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Copyright notice

Copyright ©️2026 

by Caide Ivan Flint 

All rights reserved 

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any(and) all forms without permission from the author or publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

Every element and(or) aspect within this story, names, characters, and incidents portrayed are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons (deceased or living), places, buildings, products, etc. is(are) purely coincidental. 

Non-Affiliation Disclaimer: 

The author: Caide Ivan Flint is not affiliated, associated, authorized, endorsed by, or in any way officially connected with any persons, brands, and or entities coincidently conducting business under the same name; Caide Ivan Flint. Use of the name is purely coincidental and is not intended to imply any affiliation with or endorsements by such persons and or entities. At this time the author does not use the name to engage in the selling of goods and or services outside of selling books. Except for two monetized Tiktok accounts in which users on the platform have the option to interact with and/or support Caide Ivan Flint.

A Message To The Reader: (For your well-being)

The author HIGHLY ADVISES that you, the reader, take the time and diligence to READ the introduction, disclaimer, copyright notice, content warning, and advisory warning THOROUGHLY before reading the first chapter and moving on to the rest of the story. If you, the reader, choose to ignore and disregard this message by going into the story blind. Well then, that is on you.

Advisory Warning:

If you have post-traumatic stress disorder, struggle with depression, anxiety, have suicidal thoughts, tendencies, any mental disability, psychological issue(s), and/or impairment(s) that was(were) NOT mentioned above. You probably should NOT read this book. The author drew on his darkest intellectual imagination to create this work of fiction. The following story is intended for entertainment purposes only, not a detriment to mental and(or) physical health. 
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Dedication




[image: ]


I would like to dedicate This Night to my first truck. What? Come on, give me a break. A man can love his truck! Miss you buddy, but also, it’s just a truck so I’m not gonna be that sentimental about it. 
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​Introduction 
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​(Epigraph)

“Coincidences, in general, are great stumbling-blocks in the way of that class of thinkers who have been educated to know nothing of the theory of probabilities—that theory to which the most glorious objects of human research are indebted for the most glorious of illustration.” 

~Edgar Allan Poe~

Canadian To American Translator


The States = The United States Of America.

Holy Smokes = ‘Wow,’ ‘Holy Shit!’, ‘I can’t believe it!’

Banger = A party or large gathering where individuals  become rowdy and intoxicated.

Customs = The U.S/Canada border.

Eh = No definitive meaning. A two-letter sound Canadians use to emphasize a question or statement.

Royally = Very, or the equivalent to absolute certainty. 

Ketchup Chips = A delicious snack that most Americans are deprived of. It’s a bag of potato chips that taste just like french fries dipped in ketchup.

About = Around (As the area the concurrent statements are in reference to). Pronounced like ‘a boot.’

Poutine = French fries covered in gravy and cheese  curds. In some cases it may be served with extra/additional toppings.

The Gas Pumps = A Gas or Fuel Station.

For Shit = An object, person, concept or idea deemed  as useless or junk.  
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Chapter 1.
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This Place

If I don’t get this done, it might be over for me. But if the wrong people find out why I’m here, they will hang me. I’ll be on every news headline. Canadian resident Ivan Nowak was found dead at age twenty-seven in the middle of nowhere.

I once watched one of those old western cowboy movies. Where somebody got hanged by a noose. First, it was the hue of the skin on his neck. His veins were pulsating from his jawbone down to his shirt collar. Purple and blue as he suffocated. 

I’d like to pretend that’s where the desensitization started. But if I’m being honest with myself. It started with my uncle in the woods. No, it was not seeing the bear’s end trails, gutted. Probably by some other creature higher up on the food chain or another bear.

It was the killing of a deer. We needed to eat. We were in a cabin five hours from the closest town. It was the watery tears in the deer’s eyes. The eyes that sent a numbing sensation coursing through my veins.

I like to tell myself that’s why I enlisted. Gutting a man would’ve been easier to live with. More of a challenge. It’s the challenge that helps me sleep at night. Killing the innocent, slaughtering the defenseless, always made me feel a sense of guilt. 

After studying the Revolutionary War of the United States. Something inside me always resonated. Resonated with me to protect the innocent. To provide for those who are at risk or struggle to provide for themselves. 

It’s funny that I think that, though. I feel so protective inside. Not that I can find the better words for it, eh. Hopefully I won’t have to worry about that. Being in Montana, I feel like most people could get behind my cause.

It’s the folks back home who would burn me at the stake. People in Alberta just don’t get it. Thankfully, most of my people do. But my people aren’t in Alberta. They are behind screens. Watching, listening for everything I have to say.

Some days it feels like there’s nothing I don’t tell them. My time away from the Navy has spoiled me. Frozen fingertips and swamp ass never used to faze me. The comforts that come with my new role killed the animal in me a bit. Only a bit; it’s still in me.

“Tuh-huh,” I chuckle aloud. Still in me. 

My dad would’ve given me a hard time for that one. Oh geez, there I go again with the innuendos.

How much longer till a mile marker? This is a long drive. I mean, I know what I was in for when I planned this journey. But sitting here in my truck, rolling down this uneven backwoods road, is a different story. 

Wheatfield after wheatfield, after more wheatfields. At least I’m not in some rundown sedan like my first car. I’d be pushing that piece of junk by now.

What the hell am I thinking? I’ve been sitting here sweating my nuts off in this Montana summer heat. Where is that button at? I know I just got this truck, but I’m still getting used to all the buttons and gadgets in here. 

Oh yeah, they put it on the screen now. I navigate to the tab on my touchscreen that allows me to select cooled seats. That feels better. I need to adjust my attitude.

This isn’t like me to sit here, bitching and moaning. I’m in a luxury truck on a mission; no, it’s a journey of a lifetime. Such a great opportunity, and I’m thankful for it. Are you kidding me? Tillamook, Montana, two miles away!

“Dammit!” I cuss aloud.

Unfortunately, that sign isn’t in the wrong place; I am. Stupid ass country roads got me all mixed up. I’m better than this. Tillamook is one of the last towns I intended to hit on the way back. Then shoot back home. 

I should’ve followed eighty-seven south like I originally planned. You know what, it’s fine. Not a big deal; I’ll pull over once I get into town. Find a spot to look over my notes and atlas.

Making adjustments on the fly is a strong suit of mine. What I was trained to do. If anything, I guess I could just do the reverse of what I planned. It’s not like it’s gonna stop me from getting the job done.

My former captain always said I was a natural at adapting. Ivan Nowak, you belong everywhere more than anybody else. Man, he said that to me a lot in the service. Rest in peace Captain Wilson. 

He was the best damn NTOG captain the Navy had. The man was there when I enlisted. He passed just before I moved on. Tuh, passed, I watched him die with his intestines seeping out from under his vest. Which was sopping with blood by the time we reached the extraction point.

It’s getting dark out; the sun sets fast in Montana. It seems like it was just over my head a second ago. Maybe I’m seeing so much wheat because Tillamook is a major distributor. I don’t know that for sure, but if I had to guess, that’s what I would say.

It’s been nothing but wheatfields for kilometers on end since I veered off eighty-seven. Being in an area like this makes me sentimental. My dad would’ve given me his canola farm if I hadn’t enlisted in the military. It’s better that he sold it before he passed. 

There’s no way I would’ve been able to keep up with it. Farming is more than just a full-time job. It’s an all-the-time job. My father busted his ass on that farm. If I knew he was gonna have a heart attack. I would’ve stayed the last couple of years and eased the workload. Maybe he’d still be here. 

But the military had me all over the place. There was no time to be at home. I see houses up ahead. There are a few structures peeking over the rooftops way behind them. That’s gotta be downtown beyond the neighborhood. 

I scouted a lot of places on Google Maps. It’s a little tricky to remember which towns had what. And, I am entering the neighborhood now. What’s that sign say? Tillamook, Montana: population seven hundred fifty-two. 

This really is a little farm town. And man, it looks like shit. What’s the speed limit for residential areas in the States? Twenty five miles per hour. Okay, I’m doing forty kilometers per hour, so I’m good. 

I take in my surroundings. Simultaneously taking my foot off the gas pedal. My truck coasts at twenty kilometers per hour. Holy smokes, that car is upside down. Almost every house has a broken window and a busted-down door. 

People in the States are wild. It looks more like there was a riot than a tornado. Shit’s broken, but there’s not much debris scattered about. The only debris is from shattered windows, torn-up roofs, and banged-up cars. Maybe it was a giant frat party. But there’s no university
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