ray told me about your heroic @ed. It surely isn’t common!,’

he said. But he got interrupted by the pyrotechni@n, temporarily pulled off out
of the night by his lighter's gleam. My friend’s moving on all fours in the sand.

‘It's whenever you like, Pierre!,” this one exclained.

‘Let’s do it, Ray"

As flamboyant red gerbs’re raising up in the Moitreal sky some fifty feet from
the ground, Pierre dropped a few comments.

‘This’s Ray’s concept. This one told me he got thespiration at the beginning of

this month. After he saw you in his dreams!

Candles still firing in sequences when the fivenches shells lifted up. Vivid blue
and red squares figures materialized high above, dwing their perfect shapes into
the night. Ray ignited a new series of effects. Anthree large wheels — Angelo’s
disks — began a rotation initiated by bright yellowpropelling rockets. I's watching
at the animated version of the painter’s work. Rockts Raymond’'d been playing at
length with in his house took off from the both siés of the land in an explosion of
light. They joined at the summit, crowning the livepicture into a final tableau.
Then, from an impressive height, an ultimate blowreed millions of silver particles
that went turning off in a slow motion, as deflectd by a feeble wind, over the river
surface. At last, Ray set ablaze a giant board omeé right and its letters lighted one
after the other: “T..H...E-F..A..L.L-O..F-T..H..E - T.l..T...A...N...S”

Raymond and Elisabeth’re returning.

‘Well, my chum. It's amazing!,’ | congratulated him, holding the info about the

Winnipeg work. ‘You've conceived some of the finedtX I've ever seen!’

The five of us cleaned up the site and chargetid batteries into Pierre’s truck.
Then Ray gave us a lift to Oka before returning hora.

On Saturday night, we’re strolling about on St Githerine street, looking after a
place where we would’'ve some fun. The tags coveréwntage of the ‘Foufounes
electriques’ stirred up John’s curiosity. Jen and Iknew the place already. We let
him lead us inside the bar.
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What a crazy joint. The wild heavy metal blastedur ears, making conversation
barely possible. We'd settled in a corner of the ab for a while when a known face
showed up at our table.

‘Hey, sweet lovers!,’ the brunette exclaimed. Andhis one turned round towards

Johnny. ‘Hey, cuty! | bet you're alone.’

‘Judith! What's up? It's been such a long time,” Jeiny shouted, to make herself

heard from her friend.

‘I'm okay, Jen. Got a job in the States. I'm in thereal estate business in Los

Angeles. Two days left in Montreal. I'm trying to remember the best of it!,” she

said.

‘As you noticed, | found my Jimmy againWe’ll be going to the Soo by the end of

this month. Got to give you my number. So we’ll kgein touch.’

Judith took a seat near Miller and the two of tlem left shortly after to get into a
dance craze.

We quit the bar at closing time. | carried my fiend across my back to the car.
This one’s so drunk he’d fallen unconscious.

The last working week in Westmount'd gone by lik a flash.

On Sunday morning at six o’clock, we left to SMichel-des-Saints. It's a village
located two hours and a half north of Montreal. Theweather conditions’d turned
real ugly during the previous days. It constrainedus to install the chains half way.

We finally reached St-Michel and went to make povisions of food in the town
little grocery-store. | parked half a mile from the chalet around noon. The three
feet accumulating of fresh snow forbade to get angloser.

Outside thermometer displayed a below zero F. mla and it stood barely higher
insidethe Lafleurs’s log cabin.The three of us labored to store a sufficient quaitiy
of fire material. Then we fed the stove abundantlybefore getting a decent 60° F.
temperature. It'd raise to a cosier 70 at night.

During the following days I'd enjoy again the gnple pleasures of living into the
wild, like snaring, ice-fishing or snow-shoe trekkng. It pulled me back to confused
memories of utter bliss and extreme pain. | thoughit'd encourage the coming of
new visions. But none happened. However, it made g to Jenny and myself. Like
planes, it appeared it wasn’t John’s cup of tea. Tis one’s rapidly missing the city.

To my great despair, time to go back’d show fastBut John got into a better
mood. And this one went on a party by himself at gjht to mark this returning
day’s eve. He emptied everything in the chalet th& containing the least trace of
alcohol. I's starting to worry about him.

| parked the car in Oka around midnight. As Jenry and John’d go to bed. | felt
the urge to do some.

‘I'll catch up with you later, honey. There’s somel must do first!,” | told her.

This one sat on my lap and kissed me tenderly. Anghe left me alone.

An absolute silence’d settled into the room. It been exactly what | expected. |
revisited the last weeks events in thoughts. The ttening trip from BC. Angelo’s
painting. Pierre’s buffalos. A quick stop at Dave’s My meeting with a new Jenny,
Tina and my old friends. The pyro show in La RondeAnd at last, the trip to St
Michel. Neither visions nor hallucinations this time. But the seed sowed earlier by
the Chicago reporter Philip Trudel'd grown up. | believed | heard a distant voice
again: “Got to write it down, James. It might help with yo mission!”.
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| stood up, borrowed a pen and a block of paperom Jacques Lafleur’s roll-top
desk and settled in the man’s most comfortable arnfair | could find in the room.

The biggest difficulty’s to get the proper wordgo start with.

Then it came out naturally. The blue ball begarsliding easily on paper, filling up
one page after another. | wrote all night long.

When my baby showed up on the next morning | gofrudel on the phone.

‘Got it! I'll drop you a call as soon as I'm done wth it. You take care, Philip!,’

and | hanged up.

Jen crept in my back to lay down a wet thrillingkiss, right in that precise hollow
part below the ear the scientists name ‘jugular nath’. | felt a deep shiver raising.

‘How funny, Jim. Couldn’t hear you last night. When did you go to bed?’

‘Morning, honey! You couldn’t as | didn’t. | starte d writing. | just phoned the

journalist from Chicago | told you about. He’s gonra help me to get published,’

| taught her.

My friend Miller appeared at last, grasping hishead with both hands as if it's
ready to explode. | indicated the drawer where he'dind the proper medicine that
treated that kind of symptom. This one left to geta glass of water. And returned
five minutes later. He held me out a steaming mugdf @offee.

‘Want this, James?,” he asked.

‘Thanks, man. How’s your sleep?’

‘Pretty good, | guess. | don’t remember anything, hough!,’ this one confessed.

‘How strange,John. You've beenrather reasonablelately, haven't you?,’ | stated

with a broad smile.

‘Yeah! You're right. It's got to be your snow-shoetrek. It killed me!’

‘Come on, Johnny!’

‘It isn’t so often, you know. Oh boy, it hurts like hell. Your pills should help,

though. Thanks!’

| sipped my coffee, grabbed the pile of paper &dm the ground and went to fix
my baby and my friend solid american breakfasts, wite the two of them planned
the activities of the day. Around ten, Jen led usotthe underground garage.

We're riding three inadequate mountain bikes onroute to the old Montreal
downtown city district, fifteen miles south. We ma@ a quick stop in St Eustache,
as John'd to catch with his breathing, before crosag the first bridge to Laval,
Montreal twin island. Twenty minutes later we’'d reach a second one spanning
the Mille lles river, one of the many accesses to the metropolyifrom the north
shore. And we kept riding to the St Joseph oratorywhere we could get some rest
before ascending the snow-clad Mount-Royal. At nogrwe caught sight of the old
city at last. Poor Johnny’s out of breath. But he gicky understood his efforts'd
been worthy. This one wouldn’t believe his eyes. Qi buildings like these exist in
America?

‘Is this what Europe looks like?,” he questioned.

Couldn’t answer his question for sure as I'd negr been there myself, but | told
him | thought it did. We spent the most part of theday strolling about in the
narrow streets. Nipping cold’d offered the three ofus red nose disguises. Not only
the shadow of a cloud. A dazzling sun’d borrowed th whole day.

The next morning Jenny went back to work. | tookadvantage of these moments
of freedom to lay a few chapters down on paper. Themanuscript’s thickening at a
rough estimate. For his part, John’s starting to mater the Montreal metro system.
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We just saw him at night. This one’d learned a coup of french words, so he could
manage moving around by himself.

Lise Caron invited the three of us for supper orChristmas eve. We arrived at
the St Ferdinand street apartment at about eight tht night. We got greeted by a
wonderful tree shining with a thousand lights and grlands that filled most of the
entrance space. Tina’s there, as Madeleine and Jeaour host’'s mother and young
brother. Those two’re curious to hear about the BGexperience as well.

The meal’s hearty. First dishes’re oysters andnsils. | believed John'd faint. O
miracle! This one didn’t only survive the slight, kut he tried them both and asked
for extra snails.’Johnny, You're such an unpredictable personThird dish’s typical
americanaswell. A divine turkey accompanied with its usual chestnut nx stuffing
and a wok of veggies. It didn’t occasion me any woy this time, except my friend’s
a perfect glutton. And that he’d probably be sick he next day. The wood log like
dessert’'s pure marvel. We might have thought we'da@n a few extra pounds only
watching at it. But frankly, that’'s too much. It wouldn’t go down anymore. My
stomach’s on strike. | surrendered. Lise brought sme bottles of Champagne. |
joined with Madeleine and Jean and began to tell # story once more.

When done, | noticed John’d fallen asleep in aocner of the room. The man’s
snoring loudly. He’'d slackened his belt and kept pessing his belly with one hand.

| got closer to Jenny and Tina. The two of thenstood peacefully at one end of
the table.

‘Hey, girls! What's up?,’ | asked them.

| squatted down to hug my baby. And pressed myse#figainst her heart.

‘| love you, Jim. Do you know that?,” this one aske back tenderly.

We lingered thus for a while. And | stood up againturning around to my sister.

‘What happened, Sis? What are you thinking about?,1 questioned her, laying a

kiss on her cheek.

‘Oh, Jim! We're going back to the Soo,’ this one stted. Her expression’s a mix

of joy and concern. And | understood her too well.

‘| found a minibus to transport the whole of us thee at once. Ray’s boss, Pierre

Boulay, offered me his personnal Toyota. He’s reallsmart. Isn’t he?’

‘Who’s going anyway?’

‘Well! We're driving John back home. Then there areYafuz, Ray and Nathalie,

Lise, Dave, Your Highness and me. Alessandro and rdge wouldn’t do it"

We're all exhausted. We decided to leave and lake up John Miller. Jen’d take
the wheel as she’d kept sober all along. Before sapating that night, we planned a
meetingon the twenty-ninth of december at 6 : 30 am. Jenrpposed the ‘Brulerie’.
Everyone agreed. We're to spend Christmas in Oka.

The day’'d come. | took Jenny and John to the SDenis streetcafé and rushed
to Gropiro’s main office located in a remote Montral eastern district. The van’s
standing in the yard. | found the ignition key behnd the sun shield, as settled.

I's back half an hour later. Everybody’d been waing for me by the sidewalk.

We passed by the Montreal island East-End at sea. And we drove non-stop to
Vaughan. | parked the van in front of Dave’s garageat two thirty.
| could’ve guessed. Tina jumped from the runningrehicle to join her uncle.
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‘No doubt, Springing-Bird! This name fits you just fine. How are you, Honey?,’

this one said.

| charged Dave’s unique bag into the trunk. Eveyone but Ray and Nathalie’s
making a few steps outside in order to wake up numbmbs. Then our uncle got
seated behind the wheel. | moved in the back neaedny to take some rest. The
pyro and his friend’re deeply asleep. We’d stop futher in Sudbury for coffee.

We reached the Soo past eleven that night.

Had it been intuition? Our parents’re waiting in the street. Tina’s showing some
hesitation to join the greeting party this time. Itd take my sister a while before
she’d exorcize the demons of the past. Mike and AmaMiller're part of it as well.
Dave hugged his brother and sister in law at lenghtThen | introduced Jenny
Lafleur and my friends to them. Yafuz’s standing byour side.

‘Mum! Dad! Jenny’s my girl!,’ | said. My baby appro ached to offer them a kiss,

‘and here’re my loyal quebecer friends, Yafuz,’'l added as this one’s moving

forth to shake hands. ‘Ray and his girlfriend Nathdie over there!’

They’re making better acquaintance with Dave. TRy came closer after they'd
heard the call of their names. Tina introduced LiseAnd we got inside the house.

Louise brought a pot of coffee. A plate of cooks’s already on the table. Uncle
Dave added up a dried meat sticks container he’'d gt been taking out of his bag.
Henry engaged conversation with his brother.

‘I'd been kinda hard on me after you left in sevety-six. We’re loosing two dear

ones at once. Our father and you. Then our Tina'd dappear eight years later. A

family structure can be so fragile. Don’t you think? It doesn’t take long before it

goes astray!’

Dave offered a bare nod. After what I'd just head from my dad, | started to
realize how our relations’d been spoiled so easilYDn her part, Tina’s keeping a
low profile, as shame’d still a grip on her. She d&d to raise her eyes and noticed
dad’s smiling to her. She stood up suddenly and casround the table to fall down
in his arms and dissolve into tears. | thought I'dnever withessed such a moving
instant in my life. Yafuz displayed a faint smile,as he appreciated the intensity of
it as well. Louise started to serve coffee around.his one’d caught up with Tina’s
Verdun apartment picture beaming appearance.

Two hours’d passed. Everyone got ready to drop ith fatigue. We decided to go
to bed. The Millers took leave. John thanked me foan inoubliable *® Montreal
stay, as he stated it himself. Then they all movealt.

Her feet're frozen. At first clinging tight to me, Jenny’d released her grip when
slipping into limbo. All of a sudden, the room vanshed and Neil Hanson invaded
my field of consciousness. I's reliving septemberimety-eight Otter Lake meeting.
Only this time Chief’'s alone. The new vision’'s Wedl Gray type. Neil’s lips kept
immobile while | could hear his voice.

“You must leave to Browning, Son. You will be exped there!”

I's standing in the kitchen by myself, sipping anug of strong black juice to keep
awake. It's four in the morning. | tried to set my confused thoughts in order when
Henry showed up.

BBUnforgetable

120



‘Got to tell you something, Dad!,’ | said, as thine’s getting seated across. ‘You
know I've been capturing visions from an Okanagan leief named Neil Hanson,
who died last spring. His spirit contacted me agaitonight!

And | went into details. Henry listened to me ceefully. Took me two hours.

‘Well, Son! | believe we shouldn’t waste no more the and leave as soon as we

can. It's a long trip to Montana, you know!,’ this one declared.

He stood up right away and moved forth towards thestairs.

‘I'm going to wake up everyone. Make yourself readyJames. And don’t worry,

I know how we’ll get there. Your grand-dad Paul tod us to Browning once. It's

in fifty-six. I'll never forget that day. That's strange, though. | don’t know what's

happened to that shot of the three of us in the resvation?’

Tina’s entering the room at the same moment. Thione dropped a rapid kiss on
both cheeks and went directly to the stove. Dad’didppeared in the staircase. My
sister'd undeniably heard what he’d said before le@ng. When she turned around
| offered a smile. She lowered her eyes and her dales flushed.

At six thirty, we're ready to hit the road again Beside Jenny and me, mum and
dad, uncle Dave, Tina, Lise, Yafuz, Ray and Nathadire part of the Montana trip.
The van wouldn’t allow a single extra traveller.

Raymond stood behind the wheel. Except for Natti@a who’s occupying the front
seat, everybody’s catching up with sleep. We pass#tke Minnesota border shortly
after 1 : 30. And North Dakota’s at seven and a h&the same day. We're getting
used to stop some ten to fifteen minutes from time time, and quit the vehicle in
order to stretch out legs getting regularly numb.

| grabbed the wheel in the early evening as so@s Ray showed the first signs of
fatigue. About midnight, we caught sight of the Mottana welcoming board. Great-
Falls, where grand-dad Paul’'d grown up, was reachedix hours later. The road'd
turned into mountain type long before, but darknesgdidn’t allow me to capture a
scenery | imagined’s breathtaking.

We entered the reservation at sunrise. Passengée all deeply asleep. While
driving up an isolated street | noticed light insice a house. | stopped to ask for my
direction. | came out and walked to the entrance. fie door opened before | could
reach it. The man in his thirties started to questin me.

‘Hi, there! Can | do something for you?’

‘Hi! My name’s James! My ancestry came from this phce. They left in the time

of the smallpox epidemic. Can you imagine?,’ | toldhim.

| pointed the van out. And | added.

‘I'm accompanied with my folks and a few friends. | believe we're expected.

Would you tell me how | could get in touch with thechief of Browning?’

‘Sure! My name’s Peter by the way,’ this one answed. Then he held his hand

out. ‘It's a pleasure to help you, James. Can youeg the top of the house behind

that knoll over there? He’s got to be up at this hor. His name’s John!

| thanked him and returned to the van to cover lhe last mile. | parked five
minutes later by the prefabricated cabin. And swittbed the engine off. People’'re
starting to wake up. A man, ten years older than Rer, stood on his gallery. The
over six feet tall strong fellow — | reckoned his wight some two hundred and fifty
pounds — looked like he’s waiting for somebody. I'getting out of the van when the
chief of Browning addressed me abruptly.
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‘Come here, James Morissette!,’ this one ordered.

Chief's impressive. As he’s perched a couple sfeps above me, it increased the
sensation yet. He locked my shoulders in his giatike palms before declaring:

‘We'll retire, Ferocious-Kodiak. Our shaman'’s waiting for us!’

My folks’re now regrouping outside the Toyota. &hn the chief released his vise.
Then he added expressly:

‘Welcome to you all! My name’s John and this’'s my wie Lucy. She’ll take care

of you. Now, James. It's the time to go!,” this oneoncluded, initiating a move

towards the Long House'".

Before we’d totally disappeared behind John’s @lce | crossed Jenny’s eyes. She
looked kinda worried. But | knew she unconditionall trusted our new host.

A little man stood in front of the Long House. his one emitted a powerful aura.
Undoubtedly, he’s the shaman of BrowningGetting closerl could sense this one’s
probing my mind. He kept observing me for a momentThen the men led me in.

An overwhelming emotion took hold of me when | pnetrated into the Blackfeet
sanctuary. Chief’s grave tone reverberated in the ast hall:

‘We need you here, James!,” he said. And turning teards the shaman. * White-

Buffalo’s sick. We haven’t found no one to replac&im in our community. At the

beginning of this year he got contacted by anothechief from Canada who told

him we’d soon receive the visit of one of ours. Céi Hanson knew you're the
one.So we expected you. NowYhite-Buffalo’'s gonna put your gift to a test,” he
concluded. The little man noded. And John left theoom.

The shaman kept silent a long time before he’detide to make a move. With the
use of a single word, he ordered me to follow himutside. After we’'d entered a
teepee planted near the council building, this onshut the linen curtain and got
closer to a metal cauldron standing by the hearthHe sat on his heels and started
to stir up the mixture with a large wooden spoon‘What's comingnext?,” | thought
for myself. “Is he planning to make me swallow some kind of fioy stuff?”

White-Buffalo decided it's good enough. And hetgpped stirring the soup. This
one ordered me to sit. He passed me over a full ldie, acting the scene of a person
who'’s delighting with a mouthful of a sublime dishl grabbed the object with some
reluctance. Then he laid down a bag beside me and\e me some advice about it.
The steaming liquid’s thick. Greenish brown color.It smelt like nothing | knew.
However,| bravely went for a try. Funny texture. Bitter taste. The shaman became
impatient. I's summoned to empty the whole thing abnce. So | did. And | realized
the man’s waiting after something. Hours passed. Bim time to time, as I'd been
told, 1 took a mescal button?’from the bag and chewed it longly. It's awfully had.
There’re two pieces left. I'd probably consumed a dzen already.

The state of euphoria I's going through recalledne vaguely the kind | enjoyed
during those nights we’re drinking quantities of Crampagne with the de Oliveira
brothers in Montreal. I's feeling an extreme sensabn of weightlessness. And if |
didn’t know precisely what travelling off the earth athmosphere feels like, it gave
me a better idea of what it might be. At last, my @irit lifted up high above White-
Buffalo’s teepee.

¥ The special room where the tribal council me€t&rom the cactus species named
Peyotl, found in Mexico and Texas. Contains purscakne. Used during rituals.
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| hadn’t seen those mountains before. But for se they weren't the Rockies. |
didn’t know the curious temples hanging on their fanks either. Melodious songs
mixed with a deep sound. Could that be a fog-horn®lany images came flashing
into my brain. It's staggering. Perfectly incomprelensible. And it kept rolling like
that for an unmeasurable lenght of time.

At last | got the sensation it'd slowed down aib And suddenly, it immobilized
over a single picture. The splangled banner. My nan’s emblem. Its blue color
started to fluctuate. Its lines to wave. Then itsifty stars begun to fall out one after
the other in a slow motion mode. Soon, what'd be fiestanding’d be the vivid red
background of our flag.

A voice called me from afar. It took me a whildo realize it's the shaman’s. The
text appeared over the red canvas in an old faxinghachine way. It's dubbing
simultaneously White-Buffalo’s proclamation:

“Ferocious-Kodiak, Old Man®*has designed you to replace me. You will know about
the final mission when time has come. | will teaglou my art. You did not pass the
blackfeet initiation but we accept the one you erpaced in the Salist? territory.
You possess some supernatural gifts. And | willdeayou how to use them properly.
Don’t try to analyse your last visions as it wilelunveiled when necessary!”

It all vanished instantly. | found the sorcererleaning above me. He held his hand
out to help me to stand up. And led me to a couchhere I'd rest for a time.

I've got to precise that during the whole of thepeyotl experience I'd reached
ecstatic state keeping my eyes opened. The visiahsindoubtedly distracted me.
But my consciousness’d been integral. That's somethirigther difficult to explain,
though.

By now, the colors of my environment looked kind funny. Unreal. But the other
senses like touching, hearing and scenting, didndeem affected. Besides, | could
smell White-Buffalo fetid soup standing at the extemity of the teepee.

A foggy halo’s still surrounding me. But the powerful effect of the extraordinary
drug’s decreasing tranquilly.

| found my folks again on the next afternoon. Dd came to meet me.

‘James, we gonna move in here for good near you adénny! It seems Tina and

Dave could make the same choice. But it isn’t arrésd yet!,” he confessed.

In the meantime Jen’d clung close to me.

‘Oh, Jim! I'm so glad to settle here. It's a wondeful place and people!’

Tina and uncle Dave're talking with the chief, @ving me the impression they’d
always lived here. Further on, mum and Lise Caronistened carefully to Nathalie
as this one explained to them her mission in ‘La Rsse’. On their part, Ray and
Yafuz're playing with the children.

We stayed two more days in Browning.

“'Note p. 117%*BC Native group living in the Okanagan and the veéshe Rockies.
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Epilogue

The third of january two thousand and four at 6: 00 pm. Rocked by the Toyota
slight rolling motion | got occasionally diving in.| knew it'd to be a consequence
of White-Buffalo’s magic potion whose effects hadm’disappeared completely yet.
Ray’s driving since we’d left Browning, twelve hous earlier.

‘Does it mean I'd have to cross the whole countryotsee my friend again?,’ this

one asked me, seizing the opportunity of a rare moemt of consciousness.

Ray stopped in Dawson ND, a hundred miles shodf Fargo and the Minnesota
border, half way to the Soo. We could walk a bit orthe roadside. Yafuz took the
wheel for the second part of it and | sat beside m. My friend’d soon leave to Iraqg.
We wouldn’t see each other for a long while. | qué®ned him about this Middle
East country | didn’t know much about. Over a coupk of hours, this one disserted
extensively on the subjet. He’s pretty sharp on théistorical matter. He learned
me for instance that Iraq’d been the craddle of wriing seven thousand years ago.
His knowledge of the area’s impressive. | found iamazing and | told him.

‘Come on, James! Did you forget both my parents coenfrom that region.’

‘Right, Yafuz! Still, you bluffed me, man.’

We kept talking until the next stop in Hurley WI. A small town located near the
Michigan state border. Dad distributed the snacksdft from Browning. A couple of
sandwiches and chocolate bar3hat'd do it. Then Dave asked for the wheel in the
final part of the trip. We got home early in the maning and went directly to bed.

For my part, | slept twenty hours in a row. We’d stay an extra day in the Soo
where I'd get rid of the mescaline effects for goad

| took advantage of the early hours as the Morgette house’s asleep to go back
to the manuscript. I's concluding part two. Secondcchapter. The narrative of both
initiations separated in time. Big-Grey-Wolf and myown. | just'd the time to put
the last word down before Jenny showed up.

‘How'’s it going, Jim?,” she asked. And she sat on ynlap to read some of it. ‘I'm

so impatient to know what comes next!

‘Tell me, Jen. Ain’t you worried to quit teaching? You love your profession.

Don’t you?’

‘I do, but I love you more, Honey! Montana’s a speial place. Besides, | suppose

| could teach in Browning too. Couldn’t I? And... | wouldn’t mind turning into a

mother of five or six little Morissette devils!,” e said, laughing aloud.

The house’s now waking up. They appeared one aftthe other, filling rapidly
the confined space of the shack. We’'d breakfast tether. And we all decided to
leave to Montreal. It's 8 : 00 am.

We didn’t linger in Toronto. Dave cooked rapidly a piece of game for supper.
And we kept going. | sat behind the wheel for theral of it.
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We caught sight of the first lights of the quebeer metropol in the middle of the
night. We dropped the girls in the Notre-Dame distict. Then | drove Yafuz to his
St Laurent home. We promised to meet once again ding the following days.

| finally parked the van in front of the Lafleur’s thirty minutes later. And we
took leave of the last two: Ray and Nathalie. It'doeen a stupefying long ride. We
weren’t thinking exactly right. We’'d catch up later. We waved them goodbye and
entered the house.

I's following up Jen in the stairway. | never eperienced such a desire yet. She
looked back a few times. A broad smile lighted heface. We're feeling the same.
She grabbed my hand and we hurried up to the roonilhen it turned totally wild.

In a state of confusion, ignited by the hold ofincontrollable animal instincts, |
tore her clothes open while she’s ruining mine. Weé desperately searching for a
physical communion that'd transcend us.

Wemadelovefor hours, linking simultaneous orgasms one after thetber. Were
some remnants of the mescaline adventure presentiny system afterall?

The acuteness of my senses’d tenfolded alrightimagined I's rolling over my
tongue a peach that'd been baking long days underubning suns. My baby’s so
tasty. | took her again and again. Then she assumeke position of command. And
| reached utter bliss. A different type of the ond’d been attaining to when reading
Aurobindo, though.

Sun’s standing high by now. We’re both out of beath. Definitely satisfied. Jenny
fell quicky asleep.

Faint noises’re coming from the first floor. | laid down a wet kiss on her jugular
before detaching my body from hers. | hardly stoodup. My legs’re kinda giving
way. And | came down the stairs. | got greeted inhe kitchen by Jacques Lafleur.

‘Hey Kid! So you're back, he said, grabbing the had I's holding out to him.

‘How'’s that trip to Michigan, James?’

‘It's been turning slightly different of what's expected. It's alright,’ | told him.

‘We’ve taken some decisions there. But I'll let Jeny tell you about itV

Jacques and Catherine’re just coming back from Hrope. He taught me his wife
went to bed in the minute she’d entered the hous@hey’d accumulated a visit of
Mount-St-Michael in Normandy, that's demanding a Id already, and an eight
hours return flight the same day. Jacques wouldn’resist too long either. He left
me twenty minutes later to join Catherine in theirbedroom. He said he’d tell the
whole story later in the presence of his daughted. moved in the drawing-room,
grabbed a couple of sheets of paper and started wing down a new episode.
When finished, | took the van back to ‘Grospiro’ ard returned with Jenny’s car.

After supper, we engaged in a long telling of auespective adventures.

January the eighteenth. I's filling the same reducksack that'd accompanied me
all the way. I's to catch a plane to the Soo at 900 am. During the resting week in
Oka, we’d met Tina and our friends a few times at e place or the other. Yafuz'd
left to Bagdad six days earlier. My chum’d droppeda call the previous night and
everything looked fine, so far. Jenny’s gone to retl her car before she’'d take me
to Dorval airport. My brain’s in a boiling state again as I's on the verge to rally
Montana. I's aware the young man from Sault-St-Mare’s dead. And that some
new being’d awaken in White-Buffalo’s teepee. Who'sie exactly?

| heard the door banging. Jen’s back. | stood up went to grab my bag from the
drawing-room armchair. Theonewherel’d been writing the best part of this story.
And joined her in the entrance.
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We got in Dorval a bare fifteen minutes beforermabarkment. | went to withdraw
my ticket by the Air Canada counter. Then we walkedto the embarking room.
We're to separate in front of the police check-poih

‘| love you Jenny Lafleur!,” | declared. ‘I'll be w aiting for you Baby. You'll take

a great care. Won't you?’

‘I counted up, Jim! The conclusion of this school gar stands precisely twenty-

four weeks from now!,” she exclaimed.

She’d been making an effort to look relaxed. Bushe burst into tears. | took her
into my arms and pronounced the words | believed’reghe proper ones in such a
despairing moment.Then wekissedviolently. Our hearts clung close to each other.
Her face’s still streaming with tears. Separation’shurting more especially as we’d
to hurry by now.

We cut off with reluctance and | engaged myseih the corridor. | looked back at
once. My baby kept waving at me. Couldn’t avoid thmking of the hot nights we’'d
been through lately. | disappeared in the vast roomwith a hard on.

| quit the Sault-Ste-Marie Ontario terminal shortly before noon. Mike and John
Miller’re waiting for me.

| dropped a call to John the chief right after dnner. | dialed four-zero-six...

‘Browning Council Office! What can | do for you?,’” this one asked personally.

‘Hi, John! This’s Ferocious-Kodiak!’

‘Hi! What's up James?’

‘I'm on my way to Browning. I'll get in a bus tomorrow. You may count on me

in two days from now!

‘Fine! We’'ll be waiting for you my boy. You take cae!’

He hanged up. | unhooked the combined-set again artlaled another number.

‘Hello! Philip Trudel speakin’.’

‘Hi, Philip! James Morissette. I'm calling from the Soo. Howdy?’

‘Just fine. Thank you. What about that novel of yous?,” he questioned.

‘I'm done, Philip! I'll mail it tomorrow. I'll catc h up with you later. Till then,

you take care. Thanks again my friend?

‘My pleasure James. Bye!’

Tomorrow, I'll board a bus leaving to Duluth and Great-Falls. I'll have plenty
of time during this new long journey to think about my near future. As Henry and
Louise leave me early that night, | return to the manuscript to lay down its final
words. Ewan Dunford dictates to me the ultimate cation.

Savitri. Book XII, ‘The Return to Earth’; Epilogue.
“Awakened to the meaning of my heart,

That to feel love and oneness is to live

And this the magic of our golden change

Is all the truth I know or seek, O sage.”

Sault-Ste-Marie M, the eighteentt january 2004.
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About the author

Norman, the author lives in the Vire ‘Bocage’, a ffe@nium old craddle
of his family. Gregor’s travelled extensively inghnorthern hemisphere.
And he stopped twelve years in Canada, discoveboth a fascinating
people and land “mari usque ad mare”, before retung for good to his
norman roots. This story tells you about some of lmwn way of life and
encounters. Where will you embark into fiction? Ydsoon find out.

Summary

James Morissette, a lonesome and desillusioned Wgtireceives one
day at his parents home, in Sault-Ste-Mary Michigaa letter that would
change the course of his life. The young man leaves place to
undertake an initiation trip through Northern Amega, from the hot
guebecer metropol of Montreal, the immense plainks Manitoba and
Winnipeg its capital city, a melting pot of nativeast-european, english
and french cultures, to one of the most isolatedpaf British Columbia.

Quest for self-discovery and overstepping. Searchtbtem. These are
some of the themes approached in that novel, ashamage to the First
Nations culture and traditions.

Extracts

1/ The letter (¥ part, ™ chapter, p. 5)

“Li’'l brother, | should have told you earlier, butt took me some time to get rid of my
old demons. | live alone in a flat near the centef the city. Montreal is great. People
here really enjoy life. I'd like so much to shard&at with you. Jimmy please! Come
and join me...!”

2/ Fireworks (£ part, 2" chapter, p. 25)

“| folded back as soon as the flare came into coatavith the stripped match of the
first battery. One fraction of a second later, dsetshell’s taking off from the ground,
it produced a blinding flash and a flat silence tk@ver... The stick of bombs I'd just
set on fire counted twenty-five pieces. | still h#fae time to get my ears back before
the next cue...”

3/ Mark Hawking’s vision (£ part, 3 chapter, p. 48)
“My spirit separated from my body. It hovered a wiabove the woods in the distant
mountains of the west, then It reached a lake shofdis’s where the man appeared

to me. His face’s precisely identical to yours..isHook’s imprinted with terror and
it gave me a sense of sheer madness. Covered wotbdbthe guy’s pushing a canoe
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away from the bank. Then the picture vanished. Thisvhen we met in the market.
Encountering the character of my vision in the realorld made me loose control of
the carriage, and | hit you!,” This’s how Mark justied the collision...”

4/ The bear attack (¥ part, 2' chapter, p. 98)

“The bear’d backed up some thirty feet. | convincedyself it might be its final
attack. There’s no time for hesitation. | closed myes a few seconds to focus on the
objective. Then | released my grip to throw myslfo the void. | barely caught the
bush. One inch shorter and | crashed miserably beem the monster’s paws. I's now
hanging desperately to the little tree. | pulled sgff up a bit to lay down in a steep
hole of the rock. The foot’'s wound’s causing me agonizing pain. My left arm’s
bearing the weight of my whole body. And it's gigirout. The impact’s frightening.

| could feel the beast’s hot breath on my bottomripdut it seemed my last move’'d
been a success. So far I's secure. It repeatedaksault a couple of times. It wasn’t
ready to abandon one hundred and seventy pounddresh and tender meat. My
blood kept dropping abundantly along the wall. Anidincreased its ferocity. All of a
sudden...”

| wish to apologize to the Native People at lay@s I've been taking some liberties
with their dearest traditions. G. F.

To Martine, Hélene, David, Norbert, and many etts, for their help and words of
cheer.
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