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Abstract

Plane Stories
by

Feter Horsman

This theesis consisgts of a series of short fletions that
uee the industry of bush aviatlon, and the setting and
imagery of the Canadian arctic, as a backdrop against which
characters, notably male, are developed. The stories,
traditlional in form and elegaic 1n tone, are thematically
related by a recurrent concern with notione of flight and
isolation, both geographical and human., The reader ie
piloted through these concerns by a narrator whose own story
emerdes ae Lhe series evolves.

(1i1)
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Ernie s Lament

My nhame i1s Ernest Propert and I am =2n insurance
adijuster. The company I'm with underwrites the aviation
fndustry for thelr acelidental lossees. My work is to fairly
angess clalme sobmitted for damage sustalned, apportion
1{ablility accuralely, and negotiate final setilements.

I 1ike my Job, The position allows me to travel and
lets me Keep in touch with aviation, an industry that
remains as alluring and exciting to me as it did when I
firest began. I do not think this abiding interest in flight,
particular Lo me. A lot of people are attracted to
airplanes, On summer evenlngs, along some side road that
loops around the threshold of an active runway, I'm sure
yon've neen Lthem -- whole families, couples, often
solitary -- siiLiing back in the grase or angled lazily
acivuss their car hoods taking in the pesk-hour activity.
And 1 would wager that, when the opportunity presents
itself, few of us can resist accelerating our clapped-out
Chevelles g0 as 1o pass directly under the gillver belly of
gome T47 on short final, If you're llke me at all, you
likely crack your window a notch to hear the low rumble of
those RBZ211°s i1dle down the slipstream, to let them marmur
their tantalizing invitations to vour wide-eyed offepring
perched alongeide, foreheads flat againet the glass. Few

anong us become indifferent to euch spectacle. I have not,



even now. Take a fine spring day like today: though ['m
invariably outhound to review the remains of some unhappy
landing, I°11 get to the alrport early, maybe catch a
shoeghine, meander through the terminal. eye the active
runway for as long as tiwe permlte. Alrvports, 1T have come
to believe, display sn itch to be ailrborne. And somelimes,
it seems an itch thal no amount of seratohing cau relleve
for loug,

In the public lmagination pilote are generouesly aifted
with a certain flamboyant capability, & deftuess with the
difficult and unexpected, a sure-handed ease with the
romantic, I am not convinced that they degerve such inhnmman
characterization. In my experience, despite the facile
adoration, despite the decorative outfits with which they
are adorned and deepite the awesome machinery 1n which they
are propped, pilots are much like the rest of us. They walk
upright. They put on their fllght suite one leg at a time,
And they make mistakese. Sometimee they make very big
mistakes., The snag is, thelrs are harder %o ignore.

I do not deviee this pinched characterizstion to
belittle aviators. In my business 1 am obliged to coneglder
euch appraissle; our margin depends upon calculatione that
bear out: over ninety percent of accidents assoclated with

fllght are attributable to pilot error. You would be
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enrprised st the nomber of pilotes who forget their conbrol
locke., You wonld be surprised at the number of pilots who
ron ont of fuel. You would be surprised at the namber of
pilots wvho get lort in cloud, at the nmimber who plain get
1ost,  And where flight is invelved, =nch strayed thinking
applles Lo passengers in like measure. The next time von’re
ontbound, the next time you find yourself settling into vour
window seat, a boarding pases clenched between your teeth and
the book yon“ve brovght tucked tight under your arm,
cousider this: impact resgearch conducted jointly by the
Areociation of Aviation Insurers and Boeing has established
that pasgenger injuries. including fatalities, would be
reduced by sixty-three percent if aircraft geating was
pimply turned arovnd. It isn"t = mavbe: 1t ie a hard fact.
Despite it, and degpite the massive reduction in insurance
conts implied, mammfacturers continue to build ailreraft with
the seating facing forward. They have done the surveyes and
they are adamant that members of the travelling public do
not want to sit facing the direction they're coming from.
They want to be pointed in the direction they re heading;
even at five hundred miles an hour; even if they can’t gee a
thing from inside the plsne, even if they sgleep all the way,
Fersonally, I'm all for turning around. No matter how

fervent the whimsical ilmpulees of our Walter Mittyish



hearte, 1t ie important to remember that aviators, in bthe
long, dursble run, cannot afford moch misty-eved
infatuation. This is not Lo say that aviation is
Simple-minded, nor that its principale llve uncomplicaled
liveg., Far from it

Despite my enduring and nailve enthusisem for the
milieu, my work now is necessarily concerned with mishaps
and the calculatilon of risk. The ¢laime I work on are thoge
of the remote operators -- the smaller affalr: one or two
machines flying from some cluster of shacke half buried in
ice a couple of thousand miles north of Pearson
International. Having been a bueh pilot mycelf for many
yeare -- one who walked away from a near-fatal himself -- |t
is an area that I am particularly attracted to. And it is
the bush pilot with whom I have become, professionally, mout
concerned: the aviators who fly our margins from staff
houses or tents scattered here and there throughout the
norch., Although it sounds trite, they become a very
different breed from the pllots yvou might periodically
encounter, all decked out in braided blue hste, gold bars
and shiny black shoes, mincing throwgh the muzak at Pearnon
International. The Pearson strain, one might say, has
migrated through the ranks to the point at which support

structures purge a lot of bush-type looseness. Or you conld



ity Lo oa poinl at which the pilot fignres less prominently.
are jusgt one more component in a nailed-down grid that
poritively ellminater riek: go constrained, that he 1s
fortimately depled much herole opportunity.,  He normally
flies the same ronkes Lo familiar degtinations. well above
the westher, on sutopilol. all the way. And he doesn t get
~old -- this aspect ls important -- hies home life i=
normal. The Pearscon varliety of flyer worke a short
rotation, with linited duty honrs, on a schedule that
requires a regular home life. Bush pilots, however, are
obliged to leave for monthe at a time, yesr after year, a
condition that for most of us was one of the reasons we got
into the bueginese in the firet place, feather-headed and
footloose, thinking it couldn™t get much better, packing up
vonr whole 1life and taking it with vou o the nert contract
at, Holman Ieland or Gladman Point or Victory Bay .... But
when you get older, maybe you marry, say you have a child
and for one reason or another you haven’t managed the
migration to Pearson, then the leaving is never go free and
clear again.

I now belileve it is too much Lo expecht that living euch
extremity wouldn't affect those who become caught in it
that, over the years, its features wouldn't bleed into your

character and change you, mayvbe take you like bush flying to



locations where yvon never conld have imagined vou wonld po,
Think of it: one day voun're in oven mittes and a bib
harbecuing ribe in the back yard, summer light slanting over
Lhe hedae to warm you: the next, yvon're geasons and o world
away, alone again, the fawiliar stench of jet fuel hangiug
on vour clothes, snow Lo yonr knees, Imagine working that
world: a world so searingly white that 1t will blind vou in
a morning if yvou don't hide yonr eyeg., A world so coldly
remote that no esun appesars Jduring months of night. Tmagine
winter etorme eo bent on burving vou that vou cannot move
for days at a time. In 1lte elemental moments bnsh [lyilng ire
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evaere and eolitary occupation. It is conducted in n
petulant wildernese, 1ls pauses serene, ite tempere extreme,
Juet read the map: Deception Cove, Dismal Lake, Desolation
Foint, Mercy Bay; it worke on voun for sure. And it can cont
you a lot.

It 1 my 1dea, and I have profiled thie all out for the
company, that at a certain predictable polnt the bush pllet
becomes high-riek. If after seven or ten years of flying he
hagn’t migrated to Feareon, hie options dry up and equeecze
him a 1little. And then he elther quite the bueinees
compleiely to find a Jjob in Scarboroungh, or he perelsts mnd
ie altered forever. If he perelete, the work elowly changen

from belng his heart’s true cheer to just an occupation, =



way Lo get the money to buy the ribs, something done in a
filled-in, abeent-minded manner while the vital concerns of
hie 1ife shift elsewhere, say to home in Scarborough. That
which was once lihberating now imprisons. And it stayve like
that. until he adapte to it and hardens, enthusiasm for the
Job just draining away to nothing.

From an underwriter’s point ¢f view the implications
are critical. The bush pilot upon whose ability the insnrer
Jepends, might not gleep &0 well: he becomes taciturn,
After supper he 11 head early for his bunk and fall azleep
wishing away the next chunk of hie life, dreaming himself
home. The second his eyellds cloge he’s sitting back in hie
vard: the smell of fresh-cut grase, the comforting drone of
hie neighbour e lawnmower a house or two down, his daughter
gquealing with delight aes she leaps through the sprinkler,
his wife lingering there beside him and he too staying
closge, trying to hold thie time back, the keen tension of
months apart rippling between them through the slick air ...
all under sky as clear and blue ag you could ever imagine
your sky to be,

The phone ringe. He Jjerke awake and in the darkness
fumbles for a cigarette before reaching, already aware of
snow grains scratching at his window pane. Soon he's as low

and as slow a6 he can get, downwind in whiteout, stralning



to glimpse the sglght of some earthly reference. something
dark. some pinpoint of hope, something he can see hefore he
samacks himself and the nuree beside him flat into show-
buried rock.

The other night I was at one of those improve-your-life
symposiums at the Scarborough Community College; afterwards,
the teacher sald thst we all control our livees through onr
own imagination. She said that we imagine that which we
secretly desire and in our imaginings create our very life,
Whether we know it or not. I regret I didn't think about i,
auickly enough to remark, but, driving back to my room at
the Blue Star later, I realized that such clear-sky thinking
could never occur to a bush pllot. If he was half conrcious
at all and 1if he had any bueh time, he would sooner or latler
unavoldably become concerned with the thought of getting
raught out some purgatorial night, iced up heavy and low on
fuel, with only one crosswind runway within reach., He’d
tmagine descending, the windecreen full of driving enow;
wind shear, as if ftrylng to give him a message shaking him
harder into the harnees the lower he gete, one cautlion light
or another blinking low in his peripheral vielon, yellow and
stern, down by that nuree’s knees.

Such thinking would, by my model, begin to occur to the

bueh pilot at about the five thousand hour mark. Then, 1in



gpite of his steadily increasing sccumulation of flying
experience, he bhecomeg accident-prone. He gradually admits
to himeelf that he’'s locked into meh flying, and he doesn’t
like it any more, and the way he goes about it changes.
Ingtead of Jjust taking off and seeing what weather he finds,
he 11 check and recheck the forecasts, which he already
knows are lousy in the north. Or he"ll triple check hie
instruments and verify book limits in a predantic, Pearson
manner, a way he never ueed to. He starts o think too
mach; and it grinde him down and grounds him. A% about the
game time he 11 have come to recognize that with bush
flying, no matter how much he learns from hils close callg or
hir mishape, no matter how much he prepares himeelf for hie
next flight, there will always remaln a fixed percentage of
times when hisg side doore are all used up. Sooner or later,
he will be caught out staring into that windscreen full of
driving snow. Cloee over his shoulder, some damaged
gtranger will be bleeding to death, crying out loud at every
lurch of the aircraft -- feeling the minutes, the hours,
pags through hies body like an endless ribbon of pain. And
the tower, buried in cloud below, will advise in an
unperturbed voice that it"s zero/szere and gusting heavy on
the ground. At such a moment, low on fuel with the terrain

alarm pealing in his headset, his single thought 1s a hope.
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the hope that no other thing goes wrong: that he doesn’t
loge an engine as the inner marker flares dully below: that
he haesn’t over-crabbed as the threshold strobes fllcker ouce
only in his side rcreen., Then, with the nurge as white as =
bed sheet, he just lines everything up as hest he can, chnts
it all Jdown, and walte.

After seven yearse of bush flying his enthusiasm will he
complicated by other realizations. For the first few years
every 2zontract, every flight, thrille -- thers will not be a
tim= that he feels the undercarriage slip from earth to alr
without the uncertainty and exhilaration of firet born
adventure. But by the time he’'s got five or eeven thoueand
houre under hie belt he 1l have spent a few seasons stuck in
camps with only two or three other men, on a job where the
flying soon dullse. On a geological project, for example,
where he 1l be flying a couple of stakers around the same
twenty mile patch for two or three months etraight. Oul in
the early morning, sitting and waiting all day, then back in
at nightfall for a grand total of something like twenty
minutee airtime. After a month it will eeem to him that,
he s heard every story his contractors can tell two or three
times over -- like he’s known them all hie life. Or worse.
it might be a job wnere it doesn't go so well, for whatever

reason, but still he’s caught there, with no reprieve, until
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Lt ends.

Other complications may develop. It might happen that
thiings deteriorate on the southern front., That his wife,
with plenty of good reason, gete real tired of never having
a normal life, never having him around on Saturday night, or
when the furnace gulte, or when the car gete a flat tire, or
when the half-ton breaks down at the health club. By my
model, at thie stage of the game a turbulent home sgituation
shifts the bush pilot into the highest category of riesk. It
works like this: the occupation may have lost ite shine,
most do after all, but as long as he can talk himeelf into
believing that it’s necessary, that he has no real choice --
for the mortgage, the kids, the family, that they are with
im on this -- he has a way to make sense of it. His
debLilitating preoccupations ars focused externally. And
contained. But if he loses serlous ground on the inside
too, he is a logt man, and eso 18 anybody riding with him,
For he’s left with nothing at all to dream about. And no
real purpose that he can understand. By this time it°s
imposslible for him to convince her that flying is no longer
a lark, that it has become for him just a job. The only one
he can get. He is left with no port in the storm, so to
speak, and 1t°s hard on him.

Such halved living wears anybody down. Particularly in
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the north, It has been gald that even in its benign aspect
the Arctic conveys a warning to its visitors: +this land ir
allowing you a temporary truce, Leave whlile yon can, or
gtay -- and wait for me to take you, And the truth he tLold,
if they do not quit to try and find work in the south =at
thisg point in thelr career, many bush pilols fracture a
lit.tle. They have their life in the south, and they grow
into a life in the north. They are caught, like solitary
nomads, in endless migratlion between the two. It's easy,
vou might think, just quit., But ask yourseslf, what conld he
possibly do at his age, with his training and a family of
responsibilities, in Scarborough? Deliver pizza? Sell
shoes in a shopping mall? Would yon? Maybe, Would yon
tomorrow morning?

Yon eee what T mean: he keeps on thinking about it. e
perceives that he is caught, go he just persiste. And
slowly, unawaree, he drifte off the intended course. He
might lose hieg famlly and, like some snow-bound castaway,
fade Into the north to live out% the rest of hie time there.
Or he might break down a2 little and wind up out of the
business and taking that job in the mall too late. Or he
might Just persist with no real direction until his caring
about it plain rune out, after which he just still keepe on.

When he reaches this point, by my model, he becomes the
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lowest-riek category of bueh pilot Lhere is. He's & bush-
pilot. for the rest of his dave. A type you can hop into a
plane with, no matter whnt, the weather, without a second
t,hought . Their skin doesn 't get any thicker and they don’t
come any safer, He & nanaged to persist through that period
of disgtraction that plagued him with possibilities and he’s
back to folid tlying. But during the interim period, the
one that I have profiled out, anything, really, could
happen.

For exsmple, say afier they 've unloaded the patient the
nuree comes towards him. Although they don”t really know
each other, in the space of a few houre alone they have
nudged life's very limite. They 've been throuwn right
throngh the familliar conventions that inevlate us from one
another, brought together by an extreme experience, a
draining relief. It s almost dawn and the nurse, grateful
Lo be back in one piece, invites hin for breakfast. O0Of
couree he declines., heads back to his bunk, and returns to
hie thoughte of Scarborongh. But, maybe the next time it’s
too early when they re down and the Kitchen ie still locked,
Up half the night, he’'s fatigued, he’s hungry, and he’s
lonely. So he accepts. And like that they become friendly.

At first, he doesn’t bother telling his wife about

it -- it°s an inconsequential thhing and no harm’s done.
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Another time they might have supper together, and for one
evening out of sixty he’'s spared the monotonous isgolatton of
hie bunk in the staff-houre., And it starts like that: they
drift into friendsghip. He can’t tell his family abont

it -- how could he ever explain it to his wife? How conld
she ever understand, knowing ase she does only the Fearson
variety of flyer. So he keepe it to himself, believing he
ie caught with no other choice. How could he ever explain
to her, a thousand miles and a sgeason away, that hies
involvement has nothing to do with the part of his 1life rhe
shares? That it was accldental, a part of the unanticipated
and unbegrudgable percentage of thlugs that remain beyond
his control. And really, in a loneg view of things, who

wonld it finally hurt?






The Hope Chest

When Wilbert, my brother, was still a little thing, Dad
vped to play him a game that went like this: he would lie
on the floor, place the soles of his feet against Wilbert' s
chest and ewing him up into the alr. Wilbert, who was smply
provided with baby fat, would stretch his arme out like
chubby winge and make mobtor unoises with his mouth while Dad
gently manoeuvred him fore and aft, port and starboard, none
up, hnose down,

"Okay, Willy, it's & pure blue day and yon are climbing
throvgh the sky like a homesick angel. Oh, look at that
little white cloud g0 by. Oh, look at that robin winging
along beside you, what's he saying to you, Willy -- 1 iLhink
he said you're a funny looking bird with no feathers at
all."”

No matter how many times he d heard that robin“s call,
Wilbert would interrupt hie motoring to enort or laugh,
then, with his short arms etill winging out, he'd wait for
Dad %o carry on.

"Now Wilbert, of all the things you can call thise
airplane, you can use any word you want, except one. There
surely must be enough worde in thie world to make you forget,
about thie one little word that you better not say, and that
word ie “crazy” . You can say fine alrplane, pretty

alrplane, beautiful ajrplane. You can eay dumb airplane,
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ugly airplane, rotten alrplane. You can even say them all
together in a row and still count on a pleasant f£light,
Wilbert. But you must not say “crazy’” airplane. It’s our
only rule,”

Wilbert, grinning from wing to wing, would etart in:
"Nice alrplane, pretty airplane, beautiful airplane.” Dad,
keepiug up the smooth sailling., would take over the motor
nolee while Wilbert chattered hie way to that one word:
"Rotten airplane -- dirty, rotten, ugly alrplane.” He'd
hang there flne, swaying calmly back snd forth, until
finally out 1t would come:

"Crazy airplane.”

With that word Wilbert’'e luck would turn rharply for
the woree. The motor would eputter and stop. Firet one of
Dad’s lege would shake, then the other.

“"Oh, Willie, you've gone and said it. And look at
that, you've lost one engine already, and now you re heading
into rough weather. Oh, poor you, I think you're coming
down.” Wilbert, trying hard to stay aloft through the heavy
weather, would quickly fold his wings tight around Dad's
ankles and cling there until finally, all hope loest, he d
tumble awkwardly, squawking like a wounded dove, into Papa’e
walting arme. It was a lovely game. Wilbert liked it as

mach as I had before him, though Dad didn "t play it often.
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With him so busy at his farm work or worrying about the
weather -- the rain, the hail, an early frost -~ there
geemed preclous little time spent playing crazy alrplane.

For part of his l1ife Papa was a pllot. He never sald
ag mach, but my guess is that it might have been the best
part,. And though he was never Lhe type Lo hang on to much,
he hung on to an old chesgt from his flying days for years
after he'd returnea to the farm, It has since
disappeared -- latter day attempte to recover this relic
from our early vears have proved unfruitful, The chest must
have been thrown out or logt, likelv in the big travelling
after the warring ended, when he and Mom e&plit and went
their eeparate ways.

The chest was sky blue. New, 1t would have been =
strik ing thing, though by the time we got our hands on it
ruet tinged its surface scrapes and, when you opened it, a
musty odour strained your nostrils. I doubt Dad ever looked
into ity I cannot recall him doing so. And I can’t say he
avoided it either, for I don "t helleve he did. But he did
hang on to it for a long ftime and that was exceptional for
him.

One would have expected that chest to be crammed with
wondroue souvenirs from a time Dad no doubt thought of ae

his lone relief from a 1life of stultifying farm work. It



19

wse o emall reprieve. He swapped a steel wheel tractor for
a Hawker Hurricane, a barn of cow shit for the British
1sles, and hig pungent, eturdy coveralls for aviator
pmglasees, A chronometer and a brags band., But the chest’'s
contente were sparian and unremarkable: 1t held three
flying euite; a couple of hate, each bearing a gold-winged
crest: a training album of sircraft portraits; and, tucked
into the hreast pocket of one of the suits, two black-and-
white photographs.

The training portraite were simple depictione of enemy
alreraft in stark sllhouette: featureless forms viewed from
various perspectivee, black ink on white cardboard. The
dramatic contrast of pure black on pure white, coupled wuith
the absence of detail, imposed a vivid clarity. The
silhouettes were faesclnating to my brother and me, menacing
ag they vaguely did our Father, who, with us, firmly
inhabited the background space of herolec white. During our
gecret, forays through Papa’e cheet, Wilbert and I studied
those sillhouettes time and again. And by “61, unless they
approached directly out of the brassy Saskatchewan sun, we
could have identified by silhouette alone any belated
Messerschmidt, Heinkel, or Stuka that happened Lo be
patrolling a Moose Jaw - Gravelburg vector, your cholce of

angle. Such visitations were infrequent, though, and we
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were left to impose our esgoteric knowledge on hazy forms
discerned in ponderous prairie ocmmlus or, since we kuew
nothing elge at all about airplanes, on the rare craft that
Jdid hazard the dome of prairie sky that contained ns, our
vard, and onr farm.

"I+'e emaller in the tail than the Stuka,” Wilbert,
wonld note, the welight of two bLrimming milk pails causing
hies neck muecles to bhulge as he craned and squinted at =
sputtering epray plane stitching low over the flat horizon.

"And the cockpit 1s farther back on the fuselage,” 1
would rejoin. It was our hope that we would both fly away
to be pillote one day; that we would escape our chores to sit
high and light among pure white cloude; that we would look
down to see, far below, others at our earthy occupationes:
plcking stones, hauling hay, milking couws, cleaning the
barn.

Periodically, Wilbert and I would head up to the
workei.op and haul out Papa’e chesti. It was the one exotic
thing we knew. Every other last Lthing was local, perpetunl
and usually assoclated with work, We would remove the grey
blanket draped over the chest and epread it on the cool ehop
floor. We'd drag the chest out, from under the bench,
gingerly unload its contents, then lingeringly view, discues

and rev iew, our vintage holdinge. Occasionally, we'd wesar
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the hate as we leafed through the album, pausing randomly o
quiz each other on one or another enemy silhouette.

One of the photos wag of a young woman, in uniform,
sitting on grass in a mealdow. A drey blanket was folded
beside her feet. Over her shoulder a stone wall led to a
cagtle, nintiature in the distance. A shadow stretched
behind her and, as she turned her head to smile at the
camera a 8ilver necklace bearing a emall cross sparkled
heiween the opened lapelg of her white blouse. On the hack
of the photograph, handwritten in a script unlike Papa’s,
wag a cryptic neseage: "Remember the Torquay.’

“"Must be the Queen of England, " Wilbert surmnised,
“"when eshe was young.”

"I think the Torguay must be a famous battle site.
Papa mugt have been in it," I replied.

"I wonder 1f he was scared, getting in his plane,
taking off and everything,” Wilbert mused, himeelf unnerved
at the prospect, the album of enemy silhouettes open at his
feet,. And it would start like that: we d discuss pealing
alarme, Papa rmning to his Hurricane, ducking his head a
little as he slid the glase canopy Fforward with one hand,
smoke coughing from the exhauste as the prop ticked over
then caught, a tight-lipped smile and then the thumbe up.

Later, he'd be wobbling back to the field in a shot-up



jo%]

fugelage, a contrall of thick. black smoke streaming behind
him, one wheel only part-way down; a fire truck or two
lining the runway ae he greases his Hurricane on. A snow
whikte ambulance with a big red croes standing calmly by, ite
afl doores opened llke armes.

The other photograph pictured him, in unlform, by au
old car. The driver’s door 1s partly open, one black shoe
near-burled in prairie snow, the other placed purpogsely on
the running board as if he’'d been caught on the fly ... junt
on his way to somewhere he wasg anxlous to be, 1t ls
winter-time. In the driver’s window, under the bare hand
hanging loosely over the doorframe, a reflected Saskatchewan
sun ehiues cool and white -- to each eide, smaller and lower
and less bright, sundogs glisten in the pane.

“It must have heen the day he went to war,” HWilbert
deduced, early on.

"Yes," I concurred, “"his Mother must have taken the
plecture the day he was going away to the war. It muet have
been a very sad day.” In the photogrsph hie military
waletcoat fit him to a tee, but without the greatcoat,
Judging by my recollection of Saskatchewsn when there are
sundegs in the gky and that mach enow on the ground, he had

to have been freezing cold. You would never tell it from

hie crisp, vigorous demeanour: the nonchalany etance, the



fine white of teeth emiling confidently towards us, his eves
ag gharp and black as the silhouettes, Two small golden
wings were gtitched over hie heart,

.

“One for each of us,” we would tell each other, naively
parcelling hies affection between ue, years bhefore he’d even
likely met Mom.

One year -- the summer before Mom, taking Wilbert snd
me with her, left for Yorkton -- Wilbert and I were working
our way through the chest. We were sitting on the fleoor,
the captain hate barrelling our heads, the prairie sun
eplagshing in through the open shop entry. As we studied the
photo of Dad, the Interior of the shop dimmed. Mom appeared
in the doorway -- her familiar silhouette dark agalnst the
bright yard light, -- holding a basket of freshly washed
clothee heavy in her arms. Mom waes the curious type,
particularly where we were concerned. She stepped towards
ue, into the cool of the shop.

“What are you two up to ... what do you have in that
box?" Without thinking Wilbert showed her the photograph.

"Momma, did you ever gee this picture of Papa goiug to
war?" Wilbert held it up to her. I don’t know how we
expectad her to reepond, but it surely couldn’t have
ocenrred to us that she would be anything but appreciative,

most likely infatuated, though Mom didn "t swoon much by



24

then.

She took the photograph from Wilbert, studied it and
after » time, remarked: “Looks to me like he's going
dancing.”

I do not think that 1f that long-awalted saquadron of
Messerschmidts had at that very wmoment opened fire on the
chicken coop we would have been more stunned. Wilbert
sagged at the thought -- too shocked to speak, he stood
there puzzled, his mouth open, furrows running his brow. It
wasn "t just that her off hand observation put a substantlial
crack in what we had come to take for granted about that
timeless moment -- the moment he stood poised on the
threshold of that open door; worse, it compromiged the whole
series of truthe about him that we shared. Ae quickly as 1
could, I reached up and recovered the photograph.

"That's crazy, Mom," I said taking it from her. “le’s
wearing his uniform."

"They all wore thelir uniforme like thst, to dancee and
bridge parties, after the war; believe me, they wore them
threadbare,” she gald, seemingly bemused. “Just look st
the shoes."”

My eyves Jerked to his footwear, half expecting Yo see
tape on the soles of hlie shoes, an unnoticed saxophone

glinting in the moony rear window of the sedan. "So, what



about, his shoes? Look how black and shined up they are.”

"Yes, they are eghiny and Lhey are black but they are
not. boots ... they are not clunky military boote for walking
long, hard walke with 2 big military pack on his back. Who
In their right mind would wear shoee like that in all that
enow ... unless they were going dancing?”

I eseverely regretted letting her esee the photograph snd
felt a well of animosity towards Wilbert for having offered
it up to her in the firet place, but it wae too late.

“And look at the geat of the car.” She would not let
be. Just above his leg 2 portion of a small bag was
diecernable. Wilbert, hie head down, was staring into the
chest, the bottom half of hie ears flusghed crimeon below the
hat. looping roundly off his head.

“That's hile pilot’s travelling kit,"” I said
impatiently, with granite conviection. By then, Wilbert and
I had stuffed that kit with miniature maps of Europe, coded
phone numbers. a flare gun, a compags, at Wilbert's
ingirtence a palr of runnere and, in case of the worst,
gstitched into the lining, one suicide pill. Instinctively,
I scaled our inventory back: "Probably for his toothbrush
and stuff,”

"Maybe his toothbrush, maybe a mickey of whieky.”

It was a hard thing for her %o say to us. We had heard
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them battling too many times about whisky for it not to he,
For a long minute no one spoke. Out of the blue, Wilbert
started to cry. Mom looked to him, startled. 1 Know she
must have regrettied her worde, but ithere was no calling tLhen
hack.
"Wilbert," I cut in, one half still mad at him and one
half now sorry for him, "I don"t think ..."
"Oh what’s that now. I hadn"t noticed that before,”

Mom had reached down for the photograph again; she was
holding it up closer than she had the first time. Her head
began nodding, slowly, deliberately. Wllbert, emelling
galvation in the air, half snorted and mopped at his cheek.
As he looked up to her with hie eshiny eyes the hat slipped,
falling to the garage floor. I quickly picked it up,
brushed it off and handed it back %o him. "Hm ... the date
on that license plate ... I hadn’'t noticed that when I firet
looked .... That couldn't be after the war. This
photograph muet have been taken before the war ended.” She
knelt down and smiled at Wilbert, "1 don’t recall much
dancing with your Daddy in thoee days. Not much to dance
about with a war on." She handed the photo back to me.

Upon thie stroke of deliverance onr eyes fairly leapt,
to the llcence plate.

"Your Papa the pilot“11l be flying in on hie John Deere



for supper in an hour or so. Eruest, you pack up that
war chest and bring in the cows. Wilbert honey, you could
Lring me eome wood or ... are you lietening to me, Wilbeprt?”

Wilbert, back sgnarely under the hat, was still
examining the new evidence, the date on the license plale:
"One, nine, four, six,” relief in his whisper, as if he
felt he had 0 memorize those numbere so as to never forget
them.

Mom continued, "Or ... maybe I wonu't be able to bake
the chocolate cake with chocolate icing and crushed walnuts
sprinkled over 1t I've been thinking of baking all day.”
That moved Wilbert. And that moved me. We carefully
replaced the items in the chest, burled it back under the
bench, covered it with the grey blanket and stepped out into
the bright yard with Mom. Away in the distance, I could
hear the steady pulse of a tractor, faint as a heartbeat.
High overhead, the pristine hull of a lone white cloud
rolled slowly over the three of us, and eailed calmly on.

Wilbert was fine. Although I'd still examine the chest
with him occasionally, I waes too old not to know that the
war ended in 1945. 1In any case it wouldn't have mattered
much. We had been breached and it wae there between us.
Unspoken though it remained, the spectre of that exchange,

as surely as an enemy silhouette, haunted our heroic
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inventory from then on in. I could never cleanly pretend
otherwise agaln. And it wasn 't bhecause of the dance, |1
knew what I kuew., And wmy truth sald Dad wasn’t going
dancing the momeni that plecture was taken -- it was taken in
broad daylight, the brash Saskatchewan mun beaming down npon
him from high overhead, no palr of shadows Jdogging hir
heels. Though likely there had been other times when he had
gone dancing in Jusil those shoes, Just that uniform, junst
Lhat sedan; a mickey of whiegky in a brown bag tossed on the
front geat. His saxophone stashed in the trunk.

But it wasn't the day he went to the war either, though
there had been that day too. She wag ag wrong about the
golng dancing as we were wrong about the going to war. Papa
had Lecome a hard man Lo pin down. For me, the stories
Wilbert and I had spun into that Pandors’s Box came tumbling
out., I never knew him so clearly again. I now see 1t as
Just a moment when he wase young, some moment, around noonh on
a cold winter day when he unstrapped his smelly coveralln
and kicked off his ghit-stained boots, when he bhuttoned up
hie uniform and went out into the barnyafd to stand by » car
in slippery city shoes for all the time a snapshot takes,
his black eyes gtill full of hope for himself; two golden

wings hovering smartly over his drumming heart.






The Claiming

It was near Coronation Gulf, in the low Arctic. Early
fall. The weather was clear, perfect for flying, and it
promised to hold. We were suspended between the last of the
summer mosquitoes and impending winter. The high coastal
hills north of us were already powdered with fall e first
flakes; the autumn air wae etill and dense -- I barely felt
the machine as we crept sbove a land that lay below us like
eome child s perfect kingdom. To the west, beyond a ridge
that edged inland from a stony coast, it was s5till twilight
and darker. To our east, the offshore sun lifted from the
quiet sea and reddened the underside of cirrue high
overhead; below, it mottled the tundra that stretched softly
from the water-edge to the shouller of a low ridge. As we
moved farther out over the bay I saw three white whales,
hanging like tears in dark water. The middle whale broke
the surface of the mute seapool, to breathe, then the front
one broke, and theh the emaller one, and then they circled
there at the joining of the clear Arctic air and the gea,

"Pllot. Pllot." Beside me the miner geetured
vigorously towards the area bhelow.

We'd reached the gite. I nodded, checked my map,
banked the machine away from the water towards shore, and
reduced power. As we began the descent, I thought about,

being my customer's pilot, the meaning of it, now, and
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before now, when pllots were ones who would guide strangers
into their harbours. And before that, when a pilot was an
oar. An oar. We descended in silence., 1 imagined these
meanings retreating into history outeide of me, And I
recognized their reverberations within me -- I felt like
that miner’s oar. And I was guiding him into my country.
My conntry. I knew it was my country becauge I lived there,
and because I felt closer to it than I did to the paying
etranger sitting beside me. As we touched down on the
ridge, the sun slumped back into Lhe sea; it wae darker
again, as if we were being given » chance to start over
again., Then the cirrus blazed above us and it was day.

We were guiet as we unloaded the chopper. It was still
early and chilly, so I pauged to sip my coat and put on my
gloves,

"GGood 1ldea, it°'s a bit on the cool side.” The miner
squatted down and unfolded a worn flight jacket from the top
of his knapsack. 1n the distance above his head, etones
glistened like polished pearles at the waterline of the bay.

"It"11 warm up soon, with the sun,” he said, rubbing his

hands together and looking around: "It°s a perfect mornring
for claiming.” He stood up, into my vieion, shook out the
coat and put it on.

“Unm,"” I nodded in agreement, and paseed him the
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onur lunch bage. He carried them over and added them to the
pieces of equipment that he had piled about fifteen feet
from the machine. His body lurched to one side as moved,
his right foot turned in unevenly as he stepped -- Lhe heel
of the boot was worn at a severe angle. I couldn’t help
wondering if he'd been a flyer teo when he was younger. and
if he had hurt himeelf in an accident; I felt kinder
towards him in spite of the project.

“That's it,” I sald, and closed the hatch.

"Great. Would you mind taking a picture for me before
we gat started?” He pulled a Polaroid from the knapsack,
opened it, and handed it to me: "Here, jus. aim and push
the red butten.” I positioned myself so as to keep the
tundra meadow, the shoreline, and the sea in the picture,
"Maybe go and stand over there, I want to get 1t all in.”
He pointed in the other direction,

As I moved back to get the equipment in the foreground
he walked by me to the front of the helicopter, then he
leaned his shoulder against the bubble, crossed his lege
nonchalantly, and grinned broadly. I pushed the bution. A
photograph slipped out of the camera towards me. I placed
it on the gear to dry.

“Can I get one of you too?" he asked,
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"Sure, why nol.” We exchanged places., I turned
towards him for the photograph. The sun was higher and
bright -- I reached into the cockpit for my sunglasees, put
them on, then stood there and walted. He took the pleture,
walked over and placed his photograph beside mine. Then he
hung the camera over his neck, and leaned down to the
knapsack. When he stood up I noticed that the sunglasses
he d put on were Ray-Bane too. He peeled the photographe in
two, and let the unwanted parts drop to the tundra beside
his feet, I walked over, picked them up, and returned with
them to the helicopter,

"We can just put our garbage in this hatch, and 1711

take care of 1t when we get back,” I sald. He was busily
organizing his gear into two piles. "I"11 leave the hatch
open, "

"Let."s g0, the site is up there.” As he spoke he
looked up along the ridge.

"You go on ahead. I'm going to look over the machine,
and maybe go for a walk. What time do you want me back
here?"

"Hey, Captaln, I need eome help sinking theee stakes.
At four and a guarter an hour for you and your whirlybird
you shouldn’t mind getting your hande a little dirty, should

you? HWe're in this together you know: where do you think
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towards him to tell him what he could do with his stakesn,
when he grinned at me again in that slapetick-photogenic
way, and started nodding his head, indicating that he knew
he'd gone too far. “"Okay, okay, you go picking daisies;
I'11 do it myeelf.” Then, abruptly, he turned, and started
limping up the ridee. Him and his limp; I watched him
etruggle along with the stakes for a minute, then I picked
up the sledge and chain and started after him. He didn’t
gay a word, like he knew 1°d follow.

At first, I kept behind him on the caribou path that
grooved the ridge line, then I stepped off and walked begide
the beaten down path, the tundra soft and thick beneath my
fzet, There was a blueberry plant, still low to the gronnd
at the end of its brief season, and I stopped to reach for
the dark, sturdy berries. As I bent closer down, minute
purple blossoms appeared, nestled in the tundra besilde the

berries, Such fragile petals. The thought of their

presence go far away from everything -- futile and
unknown -- resounded within me. The berries were cold in wmy
mouth.

I eteadlied the firet stake close o the ground; he
didn"t look like he did this every day, and if he missed

with the sledge I didn "+ want him to maim me. On hisg third
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broken shaft I was surprised 1o see that it was rusty -- the
last bit at the pointed end waes wet,

“"Iron,"” he explained, "vou're sgtanding on an ilron mine,

As pure as it gete. Let’s try over here, He moved over a
conple of feet and started spearing a fresh stake into the
ground -- watching him trying to stick his wooden stake into
slone, llke gome backwards King Arthur, plunging away, the
gtake staining rustier and redder the more he heaved, a
vigion of whaling came to my mind.

We managed to sink the stake, He flagged it with a
piece of florescent tape, then I held my end of the steel
chain while he took a bearing, and started off away from me.
When the chain tightened, he kicked at the tundra until he"d
torn away a patch; then, %o mark the spot for me, he took a
can of black paint out of hieg jacket pocket and spray-bhombed
the bedrock. I called to him: “Just kick £ couple of

"

stones together, I'11 find your mark,” and then, irritated,
I muttered more to myself, “"Jegus Chriet, you don’t have to
paint the whole ridge black.”

In the quiet of that still place my volce must have
carried. He stopped, turned deliberately to me and called

back, "Jesus Chriet youreelf, Captain. Up there,” he

gestured skyward, "you make the calls. Down here’s my
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show.”

I Juet shook my head and waved him to get on with it,
We advanced another length, connected together by the chain
stretched taut between us, so it wouldn't snag. At the
recond stake we took turns on the sledgehammer. We
continued like that, like two fenceposte wired together,
antomatically tying 1n the uncomplaining land.

It was slow work., After a couple of hours 1 looked
back along the epine of the ridge and counted geven orange
flags. It was early afternoon by the time we were finlehed
and back at the hellicopter.

"Lunch,” I offered, "or should we eat 1n the alr?”

"There are a few other sites I1°'d like to sample on the
way back."” He checked his watch, "But thie is a perfect
epot. Why don't we eat here and enjoy thile place a little
longer. They gay man can’t live on bread alone, right
Captain?” he grinned again. "I'11 go get the food. And
the gun, there might be polar beare around here.”

With the lunch bags in one hand and his handgun in the
other he started upslope off the tundra on to a bharren,
rocky, area that, on the seaward eide, jutted out into a
emall cliff. I followed along as he made hie way to a huge
boulder, about five feet high, that peaked the ridge. We

cleared away some esmall stonee and then sat dewn and lesned
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back mgainet the boulder. After the morning s work I was

hungry. I'd Juet opened my lunch beg when he cerumpled his

np in disguest: "God dsmn 1t., That frigging expediter and
hir frigging hotel. HNo ssndwiches ... it never fails. I'n
allergic to apples.” He took an apple out and then worked
the bag into a ball, "Here, you want this?" He offered me

the apple, and went to throw the bag over the cliff,

"I°11 ..." I started to say that I'd take it, but I
wae too late, The brown hag galled outf of sight. “"Yon
shouldn "t have done that -- give it to me next time -- 1711

take it back with us.”

“"Ah. it°e only paper.” He brightened: "“Check yours.
Maybe they put all the eandwiches in one lunch.” I opened
my bag -- no sandwichesg -- another apple and a carton of
Julece. I sbarted in on the apple. It was freeh and cold: I
thought of the blueberries.

"No esandwiches,” T said. "But there are berries around
here; I saw some earlier.”

"Sure. Thanke a lot, Captain. Maybe we can chew on
some of Lhese stones for dessert.” We langhed together, for
the first time, really. He placed his apple and the camera
on the bedrock beside his handgun, got up, and walked over
to the 1lp of the cliff.

"How did you hurt your foot?" I asgked him.
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"I was a Jumper in the Alr Force until I got hurt." He
looked over the precipice. "Christ, 1I°d hate to fall from
here, It'e farther down than it looks from the air."

I went up beglde him Lo see,

“I loved it; especially the free fall. When I was
vounger I wanted to be & pilot, ot 1 guess my vision wasn’ t
good enough -- I wear contacts now -- that was before they
smended the regulatione to allow you in with corrected
vigion. So I figured jumping was the next best thing." He
looked st me intently: “"You muet have done gome
parachuting. Do yon think you conld survive a jump from
here?”

“I had to parachute once, for my pillot’s license, but I
haven"t, done it since.” I could see the bag on the tundra
below. It was a long way down. “I wouldn’'t dream of trying
it from here,” 1 esald, and moved back away from the cliff.
He moved back with me, then he pulled himeelf up on to the
big boulder. He put hie handes on hie hips then moved one
hand up over his sunglessses and looked out to the meadow and
the water,

"Lovely. Perfect,” he eald. "Come and have a look
from up here.”

With no wind, the granite warmed my palme as I climbed

up beside him. The dazzling one-plece gea wag still:
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abeolutely eti1l1l. 1t seemed as 1f 11 would never heave or
renll again, esolid and heavy as lead, as if at the centre of
Aa lmge, momentous, wailting. "Perfect ..." he said again.

From the ehoreline a gull wobbled into thin air; then
anvther followed slowly., I agreed: “"Yes, it 1s psrfect.”

"We're going to ship direct to Japan from right out
there, We ll run a conveyor right out into the bay. It's
50 deep we don't even have to barge.”

He turned toward me and lowered his volce, as if he
were afraid, away out there, that someone would overhear his
revelation: "It's listed on the Toronto exchange as Red
Ridge Ore. Get in now. You’ ll make a fortune."” Before I
got a chance to thank him he looked out to the water again
and went on; "I should take a picture or two before we
leave, for the hoard. Fllot, would you mind passing me up
the camera., I want to get a shot of the harbour from here,

I climbed down and handed him the Polaroid. He opened
it and pointed it seawarde. Click -- punurrrt. The
pholograph slipped out of the case towards him; he took it
and pulled it in two, let one part go, and began waving the
other half back and forth in the air. I picked the
discarded part of the photograph up from the tundra and put
it in my pocket. He climbed down f£rom the boulder and

walked back towards the helicopter, then on past it a hit.
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I followed him aloug the ridae.

"The mine will provide jobs. We re even going to bumild
a gymnasium for the Eskimoe.” The thought startled me:
that the Inuit might want to trade 1life on the land for the
ingide of a mine or the ineside of a sheet metal buillding
with a basketball court etched, like our claim, on its
floor. "Right over there.” Click -- pumarrrt. The
photograph slipped out of the casge towards him; he took it
and pulled it iIn two, let one part go, and began waving the
other half back and forth in the air. 1 leaned down and
picked the discarded part of the photograph up and put i1 {n
my rockebl, He walked again, =and sgaln 1 followed him along
the ridege.

"Well I°11 be damned. Snow. In Aungust.” He handed me
the Polaroid: “Here, ["11 tell you when I'm ready.” As I
removed my gloves and put them in my pocket, he glid down A
small scarp and on to a patch of encw that was sheltered in
the shadow of the ridge. He took a plece of paper out of
his breast pocket and spread it out on the snow. Then he
went dovin on one knee beside it., He 1lifted his arm up and
pointed out to sea; he adjusted hie sunglasses and gazerl,
like some boatlese Byron, in the same direction. The worn
boot heel again. In hig leather fiight jacket, kneeling on

the snow and pointing at who in hell knows what, he made sn
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rary Larget,

"Okay, how does thin look?” he said,

[ raiged the gight vp from the boot heel. I played the
rroas-halre back and forih along the thin arm of his
Ray -Bans, then along hie hairline and settled 1t over the
baces of hie temple Juet, forward of hies ear; 1 exhalerl
completely, and walled,

"Okay pilot, shoot,”

I squeezed hard.

The photograph s81id out of the case towards me. I took
it and peeled it in Ltwo., I let one part fall to the tundra
beneath my feet while, slowly, the other part became clear

in the cool alr.






The Mutiny

Among senlor membere of the flight department Juet was
known as a competent bush pilot. To you, the asseeement
"competent" may sound low-key, but to an insider it is not.
Although all of ue have been fed plenty of prattle about
"horn pilote” and “the right etuff” -- Jimmy Cagney striding
to his floatplane in a steam-cleaned uniform (Garbo leaning
on the dock as he touches down) -- such advertisement is
mieplaced. If not in thelr green years, seasoned bush
pilote, keenly aware of how abruptly things can nose dive,
shy away from witless characterizatione like “natural.” And
in their private calculations of the trade, unlike a day-
dresming Cagney, they are more likely to congider the far
plainer storiee of actual fliere they ve heard about, or
knew, or had known.

Juet, had won both the five-yvear and seven-year awards
for incident-free flying. When things etarted souring for
him he was closing in on the ten-year, which would have won
him a week’s leave in the off-season and a set of tickets to
a motel in Tampa-5t Pete for himeelf and hie wife, Gail. By
then Juet would have logged seven or eight thousand hourse of
pllot-in-command time, not an extraordinary amount, but in
Juet e case none of it soft time. Thoungh by etralght total
he would have seemed roughly mid-career, we all knew that

seven thousand hours of high Aretic time was worth more than
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fifty thousand of puttering around a flying school off
Fearson.

From early on Juet had flown the north. And though
there wae no formal deeignation within the company for it
the crews generally accepted that Juet had acocumulated more
Arctlic experience than any of the others. Gilven the riske
in bnsh sviation, when things soured this likely worke:d
againet him, although I don"t think he would have thought so
at the time. If the company received only one or two Aretie
contracte in a season, and 1if Juet had handled thinge well
in the past, he would have 1likely been asked to return.
Persoually, I think he preferred it like that. Everyoue
likees to think that they do thelr 1life work well -- and
Juet was no exception. If pressed, 1°d have to say that,
privately, he wae proud of his aseoclation with the north.
During his time in the Arctic, he used hies spare momentes to
read about the early explorers. And one year he came home
wearing a flight jacket that he"d lined with Arctic fox. It
wae an eye-catching plece of work -- certainly more
flamboyant than uwe would have expected a congervative,
senior pilot like Juet to eport,. This, and his
exceptionally fine record of eervice, earned him the moniker
"Arctic Fox". Juet though, desplte the jacket, waen’t the

nlckname type, and the term wasn”t much used in hie



pregence,  He wae gniet-nannered and not at all bholsterous:

perhaps overly prone to avoilding unpleasant conversations, a
habit which aleo may have helped bring him down in the end.

Seapon after season he was eelected to return to the Barren

Laude, 8o 14 is certain that he did not complain, and likely
even encouraged it in his own subtle way.

In spite of his considerable record of achievement,
when Juet quit the businese most of us conglidered it
providential, Even if we couldn”t excuse the way he did it
If anything, he guit. a year too late. The summer before,
while Juet was midway through a contract north of Hopedale .,
his wife, Gall, had thrown in the towel. For a few years
prior things had been sglirping between them. At one point
Jueat had even taken a leave of absence for a seagon; the
rumour was that he and Gall were trying for kids, They sold
thelir bungalow near the ailrport and meved to the country,
only a few miles from where I was living at the time., I
recall hearing from the owner of the Fearson Petro-Can that
Juet was looking for employment in the area. By all slgne,
the summer south appeared to have manoevered things back on
track, But the following season, when Juet was forced to
return to his Arc..c schedule, things took a hard turn for
the worse. Gall loaded what she wanted into Juet’s pilckup,

cast in with a weatherman she’d met at the health ¢lub, and
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1it out for Golden. The rumour was that once things got a
little too sweaty between them, the weatherman had angled a
pernanent transfer west., Golden wag far away and this wag
Juel as well, since Juet wag a2 big man, and though quiel in
hisg waye, not the type to fade into the sunset withoat
eettling accounta.

To give Gail her dve, she’d given Juet plenty of
warning. She even stopped in at the office on her way out
of town, but there was ho way he could be reached, Barren
Land phone booths being notoriously scarce. In any case, by
that stage of the game one would surmire there was not much
left to be sald; and, truth be told, Gail appeared to
endorse that view of the matter. Word hae it that she was
more than a little riled when Greene, the chief pilot, told
her he conldn”t reach Juet just like that, though on thise
count she knew better, Being as high-strung as she wag I
suspect she just wanted to shake a few walls on her way oul
of town. I know she never cared much for Greene eso 1t
doeen’t surprise me that she picked his. The flight crew
secretary told me that Gail leaned over Greene’s desk so
there was little room for misunderstanding and in plaln
terme told him to juet give Juet hie keye the next time hLe
fleuw by.

“Just tell him his fox Jjumped fence. What 1f eomeone
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had died, for Christ’s sake?” She tosgeed the house keys on
Greene g desk, and left.

Greene later told me he knew 1t was coming: he'd seen
Juet s half-ton pulling out of Canadlian Tire with a new set
of all-weathers the week before, a stranger in a ponytail
behind the wheel, and Gail sitting tight to him in the
middle of the bench seat instead of over by the passenger
door where she normally would have been. It wasn’t until
much later that I realized Greene should have pulled Juet
out as soon asg he eaw Gall honeyed up in the truck like
that,, before things got too far gone. But then again,
Greene probably caleculated that it was already too late,
Just after he calculated how much it would coet him to
ewitch pilote half-way through a contract in the Arctic.

By that time I suspect Gall was as disgusted with bush
aviation in general as she was with Juet in particular.
Most of the wivees eventually hold to that line and you can
not, bear it against them: from the family point of view,
it'e a half-1life at best, fraught with the perennial
pressures of parting and lose and having no one home. Such
a 1life is a hobbling thing. @Gail had likely juet hit the
end of it. And for her there was no going back. She made
cure of that.

At Juet s behest, he and Gail had started a fox farm
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Gall left for Golden. Juet’es plan was the predictable one:

raising fox wonld eventually become profitable and allow him
Lo get out of bush flying, or at the very least allow him to
pick and choose his contracts, flying only intermittently:
when it sulted them, when they were short side money, or
when they felt like a couple of freeh tickete to Montego
Bay. At the same time, such as the theory generally runs,
it would keep Gail bLusy while he was gone. Alvhough I
cannot, figure why bush pilots are prone to hatching
ludicrously misguided home-front ventureg. 5o prone and go
farfetched that I have wondered whether, in their heart of
hearts, they genuinely want the project to succeed --
whether they are not just writing off a cut of cash to
forestall changing for as long as they can. In cynical
moments, after I myself became the chief pilot of a emall
concern, I used such developments as a measure of the
enterprising individual s dedli<ation to his work: the more
absurd the commercial venture, the more likely its
originator a confirmed bush pilot for life. Likewige, 1°ve
applied it to get a line on the gtate of a pilot’"s home
l1ife., This might sound hard-hesrted or calcnlating to you
but I have learned it the hard way: such things should be

the company’'s concern more often, the riske of bush flying
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Lbelng what they are, Once your pilot movesg to a place in
the country to start the organic vegetable farm, or the
gineeng farm, or the beefslo farm, you can start counting
down to one of Ltwo things., He will quit flying within twe
saanons, Or she will leave him snd he will stay with it if
he can.

Goll was hurting on the way out,, Of this there is
little doubt, for by everyone g count she left Juet one
mean-hearted parting gift. Likely, there had been too many
excuses, too many imaglnary tickets %o places she'd never
eeen and too many foxes she didn't want in the firet place.
At some momenl too crazy to Imagine, wanting to hurt hin
bad, Gail unclipped Juet’'s Wincheeter from the rear window
of his pilckup and shot all thirty-four foxes dead. She
etrung the carcasses, one by one, over the chlickenwire fence
around their compound. With the yard light trained over
them it was a horrific sight -- I know, I eaw it -- like
some surreal trading post from the Barren Lznds, thirty-four
Lloated pelte lining its invieible walle. She left him no
note, but a mesgage as rough as a white line squall, so
sudden and fierce that even a bush pilot as seasoned as Juet
couldn"t fly through it. And Juet didn " t.

I, took a day to get the relier pilot into the Arctic

and another one to get Juet south., When I got home for
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supper the night Juet was dye out, my message unit was
flashing red; two calls from out of town had registered., 1
dialled the number, wondering who it might be., A
prerecorded megeage clicked on and advisged me that 1 was
Jdialling a pay-phone at the Hopedale airport; I thought of
Juet right off., Knowihg Greene, I was pretiy sure that,
when he did contact Juet, he wouldn"t have given him the
whole bad newe., Greene would have likely left out the part
about the weatherman. And the part about Golden. I checked
Juet s southbound itinerary with dispatch and, although to
thie day I am not sure why, I drove over to Pearson to pick
him up.

Juet was wearing his Jacket,, He was lined up at the
cab stand behind an airline crew all decked out in their
Cagney uniforms, his dufflebag slung over one shoulder.
Most everyone else wae milling about in shorte. I epotted
him easily in the fur-lined coat -- Juet stuck out at
Pearson the way a lifeguard would in the Barren Lande. A
horn honked behind me: Juet turned around quickly and looked
towards it, like he thought it might be for him, so I houked
to get his attention. Hie eyee widened when he recognized
my truck, as if he was eurprised to eee me there and maybe
not Gail. He came over, threw hie dufflebag in the box,

took of f hie Jacket, and climbed into the cab. He folded
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"What 're yon doing here, Ernest?” He asked me that
right away, emelling bad news.

"Thought I°d save you cab fare.” I offered him a
clgarette, "You Know iiL'e not looking good for Gail.”

"I know she’s fed right up., It°s been going on a
while, but now ....” He shook his head then went on, "She
wirote me a library of letters last tour, I swear I'm golng
to have to make a permanent move thie time.” Juet 1it the
clgarette, dropping the match on to the floor mat of my
truck. I could tell that he was hoping agai.st hope that
Gail had bluffed him out of the north for one last talk,
that he’d find her sitting in the kitchen just like he
always had: sitting at the table holding a cold beer, mayhe
mad as hell that things were back 1o the way they 'd always
heen but still ... dolled up a little for his first night
home. It struck me that Juet's hope was persisting well
beyond reason., And I found it herd to tell him the true
score, but felt he should know it before he walked into that
empty house,

"I think she might have hit the road, Bob." I left it
at that. It was hot and humid for a June night. 1In the
dull glow of the dash Jight I could see his forehead, shiny

with perspiration. He didn't need my inesieting on more bad
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news., We were almost to his farm anyway.

"We ll see, I°11 know soon enough."” He tossed the
gmoke out the window. In my side mirror I could see the ash
eparking as it bounced on the pavement. It surprised ne
that he’d thrown it out Just like it had surprised me when
he d dropped the match on my floor mal. That was not like
Robert Juet. He was not a messy man, But this was no tLime
for a lecture on the environment. He ralsed his two hande
to his face and began rubbing them sagainsgt his forehead. We
continued on like that, in silence, until I pulled into the
lane, The houge wag dark as a well., But the lighte in the
backyard had been left on causing the night sky to glow,
like a pale and strange halo, around the edge of hie home,

I think the glow encouraged Juet gomehow. He hopped onut
quick, grabbed his bag out of the box, and made stralght for
the back door. A% Lhe glide of the house he tossed the
dufflebag on to the bharbecue withont mieeging a stride. Then
he seemed to slow up, and then speed up a little as he
rounded the corner into the backyard. Coming behind him, as
I was pagsing the harbecue, thr etench caught me ag 1t muet
have him, and I knew something was way off hase.

Juet was standing there, pulled up short., Hie Jacket
on the patio by hie feet. He wae staring dumbstruck at his

fool e dream of Montego Bay hanging putrid and thirty-four
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fold in the rank summer air. Gail was long gone. And 1
know it struck him hard as he stood there, counting his
losses: a honse dark se a grave, his fox dead in mid-air,
gt.rung up on fencing that we barely could see. It was the
first time I heard him cursee, and, like most everything else
that night, it struck me as odd, wildly off the mark, and
unlike him.

"Rotten. Rotten, bloody hellcopters, Jjust ... god-
damned ... crazy."” He stood there shaking, spitting it ouk,
Knowing him like I did I twurned right around and left
without saying a word. There are some things that you just
can’t make a right comment about and that moment wae one of
them, Qf that I have no doubt. A couple of daye later 1
was driving down my lane when I noticed a plume of heavy
smoke towarde the airport. For a split second I thought
some thirty-hour wonder had piled in st Pearson., Then I

Lhought of Juet, cleaning out his vard.

It wae in the Barren Lands, three monthe later. Four
of ue were camped, mired is more like it, on the coast of
Hudeon Bay: Franklin and hie son, Staffe, Juet and myeelf.
We were a couple of hundred milee north of Joy Inlet. Late

September., Frozen but no real snow yet. Bolter, Parish &
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was thelr paoint man. Juet and I, with two machines, were
there for the air work.

The project had soured early, though we'd gotten off to
B good enough start. The firet ten days were golld blne.

We put in long hours and jumped way ahead of schedul

)

Everyone's spirits were up, especially Franklin's, who wae
predicting that we’d finish the project in six weeks.
Everyone except of course for Juet, who wae keeping pretty
mich to himeelf. Knowing what I knew I didn’"t expect
otherwlse but I think Franklin took it personal, took it to
mean that Juet wasn "t involved in the project one way or the
other, and, looking back, I now believe I should have said
eomething to Franklin right away.

We were loaded up for the day e work and Just heading
ot when our luck turned. It was early morning, dead calm,
and as I was walking to my machine I noticed the quiet.. low
it was different in the Arctic -- bigger somehow. So esilent
that you can’t but notlce it, ap 1f it were something
substantial. In that moment I heard the solenoid click as
Juet hit hie starter. 1 heard the turbine wind up essy.

And I heard the criep enap of the arcing lgniters. But too
early, at least three or four seconde too early, the engine

fired up. I stopped in myv tracke. From the gound I knew
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turned towards hie machine the exhauste were cherry red.
Bits of turbine blades were smoking on the tundra. There
wagn't a damned ithing to do about it, That fast, it was all
over for the engine. I walked to hie machine and opened his
door.

"What, happened?” 1 asked him. The congole was
flashing red and yellow like the proverbial Christmas tree.
Juet, looked 8 1little dazed, Like he didn"t quite yvet know
whan had happened. Right then, it flashed through my mind
that his reaction to a critical malfunction was way too
s6low., I looked at the turbine outlet temp indicator. It
wag off the clock, pegged eolid at the out-of-work end of
the red arc. I polnted to it -- 1 don"t know how he didn t
cee 1t. Hies face flushed, red aes those exhauste. He swung
his head out of the cockpit and looked aft.

"What“s the burning?” he asked, Jjerking hie head
toward the smoking blades.

"I think its about a hundred thousand dollars, Juet.
And that trip to Tampa Bay for you and Gail.” I eaid it
without, thinking. But there it was. He looked at me in a
way I knew was angry. Before I could explain that my words
had caught me as much by esurprise ag they had him, he jumped

out, of the cockpit, slammed the door hard, and made straight




for his tent. The worst was that Franklin had come up
behind me and was taking it all in.

"For God’ s sake.” Franklin was shakling his head.

Juet, s machine wag down for eight days. Grounded., We
walted for mechanics and parte under a blue gky as trangnil
as the sweeping stretch of Hudson Bay holding below Lhe
camp. And it was right then, with that severe bad luck
coming from the flying slide of things, that, the Lone renet
for i1he run. That bad luck, the ensuing wet weather, and
Staffe.

Juet and I had met them at Pearson on a Sunday morning
before dawn. We drove to the alrport through empty streets.
Juet was qulet; I wae preoccupled with speculatione about
our customers and how we might manage together., However it
goes, there ies one thing you can count on: once you're out
there, you're there to the end.

The airport, like the city, was quiet at that early
hour., With no travellere pac.ng from one port to another,
the cavernous terminal was as raw as the Arctic in the harsh
fluorescent light. At the entry to the walting area, two
porterg in red cape, a pile of change splayed on the bench
between them, played cards. Leaning on a mop begide them,
an older man in white coveralls eyed the game. As we

prasesed, he ghifted and moved the mop in small cirecles over
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of lInggage abont eight rows down., Right off, Franklin =
chesty exuberance put me on edge,

“Johy Franklin, London., England.” He gaid it lood
thongh we weren’t glx feet away. "Yon would be Captains

He withdrew a piece of paper from the ineilde pocket
of iy tweed jacket., sgtudied it for a moment, then went on,
“dnet snd Fropert, I presume.” He wae older than I°d
expected, fiftyish, with thick grey hair and a bushy
mougtache, He propped a cane -- sn antiague, I'm sure, with
an elaborate braes handle -- against a steamer trunk and
walked over to shake first Juet”s hand and then mine.

A conple of geats down the row, a thin young man
wearing gold-rimmed glagses was writing on a pad. Crumpled
up sheets of paper were seattered on the floor by his feet,
His leather hiking boote were brand new. With an expansive
flourieh, Franklin ewept sn arm towards the young aan:

Meet my son, Staffe.” I made the move to shake Staffe s

-,
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hand as well, but the young man hadn’t heard hie father
introduction. He kept writing. Franklin raised his voice:
"Staffe, our pilots.” The pen sgtopped as the young man
looked up. Behind the glasees hie eves were flushed, as if
he was asthmatic, or had a hard flight over. He stood up,

stretched hie arme out, then Iifted one boot off the floor




and ghook 1t a little:

"Cramps,” he sald. More to himself than any of un,

He was cramped up after the long haul from Heathrow.
Standing up, Suaffe looked frailer. He was slight. with
Ilanky arme and a long neck. Seeing him standing like that,,
balancing on one leg, I thought of a crane, the ones von pee
near the edge of ponds in city parke -- the ones that cnn' t
fly. "How do you do. I'm Staffe Franklin.” I conld fael
his hand lump awkwardly in mine. He'd suffered an accldent,
or an illneses I'm sure: the last two fingers were crooked
nnder, into his palm. "I was juet writing home.”

Franklin summoned the tilred-eyed portere. They loaded
the baggage on to s trolley and we headed out of the
terminal.,  The c¢lesner stupped with the mop. He
ghralghtened ap and, with a wry grin, eyed our procession as
we shuffled by, I was relieved that, Lhere weren t many
people about asg we wound our way to the entrance: Juetbt in
Iront, then the two porters leaning into the over-loaded
trolley, Franklin trooping smartly behind them with the
cane; Staffe, clutching the writing pad to hies chegt with
his bent hand; and me, in a flight euit with twenty zippere,
bringing up the rear. And it was only then, with that
thought, that I nobtliced Juet waen't wearing hie jacket,

We drove over %o the base. Morning was just hinting



in. I could make ont the ehadowy forms of two choppers
poieed on the flight line and I expected then that Franklin
and Staffe would gtari) asking questions about the machines.
But, they were too tired, I suppose, and remeined silent., It
ig one sight thai, I will surely never tire of: the fresh
ot of dawn air, esrly morning dew pebbling the bubble of a
chopper sitting fueled under still blades, six hundred and
eighty horsepower ready and waiting to spire you, easy and
light,, up and away from the surface-worried earth -- to fly
you to some new place you've never been hefore, It ig the
one thrill, T etlll believe, that does not water down over
time and I recall feeling that mworning, as the van stopped
beelde thocse two machlinesg, the familiar rush to be airborne.

Juet, let himeelf into the office o file our flight
note, Franklin and Staffe gat in the van while I loaded the
helicopters. We were about ready to leave when Franklin
opened his travelling case and withdrew four small glasses
and a silver flask.

"Beginnings are crucial.” He held out a glaes to Juet,
"They deserve a certain dedication.” Right away, I thought
of endings.

“Can"t drink and fly," Juet pointed out brusquely. 1
could tell he was as anxious to get airborne as I was.

"1t"¢ a regulation.”
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Franklin's eyes narrowed slightly, then without a word
he wheeled around and handed two glaseeg to Staffe., He
filled them from the flask and made his dedication: "To
Discovery. In the immortal memory of Henry Hudson, 1

chricten this ship "Discovery’. With his cane he pointed
in the direction of Juet’'s machine. Franklin and Staffe
toasted and drank. Juet nodded, already moving towards hiw
chopper. I raised an imaginary glass,

"Cheers,” I saild, a little uneasy with all the
premature celebration,

We loaded them in. And we headed north. Franklin in
Juet s machine, leaning forward with both hande folded over
the top of his antique cane, and Staffe riding with me.

Jugt clearing the control zone, climbing through five
thousand feet on our way to seven, Staffe pulled out his
pad. It ocecurred to me he'd have trouble writing with hic
hand damaged 1lilke that, but the way it crooked under fit the
pen just fine; he was writing up a storm. A regular writing
fool. His disinterest in the countryside, in the helicopter
itself and all Ontarlo scrolling slowly below ues, struck me
as odd. It was a perfect morning: clear as a bell, the sun
burning off the horizon right on time. A pale half moon
hung high in the sky. In the distance dead ahead, the sgouth

reach of Simcoe glimmered like gold. You could see for
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S5taffe reached for hig headset to talk., He was coming
aroond, I thought, “What 1s your favonrite colour?” he
asked., His odd guestlon caught me by surprise. It wasg the
firet thing he d sald since we left Lhe terminal, 1 looked
1o Lhe sky stretching milk-blue to the horizon,

"Blue,” 1 replied.

“"How did you pleck blue?” Two in s row. And this oune 1
hadn "t thought about hefore. A vision of Papa came to mind:
sltting on his John Deere, gazing up at a hawk hanging hlgh
overhead,

"Now that vou mention 1t, my Dad and I were picking
gtones one gpring. We'd shut down the tractor for a
breather and I asked him what hie favourite colour was and
guick asg a cat he gald, "Blue. Robin blue’. I remember it
well, T think, becsuse at firet I thought he had the wrong
bird. I told him that Robins weren’t blue, they were red,
and he esald "Robin-egg blue, 1llke the sky'." I never
thought to ask him how he'd come to pilck it out.

"Are you married?”

“"Not yet, but I'm circling low.”

"How about Mr. Juet?"” 1 was starting to wish bHtaffe
had Juet kept on with the encyclopedia he’d been working on.

So soon after Gail's leaving, 1 felt uncomfortable telling a
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lie outright. It occurred to me that Juet was still married
-- they wouldn 't have had time to stamp all the paperwvork
vet, Far below, & light wind had come up. We were almost.
over Simeoe, lig lesden surface as gLill as a alab of stone
but erinkled like elephankt’s skin., HMinute cottage roofr
bordered the water edge and separated the lake from a four-
gquare @grid of grain fields. In a farmyvard directly down I
could make out two Liny figures heading for thelr chores,
They stopped in thelr tracke to look up. I reached forward
and flashed my position lights. They waved back,

"Yep, he surely ig.” In spite of the day, for no goad
reason, Staffe's line of questioning was throwing me off.
We were well north of controlled airepace so I reached
overhead and tuned the automatic direction finder to an all
night CW station I knew. Staffe did not take the bait.

“"I"m looking forward to the north. The sgpace, iLhe

tranquillity, the sense of freedom it must exprese.” He
looked towarde me, as 1f for confirmalion. When I Jdidn "t
say anvthing he looked down at the pad, "My fiance

suggested, at the airport just this morning, it would be
vesterdsy morning now, that we suspend our engagement for
the summer. Sihe feele we should take advantage of thie

golden opportunity to think thinge over, meet some other
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people even, before we actually get --
Hank Willisme ecut him off. I°d locked on to the
freguency I°d been looking for. Staffe’s volce was drowned

ont. by the fine sound of Hank Williams in our headsets:

Did yon ever live a night so long
The time Just crawling by.

T hear the lonegome robin sing
He goundeg too bhlue to fly,

And T wonder where von are tonlght
I'm g0 lonesome I could cory.

Thinge were back on track. It was & favourite of mine,
Aud Staffe even perked up., He stopped talking and looked
starboard, to Fort, Hope inching elowly aft. I kicked in the
auntopllot and settled back to hear Hank. I remember
Lthinking it couldn 't get much better: alrborne at the crack
of dawn, the machine ranning like a Swilss watch, all of
Ontario below, the only cloud one wisp of cirrus curling ten
thousand feet overhead, and the voice of Hank Williams
groaning through the cockpit. Staffe took off his headset.
He was looking woree, haggard and in need of sleep. He
removed his glasses, drew a large handkerchief from hie
pocket and wiped hleg eyes. Then he picked up the pen and
went back to his writing while I mulled over what his

gweetheart had told him as he boarded the plane,
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And I came to the idea that there are some things in
life that you are plain better off not hearing or saying n
word about. Like when vou're hwenty, straddling a loading
dock at Heathrow, and your fiance ftells you she thinke 1t
best, for both of you really, that you meet some other
people before nalling things down too tight. 1 wondered
exactly which rock on the edge of Hudson Bay she thought
Staffe could strike up a conversation with, And T wondered
why ghe picked such a keen moment to brief him on her change
of heart., And I wondered why she jJjuet wouldn't have ..,
Sometimes, you can wonder Loo muach. You're are better off
Just leaving it there, putting it all out of your mind sand
Just getting on with things.

I gettled back to concentrating on my flying. Honk
ended hls cong. High up and far away, a faint half-moon wan
fading fast. Staffe kept writing, clenching that pen tight
as a lifeline in his bent hand. He barely let up the whole
three dayeg 1t took us to get north. In fact, he wrote that

whole summer loug.

By late September the flying had ground to a halt.
With fall setting in, cloud hung wet and dismal off Hudson

Bay. ©80lid overcast, no visibility, precipitation varied
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only by & temperature ghift of a point or two: fog,
drizsle, freesing rain, suwow. It became apparent Lhat we
aomild not finish Lthe work. Butbt Franklin, like a terrier
locked to an inemrmountiable foe, wounld not let go. Find'ug
A gold mine on the edge of Hudeon Bay was hie firet oversearn
project..  Gone awry, too far to salvege, it was plain to him
that this wag the one he would be remembered for. And
Franklin was not taklng the Arctic’'s lelsurely diesmemberment
of hls career well. Ao we fe211 hopelessly behind schedule,
the puffy enthusiaem he'd dieplayed at Pearson was diswlaced
by a rancorous 111-will bent on avolding responsibllity for
hie Impending catastrophe. He blamned it on the country, the
weather, and partlicularly, Juet’e furbine delay. After all,
n=lther Juet nor I would be there when he finally faced hie
anderwriters. As winter lnched upon ug, Franklin's rancour
deepened. And 1f that were not enough, he had come to the
bizarre helief that we were within esight of where Henry
Hudson had been matinied by hies crew, that we were on cureed
Land. Canght together, we walted for a break in the
weather, Franklin'e voice drifted through the canvaes tent
walls to whisper bleakly in 1he damnp air:

| ... cnrse thie hopeless weather ... a damned place for
the Englieh ... bloody skeleton country ... camped on

Hudson"s grave.” At other timee, when Franklin wae off on
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one of his sojourns on the ghore of Hudeson Bay, Staffe’' s
thin voice would replace Franklin'e harsh eruptions:

"Autunn hag come to embarrass the leaves, 1t ig foon
time for the agsessmente of summer. Time, in the frost-toant
fall, for uncramping the armg of our sonle,”

From the beginning, Juet was moroge and untalkallve,
Aside from work he"d only spoken Lo me once glhece the
turbine incident and that occasion tteelf was odd. 1 woke
up early; it was etill uight, and [ heard Juet cough. A
dull red glow rose weakly in the dark and then fell agnin.
lighting the interior of the tent., Juet wasg gitting on the
edge of hies cof, smoking s cigarette,

"It s hard to get out of your mind,” he sald, "here.”
I saw the tip of the clgarette, red and round like a cantion
light, move throngh the dark. He put ont the clgarette,
pressed his earplugs into hies ears, and went back to sleep,

Without Juet e companiouship, it did not take me long
to bhegin to find the sporadic transmiesions of Franklin ~nd
Staffe wearily oppresgive. Spoken to only themselves, thetr
niffled words wonld filter through the canvas at the ndderst
times. I began to feel tethered to despalr by these
outhursts, to fesr 1lhat tley would Lbe the only volices Lo
aver reach my ears sgain., We lay on the cotg in our dank

tent, walting for the gky to 1ift, Juet gilent and readiung,
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or just staring, the pale grey light, like the voilces muted
by sodden canvas, refusing to brighten.

Whenever that leaden gky did briefly break --
tormenting us with a few workable hours -- Franklin's
eniping about Juet’s flving skills, or Juet'e turbine, or
Juet plain Juet, would fade away as though evaporated by the
thin rays of the cool Arcetic sun. But by late afternoon,
when the temperature dropped snd the day returned grey and
wel or white again, Franklin would strike out on a long
march to the ghoreline, the brase-handled cane fisted
tightly at his #ide. He wae looking to come across some
artifact from the Hudson expedition. Or a gold mine, I
enppoge. I would see his minute figure scratching the cane
on the endless white beach that curved away between tundra
and water like an icy tusk -- the hunched figure proddineg.
here and there, then straightening up to gaze about in the
rllent gloom as Henry Hudeon himeelf 1likely had, hoping to
catch gome glimpee of England through the chilly murk: the
white of a sail, the buckle of a boot, some passport to
home,

By the time he trudged, dripping snd epent, back into
the camp, the irritating sight of our etilled machines
before him on the fog-bound slope, Franklin'e suspicions

would have malignantly rebloomed as if invigorated by the



8

glow mist that drenched those forlorn davs., From inelde hle
tent, the mutterings would soon reclond onr uneasy alliance:

... this hopeless weather ... God-awful Lorbine
Damned faulty ..., pllote.”

Like Staffe, left hoping that she would stlll Lie there
when he got out, Franklin weas quurantined in disquieting
thought: hlg grand project vwndone, as for Hudeon befote
him, by subordinates who didn’t meagure up. And ag it goes
when lmprisoned in that mate terrain, thinking became
helieving. And belleving became knowing. To such errant
prospection the Arctic offers no response. It liee there
and waite, letting yvou spin whatever fool deluslons yon
will, until you are co far gone you're losth,

By the last days it was hourly I am sure: the front of
Franklin s tent would rustle; the grey head, like a small
nimbueg eloud, would protrude to squint first into the misty
drizzle and then to our motionless machines mired on the
ridge. Then a shudder, and the head retreating back into
the tent to resume the weary matteringe. But for thece
rumblings Franklin would not epeak. We hecame bad
neighboure, warily avoiding each other, isled on our rocky
suburb, cocooned in silent animoeity and the unrelenting
brume below which tundra stretched taut o one horizon, the

elow-heaving Bay to the other. Late into the night, the



gtaccato of iced rain on canvae pattered Staffe's muffled
golllogny:

" our Intimacy serves a need o be relieved from
the crushing weight of solitude, our common condition
when we reach out to the other human we most want to be
embraced by, we reach in an sttempt to overcome gravity
to take flight. And all winged coreatures grace the planet,”

"For the love of God, Staffe, get a grip on youreelf,
Turn out the lantern and sleep.” Franklin's gruff choruvs
would inevitably follow.

Whenever we prepared for a supply flight to Baker,
flaffe, & packet of thick envelopes in his hand, would join
Juet and me Ly the choppers. Upon our return he would
invariably be standing alone on the ridge, holding for his
mail.

As thoee weeke dragged by, the outbound letters became
heavier, the inbound fewer. Juet, though he never eaid,
geemed disgusted by not only the writing but Staffe’s very
person. In the spirit of John Franklin himeelf, he kept
away from ue all, his earpluge installed nearly all of the

time,

Th2 ceiling was a hundred feet. Too low to get up to
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the work area but high enough to make a food run to Baker
along the cosst. I wag fueling Juet’ s chopper, and
wondering when Franklin waeg going to throw in the towel,
when Staffe walked np, Withont speaking, he handed Juet hie
packet and turned Lo leave, Then he stopped, looked
directly back to Juet, and asked Lhe question:

"BErnest told me that you were married, Mr. Juet. Do
you think she”11 be there when I get back?' With an annoyed
look, Juet removed an earplug and cocked his head towards
Staffe. BHtaffe repeated the guest.ion that plagued him:
"Ernest told me that you were married, Mr. Juet, Do you
think she”11 wait for me to get back?”

Juet looked at him hsrd., Then he glared angrily
towards me, grabbed the letters out of Staffe’s hand and war
about to throw them into the chopper when a strange thing
happened. A fox, from who knows where, appeared on the
tundra beside Juet’'s machine, It Just stood there, with itre
head cocked to one side, staring at us. With a wild swing
of his arm, Juet threw the packet at the fox. The packet
flew apart in mid-air, scattering the letters, which fell 1in
a bLlizzard to the tundra in front of the fox.

"No," Btaffe oried.

The fox esnapped once, its ears flat back, and loped

away. With a peculiar haggard ieclation in hie eye, and as
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menacing as the snarl of that fox, Juet turned and whispered
hie reply to Staffe.
“Stay away from me with that., You keep right away from

the second time I°d

in

me:,  Shtop your Christly crying.” It wa
hesrd Juet swear, Staffe looked as if he'd been struck. He
turned sl went Lo hie Jetters, scooplng them up and
brushing them againet, his tweed jacketl,., Without looking at
Jnet he handed them to me, and trudged, hend bhent, towards
his tent. Franklin, hie face protruding from the entry, was
rtaring hard towards Juet.

I do not know 1f it wag related to Juet’ s mean
behaviour that bitter day, but s few nighte earlier [7d
mentioned Gail., IL had been on my mind esince the night T
plecked him up at Pearson., I Jdidr 't like the way it had all
remained unepoken between us. It needed an end. And I
thought 1t might f1x things. We were in the tent, Juet
reading.

"How are you making out, Bob, with Gail and all.” A= 1
finished speaking, Staffe's volce filtered to us through the
vellowed canvas:

"It is too heartleee when intimacy ie replaced by
rolitade, when our winge fail and our flights from solitude
tumble Lo an end. Love is the solution to all dilemnmas.

Hearing Staffe like that, I°d have bit on my question



if I ecould have., But there was no calling the wordn hack.
With the same harried look he'd given HStaffe, Juet starved
eharply in my direction. He set the book down, took hie
earplugs out ¢f his flight bag, pressed them in his earc and
went. back to reading. All withont a word to me.

I knew then, deep down, that real trouble wag on ihs

HAY.

1'd made the run to Baker, plcking my way through fog
and raln, hugging close to the shorellne so as Lo not get
lost,. Darkness wae crowding round by the fime 1 neared the
camp. Up the rise from the water's edge the tente, like
limp ealle, gleamed weakly in the sullen twilight. As I
approached to land a figure appeared off to one side: eiLil]
and walting. I set down, 8lid back my side window, and
passed Staffe the mail., He fingered through it quickly.
Then he withdrew an envelope and put it in the pocket of hie
coat. Then he paused. And then he leafed through the
package once again, with more deliberation. He papsed the
package back to me. Without glancing up, Staffe elouched
sway, fading quickly, like a diemiessed apparition into the
thick fog that wae drifting over us from the Bay. I shut

down bthe machine and climbed out. The night wae dark: the
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fo, rolling fresh off the Bay, cold and damp. I was about
o unload the food when a voice, loud and near, startled me:

“"What, d1id thst, bastard say to Staffe iLhis morning?
Before youu left. I want to know." Franklin appeared beside
me. I pearched my mind Lo offer up some regponse, some
regpronse to defuee him, when a moan, 2 loud wail of infiulte
desolation soared glowly in the opague air., The gheer
unexpectedness of it shivered my epine. 1t stopped -- cut
short., leaving me gtiffened and peering into the grey
surronnd,  Not the falntest sound could be heard. In the
hush into which I listened, & lantern sputtered, eerily
lond. A tent flared sickly yellow over Franklin'e shoulder.
Juet., I thought., With hie earplnge. I don’t know how it
ebrmek Frankllin; to me it seemed the alr, the land iteelf
had walled, so suddenly did that mournful cry arise.

"Good God., What 1is the meaning ..." stammered
Franklin at my elbow. I held a hand up to quiet him. From
the darkened fog a low sobbing ebbed to us. Towards the
gonrce of this grim lament I started, cautiously, Franklin
at my side, like a blind man shuffling forward, tapping his
cane ahead, Into the moiet night hung like a sodden and
funereal curtain about us. We all bnt stepped on Staffe
when we came upon him -- face down on the tundra, shaking

Inconsgolably. As though life iteelf were logt. I thought
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of the fox. And I crouched down beside him to look for
Llood. Franklin leaned over us to speak:

“For the love of God, Staffe, get on yvour feet ...
He prodded the ghoulder of Staffe's tweed coat with the tip
of hir cane. A vision of Franklin, soratching for gold at
iLhe edge of the Bay, crowded my thonght. Then Fraunklin
turned abruptly on his heel and lumbered hack, towards where
we'd come from. He digappeared quickly, swallowed by dark.
I was surprised, shocked really, at Franklin., It war a hard
response from a father to a eon., [Even for Franklin, Even
for there and then. Failntly, Franklin e whisper carrled
back to ueg from the night .

"The bastard.”

I helped Staffe to hisg feet., He reached up to remove
hie glaseses, hie bent hand tightly clenching the letter.

"She's left me,” he gald. “I cannot believe ghe’s
left, me here. ™
I couldn”t make him out clearly. His volece wan

angulshed, It bhespoke felled hope,

"Aftver all this,"” he gald 1t again, "she’'s left me

here, Here, He raised hie hand and with the glasees made
a emall gesture to —- to nothing really -- absolutely
nothing. Just the imnessurable well of darknees in which we

stood. And the Barren Land below, lifelese, vast and




colid, As though a1l the world had been swept to its edge
and of £,

He was right about that., Il would have been far better
for him, possessed ae he was, if she hadu"t left him
there —— if #he hadn’t cut him adrift there, where there was
abeolutely no chance of distractlion, the lhescapable company
of her 1loss his one searing thought. Far better she'd kept
him in the dark a little longer. Until he got out,

I opened my mouth to say him a kindneses, But try as I
might I conld not think of one right word Lo speak o him
that would make 1t bLetter. I thought of London, and city
lighte. I thought of Staffe crumpled wnp on the tundra. 1
thought of hie line about flighte from eclitude tumbling to
an end, about gracing the planet. And I thowvght of Hank

Willlamss,

I etepped forward, toward the yellow glow that
brighlened and grew larger as I approsched the camp. In a
few steps, I don’t know how mnany, I could make out the bulky
form of Franklin, swaylng agalnet the 1it tent, his
silhouette dark age the villaln in a silent movie. Silent,
but for a strange snapping. And then his bellow:

“You mutinous bastard, Get out. Get out.” Franklin



heaved forward, one arp waving up and down —- the caue
ripping into the canvas as he sl ruck, A wave of mild panie
rippled over me, And then a second shadow, Juet s, equal in
6 ce to Franklin'e own, leapt from the darkness to Lhe baok
of the first making a new form, grotesgue and unfamiliar,
struggling a8 one, grunting like a prehistoric beast riren
from that anclent turf, It evayed. And toppled heavily to
the ground, the tent collapsing beneath ite bulk. Dark
plunged in. I stood there, immobile. A small flame licked
in the night. And I moved then, quickly towards 1t. The
smell of fuel stenched the alr,

“Fire." I called, The flame wallowed on the surface
of a wet pool at the tent s corner. They didn’t heapr, Or
they didn "t care, Franklin gecping heavily as he kicked at
Inet, The canvas caught and the flame flared., 1 reached
for az boot, and pulled on i+, It kicked free. I pounded on
a shoulder, a back, I don”"t know whoee.

"“Stop.” Why, I do not know -- the very flamss beside
them had falled to interrupt them -- but at the sound of
Staffe's volce, all struggle ceased,

Something eizzled, Beads of molsture danced on the
burning canvas nol, a foot away Juel staggered up.
Franklin rolled away from the flames, panting for breath.

“Just, stop," Staffe siild agaln, " Just stop
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evervthing,” He was backing away as he spoke, his face
receding. In a moment I conld no longer see him,

The canvas burned auickly. Flames, and sparks above
them, leapt overhead into fog-grey night. We stood there,
awkward and silent, unable to look at each other in the
gudden bLrightness. Like foolish rabbite we stood there,
vacanl-eyed and uncomprehending -- reluctant or unable 1o
speak. No one mpoved to put the [ire onl., Then Juet gtepped
Forward, ito the edge of the burning canvas. He bent down,
.o guickly stratghten up again and raise both arme above his
head then swing thewm down over hies knee, In each of his
hawie he held a plece of Franklin's cane.  One by ons he
t.opged them to the flames ., He glared towarde Franklin. And
left,

"The bastard,” Franklin whiepered.

His uttersnce, the familiar nhplessgant tone, was
strangely reageuring to me, I was relieved to hear it, as
I1f it signalled some return to normalcy, to a familiar etate
of restrained animosity. I felt guddenly and atterly tired,
I walked to my helicopter. In the dark, I wunloaded the
boxes of food and piled them on the soggy tundra. I climbed
Iinto the ailreraft to sleep,

To dream of south, Of a treed place, green and grassy,

the luscions sound of antomobliles and city buses under city



lights, cement eidewalks hard mderfoot and the jostle of =
Saturday crowd, lege and arms and faceg I conldn’t recognlie
erowding me by, A sky of warm air awelling over the aolty,
fmll of roaring sirplanes with flashing lights bringing more
and more people to Lthe gouth, A helivopler settling into =
city park and I was in ik, the whine of 1ite turbine louwd and
close,

The close sound of a turblne woke me up. It wanrs stil]l
early -- Firet light, and cold in the helicopter. [ leaned
np quickly %o get my bearings. Juet’s machine climbed avay
from the ridge, into a tullight vaull littered with faint
gtarg. I scranbled out of my machine, Franklin stumbled
from his tent, staring uvp, as was I, after Juet’s machlne,
already minute.

“Good God."” Franklin's eyes narrowed ag he spoke,
“That mutinous bastard. He s sbandoned the project. And
left ue here. He’s ruined this project,” he sald, relief
in his voice.

staffe walked up and stood beeide Franklin, Frauklin
turned to him, to repeat hls dlescovery.

"He e right," Staffe sald, before he could speak,

“1t" s time to go.”



We shuffled about the ridge like sgilent stirangers.
anuglasees mesked our eves., The miestes of our breath were
the only clouds Iin sight. The helicopter was loaded with
the rematns of the camp., A night v snow blanketed the
tundra, freesh and white., The grey water of Hudseon Bay
LilLed below us like a shield, iron-heavy, as 1f the
overnight snow had thickened its languorous ewell -- as if
at any moment and at any angle it would suddenly catch and
hold, stilled for an eight wmonth winter,

The faint stench of burned csnvae traced the air. 1
walked to the edge of the blasckened pool where the tent had
stood, I kicked at a lumpy edge of the burnt rubble. The
Lrase handle of Franklin’s cane appeared, bright againet the
dark sash.

We 1lifted up. And hovered there for a moment. The
cockplt dimmed as the rotor wash lifted a great cloud of
fresh snow around us and then drove 1+, with blizzard force,
pack down over uvhe machine. T conld glimpse, only
intermittently, patches of tundrno between my feet ag we
edged slowly forward, through that furioue grey wash,
to plek up epeed. And then, as 1if through a parting
curtain, we moved out and ahesd of the voriex, into the

bright day.
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We gtayed low., At a hundred knots, the ridge blurred
by below ueg. I banked sharply to the Bay and then banked
once mpore, to cirele the camp a lart time., The camp. TL
waegn 1 a camp any more, Just a small, dark stailn on a cnow-
covered slope that ribbed Huadeon Bay for a thousand mlilea orp
50, By next snow, in a dJday, mayhe three, you wouldn’t aeae
the gite if you stepped on 1t. Aes we f 2w by a bright

glint, vellow as gold, flashed at Lhe edge of the buin.






The Vieatherman

I first met McAlpine at Reesolution Ieland. Though
ostengibly establiched to aseiet enipping through the
Northwest Passage, 1t was to advance the Canadian olatlm
abuove the fifty-fifth parallel that, at mid-century. the
Ministry of Communicatione scattered weather rtations across
the Arctic archipelago. To theae ontposgte were consligned A
few souls: to ralse the maple leaf and to tranemit sonth,
by Morese Code, periodic weather reports. That they were
rlaced there less for weather informaktion than symholic
reasons became evident in the eixties when satellitern
rendered Morse equipment obsolete., The Ministry did not
modernize these stations; a decade after satellite equipment.
was in common use, the weather was still transmitted In code
from the high Arctic eites. PBResolution Ieland, a forlorn
ontcrop awash in the frigld water of Harrow Straight,, was
one. McAlpine was ite weatherman.

I do not know how the Minietry decided who would
inhablt theese esoterlic sites. T suspect they muet have
asked for volunteere, or falling this just aselgued new
recruite a tour of Arctlie duty at the outeget of thelr
careers. In this regard, working for the Minietry would not
be unlike many profeseione, where the better jobe go bto
senior people who have worked their way up. In the case of

the Arctic weathermen, though, 1t would be working one’ g way
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back down. Back down to the south they came from, to normal
postinge at large offices with lights and other people, Jjobe
with coffee breaks 1uring which they could converse
ralleglally sbout the weather, or tell and re-tell stories
of thelr apprenticeships st places 1like Hoper Advance Bay,
Rerolution Island, Mould Bay or Winter Harbour,

Working at one of the weather mtationg was not
physically demanding. Iun some ways, the Ministry did all
Lthey conuld to make northern assignments as comfortable as
possible. The sites were uniformly equipped with good
qﬁality carpets, running water, modern kitchene with cold
rlorage roome and large walk-in I;eezers for the year’'s
provisions. Supplies were abundant -- certainly the hest in
Lthat spare landscape. All of the stations I have vieited
hat a dart board hanging on a living room wall, playing
cards and government issue checker equipment tucked into a
drawer, or stacked neatly on a shelf, not far from the
coffee table. At Hall Beach there wasg even a pool table in
the basement. Were it not for the abeence of a radio
rounding in the background or the occasional ring of a
telephene, from the ineide of an Arctic westher station you
could have thought you were in Kelowna or Brandon or
Dartmouth. You could have thought so, until you glanced out

the windows and eaw in every direction that empty land reach
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avay from vou, unnchanging but for the weather, as vacanl as
walls,

The Ministry also provided fishing and hunting gear
wilh which their employees could oceupy their time. And in
Lhe low Aretic, where it wae poseible, the sites were lmilt
near native communities. The villages, though emall andd
culturally forelgn, offered to the weatherman a soclety thal
had successfully come to terms with the punishing Aretic
environment, and an echo of his community left behind --
relief from Lhe eteely lsolation of a three-man crew. A
posting near a villsge in the low Arctic provided a reprieve
from exile even farther north, Lo a station like Mould Bay,
where a couple of men passed monthe in igolation llke the
lone inhabitants of some secluded Darwinian island.

McAlpine had started out at one of the lower emites --
Cambridge Bay, Just off continental Canada on the north eide
of Coronation Gulf. As 1 heard the story, his wag not an
ausplclous debut., Though McAlpine liked the outdoors -- he
exercised daily by taking long walke on the Barren Lande --
he was not Lthe hunting or fishing type. Though he wag
friendly with me, in a dietant, profeeeional way, he wae, I
thought, less inclined to the soclal than the private life.
McAlpine wae not a demonetrative man; rather, ag I recall

him, striding across the tundra with his filets pushed deep
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iut.o the pockets of his grey iseue parka, he projected an
ailr of edgy confidence and a qulet sense of purpose,

At gome of the gouthern sites, the weathermen mixed
well wiih the nelghbouring village: fhey went on hunting
expeditions with the men, they shot. darte with the people on
Saturday nighte, loaned out the Minietry'e tools when they
were regulired and even shared their provisions with the
loecal population during lean tlmes,  This, apparently., was
not. the way McAlpine ran the Cambridge site, though he did
make a geeture, marked as it was by his particular
stiffnees. Under MeAlpine s directior, on Sunday
afternoons, between 15:00 and 17:00 howre, people from the
village were invited to the etation for tea., This wag his
etanding rule and from it he would not bend -- even when,
during hie second Cambridge winter, a particularly severe
one I understand, the village elders came to McAlpine for
food, The third Sunday they asked, he gave up two sacks of
carrots from the cold storage room, annonnced an end to the
Sunday vislte, and closed the station door. I'm not sure
how accurate the etory is -- I got it second or third hand
from the manager they eent in with me to Mould Bay -- like
stories in the south, the northern varieties are not immune
to stretching. But there must have been something to it

McAlpine was alrlifted out of Cambridge that very month, a
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move the Ministry very seldom made in those early vears,
The Ministry preferred to keep their costr down by shipping
their gtaff during late summer, on the Sir John A, MeDonnld,
ag it methodically laced its way from site to site with
provisions and fresh recrultes for the coming year. From
Cambridee on, McAlpine, at his own request, only worked the
high Arctie rites, none of which wasg near a village.

Although the Ministry invested heavily In their
northern fixed asgete, they were, until recent years,
migerly to their men and the families Lhey d lefbt in the
gonth, In this regard the government was a throwback to the
ezighteenth century, when Bay men wonld sign up for five-yenr
hitches at a time. Durlng the entire veriod I flew Lhe
Arctic, long after even Lhe minlng companlee started getting
1heir employees home every few months, the weathermen were
obliged to a minimum one-year stay. As any bush pllotl, can
tell you, it is difficult %o manage a guccessful southern
family life when you are gone all the time., I suepect that
many of the weathermen who were not bachelors on the way in
were when they got out, particularly 1f they opted for a
gsecond tour of duty,

Youu might ask youreelf why a westherman would volunteer
for a second year of self-exile at one of these icy siten,

The snswer Lo that has much to do with Lhe Minietry ' s
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pareimonious poliey towsrds 1te men., I think it fair to say
thnt many are drawn to federal employment for the gense of
pecenrity Lhe goverument offere, 1 have never been
completely convinced by those in the gervi o who speak of
thelir degire, or duty, Lo sgerve the public and am ever less
so when I Lry to imagine, in thils philanthropic vein, a
voung man dreaming of being a weatherman., Or throwing
couple of eacke of mouldy carrote to a village of huugry
compatriots. Of course it ien't as eimple as that. That
the salary is 1low makee it difficult for someone like a
weatherman Lo gel s mortgage together., While gtationed
north the weatherman hae 2 chance Lo accuamulate capital, He
can get a Jump on things and wind up with a house & year ov
Lwo mooner, or a room or two larger, than he would normally
expect to realize. While at an Aratic station, the Miniatry
charges him a nomilnal amount for room and board. The reet
goeg straight into the bank.,

It surprises me that the Ministry didn"t recognize
grooner the toll that extended tours extracted from their
weathermen, If they had, they would have loosened up with
tthe galaries a little earlier than they were eventually
forced to.  Although every penny was counted when it came fo
their men, in the early years the Ministry wasted plenty on

i1i-thought projects -- perhaps until they got a feel for
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the Arctic and revieed their aspirations sharply downwvard,
restricting themeelves to reporting the weather., At sope
gtations, I have seen the remaine of the moet hare-bratned
gchemes Lo ever grace that chilly land. At thelr
southernmost site, they once had the weathsrman tryiug to
grow wheat in hie spare time. At Hopeg Advance Bay one
August, mach to the delighit. of the Archie fox populatlion, a
pre-fabricated chicken coop and & hundred seaslick hene
arrived on the Sir John A,

I think the financial aspect may have appealed Lo
McAlpine. He was of the generation born duriug the Great
Depression and he was very possibly marked hard and eariy by
those pinched years. Although I don't know the
clrecumstances of his Iirst tripe north or even how he firet
came to be a weatherman, at some early point McAlplue muot,
have twigged to the place -- and thie is often egald of the
Arotic: you elther hate it from your firet glance snd leave
AS BOON A you can, or it captures you and you stay, wasibting
wibll 1% finishee you off. ThLough such cliches are oftlen
too faclle to be borne out, such clear-cut extremity is
emblematic of that amustere landscape. 1 do know thal it wae
McAlpine e case that eventually spurred the Minisblry bto
invoke & rule concerning itime off for Arctic employeesn,

While he was statlioned at Hope s Aildvance, he decided to slay
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throngh the summer and take his annwal leave in cash. e
did thie tuwo yesrs In a row; then, during hie third straight
winter, be moved into the abandoned henhovusge, wrote the
Mintestry explaining bis new circnmstances, and adviged then
t.o stop deducting Lhe room portion of hig room and Loard
from hieg chegques. Tt was after receiving MeAlpine's letter
that the Ministry imposed a regulation that their men come
ontl, at leagt every second summer, a rule that wasg only
required, I am sure, for HeAlpine. I don’t mean to deplcth
McAlpine ag a bizarre stand—oub northern character in the
pattern of Sam MoGee or the Mad Trapper of Rat River,
Southern imaginatious have over-storied the north with
oceentrie personalities.  And the claim is exaggerated. 1In
the north, everyone stands ont, The Arctic impoges a muted
bankidrop againet which the particular contragsts sharply --
Lte moony landecape isolatee and exposes the foreign in all
ite mieplaced awkwardnees. And indeed, this 1s so even in
death: more graveegtonss cover southern boneg in the Aretic
than one wonld suepect, and even bthese forgothten markers are
immedlately heaved Lo awkward anglees by permafroet, as if
the very bedrock bhelow was refusing such mielaid iatrusions.
Whenr I met him at Resolntion, I wee imm:zdiately
impressed by MeAlprine's unexcited alr, and the spryneeg of

his pace, as we walked from the helicopter to his station.
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e was clean-shaven. And his thin grey hair was combnd
neatly stratght back, wnusaally trim for such a site. where
hairents, self-administered, soon lose importance, It unwe
mid-winter, Light snow vas falling., The weather had been
deteriorating all morning as 1 pushed north; two hours out
of Frobligher, I had declded to divert to Resolution Ielqand
for extra fuel and the lalesl forecasts.

"It should be good north of here,” he advised an |
followed him in to the station, "it generally is."” Once
ineide, he removed hisg bLootsg and placed them on a rack next
to the door. Just above them, "MeAlpine” was stencilled on
the wall in eguare blaseok letters, Beride this lnseriviion,
in the same heavy script, waeg etencilled "vieitore.” [ wore
impressed by thie proprietary attention and curiously
comforted by the orderlinees of hieg office -~ the floor was
gpotlegs and every item was stowed neatly in iteg place, 1
removed my boote and placed them in the designated location
on the rack. McAlpine walked around the counter and handed
me the latest actual, aud the forecast, for Frobieher Bay.
lle’d been working at something when I°d arrived: a
calenlator lay on s iarge blueprint that was spread over hi
depk; beside 1t there were paper clips that he had neatly
arranged into parallel rows according to size. While I read

through the weather reports he opened a ocupboard door above
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his desk, took out a kettle, and plugged it in at the end of
the counter,

"Tea?” he inquired. 1 wag a little surprised at the
offer, It was after noon and I°d half assumed that I°d get
an invitation for a hot lunch -- the weathermen usvally
appraeciated unfamiliar company and were not averse to
cerving a three-couree meal to an itinerant pilot in
e¢xchange for an houvr or sov of conversation. McAlpine's
offer, as soclable as it might at, firet appear, bore no
trace of euch desgire, and, in fact, 1 don"t recall him
questioning me at all while we drank the tea and chatted.
He responded congenially to my small-talk, however,
mentioning that he’d been in the north for a number of
yeare, atl, Cambridge and Hopes Advance prior to the
Resolution postlng. I finished my tea and went to the
window,

It had stopped snowing. The overcast had lifted
somewhat and the vigibility was improving. Through the
pewter sky I could make out a dull sun hugging the horizon.
Northward, grey blades of light eliced through the cloud. A
thredded flag, wound tightly around its mast, caught my eye
at, the far end of the ailrstrip; it was at least a mile away
60 I decided to head on.

"Your flag's a little worse for wear,” I remarked.



McAlpine tapped the top of the counter sharply.

"It"s the one thing I'm miesing. They Just don"t know

what it's llke here.” By hies concern and the Intensity of
his response I saw that he was put off by my observation,
It strack me strange that he thought the only thing he war
migsing at Reesolution Island was a good flag. As grateful
ag 1 wag for hieg asslistance, I regretted bringing up what
wag evidently a sgore point with him.

"I didn’t mean it as a complaint at all,” I said,
"I"ve specified a material change for this jenr’'s
issue,” he replied. HecAlpine walked around the counter and

reached down for hie boote, ag 1f he d come to the
conclusion that it was time to mave on, "I“ve ordered thren
for the coming year. 1 can only wait.”

"Certainly eo," I agreed, half-wishing I had 2 new
flag in the chopper I could give him. 1 thanked McAlpine,
g8nld that it was nice meeting him, pubt on my boote and
walked outside. He came out behiud me. We etood there for
a moment. I've always felt it daunting Lo stand cn a step
and see gnow-covered tundra undinlate away from me Lo every
horizon -- to realize that if I etarted walking, a Lrifle on
that cryptic offing, I wouldn't find snother porch or sonl
for hundreds of mileeg, thei I was standing on the very curb

of habitation. Theee thoughts came to me as I stood Lhere
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with MeAlpine snd I was about to share trem with him when o
rharp guet of wind licked aronnd the corner of the stotion
and blew the hood of his parka up over his head. He pulled
1t back down, smoothed his hair bhack in place, shook my hond
again and wiehed me a safe journey. Realizing that 1L was
nol. hilg intention bto accompany me back down to the atrvstrip,
I wighed him goodbyve., HeAlpine turned, locked the door of
the wtation -- Lo gecnre it Aagainet what imaginary tntrmulers
I could not iwagine -- pushed his hands deep into the
pockete of his grey ilssue parka, and walked briskly away
from me, straight out in to the wind. out on to that barren
land,

T was waiting for the machlne to warm up, arranging my
maps for the leg to Frobisher, when I eaw McAlpline waving 2
white flag in frount of his body and running awkwardly doun
the hill towards me. Snow sprayed up from his unlsced bLoots
as he stumbled on to the airstrip. As he neared 1 couid see
my error -- a white apron flapped beluw his perka as he
hurried slong. I opened my door and signalled him tLowarde
the machine.

"Mail thie for me please.” He wag panting ag he handed
me & letter. "I've made sandwiches for you -- I should have
invited you for lunch ...." He paesged me a brown lunch bag

which I placed with his letter on the geat across from me.



24

The: drone of the turbine made belated conversation
Impoesible oo I just thanked him, held the letters vp., ar-
nodded,  He backed slowly Lo the edge of the strip. Az I
1ifled off. the retor wash caught the apron and again it
started flspping, though this time more furiously. He waved
to me, and I flsshed the landing lighte in kind., As I
PFleked up speed T glayed low and clrcled once, to make a
eimilar parting geeture towarde him. 1 epotted him easily,
walking briskly oui on to the tundra, sgtraight away from the
pration, He stopped and raieed one hand straight np, The
hood of his parka war drawn up tlghtly about his head., Hie
back remained resolutely turned towards me, as if he were
too ey to turn and wave, As I flew over him he just stood
there with hie back turned and one arm up, circumgeribed by
that white expanse, looking directly ahead to the snowy voild
before him as if he were signalling in or warding off sone

pregence that only he could see.

About four years later, ferrying south to Holman after
two monthe with Exxon on Mackenzle King Island, I was forced
into Mould Bay by weather. It was late fall., The tail end
of a low over the Beaufort wae lacing the windward cosgtline

with ice-fog and low ceilings; even where I was, just by
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Frince Fatrick island, visibllity was down £to a quarter-mille
in blowing snow. Anxious for home, 1 was pushing it a
little. Were it not already mid-afternoon when I came abeam
Mould Bay, and my chances of crossing MceClure Straiaeht
pretty mach nil in that weather, 1 1ikely would have trfedl
to press on to Holman Teland., And I might have gpent o
night or two eitting on a rock waiting for the weather to
2lear. As 1t wasg, T landed at Mould Bay jugt, before darlk.
Az 1 shut down, a veathermsn walked up Lo the machine.
Congldepred from another locatlion, from an armchairv
imbedded among thoueands of otheve in suburban Toronto for
examnple, an ieolated poet in the Arctlc evokes an esbranged,
Inhospitable aspect. But for a bugh pilob who ig caught
out, a weather station half-buried in enow i as welcome A
sight ag you might wish for: caught hovering along come
fce-bound coastline, twisting and turning through blowing
enow in the gloomy half-light of late affternoon, youn are not
sure exactly where you are or 1f vou will make it in before
running out of daylight or fuel; curtains of swirling enow
smoke off the ridges around you, the machine shudders
through downdrafte ... then, yvou glimpee some human mark in
the long white below. Or you think yon gere a 1ight flicker

in the bluestery haze ahead. Such meagre tokeng are ap
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coneoling to you sg the sight of Fearson International after
n geagon avay,  The statione are eafe -- Lhere are people
Lhere, offering asylum from ithe chsobic indifference of an
Arctio wintey storm. The north exusggerates acqualntances in
a vimilar way. AL Mould Bay, after more than four yesre, 1
tmmediately recogniseaed the walting figoure in front of wy
helicopter, And 1t was good Lo see him.

The wind was stronger than I°d thonght. It blew from
the left -- MceAlpine & hood preseed close to his cheek and
nose,  Behind him, snow whirled over the tundra, and the
line where sgky and earth meet could not be geen., The
weather station, not far away, only loomed up occasionally
and dimly through the driving snhow. We hollered a few words
of ealutation, lost in that storm, then strmggled an empty
druam to the machine, HMeAlpine gteadied it while I climbed
np to attach tiedowns to the bladesg. 1t was slow going.
Grains of dry snow rosge from below and drove at ue from
every direction. The wind gullied about the chopper in
blasts, buffeting the barrel and shaking it beneath my feet,
It was dark when we finished the work. The machine secure,
MecAlpine immediately astruck off towards the station. He was
walking quickly and I had difficulty staying with him. I
caught up at the station door and we went ineide. MeAlpine

placed his keye on the counter and took off his parka. He
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hung it over the boot rack then drew a comb out of hi:
pocket and combed his hair into place,  Bnow gralne
clatfered on the windaw pane., He put the light on and
tnrned to me, e appeared much unchanged, though paler than
1 remembered him, » natural effect of long honrs fndoors and
ehort winter days.

"What can I do for yon?" he asked. He voiced thin
unexpected auestion almosh crisply, ss would a clevk at the
Scarborough Canadian Tire on a husy Saturday morning.
Although I hadn't seen him in four years, 1 had the vapoe
sence that I was becoming a nuigance.,

"I'm afraid yon're gtuck with me for the night,” 1
replied. He looked to the window, a coal-black reclangle
framed on the wall, then he looked back Lo me.

“Of courese.” he sald, in hie profesgeional manuer,
"there s a spare room in the quarters.” Lightly, with hie
left hand, he tapped the counter top ans he finiehed
speaking. It was an unconecious geeture, made sharply sand
matter-of-factly, as 1f an interusl switch within him hnd
turned and eliminsted all indecision. Immerged ae we were
in those leagues of broillug snow, his hogplitable responee,
volced calmly within that sole, bright room, warmed me
Lhrough,

“"Please f111 out this requisition form.” He reached
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nnderneath the counber and placed s Ministry form, and a
pren, in front of me. T wondered who, begides McAlpine,
might ever read it. While I completed the application for
emergency lodging MeAlpline went to hie desk, pilcked up a
handget and spoke into it:

“tr. White. Frepare an extra place for gupper, to be
Labled 30 minutes later than the usual hour; that ie, at
17:30 houre.” McAlpine ran a tight ehip. I completed the
form. McAlpine read it over, endorsed it and then took s
stamp out of his drawer and, after winding it for some time
tu Lhe correct date, stamped the form and placed it on his
desk. He withdrew a psperweight from a bottiom drawer and
pogitloned it, squarely over the paper, on his otherwise
barren desgk. We made our way down a long hall to the living
anarters where he showed me direcily to a emall room,
spartanly furnished with a cot, a table and a wooden chair.

“"The facilities are down the hall to your right.
Continue on and you’'ll find the dining room. Supper will be
tabled at 17:30 hours." His bizarre use of the word
"tabled” made the occasion of supper sound perfunctory, more
an idea to be addressed than an opporiunity for sustensnce
or company. McAlpine turned to leave.

"1 appreciate your accommodation,” I replied,

imitating the formality that characterized his manner. He
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nodded and retresasted down the hall.

I wae surprised to see McAlpine already eating when |
arrtved in the dining roow. And thongh he didn’t eay
anything -- it was because he Jidn 1 esay anything ab all
when T eutered -- T inmediately senged that T sghonld have
made 1t a point. Lo be there esrly rather than a few minuterp
late, In the interval he had chauged for the meal. Above s
fresh white shirt and s garge necktie, hise Lthin, Rrey hair
wars webk and brushed neatly back., The shirt was
gtiff-collared and without 2 wrinkle. A thin gold har
clasped the dark tie tight sgainest hie chest. He eghLruack au
elaborate figure, arietocratic for gneh parts -- a grand
doyen, a high priest. of the north, I recall thinking. By
the look of him, were it not for the eteady moan of the wind
and the occasional clangling or shudder of one or another
piece of the station, I could have imagined us abont to dine
at the Royal York. He neither interrupted hie meal nor
apgked me to sit down ae I tLook & place at the table, [
recall thinklng that 1he character of the landscape, {te
nuteness and absolute indifference, maet have somehow rubbed
off on him. Ae soon ag I°d gat down, a heavy-set man in »a
full length apron appeared at my side. Deepite his inpusing
bulk, I was immediately struck by how beleaguered he looked,

his eyes large sand liquid, the skin of hie face pasty and
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prallid., Withont a word he placed a bowl of soup in front of
e,

“Thank you,” T said, my volce sonnding overly lound in
the gqulet, room.

"1 expeci, this weather wlll Llow throvgh overnight,”
MoAlpine obeserved. Though the cook had given no slgn that
hee was Inelined Lo, McAlpine spoke before the cook conld
Introduce himself, McAlpine looked towardes me for a2
vrerponse,  Hig eyenr were blue but remarkably cold, and I had
the strong eense that In a moment of suger, hies glance could
fall ar hord as & blow., Otherwise, there was only =2 faint
expression on his lips, one difficult Lo describe.

Certainly not. a smile, But not clearly mean either,
iomething uvnnerving, almost stealthy, asg 1f intimating =
danger abont him., It was most noticeable at the end of his
brief pronouncements -- llke a seal applied to hie words, it
made me think that hie bland phrases were volced not to
commnicate, but Lo ensure that any substantial guery was
shifled,

"That'es good news to me,"” I replied in the same vein.
“1 hope to make Coppermine tomorrow nlght.” McAlpine
continned:

"I mee Ly vour application for lodging that you're

conthbound from Mackenzlie King Island. How was the westher
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there?” It wase an unnsual question., 17°d expected him to
agk me abont where I was heading rather that where | wax
comning from. Normslly, caonversationg guickly run to
southern thinis in such cutposts and it struck me that if
Lthere wae one thing MeAlpine already hnew about, L warn Lhee
wenther in that pavt of the world., He knew it Jike no one
elne, Apd what conld the weather be anyuay?  Good or bad,
finally.

"Good, this morning. Then I flew Julo Lthe trailingen of
that low over the Beanfort., [t wasw moving slower than [7d
hoped and blowing hard.” The hot gsonp was good,. [ hmdn" L
caten since morning. "How long have yon heen here?”

"I've just completed my third vesr.” He looked towardn
Lhe large window in the living room. There was nothing
there to see., Jusl darkness pressing sgainet 16, And on
indistinect reflection of McAlpine at the table, blurred an
gustes quivered ithe pane. He contimed polemnly: "There
ien’t anywhere else for me to go now. With the exception of
Alert, which 1le exclusively military, thisg, Mould Bay -- my
base,” he dlsuced up, “1g our most northern station.” At
the time, I percejved that he gpoke Lhene words with sn airv
of immodest accomplishment. Stressing ss he did that the
station wae "hie” with the cook within easy earshot, and

dresged so lnsppropriately for Lhe plsce, McAlplne suddenly
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brnek me ag fatally prond.,  Or maybe bLlegsed with memory
oo fhort to be fatal, T don"t know which. He spoke ag if
hee sxpected me to belleve that, the Monld Bay weather station
var nol o ghnow-buried ountpost three thousgand miles north of
O awe, bt the very plomsacle of suceess for careerints
within the Ministry of Communications. As 1f he had
cxlenlated exnctly hie trajectory through the bureancracy,
rtrnggling hisg way to the snow-baunked and forgotten grey
metal station hung about, ue through long years of unerring
rtrategy and stellar pevformance. He knew, all of ve there
wonld have known really, that se often asg not the Arclic
hecomes home for sonthern misfite -- a repository at the
ontermost, fringes, for those of us who can’t manage the
ronth for whatever obscure reasons. 1 looked towards hiw,
He had been gnietly obeserving me ag I°d pondered hie
comments and 1 had Lhe wnpleasant feeling of belng somehow
canght. ont,

"We all must cling to some deluslons about ourselves,
vou know, 1% 1s these dedicatione that allow us to continue
Commander.” Hieg candour caught me by surpriee. With
hieg plercing blue eyes filxed intently upon me as he spoke, 1
felt as if ke d read my very thoughts, "Otherwise,” he

concluded, "why wali?"

A fierce gust rattled the station. Wailt for what, I
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wondered. 1 thought of the chopper and wondered how it was
waeathering the octorm.  McAlpine ralsed his arm and lookedd ot
hiv wristwatey, For the firet Llime T noticed that hee wopre o
wedding band,  He rose from the table: "I amsgt, vecord the
weather,”

"I don"t really think iLt's changed mach,” T veplledd,
curjonsly relieved to respond with talk of weather., 1f
anyhbhing, the wind had plcked up a bit.,

"Dedication, Commander. It Is our bect sustatunble
hope.”  As he 8lid his chsilr bsck into place agaluah Lhe
Lable, a smile froze over his mouth, closling our
convereation, seallng hisg vttersnuce ae though 1t had beey s
door opening briefly inbto some aoryptle knowledge held 1o hilo
Keeping.

"I'm Just a Lush pillot, nol a Commander.” I spoke ho
his retreating Flgure. "A driver ... nob a lobt to commnnd.”
McAlpine s obscure comments had thrown me off and,

however vaguely, I felt that they had been made to nome
extent at my expensge., 1 lletened to his footeteps rencda
down the hall to the station. I {inished the soup. The
ook resppeared at my elbow and placed a plate served witbh
roast beef, potatoes and carrote on Lhe table beslde me.
Then he held a pale hand towards me. We eshook hands Lo

introduce ourselves. He cleared his throat and began to
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Fipeenh

"Horace White, Cape Brebton, do yon have news of the
soulh?”  Hies volee was low and scratchy, maritime in its
scecent,. AL the sonud of Lt an odd thoonght -- theat he Jdidn't,
have mnech chauce Lo speak -- came to me. 1 Hold him | wae
comiug Trom north. And juet hesading eouth myself after the
veason on Mackenscie Ring Teland,

"T'm heading home,” I replied, "hoping to see ["eavron
Ly the weekend,”

"That's a long way from Hould Bay.

"I should make §t if this weather blows throvgh
tondght.” I seked Horace how he 1liked the north.

"1 don"t 1llke the north., I never have., I'm here for a
living., With iLthe Sydney mine down and the fishing gone, you
take what you get,” He cleared hisg Lhroat agsin and then he
contimed almost wistfully, like he was speaking more to
himeelf thau to me. “"People forgel, you know, It's easy
for a whole group of people to forgebt just one, but if
you're in a place like this for very long, you rememberv
everyone yon ever met,  You even think sabout people you
never liked., You geb homesick about your bloody enemies,
would you believe 1t?  It's all something to think about and
it all helps. You know, I think I°d give a month'e salary

to see green grass.”  Horace paused for a moment. 1 knew



104

what he meant., Jut the ouly response 1 could offer wor thal
T believed it better not to dwell on 1, to pat Lt oont of
vour wiud at any coat snd not thituk abiont 16 at all, {1 v
mirt leave a place von like, leave L nny way exeepl wlouwly,
Don 1 let yvourgelf think sabhont it oltherwise, sach Jdny onn
reen A week long, 7 didon b say anything Lo Horsee,  He
epoke ageain: “He's a gulet man, MeAlplne.,  Aud he Likes
things exact ... sayve Lhere’s no exterunl checks tn s place
like thle and yon need Lo be exact,”

"I noticed that he runs a tight ship,” 1 replied,
"Frobably a good thing.” Horace Jeaned towavds me,

"He's Killed & man, you know, Hew s that for a Light
ship?" A gleam flickered in Horace s eyes, He eaid it
ealmly, ap 1f he were asking we if I wantcd another terving
of supper,

"What?" I waesn't entirely sure I°d hesard him vight.

"HeAlpline, At Resolution lsland. He killed the cook.”

"I didn t hear that slory.” In one respect, the north
is » emall place., Dramatic news travel far and fast.

Though they etay in the north, etories of death aud harvdehip
are not infrequent -- they ' re part and parcel of the
territory.

"Nobody heard about it but us, of course. He claimed

i1, was self-defense., He claimed the cook attacked him.
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Clafmed 1t war all he conld do to defend himself, HNo
witneeses., What conld they do?7 He killed him with a
Minietry issue #4 boteher knife, planted it in his chest
then dragged him ontside and haulesd him on the roof where
he d freeze and nothing ' d get at nim,  Covered bim with enow

and poured water over top to freese him in, Yon want more
poup?”

“No, no, thank you. Well, what happened?' It was hard
for me to believe that a weatherman could kill a cook and
that thinge wonld just earry on as they had beforve.

"Nothing happened, He stayed there. Spent the rest of
the winter by himself. It happened in December, it e the
hardesl Lime vp here Christmass is. Some, in the Minietry,
they Lhink McAlpine e flat crasy ... they're dead afraid of
him. With the weather, it took ten days to get the cook
ont, "  Horace paused to clear his throat. “You must be
looking forward to getling home.”

“I am that."” And I was, particularly Jjust then. By
the look of him., and the sound of him, I°d have wagered
heavy that Horace was the one on the verge.

"Imagine. Him eitting in the kitchen eating supper in
hie white shirt and tie for ten days with the cook buried
gix feet above him, iced in on the roof just over hisg head.”

Horace leaned back i hie chair and shook his head. "1 can
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tell yon,” he rasped, "thie ig owne coock tuat won’"t bLe
caught sleeping o no roof.” He etood np and leaned touapds
m=, his hands palm down on the table. "1 beatter finlch ap
in the kitchen, I have a ceohedule to keep Lo, Pilat, v
wouldn ™t have a bottle you conld leave pe?”

Az 11 happened, the Exxon Farty Chief had given me &
Forty ot Canadian Club before T°d left camp. I had heen
looking forward to opening it when 1 got home, Bul Horace
looked 1like he could uge it. "I do have, Horace, and T kuow
the rule of north.,”

"What's that?"

"Btay on the good side of the cook.” If he wae
pleased, he didn"t show it. He turned awsy from me,
abruptly, and walked into the kitehen.

"Thanks for suppev, Horsce,” I eaid. "Do you need halp

with the dishes? I stood up and waited for hie reply.
"I711 be alright. One thing I've plenty of is Lime Lo
xi11.” I thought of the body on the roof. And I d heard
that word enough for one nilght. [ went down to the room and
gob the bottle for Horace. He wase ctill in the Kitchen when
I got back so I put it on the table,
"Here 1t 1s, Horsce. Thank you sgaln for supper. |1

think 1711 go down to the station and check the forecsest, for

the morning.” I heard him clesy hils Lhroat, And 1 heard
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the dishes knocking as he loaded them into the siuk: with
that noige go cloge np he muzt not have heard me for he
offered no response,

McAlpine was reated at his degk., A large blueprint was
spread over its surface. He d changed back into his khaki
nniform; :e I walked into the station he spoke without
looking ap.

"Thle system should begin to blow iteself out by
midulght,. There’ s a high pushing up from the Bering
Stralght. Dawn will be clear. By my calculatlons, the
npper level winds should provide yvon with an eighteen knot
gsoutherly taillwind., How's Horace?"

"Horace? Fine enough, A little thirsty, I think. He

vookes a good rvasct,” I gegtured to the blueprint., “"What
are you building?” I wasn’t anxlous to continue the
discussion of Horace,

"A home in the south,” he sald. Long over with." By
his reply I didn"t know 1f he meant 1t was long over being
bullt or Jjust long over with as far ss he was concerned. Or
Loth, I had an urge to ask him about the cook.

“"Do you have any pictures of it?"

“"This one. And the other blueprinte. I don't place

mach stock in photographs; they strand you on the surface of

things . "
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"I noticed yon wear a wedding ring."”

"T do,” he replied., He locked up at me with that
gmile, I wondered how he’'d mansged to stay married after wso
many years as a weatherman,

"I find it hard, away from my family for weeke at a
time. It"s hard on the ... it’s hard on people,” [ caid.
"I ve often wondered why they don't send married couples Lo
gtatliong like thls, 1t would make more egense, It would be
more of an adventure than a ... a prilgon sentence.” Al Lthis
suggestion he moved in his chailr,

"In their infinite wigdom ..." he mormared, more Lo
himgelf Lthan to me, And then he looked up as 1£, in light
of my snggestlon, he were making some new calculation. "lo
Lthat what you have discovered?” he asked, quizzically. I
was an odd gquestion. 1 readied myself for another of his
offbeat pronouncements while angwerling,

"It would seem to me yes, yes 1t is. What abont you?
Don "t yon think that would be preferable?”

"My dipcovery has been that whole llves are lived in n
few monthe., Or weeks, even, The balauce being filler, more
or less. Uenally legs. There are hard limite to the amount
of intimacy one can endare.” That esmlle agalu. Like he
knew more than 1 did 1like he even knew more about me thau I

did myeelf.
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"Youu don't find it difficult, then, together vet
apart.,”

“I find it normal. The distance is s detail, =
relieving one at that. 1t shorteuts Lhe deteriorating
process, 1t sllous one to 2idle About Lt =11, rather than
plow through 1t so steadfastly. Were the government more
conglderaiLe of 1ts citizens it would require the Hinistry to
Liulld weather stations every fifty miles north of the
slxtieth parallel.” He paueed., "And man them.”

I'd never heard him say so mach at one time. He’'d
clearly thought about it a lot., He tapped agaln, as 1if
tapping an end to that particular line of inquiry, ae if
he"d eald, with hies irritating anthority, all that there was
Lo say about it. I could tell that he was serious. There
war no note of resignation in hie voice, not & hint of the
longing common to most gonthern men who are forced into the
north fuor long periods, longing in their voices, their talk.
lined into their very faces. MNecAlpine was a sure man. And
he spoke with such curious authority that it took me a
moment to cousider that he wae telliug me with absolute
conviection that his was a model marriage. Witn him perched
on a rock in that sea of show, still lost in the blueprints
of a home long after it was bullt. It was an argument

coming from someone who had cached hies 1ife high in the
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Avctic.  Bomeone who'd tried to move futo an abandounod
chicken coop at Hope's Advance Bay., It was annoyineg that 1
had taken him serionsly. [ had an urme to jar him, to shuake
some frozen story oul of him, to hear what he really knew,
Not some immaculate little fabrication of ideal relatious
from & middle-aged ghoct gnlaged in Mould Ray.

"Ferhaps you no longer know. Ferhape you've forgot ten
what you're miseglng, frocen away up here for go many yvears,
Do yon have any pilcetures of your famlily?” McAlpine ighored
my reference to hie family., Hie eyes hardened and fixed
upob me ag he replied:

"Onee you ve lived in the Arctie -- I'm not talkling
abhout, the tourilsts who come up hare with thelr seseonal
projects, or even the bush pilots who fly throuvgh -- 1 sizan
once you've lived in the high Arctic without moving for =
winter or two, it 1s in your bones. 1t imprisons your soul,
It is not a place to eeek or find tranquillity, you know, in
this silence. Then, you are neveyr south again withont the
egense that you're missing something, that you are not, where
vou should be.” He had begun to gpeak vapidly and suddendy
he stopped. As 1f he'd sald too mich. He nodded towards
the door, as 1L looking for a way out of the couverestion.
"Consider just this storm. The south’ e are not comparable.”

I was looking at a born weatherman, of that I wag cure,



Auvone who lived ont their l1ife in the Arctic because
eonthern gtorme couldn’ t measnre np had fo be, The blue
eyver flared ae he continued:

"There ie s point -- I wonld speculate that most of ug
comne Lo it, heve or there -- a point at which one calls the
fidelitiee of =z lifetime into gquestion. And after that, you
dust settle In, You grow tired.”

“Well that s it, that'e what I mesn,” I replied.
“Yon're tired of nothing. You don’t have anything.”

"It len" 1t a aquestion of things. It isn’'t even a
question of faith or despair. One simply tires.”

"Tires of what?" 1 wap having trouble understandi-g
whal he meant. As with Horace, our conversation seened
dicconnected, not really a conversatlon at all.

"Of ... news, of eating an egg every morning, the smell
of that which wae once a favourlte food, books, valuee, the
way we all parrot ‘each other, the drone of one’s oun volice;
and yes, one even hLires of ..." He stopped speaking.
Abesently, he tapped at the blueprint with his ringed hand.
Though there was likely nothing more to it, I later wished
that I had asked him wheat it was he was about to say. With
what item was he going to conclude his dreary life ligt of

tiresome things? 1 would have liked to know exactly.

"Tell me, " he concluded, "of something that doesn ™t




grow familiar. I conuld have answered a thousand thingrn.
Quickly, automatically, 1 replied:

“Flying.”

"Flying 1o where? Holman [eland? Winter Harbownpe?”

"1t doesn™t matber.”

"Bacavse you aren bt goling anywhere, Yon " re juet golng .
Ae if the present were only a preparstion for the Tutare.”

"To Pearson,” 1 replled,

That: emile again. Llke I'd proven hies point.

"To hone,"” T corvecled,

And that was it. He returned his sttention to hie
blueprints se 1Ff he'd saild his plece and was talked right
ont.. Ouieide, for miles around and to twenty thousand fret
above us, the storm continued. 1 too was tived, for the
momenl, at least. Tired of the worth, of Mould Bay
convergatione as omlnous and obscure as ite foul weather. 1
wicshed McAlpine good night and thanked him for the food and
lodging.

“1°11 be taking off before dawn 1f 1it's clear, 1l
you~ve snything yon'd 1like me to take couth snd mall.”

"No. I'm retiring soon. Horace doesn’'t write.” ile
earlier comments, about Mould Bay being hie finsl station,
took on 2 new meaning ~- he was retiring. He would be

forced ont of the north.
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"We'll egee yvon next trip,” I eaid, "0Or maybe in the
sontl, my phone nmamber’s on the form.” Again the smile. He
got. up, went over and pnl on hils beootz, and reached for his
parka. He nodded towards me and wished me a safe journsy.

Ou the way to the room I etopp=d in the kitchen to
make sandwiches for the morning. Horace had retired. Hie
kitchen wag clean and well organized and I wondered if it
was hie way of keeping it or if it was like that at
McAlpine s insistence, The bottle was put away, Unee back
in the room I took out my maps and went over my routing for
the flight. With any luck st all there'd be a few weeke of
gommer left when I got home, At Coppermine there were
phones; I could call and talk to them. I packed my gear to
he ready for an early start., I turned out the light and 1T
cerawled into the cot.,

Drifting into sleep, I heard the storm sabelding.
Between guets the 1ulle were longer and the wind itself was
lese furious at ite peak than it had been earlier. The
change in the weather was encouraging: I was anxious to go.
AL qulet moments, when the wind carried lightly from a
particular direction, I could make owt the faint pulse of a
diesel generator. Then I heard Horace’'s volce and for
s moment I thought I°d fallen into some unhappy dream of

Monld Bay and ite cltizens. In the darknese I opened my
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eyes, I heard Horace again, though I conldn’t make ont. hiw
words., I waited for HeAlpine to reply, But he dld not.. It
war Just Horace in his roow, btalking +o himself. Hie
eporadic low guamblings intermingled with the wind ag 1t
burbiled abont. my window. Periodically, and laced with
ang~r, an outburet that I conld net make out clearly rose
londer in the hall Lo draw me briefly back from sleep - -
only to stop abruptly and subgide again, into hoaree

munbles, and quiet,

McAlpine had been right abont the weather. The moruing
shone clear and cold, with a brisgk wind blowing from the
north. 1 recall whitecaps flecking the burnished surface of
Ammdeen Gul f. Aud Vietoria Island, & white plain nicked by
dark outecrops, expanding oceanically +o a thin line above
which solid Blue walled the horizon., Holwan Ieland wae
behind me, and behind Holman, Winter Harbour. And far
behind that the thought of Hould Bsy: forlorn, remote, and
buried in snow., It seemed years away, as 1f flight allowed
the escape of time 1iteelf.

I refuelled at Coppermine. With the clesr weather. the

full moon, and the north wind holding, I was contemplating a

night leg to Hay Biver. It wonuld have gained me half A day



116

sont.hbound, When I went to the tower to double check the
forenast, the weatherman told me that they "d received = call
from Monld Bay:

"Someone 1s dead, We'll likely need yvour chopper.
[t's the only one around.” 1 thought of Horsce.,

“"Horsce ie dead?”

"What?"  He looked at me, alarmed, I told him 1 Q3 bhesn
there before, and that I knew both McAlpine and !Horace.

"McAlpine, Did he kill the cook?" I asked him. Tae
weatherman told me that he had no detalls of the
circumetances . He told me that the nighi before they'd
received one message in Morse Code requesting sessistance,
that they had been unable to re-establish contact with Mould
BRay, that the Coppermine statlion manasger wae planning to go
In wlth ne in the morning. And that Mould Bay station had,

slnce gending the one mesepage, falled to transemit the

weather,

We were airborne shortly before 07:00 hours. The
weather held clear all the way but with the headwind it uas
slow going. By the time we croseed Crozier channel it wae
late afternoon, A thin emudge of smoke stalined the horizon
at the end of the Bay, and then the statlon: emall and dark
againgt the wthite surround., I reduced power, descended to a

hundred feet, and circled the gtation before landing. I



could see McAlpine with his parka on, sitting in a chair hy
the door of the ptation,  The roof was clean,  We landed aned
T =hat down qulick,

Wee hurried up the path, vp my very tracke From Lhe
morning before., MeAlpine, looking in our direction, waitesd
for ne in the chair. The douvr o Lhe station opened s
from it Horsce emerged to stand there -- Lo stand there
heside McAlpine, For a moment I thonght Lthere’d been o hinge
mistake, or a terrible Joke, 1. wan then, as we reachend Jhie
station, that I reallsed MeAlpine hadn t moved,

"Horace,” I sald.

“He "s dead.” Horace sald, anconcernedly. HeAlpine woe
dead, I removed s glove and touched hie cheek. He wao
desd, As we slood there, looking at him, & bizarre thoupht
came to me -- that his last migrstion had not been arduous.
That, he hadn’t changed much: & litble paler, slightly more
taciturn, the eame grey leesue parka; and the same cold, hlue
eves gazing out to the tundra. Equally solitary.

"How did he dle, Horace?"” 1 asked. Horace cleared his
throat and shrugged.

"Don’t know., He didn"t show up for breakfast. [ fonnd
him out heve. Sitting there. Dead.” There wasn t much

elee Lo oay, McAirine wae dead., Horasce cleared hie throst
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Aagain, "Hed becn lLooking at hle blueprinte., They're on
hir desk ., ”

"Let's get ont of here,  Can we get him back to
Coppermine tonight?”  The station manager looked to wme as he
vpoke. I checked Lthe time. It would be a night flight Lot
the weather was holding and the wind was good,

"Leb's go,” I sald. The manager sud I lifted MeAlpine
of f the chair. Horasce picked up the chair and moved inside
to collect his bthinge. He was much lighter than I expected
him to be, We moved with him back down the path, setti
Iiim on & wind-riven snow bank near the machine. 1 took a
net, from the cargo hatech and spread it open in front of the
helicopter,

"What."g the net for?" the mansger asked.

"With the three of ns and the gesr, there isn’t encugh
room ineide,” I said. "We have to take him external, on
the hook. There s no other way.” I don't know what the
manager had expected. There wae nothing else to do. 1 know
I wasn' L keen on sitting sehoulder to shoulder with a desd
man on bthe long flight south. 1 set McAlpine in the net,
And took a last look at him. The smile sealed his lips. I
pnlled the hood of his parka up over hieg head and fied it
heneath hie chin. Then 1 raiged the net over him and

att.ached one end of the lanyard to the grip. 1 crauwled
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nnder the machine and attached the olher end of the lanyard
t.ex the cargo hook. By the time T°d finlehed, Horsce hod
arrived at the helicopter. We Jonded the machine, fired oy,
and 1ifted off, We gsined speed sand climbed heavily oat of
Mould Bay., Horace dildn’t once look back,

One might imagine that there ig 1ittle Lo be ceen from
a plone al night., Tn the Aretic, a fall moon lighte the
planet freehly. In waye uat vieible ln day. Just north of
Winter Harbonr, eight thougand feet in the egky, Horsce and
Lhe manager slepth, I leanaed my head back to look up.  And
held the upper edge of the glanted canopy agaiusgt a black
vanlt glittering with stare, The Wllky Way was a denee,
Llazing arch; the sky, celear 2 a window., The world, and
the helicopter iteelf, geemed ntterly =111, I pecred doun
between my feet, In the load mirror below, the net hnng
gracefnlly in the downwash. And far below thab:  Lhe #nou
covered tundra, egéamlese and vaet, Hoonlight ehlmmered
wanly on the surface of the white land; bauke of iee-fog,
cryztalline and ricepaper thin, diffused the pale eheen.
The Aretic, at times, can be eomething more than lonely --
the earth appeared no more my planet Lhan the distant etaprs,
I armed the cargo releage; a small green light blinked
gilently overhead. I thought of MecAlpine. How he thought

flying was not golng anywhere, but just going. How the
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north had captured hisg sonl. In the still air the wmachine
gqinfvered, Joet =lightly, ag the hool releazed. I hanked
penlbly, careful not Lo etir them from thelr gleep, nand for
an dpetant T oasw MeAlpine se the net fluttered open and he
tuombled free.  Like wings, hle arms flew oul in a wide
cmbrace,  And then he was gone, indiscernible in the lonsg

white L=low,






Solo

I should tell you about the Blue Star. Well, before
that, I shonld tell you abovt my last flight as a bush
pilot,

For » vesr or two, things had been bnilding between
Reth and myeelfl., The truth bhe told., our situation wss
tertier than L was able to realize, thovgh 1 can now look
back and clearly nee that we were well into & stall wvhen,
by my caleulation, we were holdlng strsight and level. Al
the time, I°3 have wagered my bottom dollar thsast we'd
managed all the right, manceuvres, that Beth and I had wade
all the critical turns together and thsat we'd broken
through the heavy weather, that we were well on our way Lo
blue-egky flying. 1°d cashed in some Red Ridge shares 174
bersn holding on to for dry timee, and made a more
permanent, deal for the farm we d been renting down the
road from Juet’s old place. There wee enough left over to
finance a brood of imported hens, which I was sure would
he a popular, bilg-dollar sale at the bistroe that were
cropping up all over Young etreet in those heady yeares., I
threw up a few rolle of chicken wire, built a coop against
the back fence line, and brought in two hundred chicke the
firet spring of our big change. I knew it wouldn’t be
enough to live on, buil calculated that it wonld at least

cover the taxes and, with good luck, throw a substantisl
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brake on the drsin of our savings while [ looked arcuund
for something elee., Grace was three and thrilled to her
tors,  Having me around all the time was as good for her
art 14 was for me, sinple thinge waking the difference,
like driving baeck Lo the farm with the firet three ornles
of chicke on the Lench sgest betwecn ns, Lhelr ateady
peeping and minute scratching caueing her to lean over and
pecr through an air hole every ten or fifteen seconds the
wvhole drive home. Or driving out to the Blue Star Motel,
gonth of the alrport on old Route #1, for a vielth with
Juet, who had taken a permanent room there, and who hiad
finally eettled down after his bad luck yvear with Gail,
Jnuet never failed to have a treat or two for Grace, sud a
good plane story for me, "Like his latest one, the theory
that flying is so msafe, with 2o much inherent redundancy,
that vou have to miescne three times 1In a row hefore yon 11
actnally crash. And of couree, overall, the sure
knowledge that I wasn’'t going away flying any more. It
had been an oppreesive thought that had hung over even the
hest of our times, like heavy cloud, for far too long,
Right off, I signed up for a gelf-improvement conree
at the Scarborough Community College., 1 expected bhen
that Beth would become more relaxed., But right from the

beginning I had a feeling that she wasn’t completely
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convinced that the new me was really me, that she was
Liding her time with a fair measure of her steady good
falth, but keeping a card cloege to her chest at least for
the time belng., That ghe waen’t counting her chickens
before they hatched, so te gpeak, We didn 't talk abont. it
mich, There wasn't a lot to say. She’d made 1t plain
that. she needed a change, and for me, there it was., 174
delivered., By my count, if we kept things tight, we had a
rolld safe year Lo make it all work, to get thinge up =0 I
wonldn't have to fly ithe Arctic ever again.

Feriodically., I'd stop by the hangar to touch bage
with my old assoclates., On-one of these vigits, Greene,
the chief pilot, suggested I do an hour or two of air Lime
a month -- to stay current -- which I admit I did agree
to, but only under the clear understanding that I would
not go north, that I might do a flight teet or two around
Fearson 1f they were stuck, or that T might ferry a
replacement machine to one place or another when all the
crews were off on contractes and eomething serious broke
down. But only if the company was in a severe pinch. And
nothing long-term.

My big error was neglecting to discuse with Beth this
informal arrangement I°d made with Greene. Not because it

meant much, but because an ounce of thought on my behalf



would have foreseen that Beth would take it for far more
than it was when she eventnally found out, that she wenld
take it as gomethlng sly Lthat T°d done dead agalnst the
Hrailn of our new way of llving, ag gome pgure gign of my
resl intention, s =ign that JT°d never really meant to
gtlek with the new way of life for long. 1t was bonnd to
reinforece her oft-voleced suspicioun that I had not made my
big change becaugs 1 genninely wanted 11 for myself, bnt
because she d crow-barred me to it, Grace belng the
fuleram upon which she”d pried. For myeelf, such
considerations are indivieible, the famlly group being
what it ig. And what it should be. Cutting off aud
followlng one part of that idea is, in my mind, blind-
canyvon thinking, bound to get you nowhere you want to go,

My other error wag not to gee until too late that Lhe
reason we didn’t btalk aboyt it mnch was not because Lhere
wacsn t much to say, which there waegn’'t, but because the
card Beth wae holding cloge was ﬁer aonviction ~-- a
bedrock migconception, really -- that I didn"t want Lo
give up flying. Thies made it, hard for her to belleve Lhat
the Lig new Leginning was our Jjoint project, that it wae
something we both wanted, and not something that I "did
for her" as she put it. While I congldered it a done

deal, a nailled-doun and cloged conversation of no further



practical import, Lhere remained in her way of seeing
Lhings a structural enag smack through the foundation of
onr new start.., Becmnse no talk of mine could dispel her
worry, eshe warn unable to bring it up in any kind of an
rven -handed or clear way. There I was, thinking we’d both
turned the corner tougether, And 1here Beth was, with
everything she d sald she wanted, shoaled high and dry on
the single idea that in my heart of hearts I wasn’t really
there at all. And given that, that it wouldn't last. It
was a hard belief to argne down. Reallizing there was
little hope that I could talk her into a change of mind, I
left Lhe toplec well alone; in fact, I avolided it like
clear fece, It was my guess that with a few more entries
In our loghook her doubts would fade away, to be filled
over and buried by the accumulating details of our new
life on the farm. And at times, it almost seemed to me
that we were heading that way. Until Greene called.

Beth and I were sitting on the back porch, sharing a
pot. of Earl Grey. Grace was down and hangered for the
night. I°d happened to glance up at a plane angling in
for Fearson. From where we were sgitting, the sun had
61ipped below the horizon. But the fuselage of the plane,
up a few hundred feet and east, was glazed a brilliant

rose, The cockpit canopy shone like a plate of pure gold.
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"You're missing something.,” Beth said. Her words
vere kKindly., Aes 1f she wag inviting me Lo pour my heart
ont, llke a cup of that Earl Grey, s0 sghe could help me
with whatever my problem might be. T Kknew right off,
thongh, where her conversation would likely finieh nyp,
Her tone, one of upessgy restraint, 1it cautlion lights
acroos my mind,  After a few years of Lime together, the
lay of the land reads pretty gquick. 1 kept on looking ot
the plane, The landing gear folded oubt of 178 shadowed
belly, I conld just make out the leading edge glate awn
they inched up and jacked forward of the wing. Up on the
cousole, three greens would be flasshing. 1 was stalling
for time while I searched for a reeponse that would calm
her sugplieion, derall the conversatlon from the dlrectlon
it was heading, and avold the familiar pltfall she’d
opened up in front of me, wide and deep ag Lake Ontarlo,
Truth was, nothing I could think of was missing right
then, except perhape a deeper bank account, & concern 1
had managed to park at the outekirte of my preoccupations,

“"You have Lo miss some things to have others. 1 am
not, disappointed with my cholces.” I beamed her my best
verslon of a contented farmer’'s smile, And I did 1t with
a clear heart. I knew Beth would never buy it if I told

her 1 was a gatisfied man. My play mway have been weak,
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bnt it wag far enough ont in left field that ehe’d have
trouble working 1t back to home plate, At least so 1
hoped,  The phone rang. T was relieved to hear 1t and
concluded, too early, that good lnek was clreling my way,
I woade a mental note Lo avold looking up at planes al
inopportune times., Beth set her onp on the porch, got up
and wepnt in Lo anewer the telephone,  The plane tucked ont
of elght, into the ribbony hace-grey layered at the
horizon., I got up and walked off the porch, enroute to
check ont, the chlcken coop., By uow, the hens would be
perched and dusk-quiet, thelr skinny eyelids at half-lens,
drooping down in direct syvne with the falling light. The
mted roar of the plane’s englnes rose softly, and then
frrll in the distance. To hear it thies far from the
alrport, they'd have had Lo have gelected full reverge
thruet; the flight crew wae likely fiuishing off thelir day
with a wager on meaking the first torn-off to the taxiway.
Or maybe they Jnst loanded too late, too far down the
runway, and needed eavery ounce of power on tap to get
turned around., I heard the screen door squeak as it
operned behind me. Beth's voiece carried out to me in the
yujel yvard,

"It’s for you, Ernest.” The screen door snapped

shul, without a squeak. Beth wss back inside, which meant
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v me that ghe’d positioned herself within easy earshot of
the telephone., Mot a good gign. Woendering who if ool
be, I turned back, and went in for the bad uews.

"How goer it, Ernie?” Creene’o voice, Greene’n
timing., 1 told hlw things were going just fine, lesuning
heavy on the "jnet fine,” Beth had [11led the eink with
uater and wasg losding in the snpper diches,

"We need 9 machline north, pronto,”

"Where Lo7 Where's Donaldeon?”  Donaldson wan the
ancigned ferry pilet, Bebh's bhack stiffened a fracticn,
Hort, wonldn ™t have notliced Lk, Bnl T knuew where to look,
I shonld have just seked abont Donaldson and nobt beon in
such a hurry about the when and where to,

"He wan cleaning hle eaves this mornlng. Fell off
the ladder and ftwisted hie ankle., 1 gotta have a machiue
in Fayne Bay this week, ‘HQW'E first light for northbonnd?
Straight up and straight back.” Payne Bay, up in the
eagtern Arctic, 171 hadn’t been there vet, On top of
that, ferry flighte sre good oneg: yon're golo and liaht,
no pagsengersg on bosrd to take care of and distract yon,
Beth stopped with the dlches Aand walked back ont to Lhe
porch, letting the soreen slam in again, which I kuew eshe
tnew I wouldn't fail to notice, In our particular

lexicon, which wasg as fine-tuned as most coinples”, letting
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the sereen door bang twice like she had, with Grace just
Gleeping, wasr the rough equivalent of a five-minute volley
an tnch off my bow, I told Greene I°d get back o him
later and hung np Lhe phone., On my way back to the porch
T Jdiverted to the pantry and dag ont a can of 3 in 1 oil.
Opee outeide, T moved the soreen door back and forith with
my lefi hand and esgqueesed g few drops of the oil over the
binges. 1 kept on moving the door until the oil worked in
and the saueaking dissppeared. And then I waved that doorv
back and forth a feyw more Limes for good meagure, T
aloged Lthe door without Jetiing it make a sound, and sat
down beside Beth,

"You are miesing something,” Beth sald again, "you
arc miesing somethling big, and you don'f even sgee it%.
There s ot a thing you can do about 1t, now, It's too
late.” It was pact the time for being cagey. That much I
Kknew. ‘

"Greene needs me to ferry a machine north. Donaldson
fe1l off a ladder and broke his leg. It would be a fasi,
two thonsand bucke, With good weather 1711 be home for
Snnday e barbecue.”  Juet, and a few of the pllote and
thelr familles, were scheduled to come by on Suunday
afterncon, T looked towards Beth, Over the porch and

about, her the twilight had deepened gun-barrel blue, oo
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dork ko gee clearly bt for the silhonette-curl of her
hair, lined sharp agalnot the oluwber of uhite asweet .poan
she d hung under her Kitchen window. Belh Jdidn’t oay
anything. Which meant that she was waltling for me to roy
anothar word now, to say something that wonld tear un
locege from Lhig one conversation to which we seened
irrevocably bound,

"With the extra money we could mayhe fly Grace Lo
Dicney World thie winter. It's not that far from Tampsa-5Ht
Pete., Greene g gol. an apartweut there., I could make n
deal with him.” I looked away {from her then, to ont off
the porch, glving her time to appreciabe my new
roseclbllities.

"I Whink yon ghould make yvour deal with Greene,”
Beth sald, with hardly a second thought, her volce a
little less crisp bub skill hard-edged,

In the gquavery near-nights beyond the coop, a
neighbour’s window lit smwall and esquare, golden-warm.
Across Lhe field in the other Jirvection a car door
slammed. An engine started, revved, revved up sgain, and
Lthen motored out of earshot,

"T°d better check the cb ckens.” 1 sald.

"Ernest, you are miesing something. For me.” B&he

said 1t a third time, adding the “for me” guletly at the
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end, It wae an obseure twiet tacked on Lo the tail end of
ony tall, somebthing for me to puszle over., It was a
tactlo of Beth'e, long-familiar to me., one which left, her
the laet word, and one without which our exchange wonld
not he oveyr,  And at thal, ghe was up on her feet and head
bent, whoklng the night ont of her hair, tossing the
leavingse of Earl Grey ont over the lawn before heading in.
Thovgh lese gulek, I was up Loo, and off the porch and
acroes the yvard lickety-splik, Almosil o the henhouse,
where T wae slruck cold by a quick, fuuny sensation. I
turned around and looked back to the porch where now no-
one wae 2itting., The windows of the house were dark.
Except for Grace's npstaire, which wae 1it faintly by her
night-light, and the one above the box of sweet-peas,
whleh was bright, the one at the kitchen sgink. I could
see Beth leaning over the dighes. 1 gtood there for a
moment,, stock-still in the yard, to eee her Zramed like
that, And just then, she stiffened up her back agailn, and
looked stralght. out, steady into the night-£f1lled pane, 1
waved her a small wave and moved a few steps closer in,
towards the light from the window that spilled, like a
atrip of yellow tin foll, over the porch to the yard. Tor
a gecond I was sure she’d seen me too., But ehe gave me no

glgh back., She just looked ashead, dead ahead, ag if her




tan

mind was set and full of worry. None of uwhich could bLie
cased by seeing me, Tu the pit of my octomach there came o
hollow feeling, a feeling that tromble of a proporbtion
greater than T conld know was settling down apon me.

T looked up ot the sy, It was clear all romul, the
hlack overhead plerced only by one pale hlue gtlar. “Thiee
Horth Star,” I though to mygelf, almozt antomatically,
But. 1t was hauglug south of the airvport, too far sonth Lo
be that one. Ik didn’t matter. 1In any cage it was
perfect weather for flying; good, rsole flying. “No nhy
folling,” I thought to myself, Grace g favourite chicken
story fresh in my mind. “No sky'e falllng on me.” And |
headed in, to call bhack Greene and pack my dufflebag (o

the flight.






