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​FROM THE AUTHOR 

“On the sand lies a fallen carambola, its skin worn by salt and time. When you open a carambola with a dreamcatcher, a perfect star reveals itself—a guide hidden in the fruit. 

By rising out of the mind and joining the eagle in its flight, we gain the height needed to observe how we relate to all living beings on Earth. Through this elevated gaze—and by exhaling down into our feet—we return to the present moment, guided by intuitive intelligence. From there, we can walk forward with a clearer, expanded consciousness.”  (book cover)

​An Alternative Healing Path

CARAMBOLA HEALING SHORES in India is not merely a pictorial autobiography.
It is a hybrid creation—part fiction, part reflection—where mental, emotional, and physical exploration intertwine in a single wandering thread.
This imagined journey mirrors my own path through grief, embodied by a therapist-protagonist whose bond with nature is intimate and alive. My first daughter, Geneviève, died of leukemia at the age of fifteen, and her absence became the silent landscape through which this story moves.

Across decades of supporting hundreds of individuals on five continents, I encountered countless real experiences of loss—of loved ones, relationships, health, employment, belief systems, identities, and safe homes. To protect the privacy of all involved, I have concealed them beneath fictional names.

My background in pragmatic engineering management, my work in psychotherapeutic support, and the trials of my personal life converged to reveal a bridge between the spiritual, the psychological, and the physical realms.

During years of field experimentation, I developed and refined a series of supportive practices—gentle reconciliations, mindful walking, and grounding meditations—designed to reveal and disarm the brain’s illusory projections.

I offer you, the reader, a collection of exercises to explore. They are intentionally playful, reminiscent of childhood games, and free from judgment or performance. Their approach follows a method of “trial and success,” encouraging resilience and perseverance rather than dwelling on mistakes.

The essential aim is to regain—whenever it seems lost—peace of mind, peace of heart, and peace within the body, cultivated through the simple simultaneity of attending to the breath and the feet.

The book you hold, or read upon a screen, is the first of a trilogy devoted to the possibilities of maintaining, restoring, and deepening mental, emotional, and physical well-being through personal growth practices.

In this first volume, the protagonist begins to uncover his inner truths by learning to hear the suffering hidden beneath his spoken and written words.

In Tome II: An Indigenous Therapist’s Journey to Healing His Childhood Trauma and Depression, he learns and practices effective processes—static and dynamic breathwork, family constellation movements, and paths of reconciliation—to begin healing the wounds he has unearthed.

In Tome III: A Self-Guided 12-Stepping Stones on a Recovery Wellness Journey, the protagonist and his new wife invite readers to engage with the natural, uncluttered healing practices developed throughout the series. These tools have been successfully tested to cultivate clarity, presence, and emotional balance throughout the mourning process.

Readers are invited to walk beside the characters and to reflect on how their discoveries might resonate with their own lives. The exercises—ranging from reclaiming projections such as judgments or desires to practicing conscious rhythmic breathing in motion—offer simple yet powerful ways to nurture clarity, presence, and inner equilibrium in times of loss.

These practices are intended as additions to your personal library of knowledge, not as replacements for medical guidance or professional therapeutic care.

May this journey accompany you gently as you reclaim your role as the stage manager of your own life.  Yves René Primeau
​QUOTES 

When a man walks towards his destiny, he is often forced to change direction.  “It's the possibility of having a dream come true that makes life interesting.” Paulo Coelho

“All that disturbs you in others is only a projection of what you have not resolved in yourself.” Buddha

“We do not inherit the Earth from our ancestors; we borrow it from our children.” — Native American proverb

It is written, "Why do you see the speck in your neighbor's eye but do not notice the log in your own?" Matthew 7:3-5

"The wound is the place where the Light enters you." — Rumi

"The real voyage of discovery consists not in seeking new landscapes, but in having new eyes." — "We are healed of suffering only by experiencing it to the full." — Marcel Proust

"Listen to the wind; it talks." Listen to the silence; it speaks. "Listen to your heart; it knows." — Ojibwe Proverb.
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​DEDICATION
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Dedicated to my resilient daughters, Isabelle and Marie-Hélène.

I offer you this book in fond memory of the courage and determination of your older sister Geneviève. 
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THE REMEMBRANCE OF her willingness and ability to live normally during 5 years of fruitless chemotherapy supported me throughout my healing journey as a bereaved father.

Fond souvenirs of my late father, René; mother, Irène; and sister, Danielle.

​DISCLAIMER
 

This is a work of hybrid fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to real events is coincidental.

Elements of Indigenous healing traditions and therapeutic themes are depicted with deep respect and creative interpretation. These representations are intended for literary exploration only and should not be taken as instruction, cultural authority, or professional advice.

The narrative reflects the author’s artistic vision and is offered as a tribute to the universal journey of healing and self-discovery. Readers seeking medical, psychological, or cultural guidance are encouraged to consult qualified professionals, religious leaders, and community elders.
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​ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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He is a philosopher, therapist, and explorer of the inner and outer worlds. Drawing on eight decades of life experience—including a background in engineering and factory people management—he offers an additional holistic approach to emotional wellness. 

Carambola Healing Shores in India distills hundreds of outcomes and his own recovery from grief into "Practical Therapy." His narrative weaves life anecdotes from 25 years of global travel through the wisdom of a nature-bound Indigenous protagonist.
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Louis is the son of Stanislas, nephew of Konrad and Papoose, and grandson of Toma and his Kokum, Kateri. From them, he learned to listen to stories, to the wind, and to the spaces between words. His work has long been about reconciliation: tending the fragile bridge between Indigenous and non-Indigenous worlds, guiding others toward ancestral and ecological ways of being.

But lately, the nights have turned uneasy. Dreams come heavy and insistent, carrying the scent of cedar smoke and old grief. Each morning, Louis wakes unsure if what he saw was a memory or a message.

When no teaching, no ceremony, and no conversation bring relief, he turns to the small circle hanging by his bed—the dreamcatcher the medicine man gave him. Its threads shimmer faintly in the half-light, and something inside him stirs: a question, maybe, or an invitation.

Soon, he will follow it. Out of his room. Out of waking life. Into the landscape of dreams, where healing speaks in images rather than words.

You may find echoes of your own story in his—restless nights, unspoken aches, and the search for balance between body, heart, and mind. If you choose to read aloud, listen to what pain rises in your own voice. It might reveal what your waking self has tried to forget.

[image: ]

"To flee the mind's fear, one must descend from the sky of thought to the deep, honest splashdown in the sea of feeling. Our dreamcatcher is the only compass. It guides the canoe's descent not only to a new, healing, exploratory shore but also to star-shaped fruits.  It will cut open the one that holds Louis’ nightmares’ guiding light to his secrets.”
​PROLOGUE: The Fall into the Dreamworld

​The Descent

AFTER A LONG, DIZZYING waltz through the peaks and valleys of my painful memories, my canoe begins to lose altitude again. Following the tilt of my dreamcatcher, my canoe dips lower.

Anxiety stirs in me as I glimpse a dark mass rising beneath the canoe. I close my eyes.

A storm of questions assaults my mind:

What's happening? Is my journey across countries ending? Will my descent into the land of nightmares continue? Am I destined to follow my son, father, and grandfather into a tragic end? Is this my passage to eternal peace?

I have no answers—only fear.

But then, the first light of morning touches my eyelids. I half-open my eyes to see a misty veil on the horizon. A shaft of sunlight begins to pierce the fog, calming my racing thoughts. The moon fades above me while the sun timidly climbs behind distant mountains. Golden rays slowly unravel from the half-risen sun, chasing away the lingering twilight. As light spreads across the sky, the haze around my mind begins to lift.

I feel myself returning—more present in my body. I drop the coat wrapped around me to the bottom of the canoe and massage my limbs, waking my neck, arms, and legs from their stiffness. Above, faint clouds paint the sky like Chinese shadows, exotic and mysterious.

Suddenly, a side wind knocks my canoe to the left. I gasp and grip the canoe's rough edge, startled. Looking down, I see a shimmering mass below—closer now.

What will fate bring? Will it swallow me and all my terrible memories?

From somewhere deep inside me, I cry out.

"Mom! I don't want to die."

The Splashdown

The sound of my voice pulls me back into the moment.

The first wave strikes my canoe with force. It bucks against the impact, and so do I.

Will it hold? Will I?

My heart pounds. Fear takes hold—for the first time since I left home. I think of my grandfather's capsizing. I hold my breath.

My dreamcatcher spins wildly, caught in the wind. Then, it steadies, and the canoe settles. On either side, two steel-blue dolphins rise, their bodies absorbing the impact. I blink—are they real? Or a sign?

Relief floods me. I exhale—phew!!!

A tiny bird with plumage of orange, yellow, turquoise, and black flutters down and perches on the dreamcatcher, chirping softly—a welcome.

The rocking of the canoe begins to soothe me again. The swaying reminds me of the half-death I carried in my nightmares. For a while, I had enjoyed drifting, lulled by stars like movie lights pulling me away from reality. But now I long for something more—to live in my body, not just my imagination.

The canoe glides over a long wave, bringing me to shore.

All around, fishing boats dot the water, painted in red, blue, white, yellow, and green. Flags flutter at their bows, religious emblems in bright colors. Nets resembling dreamcatchers hang like sentinels. I read names on their hulls—St. Anthony, St. Francis, Santa Maria, and Santa Ana—and think of my grandmother still praying to her saints.

Some boats are modern and engine-powered. Others are wide, black canoes with sails and outriggers. Fishermen in football-colored shirts wave at me. I smile hesitantly. Something in their presence calms me. The symbols are familiar. I feel safer now.

In front of me, I can see coconut palms and giant trees, which now frame a reddish half-sun in the distance at the edge of the shore. As I neared the shore, I saw them—people. The word itself seemed to shimmer in the heat above their heads, a spectrum of color: P E O P L E. Below it, on a large piece of driftwood, a single word was burned into the wood: CARAMBOLA. Carambola?  The name meant nothing to me. But the fishermen's waves, the vibrant boats... I felt a hesitant calm. Had I been brought here for a reason? Was this the place my dreamcatcher was seeking?

Pondering the sign, worry and confusion tangled with the rising heat. I wiped the sweat from my forehead. As the canoe ran aground on a sandbank, I jumped out into the shallows. The water was warm, and the sun was hot on my bare shoulders. I peeled off my heavy leather pants, jacket, and moccasins, dropping them into the bottom of the canoe, leaving me in just my moosehide shorts. It was no longer a dream; the sensations were too real.

As if sensing the shift, the small kingfisher left its perch on the dreamcatcher. It fluttered down and landed on my bare shoulder, its weight a warm, living presence. A jolt went through me—not of fear, but of pure possibility. On my chest, the reflection of the large dreamcatcher on the bow merged with the small one at my neck. For the first time, I felt whole.


Am I now ready to bring my dream of inner liberation to life?


I turn sideways to look at it. Then I see behind it, on the shore, the glint of sunlight on a red cap.  A man, in blue golf pants and a Hawaiian-style shirt, wears it. He is coming toward me with a nearly military stride. Once he reaches the point where the fishing boats have landed, he stops and turns toward me. He seems to meditate for a few moments. Then, he gestures with both hands, drawing a Celtic-style sign of the cross and other signs in the air. After waving at me, he returns in the direction from which he came. His ritualistic gestures left me with a profound sense of unease. Who was he? And what message had he just delivered? Lost in these thoughts, only now do I feel the water's warmth on my red skin, washing away the cold grip of my nightmare. I've arrived

—but where? And why?
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​CHAPTER 1: A Return to the Native Land
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​Thursday, December 15, 2011

The smell of boiling herbs and wild garlic filled Kateri’s small kitchen as dawn crept through the frosted windowpanes.

An old lady busied herself around big iron pots on a black and silver wood-burning stove. “Ouch!” she cried, jerking back as a heavy pot cover slipped and clattered onto her hand. She rushed to open the pantry door, where she kept a bottle of medicinal urine to pour on her skin mishaps for quick relief. “What is happening to me this morning? It is the first time that this has happened since Toma left me.” The pain brought her back to the days when she cooked for her men, as she used to call them. In the old days, there were five of them. They would sit at her well-stocked table for breakfast, dinner, or supper. There was always plenty for everyone. She always enjoyed seeing them eat her tasty dishes with gusto. She cooked them with loving care, following traditional ancestral recipes.

She selected the necessary ingredients, such as wild garlic, from the surrounding area to create her tasty dishes. She had taught her son, Konrad, to cook venison and wild game, such as hare, moose, deer, and bear. Her son was now using this training as a chef in his new restaurant, the Totem Resto Bar.

This morning, December 15, there was only one man for her to serve: her grandson, little Louis. She had lost many men over the years, and that thought suddenly darkened her expression. Tears poured over her old, hollow cheeks, dried out by wind, sadness, and age.

Of course, Louis was no longer so little at age 49, standing over six feet tall. But to her, he was still 11 years old. She remembered him coming to her for comfort the day his father, Stanislas, her third child, died. This painful memory filled her eyes with tears again. As if it were not enough sorrow for her, the Akiawenrahk River’s “water snake” had taken her husband’s life seven years later. Until Louis’s arrival, she had rented rooms to boarders. Louis had appeared the day after the last one left. He seemed a little lost after a sad divorce.

A sudden scream brings her attention out of her regular daydreaming sessions.

“No! No! No! Please don’t die!” Kateri heard from the kitchen stove, where she had returned to cook breakfast. The words sliced through the quiet house like a cry from another world.

She hurried up to her grandson’s bedroom, her heart pounding madly. Holding her breath, she entered the room. She relaxed when she saw Louis sleeping in the dim morning light and curled up in his wrinkled, flowery blue sheets. She was relieved to find that nothing had gone wrong. The only thing she noticed was the dreamcatcher twirling over Louis’s head. She was aware that her grandson was still having nightmares, and this had been happening ever since he came to live with her. His arrival had given her a new reason to stay alive. But now, as she looked at him with tenderness and compassion, she felt helpless.

How can I help him when I am not free from similar losses?

Kateri remembered the shock she felt to hear of her husband’s death from Louis’s lips. In her despair, she could not express her grief in front of this pale young boy. She had just finished decorating the cake with strawberries, her grandson’s favorite. She had been expecting two smiling faces, ready to celebrate Louis’ birthday. She began to cry again. She thought she had moved past the loss of her husband, Toma, a doubting Thomas, as well as that of her son, Stanislas, Louis’s father. Why was sadness remaining in her heart after all her daily prayers? She still believed in miracles, reciting the rosary before the statue of the Holy Mary, participating in yearly novenas to St. Anne, and attending Sunday Masses at Notre-Dame-de-Lorette Church. 

When she noticed Louis’ legs moving, she rushed back to her kitchen to hide the traces of tears on her face. She had to show that she was strong in front of him, as she had always done.

Upon hearing the old wooden pine stairs crack, Louis woke up. Slowly, he opened his slightly blurred eyes. He looked at his dreamcatcher, stirred by unseen currents. For a moment, he felt lost. Where am I? In a dream or reality? But when his eyes came across his snowshoes hanging on the wall, he realized he was lying in bed. He remembered that his grandfather had built this bed from hard maple, with a headboard made from white birch. This memory brought a sense of sadness to his heart.

Slowly, he got out of bed by reluctantly putting his feet on the cold floor. “Brr!”

After completing his morning hygiene rituals, Louis went down to the kitchen. He pretended not to see the sad look on his grandmother’s face. Instead, he says with a discouraged tone of voice,


-  Kokum, I don’t feel like going to work today, but I have to. I have appointments with six clients. It is becoming more challenging for me to help them with their problems. I can’t say no to their request.


Kateri, trying to hide her sobs again, avoided his gaze by quickly hugging him in her maternal arms. She sympathized with Louis’s sleeping difficulties.


-  Forget your problems, Louis, and join me for breakfast. It will make you feel better. It always works for me.
-  Don’t worry, Kokum. I’m fine, just busy.



And together, they eat in silence. During the last bite of bread, Louis says,


-  You know, Kokum, tomorrow is Friday, December 16.
-  Yes, I know. I feel shivers run through me when I think about Christmas coming soon. Will you join me, Louis, for dinner?


-  Don’t worry about being alone, Kokum; I will be with you as promised.


-  Thank you, Ti-Louis, for saying you will be with me at Christmas.


-  It is the least I can do for you, Kokum. Tomorrow, I’m taking the day off from the office. I will go snowboarding at Mont Sainte-Anne with Jack, a friend who is both an engineer and a therapist. It will help me forget all the black thoughts that still haunt me.


-  That’s a great idea, Ti-Louis! I will escape from mine by watching movies on television.



As he rose from the table, Louis felt right away in his stomach that the last blueberry pancake and a strawberry jam-covered slice of bread were one too many. He kissed his grandmother on the cheek and reached for the door. He put on his beaver fur hat and coat, ready to face the morning’s freezing air. When he stepped on the first step of the front porch, he slipped on a patch of black ice. He managed to regain his balance without falling into the snowbank. 

Damn, Québec winter weather, with its minus-30-degree temperatures! I wish I could retire now and spend my winters in a hot, exotic country! 

Even if Louis felt guilty about skipping his usual morning jogging run, he left home in a great rush after clearing the snow from his shiny red car. When he reached his office, it was almost nine o’clock. He swallows his pills and stares at the door, bracing himself to guide others through pain he barely understands in himself.
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​CHAPTER 2: Therapeutic Sessions
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​Max

Hearing the bell tone announcing Max’s arrival, Louis remembers that a St. Alphonse Boarding School Redemptorist father had sexually abused Max. This abuse event interfered with his having enjoyable relationships with women. Following the revelation in newspaper articles of this type of abuse by other victims many years later, he sought to free himself from remaining silent for so long by joining them in a reparation court case. As the door closed behind Max, Louis felt a familiar ache spreading in his chest—the same helpless rage he’d buried years ago. 


-  Hi, Max! How are you today? 
-  Louis, I'm not feeling well.


-  Why is that? Come and sit down and tell me what’s going on.


-  I have just been summoned to appear in court as a witness in the court trial I mentioned to you.


-  Is it not good news?


-  Yes, because I have been waiting for this moment for a long time. I am scared of the prospect of facing my aggressor after so many years of being abused by him.


-  I understand you. Try to overcome your fear of facing him by focusing on your need for justice. After hearing many ways to help him let go of his fear during the session, Max leaves his therapist, still worried, but without showing it. He does not want to disappoint him.



​Claude

AFTER MAX LEAVES, LOUIS writes up his thoughts in a follow-up journal, as he does for each client. He then consults his notes about the next one. It reads that Claude’s father never accepted his homosexuality. He often reminded him that it was not an illness and that it was just his fate.


-  Hi, Claude! You seem preoccupied today.
-  Hi, Louis! Do you know the latest bad news?


-  What bad news? Please tell me.


-  My mother just told me that I won’t be able to attend the next extended family gathering, which I was looking forward to. It was organized to celebrate my paternal grandparents’ golden wedding anniversary.


-  Why not?


-  Because my father is afraid that I will reveal my homosexuality to other family members, he’s so ashamed of me. 


-  I’m sorry to hear this. I sympathize with you. Do not worry about that. Your father may change his mind as that date approaches.


-  I do not think so. He didn’t even want to tell me this himself. He asked my mother to convey his decision to me.



For the next half hour, Louis tries to reassure him. He asks him to be patient. When Claude cries, he tries to console him for the suffering this paternal rejection causes him. He takes him in his arms. He tells him he sympathizes and urges him to put this news behind him and focus on something else. He tells him that he does it himself in such a situation.

Claude leaves the office with his head tilted forward more than when he arrived. Louis is disappointed not to have been able to help him in his distress. In the past, he had succeeded in helping him out of his depression by preaching patience and acceptance of his differences.

Claude’s last words still resonate in his head: “I can’t take it anymore; all I have to do is go and throw myself off the Québec bridge to put an end to this situation.” Louis had tried to joke about it, but Claude seemed lost in his mind. Seeing him like this had awakened some disturbing memories he, too, was still trying to repress. These thoughts begin to shake Louis from head to toe. As he tries to calm his anxiety, the phone rings.

​Claire


-  Hi! ... Hi! ... Who is calling?
-  Don’t you recognize my voice? It’s Claire, Louis! 


-  Oh! Claire... Yes. I remember you. How are you?


-  I am stuck in a traffic jam. I am sorry. Could I arrive a few minutes late? 


-  No problem! However, I will have to shorten the session. I have a full schedule of appointments for today.


-  I understand. I’ll be there in ten minutes.


-  See you later.



LOUIS IS HAPPY TO HAVE a little break from what has just happened. He goes to the bathroom to take a Prozac pill to calm his nerves. When the doorbell rings, he thinks about Claire’s difficulty sharing her problems openly. He splashes water on his face and drags his feet to the door.


-  Hi Claire! I’m delighted to see you again.
-  I apologize once again, Louis, for being late. You know how much I insist on being punctual.


-  Yes, I know. As a psychologist, I would appreciate it if you could share with me how frustrating it is when patients are late for their appointments.


-  And now I am late because I didn’t respect the time you allocated to each client today.


-  What happened?


-  I got distracted by what my first patient had to say.


-  What was it?


-  I became perturbed when she mentioned she had just found out that her husband was cheating on her with a younger woman. She told him to stop seeing her or leave home.


-  How did this disturb you?


-  I started to fear that my husband would do the same and never return.


-  Has he ever done this?


-  I do not believe so. He has been a very loyal husband.


-  Have you ever been abandoned by someone in your past?



Claire begins to cry.


-  Yes. By my first love. He broke his promise to leave his wife and children. He left me before I gave birth to his child.
-  You suffer from an excessive fear of being abandoned again.


-  You are right.


-  I sympathize with you, but I don’t know how to help you at this time other than recommending that you hire a detective. I am sorry that we ran out of time. I am expecting another client in a few minutes.


-  I understand. Thank you, Louis, for your time. I will think about your suggestion. Bye!


-  See you next week, Claire.



After Claire leaves, Louis wonders why he ended the meeting so quickly after suggesting she hire a detective. Does the subject of abandonment also bother him?

He goes to the bathroom. Another pill. Another silence. His hands tremble again.

​Myriam

THE SOUND OF THE DOORBELL finally pulls him out of trying to find a solution to Claire’s predicament.

He had forgotten about Myriam, his next client.

He quickly reads that she has not yet come to terms with her mourning. Her four-year-old daughter had died ten years earlier after drowning in the family swimming pool.


-  Hi! Myriam! Do you feel better today?
-  Not at all, Mr. Louis. I keep thinking that I could have stopped my little Jeannette from drowning if I had safely closed the swimming pool access gate. I feel so guilty.



At this, Myriam begins to cry loudly.

Louis can’t help but do the same; he sympathizes greatly with her. He can no longer give her any feedback. He feels so helpless in the face of such a great manifestation of pain. He cannot find the words to express his feelings for her. He is tongue-tied. He spends the rest of the session in silence, hugging her. After Myriam leaves, he struggles to recover from his emotions and regain his composure. Louis questions why he becomes so irritable so quickly. He heads to the bathroom to take yet another Prozac. 

During his lunch break, Louis reads his notebook and adds more information. Meanwhile, he quickly eats a ham-and-cheese sandwich he bought at the corner store.

He begins to daydream about holidays.

And it takes many doorbell rings before he reaches for the door.

​Lucinda

WHEN HE FINALLY OPENS the door, Louis finds himself face-to-face with a vision that both captivates and unsettles him.
Lucinda stands there—a beautiful, tall young woman whose long, blonde curls spill like liquid gold over her bare shoulders. Her face glows beneath layers of colorful makeup, her smile painted on like a fragile disguise. The black evening gown clings to her body with deliberate provocation, its silver sequins trembling in the dim light like nervous laughter.
- Hi, Lucinda, he manages. I’m sorry for keeping you waiting. Are you going to a party?

- "No," she says, her smile flickering. “I’ve just come from one. I wish you could have been there. I was so eager to see you again, Louis, that I arrived a little early.
She takes a small step closer, her perfume—a blend of smoke, sweetness, and something faintly desperate—seeping into the air between them. How do you like my new black dress? The sequins sparkle like stars, don’t they? Do you like my fishnet stockings?
- Yes... Yes, he says, his voice breaking slightly. You look... beautiful. Very desirable.

- Do you really think so, Louis?

- Of course. Come and sit down.

He watches her move toward the chair—slow, deliberate, knowing—and cross her long, slender legs with an elegance that feels rehearsed. The air seems to tighten. Beneath the calm exterior of the office, he feels a pulse of forbidden excitement that he can neither suppress nor fully acknowledge.

As in previous sessions, her words begin to dissolve his boundaries. She speaks without hesitation of her lovers, her fleeting pleasures, and her restless need for attention—the language of someone who mistakes chaos for affection. Each sentence cuts into him with a strange mixture of desire and pity.

He listens, but his thoughts drift to the memory of his own failures, his own loneliness disguised as professionalism. He wants to help her, to rescue her, yet somewhere deep inside, he knows he is also feeding off her pain. When she tells him, almost casually, that she must have another abortion, he feels his throat tighten. He stammers, unsure whether to offer comfort or judgment. Her eyes fill with tears that glisten like wet glass.

- I just don’t know how to stop,” she whispers.

He says nothing. The silence between them grows unbearable—thick with everything unsaid, with the shared recognition that both are trapped in roles that no longer protect them.

When she finally leaves, the echo of her perfume lingers like guilt. Louis sits motionless, the room heavy with her absence, his thoughts tangled between shame and longing.

And then—a faint sound.
Footsteps in the hall.
A man stands at his office door, which has remained slightly ajar, with the shadow of another presence quietly spilling into the room.

​Maurice


-  May I come in, Louis?
-  Uh! What is it? Where am I? Oh! It’s you, Maurice! I forgot about your appointment. Come and sit down. I need someone to talk to... Uh! To listen to.



DESPITE ATTENDING ALCOHOLICS Anonymous meetings regularly, Maurice discusses his struggles to stay sober. Louis, in turn, feels compelled to share his sobriety struggles with his client. Unconsciously, he seizes the opportunity to be listened to and release some of the tension that has accumulated during the earlier sessions.

After an hour of sharing and some discomfort about this breach of confidentiality, Louis escorts his client to the door.

Exhausted from his day, Louis cancels all appointments over the phone for the next two days. He then reaches the resto-bar Le Grand Totem to speak to his uncle about his difficult day, as he often does. Although his uncle’s absence saddens him, he finds solace in the unexpected appearance of his childhood Indigenous friends. He enjoys hearing what has transpired with them. Their accounts of the sexual, emotional, and physical abuse they endured at boarding schools mandated by the government assimilation program shake him.

He becomes very emotional. After resisting many offers of drinking with them as they proceed to numb their sorrows, he finally succumbs to the temptation. Needing to drown his thoughts in alcohol after the overload of emotions of the day, he grabs one of the many full glasses of beer on the table. He empties
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