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​THE DUBOIS IN WHITE HELL

They had come looking for adventure.

They found something else.

When Marco and Guy Dubois leave Provence for a snowmobile raid in northern Quebec, they expect to face the cold, fatigue and the vast northern wilderness.

They don't expect to get lost.

Nor to discover places not shown on maps.

Nor to hear voices in the wind.

Deep in the boreal forest, something seems to be watching. Something ancient. Something that leaves behind impossible traces and questions no one wants to answer.

As the line between reality, memory and nightmare begins to crack, the two friends realize that they are no longer just struggling to find their way back.

They are fighting to make it back.



​Act 1: The Spark of Adventure
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​Chapter 1: The Spark
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Guy hadn't spoken of Quebec again. Not once in five years. His footsteps hammered the hardwood floor. Marco Dubois, built like an oak, solid, wiry, couldn't stay still. Outside, the late afternoon sun tinted the rolling vineyards of southeastern France amber and pink—the same light as every day, and that was precisely the problem. His black, curly hair, usually tamed with gel, fell in untidy strands over a brow creased by an idea too powerful to remain silent. His eyes, the color of roasted coffee, sparkled with a mischievous glint that already hinted at his next big project.

A former amateur motorcycle racer, he had retained from that time an absolute confidence in his reflexes and a muscle memory of trajectories.

His messy apartment perfectly reflected his restlessness. Motorcycle magazines, scattered like fallen leaves across the worn leather sofa, their pages filled with chrome and winding roads, were interspersed with dog-eared topographical maps of mountain passes and dog-eared copies of adventure novels. A half-eaten bowl of onion soup sat on the coffee table, its savory aroma still lingering.

It was the silent testament to his recent focus on the crazy idea that had been nagging at him. On an open page, Marco nervously flipped through an off-road motorcycle magazine, his fingerprints imprinted on landscapes of dunes and arid tracks. Nothing clicked. Marco abruptly closed the magazine, the sound of the paper snapping like a gunshot.

Just as his agitation threatened to overflow, the door opened, framing Guy Dubois as he entered with a bag of chocolate croissants fresh from the oven. The aroma preceded him like a buttery promise of comfort.

In his pocket, his fingers were already twirling an old brushed metal storm lighter, engraved with a stylized snowflake — a nervous tic that Marco didn't know he had.

" Dude, my friend!" exclaimed Marco, slamming his magazine onto the coffee table in exasperation. "I'm going in circles. I'm looking for an escape, something to break us out of this Provençal routine, but everything seems... been there, done that.. Too hot, too dry, too easy."

Guy placed the bag next to a grease stain. His gaze swept the room. Calm. Already elsewhere. His gray eyes scanned the room with a look that seemed to already have everything in order. An engineer by trade, he saw the world in systems, but under his bed, a worn shoebox overflowed with old photographs: white landscapes, pine forests, frozen rivers. He had never shown these photos to anyone. He never spoke of them.

" Stop looking in your sand magazines, Marco," said Guy in a calm voice that cut through his friend's agitation. "I have what we need. A brilliant idea."

The storm lighter was still spinning between his fingers, faster now.

Marco froze, a flicker of curiosity replacing his annoyance.

"Any ideas? You? The king of planning and algorithms?"

" Exactly," Guy continued, pulling from his pocket not a brochure, but an old, plastic-coated map, its edges creased by the cold. " We're going somewhere with nothing — no noise, no people. The North." We're going to Quebec. By snowmobile.

Marco's eyes widened. He had never been there, but the word alone resonated with his inner melody. His hand brushed against the map, trying to extract the sensation of the frost.

"Quebec? But Guy... we don’t know anything about it."

" You don't know anything about it, Marco," Guy corrected, a touch of gravity in his voice. "I've been there. That place will chew you up. It won't let you go. But that's where you'll find what you're looking for."

Marco let his hand fall from the map, his gaze lost for a moment in the void. A bitter smile stretched across his lips.

"Ah, that's right. that famous expedition." He chuckled, but the sound was hollow. "You went anyway, didn't you? Alone." He put the magazine down without closing it, his gaze elsewhere. "I don't even remember the excuse I gave you. A blown rod, a girl. something stupid." He paused.

"Were you angry with me?"

Guy didn't answer right away. He bit into his chocolate croissant.

"I wanted to come to Quebec," he said finally. "It's simpler that way."

Guy unwrapped a chocolate croissant. His gaze was involuntarily drawn to the wall mirror behind Marco. He saw only his own tired reflection.

He frowned slightly, without really knowing why. Fatigue, no doubt. Or a bad feeling.

" What?" asked Marco.

Guy did not respond immediately, lost in his thoughts.

Marco had started whistling absentmindedly while looking at the map. A slow, strange melody, the origin of which he himself seemed to be unaware.

"That tune you were humming. it gives me chills," said Guy, shrugging his shoulders. "To each their own."

Marco narrowed his eyes, his mechanic's instinct taking over.

"One hundred and sixty horsepower on ice? If we throw a rod at -30 , your silence will become unbearable, Guy. Aren't we bringing our tools?"

Guy regained his composure and let out a light, but nervous laugh.

"Nothing. Just... pack your warmest clothes. We're going to be riding 160-horsepower machines on bare ice. This is your real adventure. This is what you're looking for."

Marco remained silent for a moment, then replied with an almost feverish look:

"A place to lose myself, or find myself again. I don't know anymore. But if you say it's there, Guy, I'll go. I don't want to face this without someone who knows the way."

Guy nodded slowly, a knot in his stomach. Marco waited, without insisting. He knew his friend would come when he was ready.

Guy looked up. In Marco's eyes, he saw neither morbid curiosity nor a need to explain. Just a desire to be there.

" Okay," he breathed. "Let's go."

And this time, he knew exactly what he risked awakening. They would leave. This time, for real.
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​Chapter 2: Into the Cold
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The following weeks were a total immersion. Guy's proposal transformed into a concrete plan under Marco's methodical supervision. Their sunny weekends in Provence were replaced by intense planning sessions, the smell of motor oil mingling with that of coffee and freshly printed maps.

Every night, while Marco dozed off watching documentaries about the Far North, Guy stayed awake, his computer screen casting a bluish glow on his tired face. Maps of Quebec, larger than any table, lay scattered on the floor, their snowmobile trails snaking like frozen veins. Armed with a highlighter, Guy cross-referenced information from obscure snowmobiling forums with near-military precision. He located the GPS coordinates of isolated gas stations, booked nights in rustic cabins, pinpointed emergency shelters, and checked routes on his GPS while keeping waterproof maps and compasses as backups. Yet, at night, his confidence began to crumble. Sometimes, late at night, he would catch Marco asleep in front of a documentary about the Far North, the television still on.

He was beginning to understand that it wasn't the well-trodden paths that mattered, but the silences between the beacons, where the unknown could manifest itself. A chat window open on his screen displayed a forum thread titled "Preparing your expedition." The last reply, posted by "Blizzard42," simply said: "Check the ice thickness carefully." Guy made a mental note of it.

Marco, leaning over his shoulder, indicated exciting and slightly off-piste detours, making Guy grimace as he silently reviewed his risk assessment.

"Look at that lake, Guy! A perfect straight line. We could push the machines to the limit, see what those 160 horses are really capable of on bare ice!"

Guy did not look up, his attention fixed on the navigation charts.

"And end up at the through the ice, Marco," Guy murmured. "We don't leave the trails. Ever. You see those orange stakes with reflective strips on the map? Those are the markers. They mark the only route where the ice is tested weekly by the patrols. Outside of those flags, you could come across a sheet of water or a crevasse of bare ice covered by snow. It's a death trap."

His fingers tapped nervously to find the average ice thickness in January. He blinked, his heart pounding, attributing it to fatigue. Guy knew what he was talking about: an expedition to Quebec years earlier had taught him that ice is unforgiving.

The equipment became Guy's exclusive domain. Marco had initially laughed when he saw the collection of thermal socks, insulating gloves, antifreeze hand cream and high-tech gadgets.

" Are we going on a polar expedition or opening a pharmacy aisle?" he joked, brandishing a pack of chemical hand warmers.

Guy didn't respond, too focused on checking the waterproof seal on their survival tent.

"Would you rather be ugly and alive or beautiful and dead?"

“Marco,” he simply replied, without looking up from his list. He particularly emphasized a strong rope and a pair of ice picks, a tool for pulling oneself out of the water in case of a fall. Marco, who had initially dismissed this precaution, was finally convinced by Guy’s calm but firm explanation of the brutal consequences of such an eventuality.

" Hypothermia kills in fifteen minutes in these waters," Guy had specified, tapping the screen of his tablet which displayed a worrying diagram.

"After that, it's over."

Marco had listened without saying a word, but his eyes shone with a new excitement. He could already see the white landscapes, the frozen lakes, the smell of pure cold – everything that Guy, for his part, already knew.

Weeks of meticulous preparation culminated in a single morning. Their carefully marked routes were folded; their bags were packed. The air vibrated with the promise of the journey, a spring of shared adventure ready to be unleashed. All that remained was to turn the key in the ignition. The world behind them was silent; the one ahead did not yet exist.

The crisp morning air at Nice airport vibrated with a familiar energy. Marco, always an early bird despite his all-night preparation, was bouncing around near the gate. Excitement and strong coffee were fueling him. His inner engine was already purring with anticipation. Guy was calmer, meticulously checking their boarding passes for the tenth time.

The transatlantic flight was a whirlwind of mediocre meals and restless naps, a brief calm before the winter storm. Guy, unable to sleep, stared out the window at the ocean darkness.

Stepping off the plane in Montreal was like entering a different world. The crisp air, carrying a light scent of snow, was invigorating. Their rental car, a sturdy SUV, was soon loaded with their luggage. The cityscape gave way to vast snow-covered fields. Dense forests lined the road, their trees standing like skeletal sentinels, seemingly watching for their passage. Shimmering patches of ice, like shattered mirrors, stretched across the frozen Taureau Reservoir. Marco, captivated, let out exclamations of delight.

"Look at that, Guy! It looks like a postcard! Only colder, much colder!" His voice seemed to carry further than expected in the crystalline air, as if the echo was taking a long time to return."

Their first night was spent at a small family motel nestled in Saint-Michel-des-Saints, in the heart of the Lanaudière region, ideally located at the start of the snowmobile trails leading to the Taureau Reservoir.

Several local outfitters and rental companies provided snowmobiles ready to tackle the northern trails. The motel was one of them. Here, in winter, the roads disappear. Everything begins on the snow. The motel, with its warm lobby and the scent of wood smoke, exuded a rustic charm.

The owner, a woman named Sylvie, gave them a warm welcome.

Her tight smile lasted a second too long. When Guy met her gaze, something froze. Not an emotion. An absence.

Sylvie blinked. Once. Then her smile returned, in exactly the same spot.

"How long will you all be staying?"

She tilted her head slightly.

"I mean... how many nights."

She watched them in silence. One second. Two.

As if she were waiting for them to give the right answer.

While he waited for the forms, Guy's gaze fell upon a faded poster hanging on the wall. Rows of tiny painted cabins stood out against a stretch of white ice.

"ice fishing on the Taureau Reservoir ," the sign read, and rows of fishing huts lined the frozen expanse of the reservoir. A carnival of colors in the heart of winter. He let his gaze linger, filing it away without thinking.

"Storm," Sylvie had murmured, turning the key to their room. Inside, the old radiator creaked like a cornered animal, struggling to maintain a precarious warmth against the onslaught from outside.

After settling in, they headed to a local restaurant. Marco ordered a steaming poutine, while Guy opted for a ribeye. They ate with gusto.

"Back when you fancied yourself a chef," said Marco, grabbing a fry from Guy's plate, "what do you think of the local food?"

Guy chewed slowly, considering the question with the seriousness he usually reserved for lines of code.

"Decent. The meat is good, the cold preserves it. But it's not a gourmet experience."

"You've always had such a way with words."

Guy shrugged and picked up his fork again.

Their conversation was a relaxed mix of observations about their trip and anticipation for the next day's adventure.

Back at the motel, they arranged their gear with almost ritualistic care: the insulated suits, a promise of warmth against the biting cold, and Guy's survival kit, a silent testament to his meticulous foresight. A palpable, shared excitement filled the air. Guy checked the batteries in their headlamps and the charge on the satellite phone one last time. Marco glanced at Guy, a broad smile lighting up his face.

" Tomorrow, old man," he murmured, his voice low with excitement. For him, tomorrow was a conquest, an epic.

"Tomorrow, the real adventure begins."

Outside, the wind rushed into the motel chimney with a long, muffled moan.

Guy met his gaze, a rare and genuine smile lighting up his eyes. For him, tomorrow was different. It wasn't a conquest, but a test. A system to be tested against chaos. The vast white north lay before them, a dazzling trap, a silent call. A promise of oblivion or a revealing trial: they would soon know.

The cold seemed even more biting. For the first time since their arrival, Marco didn't smile back.
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​Chapter 3: White Silence
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​The cold has ears

Outside the frosted motel window, the metal thermometer read -25°C, a real challenge. Guy observed the solar halo, a common phenomenon in very cold weather, often announcing a change in the weather. 

Marco rubbed his hands together vigorously, cracking the frozen knuckles of his fingers, and let out a low hiss that turned into thick steam. Each breath burned his nostrils. The steam from his breath instantly froze on his eyebrows, forming tiny beads of white ice.

"Damn... minus twenty-five. His voice caught almost imperceptibly on the last words, and Guy saw his dark eyes darken as if the memory of his grandfather – those stories of mountains that empty men of their memories – had crossed his mind."

"That's Quebec winter for you."

Guy, already layering his protective gear with surgical precision, nodded silently. He had checked the temperature three times, cross-referenced data from four weather apps, and yet a part of him still refused to accept the reality of the figure. The cold was becoming a constant strain, impossible to ignore.

Marco laughed nervously as he pulled up the collar of his parka until it revealed only a narrow slit for his bright eyes.

" At this temperature, my beard will freeze before we even turn the corner," Marco joked. "You've experienced worse in Quebec, haven't you?"

Guy nodded, the memories coming back to him.

"Once. And I especially remember that my coffee froze in the cup before I had time to drink it."

“ Assuming we can still move with all these layers,” Guy interrupted, meticulously adjusting the strap of his backpack. He had calculated the optimal thickness to avoid restricting circulation while maintaining his core temperature. Yet, his numb fingers already betrayed the flaw in his calculations.

They exchanged a look that mingled the complicity of years of adventures with a new, almost solemn, recognition of the threat posed by the elements. Then they plunged into the whiteness.

The dawn, an almost painful whiteness, reflected on the vast expanse of virgin snow with an intensity that forced Marco to squint behind his tinted glasses, each eyelash quickly heavy with the nascent frost. The roar of the snowmobiles—those mechanical beasts with aggressive tracks designed to bite into the ice—vibrated with a determination that seemed quite fragile in the face of the silent immensity that surrounded them.

They made a final stop in front of the motel, the bluish plumes of their exhausts dancing a brief ballet before dissipating into the still air. The acrid smell of unleaded gasoline mingled with that subtly metallic, almost electric scent that snow gives off when the mercury plunges below -20. Guy took a deep breath, marking a ritual pause before departure, unconsciously listening to something his reason still refused to name.

Marco straddled his machine with the agility of a cowboy mounting his mustang, adjusting his helmet with a thick leather-gloved hand. His smile, visible even through the frozen visor, radiated an almost childlike excitement.

It's running a bit high, Guy. The frost is leaning out the mixture. We'll have to keep an eye on the spark plugs if we go any higher. This professional instinct reassured Guy for a brief moment.

"So, my friend, ready to write a new page?"

Guy didn't reply immediately, busy checking the contents of his backpack for the fourth time – the state-of-the-art hiking GPS, the topographic maps in their waterproof case, the distress beacon he'd positioned for instant access, the three different types of firelighters. Each item neatly packed according to a system that would have made Marco smile under other circumstances.

The previous evening, driven by an agitation he couldn't rationalize, Guy had stepped out onto the motel's front steps for a moment, not even taking the time to put on his parka. The icy air hit him like a punch to the solar plexus, but it was the silence that truly gripped him—not just an absence of sound, but a palpable, attentive presence, as if the surrounding forest were holding its breath to better capture their every whisper. This memory came back to him as he put on his heated gloves, giving the lithium batteries a final check.

​Mapping the danger

The first few hours of their excursion were pure enchantment. The groomed trails wound through snow-covered pine forests where every branch, heavy with winter's weight, seemed stretched out like the arms of ancient sentinels draped in white. But by the second hour, Guy checked his GPS: they had unknowingly veered off course by twelve kilometers, drawn by an unmarked secondary track. He mentally noted: "12 km deviation, westbound, lost bearings." The snow, which had been powdery until then, became sticky. Visibility plummeted to less than twenty meters. It wasn't a malfunction. 
Just a slow disappearance of all their landmarks .
For a moment, Guy forgot his doubts . The low sunlight pierced through the black spruce trees, creating plays of light and shadow on the virgin snow that transformed the landscape into a living kaleidoscope.

Their snowmobiles moved forward with a satisfied hum, their skis crunching almost musically around the tight turns. Marco, naturally, led the way, occasionally letting out joyful shouts that the surrounding vastness seemed to absorb instantly, as if hungry for any sign of life. Guy followed at a safe distance, his gaze constantly scanning the bright orange markers along the trail, mentally noting each landmark, each curve of the terrain, with the precision of a mapping app.

They stopped for lunch by a frozen lake whose shimmering surface stretched to the horizon like a mirror shattered by some capricious giant. Guy methodically brought out the thermoses of steaming coffee and the sandwiches prepared by the motel, arranging everything on a carefully folded insulating blanket on the packed snow.

He noticed an Arctic fox, immaculately white, watching them from a ridge. The animal seemed to hesitate for a moment, then fled with a light leap into the snow.

" It's crazy," Marco murmured, his voice muffled by emotion as much as by the scarf pulled up over his face, reddened by the cold. His eyes shone with a light Guy hadn't seen in him for years.

"We're alone here. Truly alone. As if everything had been erased."

Guy nodded while keeping his eyes fixed on the dark line of trees on the horizon.

"Yeah, nice. But we're not going off the beaten track." His hand instinctively went to the distress beacon attached to his belt, his fingers checking for the umpteenth time that it was activated."

"Remember what Sylvie said: here, distances are deceiving. What seems close can be hours away on foot."

Marco made a disdainful gesture with his hand, sending ice crystals flying that glittered briefly before falling back down.

"Calm down, my friend. I have a natural sense of direction. It's like sailing in Provence, just a little more... white."

A fleeting image flashed through his mind at those words—the memory of utter whiteness, of a howl of wind so powerful it drowned out the sound of his own pounding heart, the dizzying sensation of being nothing more than an insignificant speck in an icy void. He shrugged the thought off with an overly emphatic shrug, but the sudden chill that ran down his spine had nothing to do with the ambient temperature.

​The descent

As the day progressed, the terrain gradually transformed beneath their skis. The wide, groomed, and well-maintained trails of the early hours gave way to less frequented secondary paths, where the deeper, softer snow demanded constant adjustments to power and direction. The wind, almost nonexistent in the morning, rose into a capricious breeze that transformed the powder snow into disorienting gusts, like so many dancing ghosts that came to lick the visors of their helmets.

Guy checked his GPS at regular intervals, his brows furrowing more and more as he noted subtle but growing discrepancies between the satellite readings and the physical landmarks that nevertheless appeared identical to those marked on the map. The very air seemed to change, acquiring a metallic, almost electric bite that foreshadowed a sharp drop in temperature. -30°C now, as confirmed by the digital display on his dashboard. At this point, he knew that exposed skin would freeze in less than ten minutes, that their devices' batteries would last half as long as expected, and that the gasoline would begin to solidify in the tanks if they weren't kept constantly moving.

It was then that Marco, carried away by the exhilaration of adventure and perhaps also by that carelessness which had always been both his strength and his weakness, suggested leaving the marked paths for good.

" Look over there, Guy!" he exclaimed, pointing to a pristine valley that opened up between two wooded hills. " Sylvie mentioned a magnificent frozen waterfall over there. Imagine the photos we could take! It would only be a short detour. An hour max, round trip."

Guy felt an immediate resistance forming in his chest. His gaze quickly flickered between the GPS—which showed absolutely no trail in that direction—and the sun, already low on the horizon. The screen went black: the battery had died, probably too sensitive to the cold.

The shadows lengthened dramatically, transforming every hollow in the terrain into a potential trap. Worse still, the silence that had enveloped them since their departure seemed to thicken, becoming almost palpable, as if nature itself were holding its breath in tense anticipation. A sudden, visceral, and utterly irrational apprehension, for a mind as rational as his, prickled beneath all its layers of technical understanding.

He remembered Quebec. The infinite whiteness, the silence that draws you in, he remembered how quickly one could get lost there.

He had promised never to underestimate the cold again.

" Marco," he said, his voice trying to keep neutral but betraying a new tension, "I don't think this is a good idea. The light will be dimming soon, and... I've got a bad feeling about this."

But when he looked up at his friend, he saw that familiar glimmer—that blend of defiance, curiosity, and an insatiable thirst for life that had always fueled their friendship. To say no now, to play the voice of reason once more, would be to extinguish that spark that made Marco... Marco. Guy hated the unknown, hated relinquishing control most of all, but he knew with a gut-wrenching certainty that he would follow. He always had. After one last eloquent glance at the dying GPS, he nodded resignedly.

Their snowmobiles left the relative safety of the marked trail, leaving deep tracks in the virgin snow that sparkled like a sea of diamonds in the fading light. The valley opened before them in all its wild splendor, framed by majestic pines whose lower branches bent under the weight of the fresh snow.

They descended into a narrower valley, the trees closing in around them, the landscape becoming increasingly wild and isolated. They found no waterfalls. Then, the communications between their headsets were interrupted by a brief crackling sound—likely interference from the cold—which disappeared as quickly as it had appeared, leaving behind an even heavier silence.

Guy checked his watch: 2:57 p.m. They had left the marked trail twenty-three minutes earlier. The snowmobile's odometer showed 27 km traveled since their last break. But the map indicated they had only covered 19 km in a straight line. Detours, ridges, and patches of soft snow had stolen the rest. He made a mental note: offset 8 km, heading north-northwest, lost visual reference for five minutes. The wind picked up a minute later.

Marco slowed down abruptly, his face visibly perplexed behind the frosted visor.

" That's strange," he shouted over the roar of the engines.

"I thought I felt a strange vibration in the engine... As if it was running irregularly."

​The white cage

The return was not a sudden shift, but an erosion. Guy looked at his compass: the needle moved slightly, probably due to vibrations or the cold, but it still pointed north. Yet, he had trouble trusting it. At 3:00 PM, he lost the last trace of their skis, swallowed up by a gust of wind; no tree seemed familiar anymore. The snow, initially powdery, became sticky, slowing their progress by half. It was at 3:30 PM that he admitted the obvious: they were lost.

The wind, until then a mere capricious breeze, suddenly rose, swirling and transforming the surrounding snow into an impenetrable white veil. The landmarks Guy had carefully noted during their advance—that particular rock, that twisted tree—had vanished, swallowed up in the storm. There was no longer any direction, only shades of white that danced endlessly before their frostbitten eyes.

" Marco, I can't see our tracks anymore!" Guy yelled, unable to hide the hint of panic in his voice. His hands gripped the handlebars with brute force, his fingers numb despite the built-in heaters in his gloves.

Marco, whose initial excitement had given way to visible tension, slowed down until their machines were side by side.

" Follow me, Guy," he shouted, but his voice no longer had its usual confidence. A forced act of defiance, nothing more.

"I think I remember the way."

But the white veil persisted; Guy's GPS, their last link to the rational world, flickered one last time before the screen went black. Dead battery. A wave of pure terror washed over Guy as he realized they had just lost their last reliable means of navigation.

Then came the mechanical problem. Marco's snowmobile coughed like a tubercular old man, its engine gradually losing its steady power until it emitted only an irregular, pathetic gasp. It finally stopped completely with a final metallic hiccup, and the abrupt absence of its engine amplified the howling of the wind into a heart-rending wail that seemed to come from everywhere at once.

" Damn! Damn, damn, damn!" exclaimed Marco, furiously kicking his malfunctioning machine. But his anger was short-lived, quickly replaced by an expression of profound anguish as he fully grasped their predicament.

Guy stopped beside him, his heart pounding in his chest. Even with his limited mechanical knowledge, he immediately understood the seriousness of the problem.

" The fuel line," he murmured, his fingers already almost numb despite the gloves as he tried to open the hood.

"Condensation that froze. Damn, I should have thought of that."

Marco frantically worked the engine, but his movements were clumsy, hampered by the cold and a growing fear. The light of the setting sun had now completely disappeared, casting long, spectral silhouettes that seemed to be creeping insidiously closer. After several failed attempts, he slumped onto the seat of his snowmobile, his breath forming swift clouds before his suddenly aged face.

"It's not working, Guy. It's not working anymore."

Darkness then fell upon them like a lid, thick and absolute. The landscape that had once seemed so majestic transformed into a featureless void that seemed to absorb both sound and light. They were trapped, lost, facing the merciless power of a Quebec winter that
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